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Prologue
 
    
 
    
 
   “Darion, do not cause a war over this. Release him. Now.” Rowan felt fear and panic slithering through her veins, but she held her head high, her eyes daring him to deny her, and her voice steady and strong.
 
   “You come to my land making demands?” Darion smirked. The young Light Fae leader was in over her head. “Your warrior broke our laws.”
 
   “No, he broke your rules. As a Light Fae, he is not bound by your rules.”
 
   “Ah, but he broke my rule and was on my land when he did so. That means he is subject to my punishments.”
 
   “Do not delude yourself, Darion. I will go to war for him—these four men standing behind me are only the beginning of what I will bring to you if you do not release Kale now.”
 
   Darion continued to smirk, but with a discreet flick of his finger two men entered his affluent throne room, dragging a beaten Kale with them. There was an ominous, low growl that sounded behind Rowan as her four warriors took in the sight of Kale’s slumped body.
 
   “You may have your warrior back, but keep him on your land. Perhaps you should invest in a leash for him.”
 
   Rowan turned to Cree, sending him a message to take Bain and for them to get Kale out of there, while she finished with Darion. Cree did what was asked of him but made it very clear that he did not want to leave her with the Dark Fae Leader.
 
   Lothar and Uriah took up closer flanking positions next to Rowan.
 
   “What will become of Katarina?” Rowan asked.
 
   “Katarina is not your concern. She’s the one who led your warrior here—what do you care of her future?” Darion’s eyes held a deep satisfaction as he answered Rowan.
 
   Rowan’s eyes flared, causing a deep chuckle from the Dark Leader.
 
   “Did you not know? She betrayed him. She set a trap for him and delivered your warrior to me.”
 
   “No, she loves him,” Rowan argued.
 
   Rowan had met Katarina, had given her passage onto the Light Lands, and had allowed her to be with Kale—though their allegiances screamed for their separation. She had welcomed Katarina to the world of the Light Fae.
 
   “I assure you—she never loved him. She may have enjoyed him; his chi is strong because of the Immortal Blood you all drink. But no, she never loved him. When I learned of their relationship, she gladly delivered your warrior to me. And now she will pay for her discretions.”
 
   “How?” Uriah spoke for the first time since they entered the Dark Fae castle.
 
   “With her life, of course. She betrayed her leader, and while I do not care that she betrayed your warrior, it should bring you all some closure. It’s a fitting punishment.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   Fifteen years later...
 
    
 
   Kale’s feet pounded the pavement, Bain dropping in thirty feet ahead of him, blocking the only escape route for the Brownie fleeing from them.
 
   “I didn’t do nothin’,” the Brownie yelled as the two warriors closed in on him.
 
   “Then why’d you run?” Uriah asked as he jumped from the roof above them.
 
   “You’da run too, if you were me and being chased by you.”
 
   Kale raised a brow and smirked as he caught Bain shaking his head with a smirk of his own.
 
   “We only chased you because you ran when we tried to talk to you. So now, we’re going to have a conversation.”
 
   Bain grabbed the Brownie by the arm, unleashed his massive white wings, and shot into the deep night sky—carrying the dangling and screaming Fae through the air.
 
   “He has a flare for the dramatics,” Uriah said, shooting Kale an amused look.
 
   Kale smiled back, releasing his own raven-colored wings. “If you had a woman like Izzy waiting at home, in bed, for you—wouldn’t you rather be there, then here?”
 
   Uriah smiled and nodded. What man wouldn’t want to be home with his love, rather than chasing some random creature through the dirty streets of the Human World, when all they needed from him was to ask a few questions?
 
   By the time Uriah and Kale had made it back to Hawk’s Eye Security, Bain already had the Brownie in one of the conference rooms. 
 
   He’d chosen the one room that held the bare necessities. It was called a conference room, but it felt more like an interrogation room. Everything was set up to make the one being questioned uncomfortable—the chair was hard metal with one leg just a fraction shorter than the others, making it all but impossible to get comfortable or relax. The temperature was also kept at a balmy seventy-six degrees, the lighting was harsh, and Bain was a big scary fucker looming in the corner of the room.
 
   “Did you get anything out of him?” Uriah asked as he and Kale entered through the heavy metal door.
 
   The Brownie looked pale, and his eyes were wide as saucers as they flicked between the three brothers.
 
   “Nope. I didn’t ask him anything yet.” Bain smiled, his fangs peeking from behind his lips.
 
   “I think we got this handled. Go see Izzy,” Kale said as he took the seat across from their detainee.
 
   Bain smirked. “You sure?”
 
   “Yep, get out of here.” Uriah waved him off.
 
   Bain gave them a parting good night and hurried out the door.
 
   “So,” Kale started, looking down at a folder Lucas had compiled for them. “It says here you’re going by the name Jerry Smith. That’s very original,” he said dryly. “So tell me, Jerry—who are you, really?”
 
   “Your file doesn’t tell you that?” the Brownie questioned.
 
   Kale smirked. “What it tells me is that you don’t belong here, that you are aligned to the Dark, and that you’ve been causing some mischief here in the Human World.”
 
   The Brownie’s eyes narrowed. 
 
   “So, my suggestion is that you knock off the attitude and answer my questions. Maybe then we can work something out that will keep me from having to return you to Darion. If I remember right... and I do,” Kale made the statement very clear, “Darion doesn’t appreciate his subjects jumping ship. You’ve been here for nearly eight months. Seems to me you’re making a life in this world.”
 
   “He’ll imprison me and my family if you send us back.”
 
   Kale nodded. “I know, so let’s talk.”
 
   “What do you want to know?” 
 
   “First of all, how did you get here?” Kale knew the answer, but he was hoping for details. 
 
   “The Drifters.” Jerry confirmed what the brothers already knew.
 
   “Yes, that much we figured out—now tell me about the Drifters.”
 
   “I don’t know what to tell you. It took me close to a year to find them. The rumors have been floating around for a long time. I followed leads that led me between the Dark and Light lands. They found me when I had pretty much given up my search.”
 
   “Where did they find you?” Uriah asked.
 
   “When I returned from my search, they approached me outside of my home. Told me if I wanted passage into the Human World, I needed to come up with a trade worthy of their help. Only then would they would bring me, my wife, and my two children here. I had two days to be ready and have their payment.”
 
   “What did you trade?”
 
   “Everything we owned,” Jerry said sadly.
 
   Kale and Uriah traded glances before Kale asked, “And how did you get here?” 
 
   “That I can’t tell you. I don’t know what kind of Fae they are, but I don’t remember much of the following two days. The next thing I knew, we were through a portal and in this World. I met a Succubus who helped us once we were here. We stayed with her in a large house, though I don’t remember any details—it’s like a fog comes over me when I try.”
 
   Kale tapped his fingers against his thigh. There were plenty of Fae who could tamper with Jerry’s memories. 
 
   “The Drifters,” Jerry continued, “gave her some of the gold we had used to pay them. She took it and traded it for human money. She took that money, got us an apartment, and then gave us the remainder.”
 
   Kale raised a brow in Uriah’s direction. “Have you seen her since she took you to the apartment?”
 
   “She checks in on us about once a month, but only by phone.”
 
   “No chance you remember where about the house you stayed in was?”
 
   “We were blindfolded when we got there; the rest is fuzzy. Though I don’t think it was her home. There were others there but we didn’t see them.”
 
   “Alright, did the Succubus have a name?”
 
   “They called her Mistress.”
 
   “That’s original,” Kale quipped.
 
   “Sit tight, Jerry,” Uriah told him.
 
   Kale and Uriah headed for the door, Kale shaking his head.
 
   “Wait, what are you going to do with us?”
 
   “That depends entirely on what Rowan wants us to do. We’re responsible for this World and you’ve been up to your Brownie ways... causing mischief.”
 
   Uriah closed the door behind them. “I’ll call Ro,” he said, pulling his phone out and dialing the Light Fae Leader.
 
    
 
   “What do we know, Uriah?” 
 
   Rowan’s voice wasn’t as bright as it used to be. She’d been under too much pressure lately. Uriah wanted to give her good news, but all he had was more questions.
 
   “As we figured, the Drifters helped this Brownie family into the Human World. They gave up everything they owned for passage. Once they were here, a Succubus helped them get settled. That’s all he knows.”
 
   Rowan sighed. “A Succubus? That means most likely a Dark Fae is helping others escape.”
 
   Uriah nodded and confirmed with a, “Yes.”
 
   “What of this family—is their mischief something to worry about?”
 
   “I don’t think they’re a threat—it’s minor things. From what I can tell, it’s mostly to create work so he can support his family. He’s taken on a job as a handyman.”
 
   “If he’s not hurting people he can stay. Make him register with Lucas and tell him we’re going to be keeping an eye on him. Oh, and tell him he needs to register with his Fae information and his human information—including his alliance date. I want to know everything about the Fae we’re allowing to stay in the Human World.”
 
   “Of course. Many Blessings, Rowan.”
 
   Uriah could hear the smile in Rowans voice as he used the formal good-bye.
 
   “Same to you, Uriah. I’ll see you soon.”
 
   Uriah ended the call and returned to Jerry. “Good new, my leader has given you a pass. Now we need to fill out some paperwork.”
 
   Jerry titled his head. “What kind of paperwork?”
 
   Uriah grinned. “The kind that will allow us to keep tabs on you.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   “Admit it, Izzy. You loved it,” Kale pushed, a glint in his dark eyes and mischief playing over his lips in the form of a playful smirk.
 
   “I will not,” Izzy said, shaking her head as she walked through the parting crowd at the packed arena.
 
   “You should admit it, sweetheart. He’s not going to let it go,” Bain said, wrapping his arm around her shoulders and dropping a kiss on her temple.
 
   Izzy stepped from Bain’s arms and turned to face the two Immortals. It was they who had just subjected her to three hours of grown-ass men throwing each other around a squared ring. “Fine, the pyrotechnics were cool, though super loud, and I’ll admit the one you called the Viper was pretty talented.”
 
   “Ah, she’s a Randy Orton fan,” Kale cooed.
 
   Somehow Izzy had been dragged out on a Monday night to watch WWE Monday Night Raw live, along with Bain and Kale. She couldn’t deny that the superstars were talented and Kale’s obsession with the wrestling franchise was not news to her. 
 
   Izzy had already had six month to learn all about her Immortals brothers. Kale being the one she felt a true kinship with. She loved the youngest Immortal as the brother she never had. It was a good thing too. The more time she spent in the Fae world, the more she lived the link between Bain and Kale. They were free-spirited best friends.
 
   Bain placed his hand on the small of Izzy’s back and the three of them continued to make their way back to her car.
 
   Kale felt a small, electric charge against his skin; awareness that something he hadn’t felt in years was close. Kale’s back went ramrod straight as his eyes devoured the crowd around them. With a nonchalant movement he took a step closer to Izzy. She was basically immortal now, but she was too important to his brother to risk.
 
   “You ok?” Bain asked, giving Kale a cautious look before scanning the crowd around them.
 
   “Yeah, I think. No worries—just got a weird feeling.”
 
   Izzy’s blue eyes questioned Kale, but he smiled and shook his head. With a gentle shrug, Izzy let it go.  
 
   Kale wrestled with the facts and the feeling he was having. There was no way what he was feeling was her—she was gone, had been for years now, but what she was... Well, they were a thriving Fae species, dark creatures, and apparently there was one busy in the Human World. After his chat with Jerry, he was more than aware of the Succubus presence.
 
   Bain opened Izzy’s door for her and she started to crawl in the back seat.
 
   “No, take the front,” Kale told her. They’d argued about who got the front on the way over—her logic winning out over his chivalry. He was six-foot-three to her five-foot-five or so height. She fit better in the back of her little Audi. 
 
   “Not this again?” She raised a brow at him.
 
   “Nope, I’m going to do a sweep.”
 
   “What’s going on, brother?” Bain asked, questioning Kale’s odd behavior.
 
   “Just need to clear the weirdness in my head.”
 
   Bain chuckled. “So what, I’ll see you in a few years?”
 
   Kale smirked. “I don’t know if even years would do it.” 
 
   Izzy rolled her eyes at them, dug out her spare house key, and dropped it in Kale’s palm. “You know the code. We’ll see you later... tonight,” she emphasized.
 
   Kale smiled and placed the key in his pocket after giving the flaming wings keychain a good once over. “Probably in the morning,” he corrected.
 
   Izzy gave him a quick hug. “Be careful.” She smiled and patted his cheek before sliding onto the soft leather of her seat.
 
   Bain closed Izzy’s car door and then turned to Kale. “One last chance, brother—what’s got you all of a sudden on edge?”
 
   Kale’s eyes narrowed. “Like I said, it’s probably nothing, but I felt the charge of a Succubus.”
 
   Bain’s head tilted and his eyes closed as he tried to feel what Kale was feeling. “I don’t sense any Fae.”
 
   “I know, but I swore I felt one.”
 
   Bain nodded, his eyes remaining impassive as he spoke his next words cautiously. “One—or do you think you felt her?”
 
   It wouldn’t be the first time Kale’s mind played tricks on him and he thought he’d seen, smelled, or heard Katarina.
 
   Kale smirked. “That would be crazy, because she’s gone—has been for over a decade now.”
 
   Bain lifted one shoulder in agreement, which said he knew that but wasn’t sure Kale had accepted it. “I can take Izzy home and go with you.”
 
   “Nah, stay at home with your female. No sense in spending your night with me when you could spend the night with her.” Kale smirked, letting his eyes drift to Izzy’s profile through the tinted window.
 
   “True that, brother,” Bain agreed, a smug smile playing across his lips.
 
   “You are one lucky bastard. You know that, right?” Kale said with a grin.
 
   Bain nodded. “Don’t I know it. Call if you need anything.”
 
   Kale nodded and headed off towards the charged air while Bain slid into the car.
 
   “Is he ok?” Izzy asked once she and Bain were on the road back to her home.
 
   “Yeah, he’s got demons, sweet Izzy, but he’ll be fine. And think—now we have the house all to ourselves for the next few hours.” Bain grinned and pulled her hand to his lips to press a gentle kiss to her knuckles.
 
   Izzy suppressed a shiver. Kale had demons and now she couldn’t think of anything but her Immortal naked in bed.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   Kale hit the uneven, cobblestone sidewalk with a hard thump. He’d been following the tingle of charged energy for a few miles now. He’d made his way to a historic, downtown area after following a taxi. It was thankfully quiet with no humans around to see him drop from the sky and follow the woman when she exited the bright yellow car. It was definitely her who had sent that tickle of energy against his skin.
 
   Kale was quiet as he followed her, a good thirty feet from behind. His eyes roved her figure; a slim build was hugged by a pair of distressed jeans, high stiletto heels peeking out from under the designer hem, and a red, shiny halter allowed him to peek at her bare back. Her soft alabaster skin teased him while a high blonde ponytail swayed from side to side as she hurried down the sidewalk. 
 
   Kale’s eyes narrowed as she turned down a dark alley and out of his sight. 
 
   Feels like a trap, Kale mused. Where was this little vixen leading him? He picked up his pace and opened up to his senses as he rounded the corner of the alley.
 
   “Why are you following me?” The voice drifted from a shadowed corner and set his heart racing.
 
   It wasn’t her. He knew she was dead, but his mind was playing tricks on him. The voice quivered and it sounded like dripping honey. It was sweet just as he remembered hers being. But it wasn’t possible; he had to keep reminding himself of that.
 
   “Step out of the shadows, Succubus,” Kale ordered, his voice coming out angrier than he had intended—but anger was all he could hold on to nowadays 
 
   He caught the steady staccato sound of her hard heels hitting the dirty alley before he saw her fleeing.
 
   “Stop!” he roared as he took off after her.
 
   Succubi were no match for an Immortal warrior. They weren’t super strong or super fast, but the life force they fed from gave them a boost in both strength and speed—making them a little above human.
 
    There true strength came in other ways... like in charming their prey. Their skill in the bedroom was something of legend. They were sex personified. Most Succubi found Fae to feed from since Fae life energy was stronger than human; lasting longer and giving them a little more strength then a human’s chi would. And based on the speed in which this female fled from him, she was either digging up the speed from somewhere deep, possibly fueled by fear, or she’d found a Fae to feast from. 
 
   So what was she doing in the Human World?
 
   Kale didn’t sense the other Fae. He had been so focused on the fleeing female’s form that he didn’t even know they had company until a tree trunk of an arm close-lined him. Kale flew onto his back; the breath he’d been pumping through his lungs to catch the female forced from body. 
 
   “Stay down,” a deep voice growled as the sausages the man called fingers wrapped around Kale’s throat.
 
   Kale scoffed. Right… because the order would make him actually listen to this hulk of a man.
 
   “Fuck you,” Kale spat.
 
   A deep chuckle reverberated through the air around Kale. “Do you know what I am?”
 
   “I don’t give a flying fuck what you are. As far I’m concerned, you’re no more than the shit I flush down the toilet every morning.”
 
   The sausages squeezed tighter against Kale’s neck as they lifted him from the dirty alley floor. “You shouldn’t insult a Trow.” 
 
   A Trow? Was he serious? He was the largest fucking Trow he’d ever seen and way too strong. 
 
   Trows were cousins of Trolls. They turned to stone in the sunlight and usually they weren’t strong enough to enter the Human World. This guy was big too—nothing was adding up right now and the loss of oxygen was making black stars dance in Kale’s vision.
 
   “Jake, put him down and let’s go.” The female’s voice reached Kale, his eyes shooting towards the sound. The blonde stayed hidden in the shadows, making Kale struggle. He needed to see her face—needed to prove to his grasping mind that the face of the woman did not match the picture in his head.
 
   Jake—quite the name for a three hundred pound, six-foot-six Trow—quirked a smile at Kale that said this was going to hurt. Jake released Kale with a swift toss across the alley into a brick wall. By the time Kale found his bearings again, they were gone.
 
   Kale pulled his phone from his pocket and let a string of curses slip past his lips. The screen was shattered.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Kitty, that was close,” Jake said as they slowed their pace. 
 
   She nodded and they melded into the more crowded downtown area that housed the small bars and pubs the college students loved so much. It didn’t matter what time of night or what day of the week it was, there always seemed to be a steady string of humans. It was part of why she had chosen this area in the vast Human World—to try and pick up the pieces that were left of who she was. To try and create a new life where she was nothing more than another nameless face in a sea of people who looked her age. Plus, before Jake had come around, she needed the endless sexual chi the horny college students provided.
 
   “Kitty, you ok?” Jake asked, stopping her with a meaty hand on her shoulder.
 
   She smiled up at him. She loved Jake. She wasn’t in love with him, but he was a good, sweet, protective companion. At times, she felt bad. She knew in the moments when he fed her that it pushed the limitations of their friendship. She had the inkling that while she loved him but wasn’t in love him, he felt both forms for her.
 
   “Yeah, I’m ok. I guess I knew someday I would run into one of Rowan’s Immortal Warriors, but I wasn’t ready for it tonight and certainly not for it to be him.”
 
   “Why was he following you? You didn’t do anything, did you?”
 
   She arched a light brow at him. “What do you think, Jake?”
 
   “I think it was a close call. He would have returned you to Darion.” 
 
   She shivered at the thought, but he would have to. 
 
   She couldn’t go back there. She wouldn’t. No matter the cost, she would never return to Darion. She’d grovel at the feet of the Light Fae leader and her warriors before she would let Darion place another twisted finger on her.
 
   “Sorry,” Jake said as he absentmindedly scrubbed his square jaw; his light gray eyes telling her he really did feel bad for mentioning Darion.
 
   She smiled and linked her arm through his. “No worries, let’s get home.”
 
   “Are you going to tell me what you were doing tonight?” Jake asked as they moved down the littered sidewalks, through plumes of smoke and the smells of over-abused bodies and booze.
 
   “I went and saw Monday Night Raw.” 
 
   Jake smiled. He knew most of her story, but he didn’t know all the details. He did however understand this weird obsession of hers... It was the one thing she still held on to. The thing that reminded her to remember what she once had. 
 
   And she did remember… He’d been Light Fae and she’d been Dark Fae, hiding from the oppression of their own allegiances. His leader knew of her and she had thought Rowan had accepted that she loved one of her warriors, but she had been so wrong. Rowan and her warriors had sold her out to Darion. It was the final betrayal before everything in her world had truly gone dark.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   Kale was still pulled by that charge in the air. The fleeing female form was familiar, but she was skinnier and her hair was shorter than Katarina’s had been. Kale couldn’t push the thoughts away. Would he have been greeted by the most stunning shade of emerald eyes if the Succubus had just moved out of the shadows? 
 
   Memories flooded Kale as he flew through the deep, endless black of the night sky…
 
    
 
    
 
   “She’s not coming.”
 
   Kale had twirled at the unexpected voice. A small pixie flitted near the edge of the small clearing where Kale had waited for Kat. She was late. Kat was never late.
 
   “Who are you?” Kale asked suspiciously.
 
   “Katarina sent me. She can’t make it to you, but asked that you come to her home.”
 
   They never met on Dark territory; it was safer in his land. “Is she alright?”
 
   “She is not well and asked that I bring you to her.”
 
   “What’s wrong with her?” Kale demanded.
 
   “She needs to feed and is too weak to come to you.” 
 
   That wasn’t right; he’d fed Katarina only a week ago. She should have been fine. His chi sustained her for weeks at a time. But it didn’t matter the reasons, he would go to her. He would always go to Katarina—she was what mattered most in his life.
 
   “Take me to her.”
 
   Kale dropped into Izzy’s back yard, shook the memories from his foggy mind and fished the house key out of his pocket as he made his way to the back door. He had to find the Succubus—he needed to see her face. He needed to reassure himself that while he wanted it to be her, it simply wasn’t… The Underworld had a heavy hand and Makyle and his brothers never relinquish souls. Their domain is for forever. 
 
   Yet something niggled at Kale’s brain. The voice, the body, and the movements of tonight’s Succubus were all so similar to his Katarina. He had spent those precious months they were together committing everything about her to memory. Her silky golden hair, flawless curves, sinful lips and those emeralds that had looked upon him with such unyielding love—deep, open and even vulnerable when they would lay together. He remembered all the things that had made him love her so deeply. But time warps memories. It takes liberties with the details and while the voice was so familiar, he couldn’t guarantee that it wasn’t simply his desire for her to still be alive that drove him to want to believe. 
 
   Kale sighed and let himself into the house. 
 
    
 
   “You’re back sooner than I expected,” Izzy said from the kitchen counter. Her eyes never left the apple she was slicing.
 
   “And you’re up later than I expected,” Kale said as he reset the alarm.
 
   “I was hungry; have a seat.” She gestured with the knife to the table as she grabbed another apple and began slicing it. She moved to the microwave and pulled out a small, warm bowl.
 
   Izzy smiled wide at Kale as she set a plate with one of the cut-up apples and the small bowl of melted peanut butter in front of him.
 
   “Milk? Or would beer or tequila better suit you?”
 
   Kale raised a brow at her and dipped his apple in the peanut butter. Izzy had some odd choices in food combinations, but he found that the apple and peanut butter one wasn’t so bad.
 
   “Beer sounds about perfect right now.”
 
   “You got it.” Izzy grabbed her plate of apple slices and set a beer in front of him as she sat with a tall glass of milk. 
 
   “Thanks,” Kale smiled as he popped the top off the pale ale and took a deep swig.
 
   Izzy eyes were glued to him as he tipped his head back. After he set the beer down, she was up and forcing his head back to look at his neck.
 
   “What the hell happened to you?” She ran her soft finger over what he guessed was the swollen and possibly bruised skin from the Trow’s not-so-gentle touch. Kale pulled his head away from her and instantly felt bad at the look it caused on her pretty face. Izzy was more than Bain’s female. She was part of their family and she was concerned about him. 
 
   Kale patted her arm and smiled at her. “It’s nothing. Eat your apple before it turns brown.”
 
   Izzy’s wide blue eyes studied his face as she reluctantly took her seat. “Are you ok?” she asked again, still studying his face.
 
   “I’ll be fine, Iz. I just had a little run in with a Trow.”
 
   “A Trow? In the Human World?” Bain asked as he entered the kitchen, wearing a pair of low-slung pajama pants and nothing else. 
 
   Kale took a second to look at Izzy. How had he not noticed she was in a short white robe and, he guessed, little underneath? Kale shook his head, glad he hadn’t come back in time to interrupt anything. Bain grabbed a beer, flipped one of the honey-oak chairs around to straddle it, and then let his eyes fall on Kale’s neck.
 
   “A Trow did that?” Bain asked as he tipped back his bottle of beer.
 
   “Caught me off guard—I didn’t even know he was in the alley.”
 
   “What were you doing in an alley?” Bain asked, no judgment or mention of the fact that Kale had let a lesser Fae sneak up on him.
 
   “Following a Succubus,” Kale said, popping another apple slice in his mouth.
 
   “Was he with her?” Bain asked, a little surprise tainting his features.
 
   “Yep, she told him to let me go and the hulk of a Fae threw me across the alley. Never met a Trow that strong.”
 
   Bain nodded, “And you shouldn’t have, not here anyways. There are too many lesser Fae flooding the Human World.”
 
    “Lesser?” Izzy asked. There were all kinds of accusations in her voice. She didn’t like them treating other species as less than them. It made them sound like bigots and she would never admit it, but it hurt her too. She wasn’t Fae but she wasn’t human anymore—so part of her wondered if they considered her lesser.
 
   “It’s not derogatory, sweetheart. It refers to the amount of power they wield. They are not strong enough to pass through the same portals we use.”
 
   Izzy nodded in understanding. “So how did the Trow get here then?”
 
   “The Drifters. Maybe?” Kale shrugged. 
 
   Kale wasn’t so much thinking about the Trow but the Succubus. He took another bite of apple; he’d lost the bowl of melted peanut butter to Izzy. When he raised a brow and smirked at her, she smiled wryly and set the bowl back in front of him. Kale chuckled and turned back to Bain.
 
   “Probably,” Bain nodded and grabbed a slice of apple off Izzy’s plate while she playfully swatted his hand away.
 
   They bordered on nauseatingly sweet together but still they gave Kale hope. If an ass like Bain could score a female like Izzy, there was hope for the rest of them. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   Kitty tossed her keys in a crystal bowl on a table just inside their little apartment’s door. Jake locked it behind them as she moved to the curtains.
 
   “Katarina, talk to me.”
 
   She knew Jake was serious. She was Kitty to him… not Katarina, not Kat. And he was almost always Jakey to her. He was among the few she allowed to call her Kitty and she never heard a single person attempt to call him Jakey. But pet name or nicknames or whatever didn’t matter right now—nothing did. She needed to keep busy and if she was honest she didn’t know what to say… 
 
   She’d seen Kale. After all this time she’d seen him, and while her heart thumped at the sound of his voice, her brain told her to run—fast and far away. The heart was a messy muscle that had gotten her into a world of trouble all because it had loved a Light Fae. It was a plain and very real illustration of ‘from the wrong side of the tracks’. 
 
   Only it wasn’t tracks; it was an invisible line that separated the Middle World and the lives of all the Dark and Light Fae. But that hadn’t stopped her. She loved him and he’d used her, and then thrown her to a fate worse than she had ever imagined.
 
   Katarina pulled the thick, cream-colored, blackout curtains across the large, picture window that made up nearly one side of their home. 
 
   “Kitty, stop and look at me. Please.”
 
   Katarina couldn’t ignore the pleading of Jake’s voice. He was worried about her weirdness, but she didn’t want to talk to him about Kale. 
 
   Jake had found her in Darion’s dungeon and had taken an immediate protectiveness towards her. There had only been so much he could do to help her, but he kept the other guards away. Even when Darion had decided to move her from the dungeon to one of the rooms in his castle—that was no less a prison for its opulence—he had still checked in on her. Still treated her like a friend. He was what kept her from ending her own miserable existence in that horrid castle. 
 
   And she still hadn’t been able to tell him her whole story. The story of a girl loving the wrong boy.
 
   “Dawn’s breaking,” Katarina said absently. The glow of a new day was chasing away the night’s darkness. “We need to cover the windows.”
 
   Jake nodded and helped close all the spots in which daylight could find him. After the night they’d had, he couldn’t afford to turn to stone. Kitty needed him. That was the bad thing about having a Trow for protection—if he was kissed by the sun he would become stone until night found him again.
 
   With one final scan, Katarina was assured that the house was light tight. She smiled at Jake as he stared at her.
 
   “I need to get some sleep. Thanks for the rescue, Jakey.” She lifted up on her tiptoes and pressed a kiss to his cheek. “I know you want explanations, but I can’t give them right now. I’m too tired.”
 
   Jake nodded. “Ok, Kitty... whenever you’re ready.”
 
   The weight of the evening’s events crashed down on Katarina as soon as she shut herself in her bedroom. She stripped off her clothes, replaced them with a pair of sleep shorts and a tank top, then climbed under her thick comforter.
 
   “Kale,” she whispered his name in the dark. How was it possible that her heart and body still longed for him? How come her brain couldn’t overpower those primal feelings? She deserved better than to love a man who had betrayed her…
 
    
 
   “You’re nearly too pretty to be in a dungeon.”
 
   Katarina lifted her head from the dank, hay-strewn ground that was the floor of the cell she’d found herself in for the past week, to the sound of her leaders’ voice. Its condescension pulled at her.
 
   “Why are you keeping me here?” she asked through the scratch of her throat.
 
   “You’re aligned to the Dark. You’re one of my subjects, are you not?”
 
   “Yes, my Lord.” She found the proper amount of respect needed when addressing her leader.
 
   “So tell me what you were doing on the Lights land and consorting with the Immortal Warrior, Kale?”
 
   Katarina’s eyes widened with understanding. He knew about them, but how? They’d been so careful; the only ones who knew about them were his brothers and his leader, Rowan.
 
   Darion smirked at her. “That’s right. Would you like to hear how I know?”
 
   Katarina didn’t respond. The question was more rhetorical then an actual question deeming an answer.
 
   “Imagine my surprise when I got a visit from Rowan and her Warriors, telling me one of my subjects had trespassed on her lands. Seems whatever you had with the Warrior has passed. They called for your immediate execution—claimed you used your Succubi gifts against the warrior.” 
 
   “No…” Katarina shook her head. Kale wouldn’t... he loved her. “No, that’s not true. He loves me.”
 
   “Ah, such a stupid girl with stupid notions of love… They believe you used your Succubi powers in an attempt to snare the warrior in your web.”
 
   “I would never… and there’s no way Kale thinks that—it’s not true.” Katarina eyes narrowed with anger. She would never use her body against Kale… not in the way Darion was implying. 
 
   “I assure you it is. They wanted your head. But you see I am more forgiving. You won’t be sentenced to death, but you will remain my prisoner.”
 
   Katarina shook her head. Kale wanted her dead? He thought she had used her Succubi gifts to make him love her? She felt the warm trail of tears stain her cheeks as she took in her situation. She was a prisoner now because she fell in love with the wrong man.
 
    
 
   She’d been young and so foolish back then, and yet somehow her heart was still as irrational—still longing for something that had only broken it all those years ago. 
 
   She was aware of everything about Kale. He was different somehow; she saw it in the depths of his dark eyes. She’d gotten a good look at him in that alley. The facial hair did little to hide that baby face she had loved studying, his eyes were as dark as always, bottomless orbs of heat—melted chocolate as she’d always thought of them. 
 
   The piercing on his eyebrow was new, as were the tattoos peeking over the collar of his shirt. He was handsome, even more so with that edge of danger that now surrounded him. He was the proverbial bad boy. 
 
   An intense heat low in her belly, which she hadn’t felt in a decade, flared to life. She was a Succubus. She’d taken lovers since Kale, but none had caused that chain reaction on her nerves—the one that left her flushed and aching.
 
   With a deep groan, Katarina pulled the pillow from beneath her head and held it against her face to muffle the frustrated scream that was manifesting in her throat. A scream of anger, betrayal and so help her—need and lust.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   “What does our fearless leader need so early this morning?” Bain asked with a smirk. 
 
   His ringing cell phone had interrupted his morning routine. For the past few months, he’d spent the first hour or so of every morning watching his sweet Izzy sleep. It was the perfect start for any day.
 
   Cree chuckled. “I’m looking for Kale. Is he still with you?”
 
   Bain grumbled as he slipped from his and Izzy warm bed, pulling on a pair of pants as he crept silently from their room to answer Cree without disturbing her.
 
   “As far as I know. He’s probably still sleeping. He got in a little late last night.”
 
   “He’s not answering his phone, and Uriah’s on his way there. I have something for them to look into.”
 
   “Everything alright?” Bain asked as he padded down the hall.
 
   “Possible Fae kill from last night. I need him and Uriah to go check it out and I need you and Izzy to get back here. Lothar and I need to follow a lead on the Drifters and Makyle is coming this afternoon for Izzy’s feeding.”
 
   “So all in all, it’s going to be a busy day,” Bain noted dryly.
 
   “Yes, and I’d rather Rowan not be left here alone. She doesn’t seem to be handling alone time all that well lately.”
 
   Bain grunted. He’d seen the change in his sister; the effects of standing up to and kicking their mother out were taking a toll on her. She was struggling with her decision.
 
   “Izzy and I’ll head back there in an hour or so, and I’ll get Kale up. Do you want to talk to him or can Uriah fill him in?”
 
   “Uriah knows the details and where to meet Lucas.”
 
   “Good deal. I’ll get the coffee going and get Kale up.”
 
   “Alright, brother. I’ll see you and Izzy later.”
 
    
 
   Bain hung up as he moved around the kitchen, putting the grounds in the coffee maker and pouring the water. He smiled at the bitter aroma that was slowly filling the room.
 
   “Rise and shine. You’ve got work to do,” Bain said brightly as he threw open the cream-colored curtains in the guest room that had become Kale’s second hideaway, bathing the soft-colored room with bright sunshine.
 
   “What time is it?” Kale groaned.
 
   “Time to get up, Uriah should be here soon. Cree has a mission for the two of you.”
 
   Kale sat up, giving Bain an irritated look. “Is that coffee I smell?”
 
   Bain smiled and nodded, picking up a pair of jeans off the floor and chucking them at Kale. “Get dressed. There was a Fae kill last night you and Uriah are going need to go meet with Lucas.”
 
    
 
   Kale entered the kitchen a few minutes later in last night’s rumpled clothes and mussed hair. He ran his hands over the black locks, flattening down the more unruly strands. It was time for a haircut.
 
   “Good morning, little brother,” Uriah’s bright voice called out to Kale from the living room where he sat with Bain and a giant mug of coffee.
 
   Kale grunted, not ready for the bright disposition that was his middle brother—rarely was Uriah not in a good mood. Kale wasn’t sure where he found his cheery attitude, but some days it itched at Kale and made him want to revert back to their childhood where he would have thrown something at his brother’s head. With a full cup of coffee in hand, Kale joined Bain and Uriah in the living room.
 
   “What’s going on, brother?” Kale asked as he lowered himself in a white, overstuffed armchair.
 
   “We have a possible Fae kill from last night. Lucas is waiting for us at the morgue.”
 
   “What kind of Fae?” Kale asked, sipping the hot, sweetened liquid from one of Izzy giant coffee mugs with a serious-looking smiley face telling him to ‘Suck it up’.
 
   “Lucas says it looks like a Succubus kill.”
 
   Kale stilled, his mug halfway to his lips. His eyes darted to Bain, who showed no signs of having known what Uriah was about to say.
 
   “So Cree thought I was the right warrior to deal with it?” Kale noted sarcastically.
 
   “Not exactly; Bain and Izzy have to go back to meet Makyle and he and Lothar are running down a lead on the Drifters, and well… you have to admit that you’re the Succubi expert.”
 
   Kale’s eyes narrowed. Kat hadn’t been some sort of experiment for him—he hadn’t fallen for a Succubus so he could become the expert on her species. While part of Kale knew Uriah had meant no offense, and he knew it had everything to do with the Succubus from last night and nothing to do with his brother, the comment pissed him off nonetheless. 
 
   Kale left the living room, washed his mug, and headed out the back door, calling out to Uriah, “Let’s go.”
 
   Uriah looked to Bain, who shook his head.
 
   “Open wound, my brother, open wound.”
 
   Uriah let out a hefty breath. “It’s been over a decade, sometimes I forget.”
 
   Bain dipped his chin. “Yes, but Kale never will and a Succubus got away from him last night.”
 
   Uriah’s brows rose. “Why was he after a Succubus last night?”
 
   “Not sure. He felt her power after we left the arena and followed her.”
 
   “Ah, that’s right; you went to watch Raw last night. What did Izzy think of it?”
 
   “Izzy thought it was ridiculous watching grown men throw each other around a ring and talk smack like a male version of a soap opera,” Izzy said as she moved down the stairs with a hungry Garcia hot on her heels. “Even more ridiculous was the grown-ass men I was with who hooted and hollered at the action.”
 
   Uriah laughed. “So you didn’t enjoy yourself?”
 
   Izzy smiled. “I can’t lie... I totally got caught up in the ridiculousness of it all and truly had fun.” 
 
   “I knew you loved it, Iz!” Kale yelled with satisfaction from the back door. “Now, let’s hit it, Uriah.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   “What do we have?” Kale asked Lucas as he and Uriah pushed through the swinging door of Sacred Mercy Hospital’s morgue.
 
   Lucas was your typical former Marine—skull-cut hair, thick build, scrutinizing deep eyes, and a no-nonsense stance. He was a leader; perfect for running Hawk’s Eye security. 
 
   Lucas also worked closely with Trevan; a Siren who worked for the Light Fae in a special task force of the FBI. It was important that the Light Fae have people infiltrating both local law enforcement agencies—near all portal areas—and government agencies for any Fae that passed through into the Human World and made their way past local law enforcement. Staying hidden from humans was the one thing Rowan and Darion agreed upon.
 
   “It’s a Succubi kill,” Trevan stated, his thick arms crossed over his broad chest, which caused his suit jacket to strain at the seams.
 
   Kale’s eyes darted from one man to the next, starting at Trevan, moving to Lucas, and finally settling on his brother. 
 
   Uriah’s brows knitted together. “Why does one Succubus kill have you standing here looking so concerned, Trevan?” 
 
   “Because it’s not just one kill,” Lucas grunted out, obvious irritation deepening his already gruff voice.
 
   Uriah and Kale both shot accusatory glares at Lucas; it was his job to keep them informed and to track any and all possible Fae activity in the Human World. 
 
   Lucas shook his head, the thin line of his lips an obvious indication that he was pissed off. “I didn’t know; seems our special agent has been keeping some rather important activity from me.”
 
   “This is the third Succubi kill in as many weeks; they’ve been spread over multiple states and crossing jurisdictional lines. I’ve been working on it,” Trevan offered as an explanation.
 
   “Why?” Kale demanded. “Why would you hide this information from us?”
 
   “I had it under control, but Lucas got word of this kill and contacted Cree before I could contain it.”
 
   “We pay you to contain these issues from the humans, not from us.” Uriah had lost his bright and cheery tone for a more disappointed and reprimanding one. 
 
   “I had my reasons,” Trevan stated simply.
 
   “Well, I suggest you start talking. It’s share time, big man.” Kale crossed his arms and waited expectantly.
 
   Trevan eyes shifted between the three men staring him down, before a long suffering sigh escaped his parted lips.
 
   “My sister is a Succubus, our father’s an Incubus, and my mother’s a Siren. We aligned ourselves with the light, but Jaylyn had trouble controlling her Succubus side and went to the Dark for help. Darion seems to have a thing for Succubi; we haven’t seen or heard from Jaylyn since.”
 
   “What does that have to do with these kills? Do you suspect your sister is the Succubus in question?”
 
   Trevan shifted his weight back and forth between his feet. 
 
   It was a twitchy move that didn’t settle well with Kale.
 
   “Trevan, I suggest you come clean and do it quickly. I had a long night and I am lacking in the patience department,” Kale told the shifty Siren.
 
   “It’s not Jaylyn; I would know her magic. I have been in contact with a Succubus who’s been helping me to track this killer though.”
 
   “It feels like there is a lot more to this story that you’re not telling us,” Uriah noted, his gray eyes boring into Trevan.
 
   Trevan eyes shifted, but he showed no sign of giving them anymore answers.
 
   Uriah shook his head. “Time to go see Rowan then.”
 
   Trevan dropped his head; the last thing he wanted was to explain this to his leader. “No.”
 
   “You’re not giving us much of a choice here, Trevan. Your job is to keep our existence from the Human World, not to hide Fae kills from us. So we’ll head back to Hawk’s Eye and on the ride over you can decide if you want to fill us in or if you need Rowan here as incentive. Either way you look at it, you will be explaining,” Kale said as he ushered Trevan from the Morgue.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “I kept you waiting.” Izzy gave her most apologetic smile as she rushed to meet the member of the Immortal Four, who was giving her a future with Bain. “I’m sorry.”
 
   Makyle stood stiff and stoic as he always did; Izzy still hadn’t been able to get a true read on him. Makyle was an enigma. He was an Underworld ruler with a dry sense of humor, who often spoke in riddles, but seemed to have a soft spot for her. He was more than just her link to immortality—he was something of a teacher and he often looked upon her as a child. At times, Izzy was irritated by that last part, but she never questioned Makyle’s motives.
 
   Makyle smirked. His dark features lightening with the twitch of his full lips. “Somehow, Isabelle, I’ve gotten used to waiting on you. I’d ask what kept you, but we both know the answer would be the same as always... Bain.”
 
   Izzy bit her bottom lip and smiled. What could she say? The man was right.
 
   “Sorry,” she said and breezed past him into Rowan’s study. 
 
   They had been using Rowan’s study for Izzy’s feeding. There was a certain amount of intimacy in the feedings, enough so that she never wanted to be in a space that was meant for her and Bain. 
 
   Izzy had questioned Bain after her first feeding; not liking the thought that it was the same for him when he feed from Meriah. However, Bain explained that after five hundred years of feeding from the Immortal Three it was no more than second nature and strictly about the transfer of power. 
 
   Izzy had been embarrassed by the need the feedings lit in her, and while Bain wasn’t very happy about the feelings Makyle’s blood caused in her, he was always ready to remind her why she was doing this and who she truly needed. For the first month and a half, Bain had been right there for each of her feedings. As soon as Izzy’s lips left Makyle’s skin, Bain had carried her off like a caveman. But Izzy was finding her control and though as soon as they were done she would be off to find Bain, she no longer felt the needed to find him in bed... Well, she always liked finding Bain in bed, but the feedings were getting easier.
 
   “Were you in the Human World this morning?” Makyle asked as they sat on the pale settee.
 
   “Yeah, Kale dragged us out last night.”
 
   Maklye nodded. “And how is young Kale?”
 
   Izzy arched her brow. It was an odd question. Makyle never asked about the warriors. “He’s ok. Bain said he’s fighting demons.” Izzy shrugged. “There’s still a lot I don’t know about the brothers.”
 
   “Kale’s demons run deep,” Makyle said softly.
 
   “What do you know?” Izzy asked, a small amount of suspicion bleeding into her tone.
 
   Makyle smiled. “I know that things in Kale’s past are not what they seem, and somehow they remain hidden even from Cree.”
 
   Izzy smirked. “Cryptic as always, Makyle.”
 
   Makyle’s head dipped as he sliced his wrist and held it out to Izzy. “Let’s worry about your future right now. Kale’s will play out as it was foreseen.”
 
   Izzy shook her head and took Makyle’s wrist in her palm to lift it to her lips. She wanted answers about Kale. She wanted to know what caused that haunted look in his deep eyes. The look that broke her heart when she’d glimpse it… He was good at hiding it most of the time but she’d still seen it more then she cared to admit. Kale was like a brother and she worried about him, but Makyle wouldn’t be providing any answers today.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   Lucas closed the door to one of Hawk’s Eye conference rooms, closing himself, Kale, Uriah, and an unhappy Trevan inside.
 
   “Are you going to talk to us or do we need to disturb Rowan to get answers from you?” Kale asked, taking a trick from Bain’s playbook and flipping his chair backward to straddle it. 
 
   It gave the impression that Kale was unbothered by the events of the morning. But it was quite the contrary. Too much was going on. He’d followed a Succubus last night that had a Trow as a bodyguard, he learned from a Brownie that a Succubus was helping those who’d escaped the Middle World—through the Drifters portal—to get settled in the Human World, and now on top of all that he had to worry about the Fae holding one of their more valuable positions in the Human World. Who had admitted he was working with a Succubus. It seemed all roads led to Succubi.
 
   Kale was at odds. Based on what he’d been told, whoever these Succubi were, they seemed to be helping those in need. 
 
   However, based on his personal experience, and granted that was with one Succubus… he didn’t trust them. It sounded unjust, even in his own mind. He didn’t trust the entire species based on a bad experience with one. He was taking more than a seating position from Bain’s book; he was seeing Succubi like Bain saw Vampires. Kale focused his thoughts and started in on Trevan. 
 
   Trevan sat in one of the hard, utilitarian-style conference chairs. He had a feeling the chair was designed to make him uncomfortable—the three men hovering in the room added to the unpleasant ambiance. But uncomfortable or not, he really didn’t want Rowan brought in on this.
 
   “No,” Trevan answered. “I’ll answer any questions you have.”
 
   “Good, let’s start with the Succubus. Who is she?”
 
   “She was a prisoner of Darion’s. I met one of his guards when I was searching for my sister. He told me the story about Darion’s obsession with Succubi.”
 
   “What kind of obsession?” Uriah asked, taking the words right out of Kale’s mouth.
 
   “Seems even the Dark leader has a vice, only his is his consort of Succubi. His guard told me a story about a group of Succubi he let escape. It landed him in the dungeons until he was able to escape and pass through the portal you’ve been searching for.”
 
   “So he knows where the Drifters’ portal is?”
 
   “No, the Drifters found him and helped him escape. The Succubus he helped save bought his passage into the Human World. That’s where I found him. He introduced me to the Succubus who’s been helping me try to find my sister. She was imprisoned for ten years before escaping five years ago.” 
 
   “Who was she? What was her name?” Kale asked.
 
   “They call her Kitty,” Trevan answered.
 
   Kale chuckled. “They called her Kitty? That’s rich for a Succubus; they should have just called her pus—”
 
   “That’s enough, Kale” Uriah broke in. 
 
    Kale smirked at his brother with a raised brow as if asking, What?
 
    “So what’s the plan now?” Kale asked. “And what does all this have to do with the Succubus kills?”
 
   “When the Succubi escaped Darion and came to the Human World, there were six of them. They scattered, but a few of them were very young. I believe these kills are accidents. I think this particular Succubus is waiting too long between feeding and isn’t fully in control of her power.”
 
   “Why is this just now happening? She’s had five years to figure out her control.”
 
   “I can’t say with one-hundred percent certainty. All I can say for sure is that Jaylyn had control of her Succubi power until one day she just lost it—nearly killed a Fae boy she was dating. I don’t know how the power works, but it is wrapped into emotion and, according to my father, is ruled by true mating. Sometime between a Succubus’ or Incubus’s twenty-fifth and fiftieth birthday, a feeding frenzy known as Mata begins. It happens every year after that, lasting about a month and only ends when they eventually find their true mate.”
 
   Kale’s eyes narrowed. “I’ve never heard any of this.”
 
   “Do we know the secrets of every Fae species? It’s not something Succubi and Incubi share with other Fae; it’s sacred to them.”
 
   “Why haven’t we had more deaths due to their Mata?” Uriah asked, curiosity bringing him to the table to take a seat next to Kale.
 
   “How many Succubi or Incubi do you know?”
 
   “Very few, I admit. They tend to align with the Dark.”
 
   Trevan gave a sad smile. “Yes and those who aren’t mated during their Mata are likely still living with an elder Succubi or Incubi, who helps them through it.”
 
   “What’s Darion’s end game with them? What’s his plan if they go into Mata while they’re his prisoners?”
 
   “He’s looking for his true mate.”
 
   Kale and Uriah exchanged a curious look. 
 
   Trevan chuckled. It was low and lacked humor. “You don’t know what Darion is?”
 
   “No one really does,” Uriah noted.
 
   “Darion is a unique Fae; the son of a Succubus and a Devas.”
 
   Both Uriah and Kale narrowed their eyes on Trevan. 
 
   He was spinning an interesting tale, except Devas were nature sprites and were only visible as spheres of light—they were not corporeal. They didn’t take on a form and therefore could not breed with a Succubus or any other creature for that matter.
 
   Trevan smiled, catching the lines of disbelief on the Immortal Warriors faces. “Like I said, unique. His father was an earth element and a powerful one. He was able to contain his light in the form of a human host. Every few decades, he traded it in for a new one.”
 
    “He was like a body snatcher jumping from host to host?” Kale blurted.
 
   “Something like that. His mate, Devorah—Darion’s mother—went with him to pick his new host from the Human World. When the body was worn and aged past her desire, they traded—letting the human return to his world with no memory of where he’d been for the past twenty years.”
 
   “So that makes Darion what exactly?” Kale asked.
 
   “He’s an Incubus who wields earth’s elemental magic. He’s also a seven-hundred-year-old Incubus who has not found his true mate.”
 
   Kales brows shot up. “Oh crap.”
 
   Trevan nodded. “Oh crap is right. His Succubi consorts keep his Mata under control.” 
 
   “Did the Succubus who’s helping you know your sister?”
 
   “No, she would have escaped by the time Jaylyn went missing.”
 
   “Final question,” Uriah said. “How do you know all this?” 
 
    “No one knows this much about Darion,” Kale added.
 
   “This is where it gets a little twisted. I know because Devorah is my aunt and Darion is my cousin.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   Darion was Trevan’s cousin. Kale hoped that whatever had happened to Jaylyn was not as twisted as it was playing out in his head. There were too many questions right now. 
 
   Why would Darion be keeping Jaylyn—if not for controlling his feeding? Kale could only attempt to convince himself that if Darion was feeding off the poor girl, that it was all he was doing. A Succubi feeding has an inherent amount of sexuality to it, but sex doesn’t always accompany it.
 
   Aside from the weird cousin connection, there were still too many unanswered questions. While Trevan had opened up about his family and what he was doing… it all lacked in other important details. 
 
   They had asked him about the Succubus that was helping him and he gave little in the way of details, other than he called her Kitty, which still made Kale chuckle. Trevan didn’t have a way to contact her. She called him—always from disposable phones and from a new number every time. He tried the most recent number he had with no results; only a recorded message saying the number was no longer connected. 
 
   Kale was trying to put the pieces together, trying to find out how this helped Trevan with his sister. He needed to talk to Cree.
 
   Kale moved through the castle with one destination in mind. When he reached Cree’s office the door was open, but he had company in the form of an Immortal Three. Acacia smiled up at Kale as he stopped in the doorway.
 
   “Hello, Kale.” Acacia turned back to Cree. “Something worries your young warrior. I will leave you to attend to him. When you’re done, I’ll be in the garden.”
 
   Acacia moved with a flowing grace as she rose from her seat and breezed over to Kale. Her deep, olive-colored eyes were soft as she passed him and her lips stretched into a reassuring smile.
 
   “It all always works out as it has been foreseen—just ask your leader. He knows there is very little we can do to change the fates.”
 
   Kale smiled and nodded.
 
   “I will see you later as well, young Kale.”
 
   With that, Acacia disappeared down the long hallway, only the scent of jasmine remaining in her wake.
 
   Kale shook his head as he took Acacia’s vacated seat.
 
   “They are all so cryptic,” Kale quipped.
 
   Cree smiled and nodded. “So what’s up, young Kale?”
 
   Kale grinned. “I don’t know, seems I’m being shrouded by Succubi.”
 
   Cree dipped his chin. “Ah, your favorite Fae.”
 
   Kale’s smile fell a little. “I don’t want to hate the whole species because of what Katarina did. And a part of me still wants the closure of a face to face with her.”
 
   Cree narrowed his eyes.
 
   Everything concerning Katarina needed closure. Even Cree wanted it. 
 
   He never saw her betrayal, he never saw Kale’s capture, and he certainly didn’t see Katarina’s death… and he had tried, but he couldn’t force his sight.
 
   Cree’s gift was fickle and temperamental. He knew more then he wanted when it came to the harsh facts of his and his brothers Immortality—no one really gets to live forever. But his gift almost always showed him the things that are devastatingly important. Katarina’s betrayal and Kale’s subsequent capture were devastatingly important to the brother sitting in front of him… to all the Immortal Warriors. They were a family. As strong and tightly knit as any family could be. 
 
   Cree must have stayed quiet for too long.
 
   “I’m not crazy, Cree,” Kale said, a slight discomfort tainting his words.
 
   “I know,” Cree assured.
 
   “I know I can’t talk to a dead woman.”
 
   Cree merely nodded and let his silence encourage Kale to work through his thoughts.
 
   “Also, I followed a Succubus last night… that my mind tried desperately to convince me was Katarina.”
 
   Cree’s face showed little of what he was thinking as he questioned Kale. “Do you doubt Darion killed her?”
 
   “I—I don’t know now. If everything Trevan told us is true… Well, Katarina was by far the most beautiful specimen of her species that I’ve ever laid eyes on. That has me thinking she would be the perfect Succubus for him to keep around.”
 
   “So it’s not just your brain that is giving you cause to believe that the Succubus you followed was in fact Katarina?”
 
   “It’s still crazy, right? Even with this new Intel?” Kale smirked.
 
   God, it really was crazy. Katarina was gone and that was the best thing for him.
 
   “Perhaps you truly do need closure. Unfortunately, time doesn’t always heal us.”
 
   “Yeah, but what can I do? Go hang out in that alley and hope the Succubus comes back?”
 
   Cree’s lips lifted into a knowing smile. “I think you have a better option waiting out in the garden.”
 
   “Acacia?” Kale asked, confused.
 
   Even though Acacia would be able to tell him if Katarina was in her world, they had always respected the Immortal Three—you didn’t ask questions and you didn’t really socialize. You were respectful, you fed, and you left. 
 
   “Yes, for whatever reason, I never saw what was coming with Katarina, which never set well with me. I trusted her and Lothar believed in her. I don’t know how one can hide a nature as we’ve been told hers was. But that Immortal Three down in the garden is part ruler of where Katarina now resides—if she is in fact deceased as Darion has lead us to believe. I don’t know if the Immortals will allow you to speak with Katarina, but have you ever thought to ask them if she is in fact there?”
 
   After Katarina betrayed him and he had been informed of her death, Kale didn’t want to think about it. He’d loved her and every thought of her brought too much pain. So he’d chosen to lock it up, to deal with what hurt his soul by creating tangible, physical pain. The tattoos and piercings were his medication for a broken heart and a darkened soul. 
 
   Kale gave Cree a half smile. He should have had the strength—because rules never truly deterred him—to ask one of the Immortal Three. The fact was he wasn’t sure he could handle the answer either way. He was bound in silence for fear of the truth.
 
   “I guess there’s no time as good as the present,” Kale said as he stood up.
 
   Cree stared Kale straight in the eyes when he spoke, “Regardless as to the answer you receive, maintain your cool and remember that no matter where this leads you, you have family to support you.”
 
   Kale chuckled. “It sounds like you fear me making a rash decision, Cree.”
 
   “I fear the pain the answer may cause you, and I know how you deal with pain, Kale... We all do.”
 
   Kale nodded. “I’m not as impulsive as you think.”
 
   Cree cocked a brow at him, letting his eyes pass over the full-sleeve tattoos covering Kale’s arms.
 
   Kale smiled wide with that patented mischievous tilt to his lips. “I thought about every tattoo and piercing that decorates my body. Especially the barbell below my waist—you don’t get that without thinking about it.”
 
   Cree didn’t need to know any more. He’d thought Kale had gone certifiably insane when he found out he’d gone that far with the piercings. 
 
   Cree shivered at the thought. 
 
   “Go find some answers, Kale. Tell Acacia she can find me here when the two of you are done.”
 
   Kale nodded and headed for the garden. He felt a thin layer of sweat form on his palms. He absently wiped them against his dark jeans and braced himself for answers that were over a decade past due. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
   “I had a feeling you’d be the one who came to find me.” Acacia smiled up at Kale, her eyes closed and face raised to the sun. She looked all too innocent, sitting in the grass with her legs crossed and the pale blue skirt of her flowing dress pulled around her knees and tucked under her. Nothing like you'd expect from one of the rulers of the Underworld. “Your sun is warm. Ours is but an illusion—it provides no heat, but it is beautiful.”
 
   “I’ve never asked you or your sisters about the Underworld.”
 
   Acacia patted the grass next to her as an invitation for him to join her. An invitation that was more like an order—its unspoken courtesy that what the Immortal Three asked of them, they gave. Kale took a seat next to Acacia and followed her lead, taking the time to close his eyes and lift his face to the sun.
 
   “You all hide in the shadows, for a very noble purpose, but you must take the time to enjoy the world you live in.”
 
   Kale didn’t say anything but he nodded. Acacia was right; he couldn’t remember the last time he sat in the sun and just enjoyed the heat.
 
   “Would you like for me to tell you about my world?” Acacia asked, still keeping her head tilted up to the sun.
 
   “Yes, I really would.” 
 
   “The Underworld is an unusual place. The part my sisters and I rule is much like your World; it’s really quite beautiful. Our sun has no heat because those who reside behind our gates are comfortable at all times; their bodies maintain a steady temperature around them. Those who reside with us are happy. They live a new life without the needs of their former Fae life. It’s a good end for those who have earned the right to enter our Kingdom.”
 
   “What about your brothers’ Kingdom?” Kale asked, finally looking at Acacia.
 
   “Well, theirs is a little different. I can’t tell you the details, but the Dark side of the Underworld has different realms of purgatory—those who barely missed the mark into the Light Kingdom are often given the choice of work they do in our world.”
 
   “Do you know all who reside with you?”
 
   Acacia smiled at him. “I wondered if you’d ever ask this question. You know we work under strict rules that determine what we can and cannot do. I see the fates, I know when each of you will join my World, but I can never tell you. Just as I cannot warn you of the deaths of those you love. But I see the future you are running into and there is so much happening outside our worlds. The secret I want to share with you and that I always want you to remember is that I cannot lie to you.” 
 
   Kale narrowed his eyes at her. This was news to him. “You can’t lie to me—so if I ask you when I’m going to die you would have to tell me?”
 
   Acacia smiled at him. “No, I told you I cannot tell you that. However, should you guess the day, the time, and the form correctly, then I would be bound to tell you that you were right. It is how you word what you ask, so give it a try and ask me the question to the answer you seek.”
 
   Kale took a second to find the proper wording and braced himself for the answers to what he had long ignored.
 
   “Did Darion kill Katarina?”
 
   “No, she did not join our world at Darion’s hand.”
 
   Kale’s stomach clenched. Katarina is still alive. Then he considered what Acacia said… She did not join our world at Darion’s hand. That didn’t mean he didn’t have her executed
 
   “Did he have her executed?” Kale asked.
 
   “No, she was not executed.”
 
   These were non-answers. Kale sighed as he thought of the right way to word the question.
 
    “Did Katarina ever join your world?” Kale asked.
 
   Acacia smiled. “You caught on quickly and yet I don’t know if the answer will bring you joy or cause you more pain… but your Katarina still lives in the Human World.”
 
   Kale let out a heavy breath. He wasn’t sure either. Was he relieved or was he feeling a new stab of pain to know she was still alive? Kale hated his heart right then. It was as it always was, in a constant battle with his brain whenever Katarina was involved. 
 
   “You know where she is?” he asked.
 
   “We know where all Fae are. It’s our job. We see you at birth, we are always aware of you, and we know when it’s time for us to come for you.”
 
   “You collect the souls of the Fae?”
 
   Acacia dipped her chin. “Yes, we come for all our brethren when it is time for them to join us.”
 
   “Brethren,” Kale said softly.
 
    “What would you call us, Kale? You know the first Fae were created from the Underworld, and we gave them the Middle World to reproduce and thrive. You descend from the Underworld. So yes, we view all the Fae—Dark and Light—as Brethren. But this is not what is important. What you need to figure out is what really happened with Katarina.”
 
   Kale nodded. Part of him was pissed that over the past fifteen years none of the sisters ever alluded to the fact that Katarina was still alive, but thinking of Cree he kept his cool. It was something he would have to deal with, but for right now he needed his feeding. Then he needed to get back to the Human World so he could start his search for Katarina. He was going to get his closure.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
   Katarina sighed as she moved down the mostly bare halls of the Siren’s home. She knew his name—she hadn’t entered into a deal with the Light Fae without doing her research—but she refrained from calling him anything but Siren, which usually made his lips twitch into a very attractive smile.
 
    “Hello, Siren,” she said.
 
   She smiled and watched as his lips did as she had expected and twitched into that very same smile she’d been thinking of.
 
   “How is my trusted Succubus today?”
 
   “Stressed and wondering what the plan is.”
 
   “The plan is as it has been,” he replied, pushing a stack of papers aside and folding his hands on the desk top.
 
   “We need to move up the timeline,” she said, moving to take the seat across from him.
 
   “No, in fact we need to keep our heads clear and take precautions.”
 
   Her eyes narrowed; they didn’t have time for this. Her mind drifted to the room that had been her prison in Darion’s castle.
 
   Something that should have been beautiful with its deep, rich colors and expensive fabrics; there wasn’t a piece of furniture in that room that had not been kissed with silk in some way. The colors used to be some of her favorites—deep reds and purples. She would have rather been left on the hay-strewn floor of her original dungeon cell.
 
   “You ok?” the Siren asked, his eyes full of the concern that had made her want to trust and help him.
 
   “Yeah, it’s just I spent years in that castle and I can’t stand the thought of more of my people still being there.”
 
   “I know. I want to help them just as badly as you do, but we need to be careful. I’m still working on entry and exit strategy.”
 
   She nodded. “Ok, what do you need from me?”
 
    “Have you somehow figured out who the Succubus out there killing the human men is?”
 
   A frown marred her pretty face. “I would have lead with that if I had, but I’m working on it. I went and saw both Gwen and Zoe; they seem to be doing well. They chose to stay together after we escaped and are keeping each other out of trouble. Gwen had it the hardest after her twin disappeared; she nearly refused to leave with us.” 
 
   Katarina’s mind wandered back to that night. She sucked in a sharp breath; Gwen and her sister Synawen had been among Darion’s favorites. It wasn’t surprising. They were gorgeous, with such light blonde hair and some of the fairest skin she’d ever seen. Their dark blue eyes had shone starkly against their pale complexions. They had all been used, but Gwen and Synawen seemed to get the worst of it. 
 
   Syna, as they had all called her, was already gone when they finally made it to her room to get her out. They searched as long as they could before—in Gwen’s opinion—abandoning her sister. Katarina asked Jake about Syna, but he said he never saw her again. They all needed support of some fashion and Zoe was Gwen’s. 
 
   Katarina, on the other hand, had needed time and distance from everything that was connected to her captivity. 
 
   She had been beaten, abused, and used. It took some time before she was comfortable enough with herself to finally give in to what her Succubus side had longed for and craved. The simple feedings had gotten her by for a while, but she finally had to give her body what it needed for survival… a good hook-up at least once every couple of weeks. 
 
   It wasn’t until she had been free for over two years that she was finally strong enough to allow Jake back into her life. It was hard a first to look at him—he’d seen almost every humiliating experience she was exposed to. It seemed ridiculous, especially since he’d saved her, but it took time to be able to look him in the eye. Shame had been something she’d worked hard to release.
 
   “I don’t know what he did to you.” His low, strong voice interrupted her thoughts, bringing Katarina back to the small office she was sitting in. “But my imagination has come up with some pretty solid estimations. So I understand that you feel protective of the Succubi who escaped with you, but I’m Light Fae and I believe in protecting humans from our kind—so we need to find whoever is doing this.”
 
   Katarina lifted her gaze to a pair of sympathetic, understanding eyes. He was right; they couldn’t let this keep happening. 
 
   “I’ll find and help her,” Katarina assured him.
 
   “You have your fingers in a lot of cookie jars right now. I know all of what you are taking on and I will do my best to protect you… but you need to be careful.”
 
   Katarina smiled. “I know and I will be.”
 
   “Good, have a safe night.” He nodded and smiled back at her.
 
   .


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
   Kale was still reeling from his conversation with Acacia. 
 
   Katarina was still alive.
 
   She had been for the past fifteen years as he mourned her death and seethed at her betrayal. Now he was going to find her.
 
   Kale barged through the tinted glass doors into Hawk’s Eye headquarters. 
 
   “Hi, Kale. To what do we owe the pleasure?” 
 
   “Hello Sienna, where’s Lucas?”
 
   Sienna smiled her radiant smile at Kale and he couldn’t help but return the gesture. Whether he was raging or not, Sienna radiated calm.
 
   He’d thought it interesting that Sienna had wanted to move to the Human World, to run the front office of Hawk’s Eye. Sienna was a Nymph, so when she approached Cree for the position, they were all surprised that she would want to leave the forest of the Light Fae lands for the more concrete jungle of the Human World. But Sienna had brought their lands to the office and Kale suspected her home as well.
 
    Sienna’s magic was flowing through everything around her. Hawk’s Eye Securities lobby was a stunning display of her power. The room had various plants decorating it, a small indoor pond filled with Koi, and bouquets of flowers randomly placed around the seating area. She made Hawk’s Eye warm and inviting and it had been good for business.
 
   “He’s out on a job. Believe it or not, we do real security work here,” she answered.
 
   Kale shook his head at her snarky comment. “I realize that.” Kale surveyed the lobby and opened his senses to hear the everyday noises of the office, but it was quiet. He only heard one set of fingers flying across a keyboard and the muffled sound of someone on the phone. “It’s quiet in here. Is everyone on assignment?”
 
   Sienna continued to smile as she moved around the front office watering her plants. “They are, business is booming, but Lucas just called in a few minutes ago and should be back anytime now. You’re welcome to wait in his office.”
 
   “No, I’ll wait in my own. I need to do some research. When Lucas gets back, tell him to come find me.”
 
   “Of course, would you like me to make a fresh pot of coffee?”
 
   Kale shook his head. He didn’t need his nerves anymore on edge. “No, thank you. Take care of your babies.”
 
   Sienna beamed another radiant smile at him. “They do look gorgeous, don’t they?”
 
   “That they do,” Kale mused as he headed up the stairs towards his office.
 
   He and his brothers each had an office, though they were rarely used. They called upon Lucas to do most of their research, and even recon, so he wasn’t surprised by the thin layer of dust that had settled on his desk. The third floor was off limits to most of their employee’s, which included the maid service.
 
   “Ok,” Kale breathed. “Where do I start?” he asked himself out loud.
 
   Kale was good with computers and he did alright with research, but he couldn’t focus or decide where to start. So he did what any reasonable person would do… he searched the name Katarina Montague and, of course, came up with nothing. He tried just looking for people named Katarina and narrowed his search down to Vermont. He was going to find the little Succubus he’d followed the other night. Now, more than ever, he believed he’d been within reaching distance of Katarina.
 
   A throat cleared in his doorway. Kale lifted his gaze to a questioning Lothar. 
 
   “What are you doing here, brother?” Kale asked.
 
   “I had an interesting conversation with Cree.” 
 
   The air of question that had enveloped Lothar when Kale first looked at him washed away to something altogether different. Lothar’s dark, steely irises seemed to melt. They had a unique way of telling others that Lothar was reading them; they took on the qualities of melted, flowing metal.
 
   “All you need to do is ask, Lothar. I would answer anything you asked of me,” Kale said before returning his attention to the useless computer screen.
 
   Lothar moved into Kale’s office, closing the door behind him. “True, however, I can’t help but read you, Kale. I never know where your head is at.”
 
   “You never ask,” Kale remarked before closing the browser on his computer and shutting it down.
 
   “Fair enough. So you want to tell me where your head is at right now?”
 
   “It’s fucked up and confused.”
 
   Lothar smiled softly. “Katarina always had that effect on you.”
 
   Kale leaned back in his chair and sighed.
 
   “You know, little brother, you’ve never come clean and told us what happened to you that day.”
 
   That day, Kale thought. No, he never wanted to talk about it.
 
   “It changed you, you know that, yet none of us know what happened to you.”
 
   “Not true,” Kale countered.
 
   Lothar’s eyes narrowed. “Who have you confided in?”
 
   “The one person who could not tell… Rowan.”
 
   Lothar smiled. He could imagine how that conversation had gone. “Are you ready to tell me?”
 
   Kale squeezed his eyes tight and let the memories of that day take hold.
 
    
 
   Kale followed the Pixie into a trap. He didn’t see Katarina when he pushed through her front door; he was instead greeted by Darion and a handful of his guards.
 
   “Wait until nightfall,” Darion began ordering the Pixie, “then go and inform Rowan I have one of her warriors. Tell her I’ll give her and her remaining Immortal Warriors passage to come plead for his life.”
 
   “Where is Katarina?” Kale struggled and ground out the question.
 
   Darion smirked at him. “She’s in my castle awaiting her punishment for consorting with a Light Fae. I’ve told her, I will take her setting this trap for you into consideration when I decide her punishment. You see, you can’t trust a Succubus. She got tired of playing with you and came to me. She informed me she knew how to capture one of Rowan’s Immortal Warriors.”
 
   “She wouldn’t,” Kale growled.
 
   “Oh, but she did, only she ratted herself out in the process.”
 
   Lothar felt each emotion flood Kale as he told him what had happened that day. Lothar felt the pain, the sorrow, the betrayal, the love and the hate—it was a jumble of emotions that left his head spinning.
 
   “It’s time we get you some answers,” Lothar told Kale.
 
   Kale nodded. “Yeah, no shit, but I want to take my time. I want her to look at me and be forced to see what she has turned me into.”
 
   “You’ll get that, and I think I have a plan that will allow you to get your closure.”
 
   Kale’s brows rose. Lothar was the kind, reasonable one among his brothers. So the gleam in his eye seemed out of place but had perked his interest.
 
   “Talk to me, brother,” Kale smiled.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
   “This is your big plan?” Kale grumbled as he surveyed the crowded bar.
 
   “I know it seems out of character for me, but my real plan comes into play once we find her.”
 
   Kale, Lothar, and Cree were taking up a corner booth in a college bar. Kale’s failed attempts at research had ended with him frustrated beyond belief and him and his brothers trying their hand at a simpler way of locating her. 
 
   They were in their fourth bar of the night, bouncing between college hangouts near where Kale had run into the Succubus and been taken out by the Trow. If Katarina was in fact the Succubus he’d followed, then these bars would call to her—even he could feel the sexual energy in the crowded, alcohol-filled room.
 
   “So you think we’re going to get lucky enough and she’s going to just walk through the door?” Kale complained, his tone filled with derision.
 
   “That’s the hope,” Cree said as he swallowed the remainder of his scotch. “It may not happen tonight but it’s the best we can do while Lucas tries to find her.”
 
   “My tequila at home is far better than this swil—” Kale’s eyes drifted to the bar entrance, stunned silence and pain ricocheted through him.
 
   He was right, she was thinner then he remembered, but the pale gold with platinum running through her long locks was just as he remembered. It looked soft and he guessed even now, fifteen years later, it would still smell as good. He longed to see her eyes, and maybe even feel some sort of emotion from her, but he knew if she saw him he’d have another chase on his hands—but this time she would not get away.
 
   “Take a breath,” Cree said as he slid from the booth. “You go left, Lothar will go right, and I will be the one to approach her.”
 
   “You see the goliath of a man behind her?” Kale nodded in their direction.
 
   “Yep, I see him,” Cree said with a smile.
 
   “That would be the tree of a Trow she has as protection,” Kale said.
 
   “Right, new plan,” Cree said, surveying the room. “We need to move them towards the back. Kale, go outside and guard the back exit. We’ll get Katarina and the Trow and bring them to you.”
 
   Kale hesitated for a second, his eyes reluctant to leave Katarina. She was so damn close. The thing was he couldn’t decide if he was so angry he wanted to haul her off and demand some answers or if he wanted to rush to her and crush his mouth against her softly curved red lips. She looked as sexy as the last time he saw her, still rocking a mix between classy lady and fifties pinup.
 
   “Go,” Lothar encouraged and lightly pushed Kale towards the dark hall that lead to the bar’s back alley.
 
   Kale shook his head as he reached the dark blue metal door with a sign saying: “HAVE A GREAT NIGHT FROM ALL OFF US HERE AT MURPHY’S LAW.”
 
   Murphy’s Law, ironic wasn’t it?
 
    
 
   Cree moved like a predator towards the Trow as Lothar headed towards the woman who had destroyed his brother’s heart and nearly killed him. He had liked Katarina and not once had he felt any sort of deceit in her, and now as she realized that two Immortal Warriors had closed in on her and her Trow, all he felt was despair and fear from her. 
 
   “Tell the Trow to behave, Katarina,” Cree said from behind her and her bodyguard. 
 
   “It’s been a long time and you owe a certain warrior some answers,” Lothar added.
 
   Katarina’s green eyes were wide as she stared at Lothar. How had she been so stupid? It had been a few days since Kale had almost caught her. She should have known, especially with the Succubi killings, that the brothers would be keeping tabs in the area, watching for any Fae that didn’t belong here.
 
   “Let him go, Lothar,” she said, nodding towards Jake, who hadn’t made a move since Cree stepped close behind him. “He has nothing to do with what you want from me.”
 
   “No, but he’s Dark Fae and we have a few questions for him,” Cree said, slowly pushing Jake forward. “Don’t make a scene and we won’t have any problems.”
 
   “You expect me to trust you,” Katarina said, annoyance clear in her tone.
 
   “I fail to see how you have much of a choice,” Lothar said flatly, “but we are not monsters and we have questions for the both of you.”
 
   Katarina locked gazes with Jake and smiled softly. “I’m sorry, Jake. Just do as they ask.”
 
   Lothar led the way, with Katarina at his side and Cree following with a hand holding Jake’s arm tightly.
 
   Time slowed and the world disappeared around Katarina as she locked gazes with Kale when they stepped out into the stale, still night. Her breath caught and flashes of some of the happiest—no matter how false they’d been—moments of her life played like a movie on fast forward in front of her. 
 
   She swore she could feel the soft, intimate way he used to run his fingers over her cheek. Whenever life seemed to be too hard for her, he used to soothe her angst. She remembered the way it felt when he used to pull her to his hard chest and press his face to her hair. The way his smooth and seemingly loving lips would gently kiss every inch of skin he could get to.
 
   Even those memories couldn’t hide what stood in front of her. He was different—she could see it. She’d noticed a slight shift and dangerous air in him the other night and his once soft eyes were now hard. 
 
   Had all of it been just an act?
 
   “What now?” Kale asked, breaking his stare with Katarina.
 
   Lothar looked to Cree, who smiled. His midnight wings burst out and took flight, taking Jake with him.
 
   “What are you doing?” Katarina screamed and shoved at Lothar. 
 
   “We won’t hurt him,” Lothar assured her as he passed her off to Kale. “Safe house number two is waiting for you.”
 
   “Was that your plan?” Kale asked, his brows dipping.
 
   “You’ll understand when you get there. It has been prepared for the two of you. It’s time you get your answers, little brother.”
 
   Katarina’s eyes shot between the two brothers. Fear, and if Lothar trusted his gift—which he absolutely did—longing, was flowing off of her.
 
   Kale nodded, his own wings stretching out from his shoulder blades. He pulled Katarina’s back against his chest, wrapping his arms around her waist and leaned close to her ear, “We have some things to discuss,” he whispered before rocketing into the air.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Katarina pushed away from Kale the second her feet hit the dry ground of the forest floor. 
 
   “Where are we?” she demanded, pushing her hair from her eyes as she tried to tame her unruly locks.
 
   Kale smirked. “Safe house number two,” he said as he grasped her upper arm, pulled her up the stairs, and through the front door.
 
   “It’s about time,” a small fairy said as Kale shut the door behind them.
 
   His smirk turned into a full-on smile. “Hello, Genevieve.”
 
   “The house is secure,” the fairy’s fuchsia eyes fell on Katarina. “She won’t be able to leave the house.”
 
   “Thank you, Genevieve.”
 
   “My pleasure,” the fairy said as she disappeared into a swirl of glitter. 
 
   “Are you freaking serious right now?” Katarina fumed. “You had a Twilight cast a spell so I couldn’t leave?”
 
   Kale smiled. “No, Lothar did, but I have to admit it is genius. You don’t get to run and you don’t get to hide. You owe me some explanations.”
 
   Katarina scoffed, angrily. “I owe you? No, Kale. I owe you nothing. Why do you even care anymore? It’s been fifteen years. So you didn’t get what you wanted—just let it go.” She stomped down the hall, her hips swaying in her tight jeans and the heels of her red pumps playing an angry staccato melody against the hard slate that covered the main living space in Hawk’s Eye’s safe house.
 
   What he wanted? No, he had not gotten what he wanted… This infuriating woman, a woman he would have at one point laid his life down for, the woman he’d been in love with, had betrayed him. 
 
   Most definitely not what he wanted.
 
   Kale followed her down the hall, reaching the room he assumed she’d just claimed as her own as the door slammed in his face. Kale knew Kat well enough to know that while she knew a Twilight’s spell was nearly impossible to break, she would still give it one hell of a try.
 
   Kale moved around the corner of the house just in time to hear Kat let out a string of curses. Kale moved to her open window and grinned at her frustrated scowl.
 
   “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” 
 
   Kale shrugged. “Yes, quite a bit in fact. Where would you go if you could get out? We’re miles from civilization.”
 
   “You’re a bastard, you know that?”
 
   Kale clucked his tongue. “It’s not nice to call names. We’re going to be stuck together till I get some answers,” he said, stepping in her window to tower over her. “Try to play nice, Kitten,” he said as she blanched and her back hit the wall behind her.
 
    Kale pressed even closer, caging her with his arms. “I have so many questions and until I have answers, it’s not even worth contemplating what will happen after I get those answers.”
 
   Katarina felt a shiver run down her spine, not sure if it was fear or lust. But the stone of his eyes told her he was not playing around, but neither was she—she had questions too.
 
   “Fine, what do you want to know?”
 
   “First off, how’d you get mixed up with a Trow?”
 
   “Jake has been helping me,” she said, emphasizing his name.
 
   “How exactly has Jake been helping you?” Kale felt a prick of jealousy as the Trow’s name slipped from Katarina lips. 
 
   He shouldn’t be jealous but he couldn’t help the green monster that was bubbling up inside of him. Katarina was his, or had been, and while he couldn’t understand it, he still wanted her. He’d held her for a good thirty minutes as he flew them here. He’d been teased by her scent and the soft curves of her body. It was taking everything inside of him not to simply crush his lips to hers, to run his fingers against the firm curve of her breast and down the thin sides of her ribs to the dip of her waist so he could claim her and pull her hips hard against his own.
 
   Katarina smirked. “In every way,” she said hatefully. “Where is he?”
 
   Kale nearly snarled at her answer.
 
   “He’s with Cree and Lothar,” he ground out through gritted teeth.
 
   “No shit,” she snapped. “Where did they take him? I want to see him.”
 
   Kale growled, this time a low rumble from deep in his throat. “Well, I imagine he’s being held back at Hawk’s Eye and until I’m done with you and satisfied that every question I’ve asked is answered, you won’t get to see him.”
 
   Kat pushed off the wall, meeting Kale’s angry stare. “And I won’t answer a single question until I see him.”
 
   Kale chuckled. “As you wish, Kitten, but who do you think can last longer out here?”
 
   “Quit calling me that,” she snapped at him.
 
   It had once been something sweet. He never called her Katarina, it was always Kat, but when they were alone and he was feeling gentle, romantic, and loving, he’d call her Kitten. Right now, it felt harsh and cruel.
 
   “It’s what I always called you when we were alone. It used to make you smile. It even used to make you weak in the knees and a little wet.”
 
   “It was a lie,” she said, pushing past him and retreating into the attached bathroom.
 
   A lie—that’s what it had all been. All of it, every seemingly perfect moment was a trick. He’d used her to get his rocks off and then turned to Darion and demanded her death. Kat started the shower and slipped under the steaming spray of hot water. She needed to wash of the hurt, the anger, and get her head on straight if she and Jake were going to get out of this.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Kale stood outside Kat’s bathroom door, in an attempt to convince himself to just walk away… to take a breath. He had stepped so close to her with the intentions of intimidating her. They both knew she was no match for him and that if he had wanted to keep her trapped, he could have. But it was a stupid move, because she smelled as good as he remembered and the heat that radiated off her was part of her seduction. She made him crave her heat. 
 
   Kale stepped into the darkened hallway and pulled out his new iPhone.
 
   “Talk to me, Lothar,” he said, not bothering with a hello.
 
   “Not much to say as of yet, the Trow won't talk. All he keeps saying is he won’t say a word until he talks to Kat.”
 
   Kale growled, frustration and jealousy eating away at him. “Same thing she said.”
 
   “What’d you tell her?” Lothar asked.
 
   “I asked who she thought could make it longer out here.”
 
   Lothar chuckled, though it really wasn’t funny, but Kale had a stubborn streak a mile wide… he would turn this into some form of a competition.
 
   “Ok, well, keep an eye out for some company.”
 
   “Why? Who’s coming to laugh at my misery?”
 
   Lothar shook his head. “No laughter. Izzy made it clear to Bain, Cree and me, that she would make us all miserable if Bain didn’t take her to check on you before they headed home.”
 
   Kale couldn’t help but smile. Izzy was like a big sister and though he was centuries upon centuries older than her, she saw him and treated him as if he were a younger brother… and he loved that about her. 
 
   “Alright, I’ll keep an eye out for them.”
 
   “Good. She’s bringing some supplies with her, though I think it was just a good reason to force my hand and tell her where you were and a good reason to force Bain to take her.”
 
   Kale chuckled. “All she’d have to do is bat her lashes and he’d do anything she asks of him.”
 
   “Are you implying that I have Bain wrapped around my finger?” a voice asked from behind Kale.
 
   He spun at the sound of Izzy’s voice and smiled sheepishly.
 
   “I gotta go; they just showed up.”
 
   Kale ended his call, but just continued to smile at them.
 
   “Are you going to answer her brother?” Bain asked, a shit-eating grin spreading like a wildfire across his face.
 
   Kale wrapped an arm around Izzy’s shoulder. “That is a much nicer way of describing what I was implying, but I’m not saying it’s a bad thing.”
 
   Izzy arched a brow at him, and then looked to Bain, “How do you suppose he would have said it?”
 
   “It probably would have been crass and would’ve had something to do with Bain being whipped by what’s between your legs.”
 
   Bain shook his head, while Izzy and Kale both turned to see Kat standing in the hall.
 
   Izzy smiled at Kale, knowing the very beautiful blonde was right, while Bain responded with a low chuckle.
 
   “I have no complaints about my current whipped position.” 
 
   “Bain,” Izzy sighed.
 
   “I had wondered what the woman who had finally captured Bain’s heart would look like,” Kat said as she gave Izzy a long, lingering once over.
 
   Bain cleared his throat. “She’s spoken for, Kat.”
 
   Kat lifted her gaze and grinned at Bain. “I get it now. All the rumors I heard said she was beautiful… I’m not sure they quite did her justice.”
 
   “Rumors?” Izzy asked.
 
   “You’re the talk of the Fae. Even those of us who are hiding here in the Human World have heard of you.”
 
   Izzy looked to Bain, her blue eyes wide. “Did you know I was the talk of the Fae?”
 
   Bain nodded. “You’re the center of my world, sweetheart; it doesn’t surprise me you’re the talk of the Fae too.”
 
   Izzy shook her head and Kat smiled.
 
   Bain looked from Kat to Kale. “Is Izzy safe with her? Are there weapons in this house?”
 
   Kale cocked a brow at Kat. “None that she can get to.” He added pointedly, “Plus, she wouldn’t hurt Izzy.”
 
   Kat locked gazes with Bain. “I’m no threat to your woman. I have no reason to want to hurt her.”
 
   “Good, Izzy brought you some things and I need to talk to Kale. Walk with me, brother.” 
 
   Kale gave Kat one last, almost threatening, look before heading for the front door. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat and Izzy sat in silence for a brief, uncomfortable minute.
 
   “So,” Izzy began, “I didn’t know what you might need, but I brought you a few changes of clothing and some toiletries.” 
 
   “Thank you. Any ideas on how long the brothers plan on keeping me here?” Kat asked.
 
   “I suspect that has everything to do with you,” Izzy said, handing over the bag she had brought for Kat.
 
   Kat took the bag and peeked inside, her eyebrows pinching. “These are my things.”
 
   Izzy nodded. “Yes, they searched your place.”
 
   Kat narrowed her eyes, anger sparking in their green depths. “What are they looking for? What the hell do they want from me now?”
 
   Izzy shrugged slightly. “I don’t know all the details, but from what I gather, they wanted to see if there was anything that linked you to the humans who have been found dead at the hands of a Succubus.”
 
   “And they didn’t find anything because I haven’t killed anybody. If they had asked me that, I would have told them.”
 
   “But you know something about it… don’t you?” Izzy asked.
 
   Kat’s eyes drifted from Izzy. She didn’t want to answer that question. She wasn’t going to serve up one of her Succubi sisters for them to send her back to Darion.
 
   “How’d they find my home?”
 
   “That I don’t know,” Izzy answered honestly. “Bain and I met Uriah at your apartment and I gathered a few of your things.”
 
   Kat smiled. “I always liked Uriah. I suppose if anyone was going to completely invade my privacy, he would have been my choice. So, you wouldn’t know anything about my friend Jake then would you?”
 
   Izzy shook her head. “I didn’t see him or talk to him if that’s what you’re asking me, but I trust the brothers when they say he’s fine, but very worried about you.”
 
   Kat glared at Izzy. “I have little reason to trust them.”
 
   Izzy glared back at her. “From what I understand, they have little reason to trust you.”
 
   Kat shot up from her seat on the couch to lean over Izzy, her finger pointing inches from Izzy’s face. “You know nothing of what hell I went through or what your precious Kale did to me.”
 
   Izzy stood up, not one to take shit from anyone—even if Kat did stand a few inches taller than her. Izzy wasn’t going to let anyone, especially this Succubus, intimidate her.
 
   “I know that there are times I see the flashes of pain in his eyes and I know what Rowan went through to get him back. So while I may not know details, I know that whatever happened… hurt him. And that’s all I care about. You hurt someone I’ve come to care very much for.”
 
   “They’ve blinded you,” Kat said, glowering at Izzy.
 
   “No, my eyes are very clear and I see that you’re masking, what I’m guessing, is pain with anger. Take advantage of this situation and see if you both can’t find some closure… but let me make one thing very clear. I may be smaller than you and I may not have a whole lot of strength in me, but I do have Latino blood coursing through my veins and if you hurt him again, I’ll find a way to bring a world of pain down on you.”
 
   Kat stepped back and smiled. No wonder this feisty little woman had tied Bain down—she had enough fire in her to keep that bastard on his toes.
 
   “Izzy? Do we have a problem here?” Bain asked as he stepped into the living room.
 
   Izzy smiled and shook her head. “No… we have an understanding.” 
 
   Bain and Kale exchanged uncertain glances with one another then looked between Izzy and Kat.
 
   “Oookay,” Kale dragged out the word. “I’ll see you two later,” he said, looking at Bain.
 
   “Yep, I’ll call you when I know something,” Bain said as he gestured for Izzy to come to him.
 
   Izzy smiled, grabbing a small duffle bag that she’d set next to the couch. She handed it to Kale and pressed a kiss to his cheek. “I snuck a bottle of Patron in with some clothes for you,” she whispered and smiled widely at him.
 
   Kale chuckled and whispered back, “Thank you, Iz. You are a goddess among us.”
 
   Bain cleared his throat as he pulled Izzy against his chest. “Quit flirting with her, Kale—she’s my goddess.”
 
   Kale laughed. “You’ve always sucked at sharing.”
 
   “Let’s go, Bain,” Izzy said, pushing him towards the door. “We’re staying at my place. Call us if you need anything.” She then looked to Kat. “It was nice talking with you.”
 
   Kat arched a brow. “And you,” she smirked.
 
   Kat waited until she’d seen Bain and Izzy lift off the ground before she turned to Kale. “I like her.”
 
   Kale nodded. “She’s impossible not to like. Bain’s a lucky man.”
 
   Kat nodded. “She certainly has her opinion of me nailed down.”
 
   Kale narrowed his eyes on her. Where was she going with this?
 
   “Izzy’s the sister I’ve never had. She’s the one I talk to and she has taken a very protective role in my life. Family is the most important thing to her.”
 
   “And you’re her family,” Kat said.
 
   “We all are,” Kale said proudly.
 
   “And thus, she see’s everything one-sided, I’m the bad guy… Will you ever give her all the details of what happened to us? Or will you let me take the blame for all of it?”
 
   Kale snorted. “What version would you have me tell?”
 
   “The truth, Kale… The truth would be the best place to start.”
 
   “You and I must have a differing view of the truth in this situation, because in no way would the truth as I know it make you any less guilty.”
 
   Kat was fuming as she stomped towards Kale, one elegant finger poking into his chest. 
 
   “You are a grade A bastard. You left me at the mercy of Darion! I wish he would have killed me. I would have gladly accepted death over what he did to me.”
 
   “Perhaps you should have considered what would come of you when you decided to screw me over,” Kale shot back.
 
   Kat’s palm flew at Kale’s face. He caught her wrist before it made contact and pulled her to him.
 
   “Be careful, kitten.” Kale dropped his nose to her neck, taking a deep breath and pulling her scent deep into his lungs. “I’ve been dreaming of the things I would do to you once I found out you were still alive. Don’t. Tempt. Me.”
 
   Kat shivered, her libido flaring to life at his words, but her brain wasn’t so sure those words were speaking of any kind of pleasure. There was a cold detachment swirling beneath the surface of his softly spoken words.
 
   “Let me go,” she whispered softly.
 
   Kale stepped back, releasing her wrist with a smirk that had her wanting to attempt the slap once more.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Kale sat alone in the living room, the bottle Izzy had brought him on the coffee table. He leaned back, lounging in the large leather chair, the finger of his one hand tapping against the arm of the chair, while his other hand manipulated a ball of fire. His gaze was glued to the dancing blue, orange, and yellow—the flames calmed his edgy nerves. 
 
   But still something was off. He felt it bone deep. Whatever had happened in the last fifteen years had changed Kat. Hell, the last fifteen years had changed both of them, but what killed him… What he had a hard time figuring out, was why she blamed him. She had gone to Darion—she had sent that Pixie to set him up, to get him to cross into the Dark’s land. She had done all of that. Everything that steamed from that afternoon had been consequences of her own actions.
 
   So why the hell was she so angry with him?
 
   He really did want to try and have an actual conversation with her. Maybe it was a little masochistic, but he wanted to know why she had felt the need to end what they had in the way she did. He still wanted answers. 
 
   “This is a familiar sight, though I never thought I’d see it again,” Kat said, leaning against the wall between the hall and the living room.
 
   Kale lifted his gaze from the flames to Kat. Her hair was still damp from the shower he’d heard her taking—her second one since they’d arrived. She leaned so nonchalantly in her red silk robe. She was as he always loved seeing her; no makeup, her hair wild and free, and her body barely covered. Her long legs were crossed, calling to him to spread them—Kale shook his head and focused back on her face.
 
   “Be careful with that small blaze, Kale. One of us can’t escape this house.”
 
   Kale smirked, tossing the ball of flames in the air and then flicking his hand towards the fireplace. The ball exploded against the brick of the hearth; the lightly charred logs lighting in a display of heat and licking flames.
 
   “You forget, fire is the one thing I always have complete control over.”
 
   Kat’s eyes moved from the now roaring fire to the bottle of alcohol on the table. Kale followed her gaze and smiled.
 
   “You want some?” he asked, pouring a shot and holding it out towards her. “If I remember right, you once shared my love of Patron.”
 
   Kat nodded. “I still do,” she said, pushing off the wall and moving to take the shot glass from him.
 
   Kale studied her face as she took the shot. She looked ashen, with pale purple circles under her eyes. The makeup she’d worn earlier had hid the fact that she was either sick—which rarely happened to any Fae creature—or she needed to feed.
 
   “When was your last feed, Kat?” Kale asked as she handed him back the shot glass.
 
   She arched a brow at him. “It’s been a few days.”
 
   “I’d say by looking at you that it’s been more than a few days,” Kale said, pinning her with his gaze.
 
   “Not that it’s any of your business, but I feed differently these days… and not as often.”
 
   “Define differently,” Kale pushed.
 
   Kat glowered at him. “I feed off Jake at least once a month, and I supplement those feedings with human lovers twice a month.”
 
   Kale couldn’t help it… he didn’t like hearing her refer to the humans she slept with as lovers.
 
   “You don’t have sex with your Trow?”
 
   “No,” she said quietly.
 
   Kat lowered her gaze to the floor. She didn’t like talking to Kale about the men she invited into her bed. It shouldn’t matter, but it hurt her heart to tell him… not that he cared.
 
   “You can’t sustain on sex with humans… not only twice a month.”
 
   “I do just fine. I’ve survived this long.” She found the courage she needed to lift her gaze to at least look at his face, though she avoided eye contact. She was strong. She had to be, but something about this infuriating Immortal… something she couldn’t explain about him, called to her. Made her feel vulnerable and weak. His presence clenched at her heart and if she stared into those espresso orbs, the pressure would threaten her very existence. 
 
   “And let me guess, you were out looking for your next human tonight.”
 
   Kat steeled herself as she answered, finding a little attitude to support her answer. “I’m due for a good romp in the sack, if that’s what you’re asking.”
 
   Kale nodded. “Then you can feed from me,” he said flatly.
 
   Kat stared at him, dumbfounded and a little scared at the thought. She couldn’t… she just couldn’t.
 
    “No,” she answered, trying for the same flatness he’d had in his voice upon the offer. 
 
   “You don’t have many options right now and I can see how hungry you are.” 
 
   Kat’s nostrils flared… She really was hungry. She was moving towards him before she could think better of it. Her eyes remained like hard emeralds as she came within his reach. Kale moved quickly, pulling her into his lap.
 
   “What are you doing?” she shrieked as she squirmed and attempted to get up.
 
    He was too close—his body and scent too familiar.
 
   Kale wrapped an arm around her waist as he answered, “We’re going to do this my way.”
 
   It wasn’t right, he knew it, but he wanted to feel her against him. He’d longed for her and even if things weren’t the same, he wanted to do this for her. Part of him, the part he hated, wanted to remind her how well they had once fit. That at one time he was all she needed to be strong.
 
   Fear and longing spiked in Kat as she asked him, “And what’s your way, Kale?”
 
   He ran a finger down her cheek and clasped the back of her neck. “You need a real feeding. We were always good at this part… I think we can at least agree on that.”
 
   Anticipation ran rampant through Kat’s body as Kale pulled her face to his. Their lips met in a stiff kiss before the familiarity of everything Kale wrapped around her. His lips parted and she melted into him; her tongue dancing at a frantic rhythm as need and hunger bit at the edges of her sanity. 
 
   This was different then all the feeds before… even different than the heat and need that had burned between them all those years ago. It was stronger—binding and heady. He tasted like heaven, sin, and pure pleasurable ecstasy. Satisfaction and a need for more of him hammered at her as she took in the power of his chi.
 
   “Kale.” She groaned his name as she pulled her lips from his and dropped her head.
 
   “What the fuck was that?” Kale muttered against her hair.
 
   So he had felt too. The strength and need of something she couldn’t explain tying them together with a nearly tangible force.
 
   Kat shook her head, lifting her face back to his. “I don’t kno—” 
 
   Kale didn’t let her finish as he crushed his lips back against hers. Kat ran her fingers through his onyx hair, pulling him closer while shifting her position to straddle him. 
 
   Kale ran a hand between them and pulled free the silk tie around her waist. The fabric fell open, revealing the flat, yet toned, planes of her stomach. The red silk caught only on the round mounds of her perfect breasts. 
 
   Kale slid a hand between her legs to cup her ass, lifting her and breaking the contact between their lips. With his free hand, he caressed her leg and pulled it over his shoulder.
 
   “Kale,” she moaned, making him move fast to lift her other leg over his shoulder.
 
   “My way,” he reminded her.
 
   He wanted his lips between her legs. He wanted to taste her… he needed to taste her. His tongue needed to feel her soft skin, to caress her bundle of nerves as he drank in her sweet scent with each stroke of his tongue. 
 
   Cupping her ass with both hands, he lifted her to him, his tongue snaking out to circle her hypersensitive bud of nerves. He slid his hands further up her backside, catching Kats’ weight as she arched back. Her hands fell to the arms of the chair to help support her weight; though she knew full well she was in very capable hands. Kale could support her weight without breaking a sweat. 
 
   He was more talented then she had remembered, his piercing adding a level of pleasure she wasn’t quite prepared for. Each lave of his tongue was like fire over every fold of her most intimate parts. Kat lost control of her better judgment and simply fell into the searing pleasure each stroke spurred in her.
 
   A long, low moan of his name pushed Kale to move his tongue faster over her clit, slipping his hand down her back to slip two fingers deep inside of her, letting her pleasure coat his fingers. Her climax shoved her into a dizzying orgasm prolonged by his persistent strokes against her seared flesh.
 
   Not fully in control yet, Kat slipped her legs from Kale’s shoulders as he lowered her back down to his lap, his thumb taking over where his mouth had just been. 
 
   Kat grabbed his face, crushing her swollen lips to his, taking in his chi, tasting herself on his lips as she rode out the remaining spasms of her orgasm. The orgasm that had just wreaked havoc on her heart, body, and soul. She was sated, but wanted more. Yet her heart was going to get tangled and shredded in thorns of what could have been, what never truly was, and what it was now feeling. 
 
   She still loved Kale.
 
   Pressing one last, lingering kiss to his lips, she pulled her robe tightly closed, pushed off him, and disappeared down the hall.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seventeen 
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat fell against her door, her breath coming in shallow, unsteady breaths. Tears threatened, prickling in her emerald eyes. 
 
   It was not possible!
 
    She pushed off the door and moved to the bathroom mirror. A gasp stifled the threatening tears. There staring back at her were glowing eyes—glowing, green eyes. She knew that intense feedings could cause the appearance of glowing eyes in Succubi and Incubi, but not like this. They were freaking green flashlights shining from her face. 
 
   It meant one thing as far as she knew. She opened the front of her robe to reveal the pale outline of a small infinity sign atop a pair of wings just below her left breast. She’d never seen a true mate marking, but from what she’d learned there were no two the same. However, she knew that they looked like tattoos and while this little mark was only an outline, she had no doubt that her true mate marking had just appeared on her skin and it meant just one thing.
 
   Kat shook her head, glaring at her own reflection with eyes that had faded to their normal amount of shine. 
 
   She’d only been twenty-four when Kale turned her over to Darion. A year before her body would have even begun to call for her true mate. She was well within the range now. She had wondered from time to time why she hadn’t felt the call for her true mate—why she had never started her Mata—why she hadn’t struggled through a feeding frenzy. 
 
   Now she knew; the proof was staring her back in the form of a magical tattoo. She had already found her true mate all those years ago. And now all it took was one moment of weakness, one earth-shattering orgasm, for her body to recognize the man who was meant to be hers for eternity—a man who had betrayed her and thrown her away.
 
   It was ridiculous and crazy, but she shed her robe, grabbed a washcloth and scrubbed her skin nearly raw in an attempt to remove the mark. 
 
   This could not really be happening to her. Life could not be this cruel!
 
   Kat nearly leapt from her skin when Kale called to her from the other side of her bathroom door.
 
   “Kat? Are you alright in there?” Kale asked, a soft quality to his voice that she wasn’t convinced he still possessed.
 
   “Go away, Kale,” she said, trying to hold back the fear and anguish she was feeling.
 
   “I don’t think so, Kitten. We need to talk.”
 
   Grabbing her robe and cinching it tightly to her body, she threw the door open and glowered at him.
 
   “I told you not to call me that,” she all but screamed at him.
 
   Kale didn’t flinch at her anger. He merely arched his brows and smirked at her.
 
   "Not quite the emotions I’d expected from you, usually a good romp calms you… and I know that was good.”
 
   He knew he wasn’t the only one who thought it was beyond good. He nearly lost it himself out there.
 
   “Fuck you, Kale,” she snarled. “Get the hell out.”
 
   Kale continued to stare at her, surprised, but only slightly angered, by her attitude.
 
   “For a brief moment out there in that living room, I swore I glimpsed some of that Succubus I used to know. What happened to that carefree, beautiful creature? Was it really all an act back then? Where’d the Kat I used to know go?”
 
   “An act?” she scoffed. “No, that Kat loved you but she was beaten and raped out of me,” Kat said, not making eye contact as she pushed past him in a hasty retreat out of her room.
 
   Kale stood dumbfounded. He may have been angry, even furious at one point, with Kat, but he had held his belief that she had a least cared a little. But he was nowhere near prepared for her to admit she had once loved him. Even more so, he was murderous and beyond incensed to think anyone had believed that they had the right to touch her in any way.
 
   Kale turned to follow her. It was time all their truths came out. He found Kat standing at the open front door, her head hung in defeat as she was held up by a wall of magic.
 
   “Kat,” Kale said her name softly as he resisted touching her, his hand hovering over her shoulder. “We need to talk.”
 
   “Why do you care now? Fifteen years later, Kale. I was doing fine; I was coping.” Her words were stifled by the lump forming in her throat. 
 
   She was serious. Fifteen years was a long time and though she had been free of the torture that came with being Darion’s slave for many years now, she had yet to say it out loud… she had been raped on a regular basis and had been beaten nearly as often.
 
   Kale didn’t know what to say without sounding like the bastard she had accused him of being. 
 
   Uh, because I want answers. Mmm yeah, that would go over well. She could add selfish ass to the list of insults to throw at him. 
 
   Kale turned her so she faced him, lifting her chin and brushing her wavy blonde locks off her tear-streaked cheeks.
 
   “Why’d you do it?” she asked with so much emotion it ripped at Kale’s very soul.
 
   “Do what?” Kale asked, his thumbs moving over her pink cheeks.
 
   “Give me to that monster.” 
 
   Kale stared at her, his thumbs stalling on her beautiful face. Her high, striking cheekbones, her full lips, and doe eyes begging for him to explain something he didn’t even understand. 
 
   He didn’t know what she meant. Did she think he hadn’t lost it when he was told she’d been executed? He didn’t understand what she had expected him to do.
 
   “I don’t understand, Kat. You went to Darion.” Kale spoke the almost accusatory statement, and yet it felt wrong. Something was scratching at his memories. Some things just did not add up and were nagging at him—Kat’s anger towards him, her telling the Trow to let him go in that alley, the fear in her voice that very same night, the fact that she was now living in the Human World—none of it truly added up. What web of lies had been woven around them? 
 
   “Kat, what happened that day? Where were you when we were supposed to meet at the lake?”
 
   “What?” she asked, confusion mixed with a hint of anger.
 
   “What happened? I went to the lake to meet you. Where were you?” Kale asked softly.
 
   “Darion—he had me in the dungeon.” She seemed to be finding her strength again. The tears had stopped and her posture was more erect then slouched in defeat as it had been. 
 
   Kale’s gaze hardened, even he could feel it… She was with Darion when she was supposed to be meeting him. Anger wanted to rise in him, but he was going to get to the bottom of everything that had happened that day. 
 
   “Did you go to him and tell him that I was waiting for you?”
 
   Fire flashed behind her eyes and slowly turned to something altogether different. “Of course not! Why would you ask me that?”
 
   “Because a Pixie working for Darion met me at the lake instead of you.”
 
   “Why would a Pixie come looking for you?”
 
   “To lead me onto Darion’s land so he could capture me.”
 
   Kat’s head started shaking. “No, no, Rowan and you went to Darion and told him that I bewitched you.”
 
   It was Kale’s turn to shake his head, though much slower than Kat had. She was nearly manic while he was calm. The light of reality was blinding him. The thoughts he’d shared with Cree were apparently right on the money… If Darion was searching for Succubi, Kat was the perfect trophy for him. Darion had probably known about them for some time before he took her and put his plan into action. Kale took a deep breath—knowing he would need to remain calm or he was going to burn the Dark Fae leader down.
 
   “No, Kat, Rowan and I did not go to Darion.” Sadness infused his words. “I went to your home, where Darion and his men were waiting for me, at which point they took me. Rowan and my brothers came for me. Rowan convinced Darion to release me.”
 
   Kat stared at him, searching for any sign of deception in his words. She searched for a hitch in his tone, a flicker of his gaze, or a line of trickery on his face. There just simply wasn’t any. He wasn’t lying; he wasn’t covering up. He was bearing the truth he had spoken of earlier. But Darion wasn’t known to simply let someone he had tossed in his dungeon go.
 
   “Darion let you go? Just like that?” There was accusation in her tone and she needed to hold on to it.
 
   They were both running a gauntlet of emotions.
 
   “Rowan promised a war if he did not.”
 
   “You thought I set you up?” she asked softly.
 
   Kale felt every bit the bastard she had called him. He had denied the words Darion spoke at first, the words that meant his Kitten had deceived him, but over the years he had no choice but to move on and accept what was. 
 
   “Yes,” he final admitted.
 
   “I thought you knew better, but you were never able to look past my being Dark Fae—my alliance was always in the back of your mind.”
 
   Kat grasped his wrist and pulled his hands from her face. “It was never going to work,” she whispered so softly he could barely hear her. 
 
   “Kat, wait,” Kale said as she moved past him.
 
   “No, Kale, just leave it alone.”
 
   “Let me pose one question to you.” She stopped, her back to him as he continued. “You believed Rowan and I went to Darion and turned you in, right?”
 
   Kat closed her eyes. Why had she been so stupid? Why had she believed anything her King had told her? She should have known better. She should have gone to Kale, to find the truth after she had escaped. But she hadn’t. She had believed the lies she’d been told about the man she had claimed to love. With her back still to him, refusing to turn and look at his stunningly handsome yet still baby face, she nodded slowly.
 
   “Seems neither of us had enough faith in the other,” he said before heading out the front door. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eighteen 
 
    
 
    
 
   Lothar sat across from Jake, the Trow. His fingers tapped in a repeated, dull rhythm. He was bored. The only words Jake would say were, ‘I want to talk to Katarina’. They’d been here for nearly four and half hours and that was all they had gotten from him.
 
   “I want to talk to Katarina,” Jake said again.
 
   Lothar nodded. “Yes, I know, and I told you to answer my questions and then you can talk to her.”
 
   Jake sneered at him. “And I told you I wouldn’t answer any of your questions until I talked to her.”
 
   “Then we’re at a standstill. So now the question is—what to do with you… either return you to Darion or you can become a guest of the Light.”
 
   Jake’s eyes showed fear for the first time in the hours he’d spent in Hawk’s Eye’s ‘conference room’.
 
   “I’ll go out on a limb and guess you don’t want to go back to Darion,” Lothar said with a smile. “I’ll be back.”
 
   Cree smiled as he watched Lothar through the one-way mirror.
 
   “Nicely done,” Cree said to Lothar as he joined him in the observation room.
 
   “Did you see the fear in his eyes when I mentioned Darion?”
 
   Cree nodded. “Yeah, I imagine you could feel it rolling off him.”
 
   “It was tangible in there. He’s afraid of his leader.”
 
   “It’s not surprising.” Cree crossed his massive arms across his chest. “Darion views defection as the highest form of insult—any Dark Fae that is here without his express permission is asking for severe punishment.”
 
   “There’s something about this guy. I don’t know, Cree. I didn’t feel anything but genuine concern and then fear from him. He’s worried about Kat and he’s afraid of Darion.” 
 
   “I agree,” Cree stated.
 
   “Do you see anything—any info you’d like to share?”
 
   Cree sighed. “It’s a weird thing. When it comes to anything concerning Katarina, I’m blind to it.”
 
   “Still nothing?” Lothar said, shaking his head as he watched Jake sit like a stone statue on the other side of the mirror.
 
   “Nothing. I saw Izzy coming. I saw the issues with Esperanza coming. I see random things in our day-to-day lives. Hell, I know secrets about all of you that I’d rather not be subjected to.” He chuckled. “But Katarina and all things concerning her are just beyond my reach.”
 
   “So what do you want to do with him?” Lothar nodded towards Jake on the other side of the glass.
 
   “That room is light tight. Let him sit on it for the night and we’ll go back at him a few hours before dawn. Maybe he’ll feel like talking then.”
 
   Lothar nodded, slapping Cree on the back as he pulled his cell out. “I’ll give Kale a call and see if he’s gotten anywhere with Kat.”
 
   Cree dipped his chin. “I’m going to head back and check on Rowan. Bain and Izzy aren’t far from here. Call me as soon as you learn anything new.”
 
   “Sounds good,” Lothar agreed as he dialed Kale.
 
    
 
   ****
 
   Trevan stalked the halls of Hawk’s Eye Security, looking for Lothar. Lucas had called him in—they had more questions. He’d given too few details and now he had to tread lightly. The offices were quiet. It was long past closing time.
 
   Lucas stood, arms crossed, waiting for him outside one of the conference rooms.
 
   “You know, you can’t stay pissed off forever, Lucas,” Trevan quipped as he stopped in front of the former Marine.
 
   Lucas cracked a smile. “I’m irritated, not pissed… You should have come to me. I may not be Fae but I could have helped you.”
 
   Trevan clapped Lucas’s shoulder. “I know, but you didn’t need the headache, so why am I here?”
 
   “The guys detained a Succubus and Trow earlier. We haven’t gotten anything from them, but we hoped you could tell us if you recognize either of them. Come with me.” Lucas moved into an observation room where Lothar was finishing up a phone call. Trevan’s eyes drifted to the one-way mirror, a heavy sigh pushing past his lips as he caught sight of their detainee. 
 
   “That wasn’t encouraging,” Lothar said as he slid his phone back in his pocket and grabbed a file from a corner table. He produced a picture of a very pretty blonde.
 
   “His name is Jake and this is Katarina, the Succubus we found him with.”
 
   Trevan looked at the picture and nodded. 
 
   “You know them,” Lothar stated.
 
   “Yes, he’s one of Darion’s former guards.”
 
   “And is she the Succubus that’s been helping you?”
 
   Trevan nodded. “Yes, she told me about Darion and has been working to help me find the Succubus responsible for the dead humans.”
 
   Lothar nodded. “And how’s that going?”
 
   “She was in the process of locating the remaining three she had lost contact with.”
 
   “You do realize that we need to locate all of them, don’t you? They cannot stay here without registering with us. These are our laws—some of the very few that the Light and Dark have agreed upon.”
 
   “I understand. What of him?” Trevan nodded towards the one-way mirror.
 
   “That depends on him. He won’t answer any questions. He just continues to ask for Katarina.”
 
   Trevan nodded. “Let me talk to him.”
 
   Lothar opened himself up to Trevan. He was genuine. There were no inklings of deceit—he was resigned to help now. “Go ahead,” Lothar finally said.
 
   Jake’s eyes widened as he watched Trevan move to the table and take a seat across from him.
 
   “Hey, Jake.” 
 
   “You set her up!” Jake accused, his hands slamming down on the table and his stare hard as stone.
 
   Trevan shook his head. “No, I didn’t. Jake, just listen to me. I had no idea they had found you two, or that they had detained you, until just a few minutes ago. I tried to keep her and the other Succubi safe, but I couldn’t keep a lid on the dead humans. We need to find the Succubus responsible.”
 
   “Let me see her!” Jake yelled, his obvious frustration and fear for Katarina finally breaking him.
 
   “I’ll see what I can do, but first you need to help them.”
 
   “I don’t know anything.”
 
   “Did she get in touch with the other Succubi who fled to this world with her?”
 
   Jake’s face revealed defeat as he answered, “I don’t know for sure. I know that she cleared Gwen, Zoe, and Amber—that’s it.”
 
   “That’s good.” Trevan smiled. “Sit tight and let me see what I can do.”
 
   Lothar was on the phone again when Trevan returned.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
    
 
   “Alright, I’m on it,” Kale said as he entered the house.
 
   Kat was still holed up in her room. Kale had to remind himself that this wasn’t just about him finding closure—they had a whole race to protect. If what they suspected was in fact the truth, then this particular Succubus was suffering and she would be for another week. They had to find her.
 
   “Kat,” Kale said her name as he knocked on her door.
 
   “What do you want?” she called.
 
   “I need you to come out of there. We need to talk about the Succubus who is killing all these men.”
 
   Kale took a deep breath as he waited in the kitchen, his elbow in one hand while his other hand palmed his forehead. He didn’t know if he could wrangle his emotions long enough to get answers from her.
 
   “Take a seat,” he said as he lifted his head at her entrance.
 
   “Are you going to interrogate me now?” she bristled.
 
   “Only if I have to. I just got off the phone with Lothar; it seems you’ve been working with one of our people to track down the Succubi you fled here with.”
 
   Kat’s eyes widened briefly. So this wasn’t about them? This was about work.
 
   “Who told you that?”
 
   Kale arched a brow. “Who do you think?”
 
   “I never should have trusted that Siren.”
 
   “Trevan didn’t betray you. He’s just doing his job. We have to find her—she’s killing innocent people.”
 
   “You don’t understand,” she said, blowing off his concern for the humans.
 
   “Oh, I think I do. I know more than you give me credit for.”
 
   Kat narrowed her eyes, crossed her arms over her breasts, and leaned back in her seat. “Then enlighten me, Kale. What do you really know of what she’s going through?”
 
   “Mata.” 
 
   The one word had her sitting forward, arching her brows at him. Trevan had told him more than he had any right to. Mata was a sacred rite of passage for her species—one that few outside of Succubi and Incubi families knew of.
 
   “What else did he tell you?” Kat felt the need to be careful of the information she shared at this point.
 
   How much had Trevan divulged?
 
   Kale narrowed his eyes. 
 
   Was she testing his knowledge? 
 
   He didn’t have time to play games with her so he laid it all out on the table—everything he knew about the true mating. He told their suspicions that the murdered men were collateral damage from a Succubi Mata and that Kat knew the Succubus in question. 
 
   Finally he said, “I know what Darion is, and about the Succubi he’s kept captive… I just didn’t know you were one of them, Kat,” he added softly.
 
   Kat nodded. She didn’t know what to say. She now knew the lies that had been woven around the both of them had stolen years from them. While her scars were not of the physical variety, she knew Kale could see them. 
 
   Kat raked her eyes over Kale. He’d found a different way to pass the time… a tightness took up residence low in her belly as she thought of inspecting each and every piece of art that now decorated his chiseled body. She already bore witness to what his talented tongue could do with its new piercing.
 
   Kat sighed. She was a fool. They couldn’t trust each other then—now was really no different. And then there was all this new guilt to come to terms with… Why had she so willingly believed Darion?
 
   Resigned to deal with the most pressing matter at hand, she asked, “What do you want to know?”
 
   Kale moved to the table and sat across from her. “I want to know everything that happened to you, but right now I need to know about the Succubi that escaped with you.”
 
   “I’ll tell you what happened and what I know, but I want to see the Siren and I want to see Jake.”
 
   Kale was silent for so long she thought he would deny her, but he slowly dipped his chin and pulled out his phone. Once he’d finished speaking with Lothar, he ended the call. “You heard him; he’s going to bring them to you.”
 
   “When?” she asked. “Can they get here before sunrise?”
 
    “It’ll take them a couple hours to get here.”
 
   Kat looked to the green numbers displayed on the microwave, 1:45 AM. They would be here before the sun rose.
 
   “Fine.” She settled into her seat and began. “I escaped with five other Succubi after Jake helped me from my cell. I released the others and we fled. We’d heard rumors of a group of Fae who would sell passage to the Human World, so not only did we escape Darion’s castle but we took enough jewels and gold to buy our freedom. Once we were here we separated. We reminded each other too much of what we’d been through. Only two of the others I left with stayed together and I’ve already cleared the two of them and one other.”
 
   “How?” Kale asked.
 
   “The Siren you call Trevan took me to the first body and I memorized the scent of her magic, though I won’t know who it is until I’m near her—our magic changes with our Mata.”
 
   “Trevan said he knew it wasn’t his sister because he would recognize her magic. If your magic changes, could it still be her and he just didn’t recognize it?”
 
   Kat shook her head. “No, his sister was already in Mata when she went to Darion.”
 
   Kale nodded for her to continue.
 
   “There are only two Succubi left that it could be, unless more have come here that I don’t know about.”
 
   “Ok, once you see your Trow, you and I are going to find the two Succubi in question.”
 
   “I want Jake with us,” she told him sternly.
 
   Kale resisted the urge to growl at her. Why did she need her bodyguard Trow? He could and would protect her this time.
 
   “Listen to me, Kale. You may not like hearing this but Jake is the one person in the world I trust implicitly. He comes with us or you might as well lock me up now, because without him I won’t lift a finger to help you.”
 
   Kale felt the lick of flames at his fingertips—his control over the fire that burned just beneath the surface of his skin threatened to lash out. 
 
   He understood that some things would take time. But he’d tasted her again and he felt that low hum in his body that told him he wanted to taste her again and so much more. 
 
   There had been something so profound in the kisses they shared earlier. He hadn’t given himself much time to truly analyze what had passed between them. She knew now that he had never done a thing to hurt her and she damn well was going to have to find that trust in him again. He was feeling a little proprietary towards her—she was back and he wasn’t sure he could let her slip through his fingers again.
 
   “You don’t need him to protect you. I. Will.” He punctuated his words.
 
   “It’s not enough,” she said, her voice raising an octave.
 
   Kale growled this time. “Do you want to test that theory? I know with no doubt in my mind that I am all you’ll ever need.”
 
   Kat felt her eyelids drop just a fraction, hooding her eyes with lust. She forced her legs to hold her weight as she stood. “No,” she murmured softly. “It’s too late.”
 
   Kale was on her in a matter of seconds. “For what, Kat?”
 
   “For all of it,” she said, looking up at him. “We live in a cruel world, Kale. It was never going to work. Jake and I will help you, but there will be stipulations.”
 
   Kale took a step back. “Like what?”
 
   “Once we help you find out who she is, you promise not to send her back to Darion. And you let me and Jake go. We haven’t hurt anyone; we just want to be left alone.”
 
   The statement wasn’t entirely true. She had vengeance in her heart, even more now than a few hours ago. Life really was cruel… she could be too. She would help the Siren free his sister. Once she was safe, Darion would pay for what he’d done to all of them. Then she and Jake would disappear and she would try to forget and finally start over. 
 
   Kale stared down at her. If Kat didn’t know better, she would have sworn she saw the briefest flash of pain in those espresso depths.
 
   “Can you honestly tell me that no part of you wants to try and make us work? That no part of you wants to make up for what was stolen from us?”
 
   He was so sincere as he asked and while every part of Kat wanted to simply fall into his arms and shout to the heavens, Yes, I want it all back, all I want is you. She couldn’t help but think of what lead them to this point… they didn’t trust or believe in one another. She couldn’t have a true mate that she couldn’t or hadn’t trusted enough to believe in. They both deserved better than that. 
 
   “I’m sorry. Can you promise me what I’m asking for?”
 
   With a voice that sounded husky and dangerous, he leaned close to her. “Why would me promising you anything matter? You don’t trust or believe me anyway.”
 
   Kale pulled back and left the kitchen through the back door. Leaving her alone in a house she had no escape from.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat watched Kale through her bedroom window. He looked relaxed leaning against a tall pine, but she knew he was coiled. She wished she knew what he was thinking as he stared out at what… she had no idea. 
 
   He was unbelievably still.
 
   He looked like a god chiseled out of pale marble; the moon giving his skin an unearthly and completely beautiful glow.
 
   Kat ran her hand through her long blonde waves. She felt moisture catch on her lashes. She was crying again. Her heart was such a fucked up mess. She loved that Immortal… her Immortal. She just couldn’t seem to get her brain and heart on the same page. He was her true mate and her heart wanted him, needed him, like a flower needs the sun to bloom, like the desert needs the rain. Her heart needed him in order to keep beating. Though her brain reminded her that regardless of what her heart desired—it just wouldn’t work.
 
   Kat sighed, pushing off the windowsill and flipping off her light. She had a few hours before Jake should arrive. She hoped to get some sleep while she waited for him.
 
    
 
   Kale felt eyes on him. He glanced back at the house just in time to watch the lights go out in Kat’s room. It had been an emotional few hours. It hadn’t even been twelve hours since he found her in that bar, and yet it was the most drained he’d felt in a long time.
 
   He’d held her again. After fifteen years of believing she was dead and beyond his reach, likely residing with the Immortal Four, he’d found her in a bar. The most beautiful, breathtaking woman he’d ever known was within his reach again and yet she was emotionally cut off from him. He wasn’t sure there was a way to bring her back. She was physically there but what he truly desired from her was lost somewhere he couldn’t get to. 
 
   Flashes of their time together plagued him and his body hardened as he remembered tasting her only a few hours ago in the living room. It had been so different—more intense than it had ever been between them. 
 
   Kale shook off the memories and reminded himself that he had a job to do and while Kat’s words hurt, he would deal with his pain as he always did. Lock it up for a later date.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Are we recklessly disregarding the rules now, sister?” Alistair asked as he approached Acacia.
 
   It wasn’t often any of her brothers journeyed over to her and her sisters’ domain. And though she could hear the chiding in his voice, she still warmed at the thought of getting to see her brother.
 
   Acacia lowered her face from the sun that held no heat in her world and smiled. 
 
   Alistair was tall, just as Makyle, Josiah, and Zarek were, though that was where most the similarities ended with her brothers. While she and her sisters all had varying hues of green eyes and black hair, her brothers were across the spectrum.
 
   Alistair had that too stern look on his sculpted face. Unlike her and her sisters with their fine features, Alistair had high, sharp cheekbones, a straight nose, and full lips that were currently pursed. His citrine eyes were slightly narrowed and framed by faintly furrowed chestnut brows. Acacia knew that look too well.
 
   With a bright smile to hopefully lighten his mood, she held her hand out to him. Alistair clasped it and helped her from her sitting position in the picturesque green grass. As soon as he let her hand go, she threw her arms around her brother. 
 
   “Please tell me you didn’t come all this way just to scold me, Alistair. It would be a shame as I have missed you and have technically done no wrong.”
 
   Alistair refrained from shaking his head at her. He had a soft spot where Acacia was involved and while he was angered with her, he couldn’t help but return the hug. 
 
   “Not technically, but what were you thinking?”
 
   Acacia stepped back and held his gaze. “He was meant to know—it was in the fates,” she said simply.
 
   “If it was meant for him to know, he would have found out.”
 
   “Perhaps it was meant for me to be the one to set him on the path to find her.”
 
   “You changed the course of others involved,” Alistair told her firmly.
 
   Acacia tilted her head. “What have you seen?”
 
   “I’ve seen others’ time cut short—there are new names on our list. Have you thought to check yours?”
 
   Acacia dipped her chin. Had she truly interfered in the fate of others by leading Kale back to Katarina? 
 
   “I have not, Alistair,” she admitted.
 
   “I suggest you find Jelena and see what course all involved are now on.”
 
   “And what would you have me do if in fact our list has changed?” she asked, truly wondering how far she could go to help change what course she may have set in motion.
 
   Alistair’s lips twisted into a grimace. “I don’t have an answer for you, but this is why we are not meant to interfere.”
 
   “I did as I am bound. I answered what he asked of me.”
 
   “He would not have known to ask had you not told him he could,” Alistair pointed out.
 
   “Do you not believe that as soon as he found her these names would have appeared on our lists?”
 
   “No, because I have seen Katarina’s path change to include Kale in something that was solely her fate. Now they will take this path together and it may end badly for the warrior.”
 
   With a deep breath, she lifted her gaze to him, “Would you like to accompany me to find Jelena?”
 
   Alistair nodded and extended his elbow to Acacia. “Lead the way, sister.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-One
 
    
 
    
 
   Kale propped himself up with his hands against the heated tile of his shower; his head lowered as the steady stream from the shower head beat against his neck and shoulders. 
 
   His emotions had gotten the better of him, and the more the situation bled into him, the more he realized that what he wanted wasn’t necessarily what was best. 
 
   He told Kat he could be all she needed but the reality was that he wasn’t actually positive he could be… After Trevan had told them about Mata, he’d had Sienna researching the Succubi rite of passage. She’d gotten an Incubus to open up and share some of the more unusual details of the mating.
 
   Sienna had forwarded him all the information she’d gathered and he’d spent the last hour reading through it. It still amazed him that they had been so oblivious to such an important part of Succubi chemistry. It had mentioned a tattoo like marking that linked the two mates. There were other things about the intensity of the feed between mates and some other stuff about how the two just fit, blah, blah, blah—a bunch of stuff that sounded romantic. 
 
   Only they didn’t seem to apply to him and Kat. Sure they were great in bed and, admittedly, he’d never cared for another like he cared for her. He loved her. It was a simple thing to admit to himself but it wasn’t simple in practice. There were so many complications to what he felt. There was a past that stood solid and seemingly unmovable in the way, which left him feeling almost empty inside… He wasn’t her true mate. He could never be enough for her.
 
   He wondered if she’d found her true mate yet, if she’d looked for him, but he wasn’t sure he could survive her answer if she had in fact found the one person meant to love her—the one person she was made for.
 
   Kale shut the water off and stepped from the shower, grabbing a towel to dry off the drops still running down his body. Lothar would be here any moment with the Trow and Trevan in tow. 
 
    
 
   Kale heard their newest arrivals before he saw them. He stalked out of his room and into the kitchen, where he suppressed a growl as Kat held the Trow, Jake, in a tight embrace. 
 
   Jake’s cement-colored eyes lifted to greet Kale, a smug smile twisting his lips as he squeezed Kat a little tighter before letting her go.
 
   Kale did his best to ignore the Trow as he moved into the room and greeted his brother with a dip of his chin.
 
   “Alright, you got to see him—now we need to get down to business,” he said tightly as he addressed Kat.
 
   “You might as well relax, Kale. It’s almost dawn. We have to wait until sunset to start our search. You could at least give us a few minutes.” 
 
   Kale narrowed his eyes as Kat turned back to Jake. “You ok, Jakey?”
 
   “I’m fine, Kitty. I was worried about you.”
 
   Kale snorted, which gained him a glare from Kat, a sneer from her Trow, and twitching lips from both Trevan and Lothar as they suppressed what he guessed was a laugh or possibly a snort of their own.
 
   Kale turned to Lothar, “Well, now that we’ve reunited Kitty and Jakey, perhaps we can get back to work.”
 
    Lothar smiled as both Kat and Jake stood like stone statues with glares nearly as hard.
 
   “Don’t be an ass, Kale,” Kat muttered to him, and then wrapped her delicate hand around Jake’s meaty forearm. “Come on, Jake; let’s go make sure the house is light tight for you.”
 
   “Kat,” Lothar called to her. “You, Kale, and I need to talk. Trevan will help him. Come take a seat.”
 
   Kat sighed but smiled at Jake reassuringly and then took a seat at the table. Kale and Lothar followed and took seats across from her.
 
   Lothar smiled at her before starting in on what felt remarkably similar to an interrogation. Kat held back the anger she felt at how she was being treated by the Empath. Of all the brothers aside from Kale, Lothar should have believed in her innocence in everything that happened fifteen years ago. 
 
   After telling the brothers everything she knew about the Succubi that had escaped with her and after telling them emphatically, multiple times, that she was sure that Gwen, Zoe and Amber were clear of the murders and that they were no threat to the Human World—she moved on to the two Succubi she’d lost contact with. 
 
   She’d been searching for Brie and Candice and had thankfully traced Candice to Santa Fe. She had planned to take a trip and find out if she had lost control of her feedings and, if so, help her. Candice had been eighteen when they escaped so she was still a little young for Mata, but Kat wanted to be sure that living in the Human World hadn’t caused the true mate call to hit her younger than usual. After that, she’d planned to head to San Francisco where she’d last known Brie to be living.
 
   “Fine, Trevan and I will head to Santa Fe today,” Lothar told them. “At sundown, you two and Jake will head to San Francisco.”
 
   “She won’t talk to you,” Kat said firmly. “She’ll run.”
 
   Lothar nodded. He understood that Candice would fear him, but he could read emotions, which in most cases made it easy for him to deal with others, especially those who were scared.
 
   “She’ll probably try,” Lothar agreed, but was unconcerned. He would catch her. “It’ll be fine, Kat,” he assured her.
 
   “You can’t scent her magic. You won’t know if it’s her,” she argued.
 
   Lothar smiled. “I’ll know if she’s lying. Trevan and I can handle this.”
 
   Kat rose from her seat. “I don’t like this plan.” 
 
   Kale smirked and Lothar leveled his eyes on her. “You don’t have to like it. This is the plan and you will follow whatever orders Kale gives you.”
 
   Kat narrowed her eyes on the both of them. “I’m not one of your good little warriors, Lothar. And I won’t be ordered around.”
 
   Lothar rose from his seat. “If you want to be a free woman when this is all over, I suggest you play nicely and do as is asked of you. Because as it stands right now, you have little choice and you don’t provide warm and fuzzy feelings in our leader.”
 
   Kat blanched at that. Her face becoming paler then Kale had ever seen. 
 
   He hadn’t had a chance to explain what he had learned since he’d brought Kat back here, but Lothar was in leader mode and Kale would explain everything once he and Lothar had a minute alone. And, as wrong as it may have been, Kat needed to understand that he and his brothers were in charge here.
 
   “Kale, we had a deal. When this is done, I get to walk away with Jake.”
 
   “No, I said you could see Jake and here he is. I also agreed to let him come with us so you would feel safe, but I am in no position to decide what happens after all this Succubi business is handled. You will have to go in front of Rowan and she will decide what to do with you. However, if you do as we ask, I will do everything I can to make sure her decision is favorable to you.”
 
   Kat pulled her bottom lip between her teeth as her gaze flicked between Lothar and Kale.
 
   “I have one condition that I will not budge on,” she said, finding steel in her own voice.
 
   “We’re reasonable—you should know that much,” Lothar said, his tone softer now than it had been only minutes ago when he was basically threatening her.
 
   “You cannot send me back to Darion. Throw me in one of your prisons, kill me, but do not send me back to him.”
 
   Kale snarled, causing both Lothar and Kat to flinch lightly.
 
   Kale’s hands were covered by an eerie blue glow with flames dancing off his fingertips. She had pissed him off. 
 
   Did she honestly think he would let her end up in that fucker’s hands? Did she truly not see how badly he still wanted her? 
 
   Darion would pay for what he’d done. Kale wasn’t sure how yet but he would find a way.
 
   “He will never again lay another deranged finger on you. I will never let that happen, that much I can promise you, Kat.”
 
   Kat nodded, noticing how the flames on Kale’s hands also danced in the depths of his dark eyes.
 
   “Go get some rest, Kat. Kale and I have a few things to discuss.”
 
   Kat stepped in front of Kale to give him a small smile. “I never should have doubted you—not then and certainly not now… I’m sorry for all of it.”
 
   Kale shook his head. “I have the same sins to apologize for. We both made mistakes but we can talk about them later.”
 
   “Thank you,” she said in nearly a whisper, then turned and disappeared down the hall.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Two
 
    
 
    
 
   “When did you acquire a private jet?” Kat asked as her eyes roamed the posh interior of the small plane.
 
   Kale smiled. “It belongs to Hawk’s Eye. I’d rather fly myself than be trapped in a metal box.”
 
   Kat nodded. “I bet. So why aren’t you just flying?”
 
   Kale smirked. “And leave you and your tank alone? I don’t think so.”
 
   Kat shook her head as Jake snorted at the comment. “His name is Jake and I would appreciate if you would at least be cordial.”
 
   Kale made a rude noise deep in his throat. “This is cordial—I still owe him for the clothesline and brick wall.”
 
   Jake turned his attention to Kale and smiled with a wide, satisfied lift of his lips, which showed a remarkably white set of teeth. “Whenever you’re ready to go, just bring it, Little Birdie.” 
 
   Kat let out a bark of laughter and then promptly covered her mouth as Kale fixed his gaze on her.
 
   Kale turned his glare to Jake. “Did you just call me Little Birdie?”
 
   Jake simply smiled and then turned his attention back to one of Kat’s magazines.
 
   Kale shook his head, pulling out his laptop and pulling up the files on the dead humans. 
 
   It was odd that while this Succubus was killing these men, she was picking scum that didn’t deserve to keep breathing the same air as those who actually needing protection… from people like her victims.
 
   The first victim was from Phoenix and was out on parole. He’d spent ten years in prison after pleading guilty to aggravated assault. 
 
   The second victim was in Pueblo, Colorado, who was a known drug dealer with ties to the cartel.
 
   The third and most recent victim was actually found in Boise, Idaho. Lucas had caught wind of this kill when an Elf working as a detective near the Boise portal contacted him. That was when Lucas involved Trevan and the body ended up in the morgue in New York. 
 
   This guy was no better than the others. He was currently under investigation for child abuse. At least his five-year-old would hopefully be able to sleep again at night, knowing her father wouldn’t be around getting drunk and beating the crap out of her.
 
   These were not good men but it wasn’t their place to judge the humans. Kale and his brothers were charged with protecting them from the Fae. No matter what kind of people they were, their punishment should come at the hands of their own judicial system.
 
   The killings had stayed mostly in the western states. It seemed most likely that Brie was in fact responsible for these murders. Kale had to give the girl credit though—she’d been smart enough to not hunt in the same place over and over again. If it was in fact Brie who was struggling through this feeding frenzy, she was smart enough to not do it in the town she now called home.
 
   Six hours and lots of research later, the plane touched down in San Francisco. The time change worked out to their advantage. Thankfully Trevan and Lothar had provided the cover Kale need to at least get a few hours of shuteye. Kat appeared at little less refreshed when they left, but had crashed out only two hours into the flight. 
 
   Once off the plane, a car service picked them up and took them to where they would be staying while in San Francisco. Kat’s eyes widened when they pulled up in front of the luxurious Tower Suite Apartment building.
 
   “You keep an apartment here?” Kat asked incredulously. “Where do you find the money for all of this?”
 
   Kale grabbed their bags and nodded at the doorman, who held the tinted-glass doors open for them. 
 
   “Hawk’s Eye is a profitable business and we work all over the United States. So, yes, we keep apartments in a few major cities.”
 
   Kat took in every opulent detail of the lobby; the outside had been masculine and modern with a grey exterior reaching up the forty-plus floors with deeply tinted window and black fixtures. The top ten floors even had small balconies, which she guessed gave the residences a beautiful view of the bay. 
 
   The inside boasted the same black fixtures and modern art that she had a feeling was probably created by local talent. Stylish furniture spotted the lobby in deep blue with accents in varying colors. The interior lobby was painted in shades of pearl white and gray and was breathtakingly beautiful. Kat’s heels clicked across the white marble floors as she and Jake followed Kale.
 
   “Let me guess—it’s a penthouse suite,” Kat said sarcastically.
 
   Kale smirked at her as they entered the elevator and he hit the button marked with a ‘P10’ and then scanned his key card. The button lit up and the elevator lifted them to the top floor.
 
   Kat scoffed and shook her head.
 
   The elevator opened to a large living area with leather furnishings and glass tables. To her left sat a sleek, open kitchen—perfect for a chef to entertain his guest. The apartment was missing a woman’s touch but it was designed and decorated in rich tones and, as she had suspected, had an astonishing view of the bay.
 
   “There are three rooms down that hall.” Kale gestured to a hall that stretched past the kitchen. “I suggest you take the room on the left,” he told Jake. “It’s the only one without windows.”
 
   “What about the wall of windows out here?” Kat gestured to where she’d just been admiring their view.
 
   Kale grabbed a remote that sat on the granite bar that separated the living space from the kitchen and hit a button. Kat and Jake watched as blinds slid down between the panes of glass. 
 
   “This is a busy city. Your Trow isn’t the only one who has an aversion to light. The blinds will keep any rays from touching him.”
 
   “Could you call him Jake, please?”
 
   Kale smirked. “Sure, let me do one thing first.”
 
   Kale dropped his leather bag on the counter with the remote, turned with lightning speed, and slammed his fist into Jake’s jaw—laying him out on the cold tile floors that covered the twenty-two hundred square foot apartment.
 
   Kat gasped and rushed to kneel next to Jake on the floor. “What the hell, Kale!” she shouted.
 
   Jake sat up, rubbed his jaw and glared at Kale.
 
   “That was for the alley. He’s lucky I didn’t add another one for the Little Birdie remark.” 
 
   Kale grabbed his bag and loped down the hall, tossing over his shoulder as he went, “Be ready to head out in one hour and just in case you get any harebrained ideas, my Twilight friend paid a visit to this apartment today, same rules as the safe house apply here… for the both of you.”
 
   Jake stood up and looked down at Kat with raised brows. “What rules?” he asked.
 
   Kat let out a heavy sigh. “The apartment is spelled—we can’t leave here without Kale.”
 
   Jake grunted and grabbed both his and Kat’s bags. “Better take advantage of that hour.” 
 
   Kat nodded, taking her bag from him and heading to her room.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Three
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat knocked on Jake’s door less than forty minutes later.
 
   “Can I come in?” her soft voice called from behind the thick wood door.
 
   Jake smiled. “Of course, Kitty.”
 
   Kat found Jake sprawled out on the queen-sized bed that barely looked big enough for him.
 
   “Hey, you got a minute or two to talk?” she asked, closing the door behind her.
 
   “I always have time for you.” He grinned and sat up, making room for her to sit next to him.
 
   Kat crawled on the bed next to him, letting out another sigh—it seemed she’d been sighing a lot lately. She fluffed up a pillow and leaned back against the headboard.
 
   “What happened when Lothar and Cree took you?” she asked.
 
   She hadn’t had much time to talk to him. She’d seen him for only a few minutes before the weight of the evening had caught up to her and sleep had wrapped its greedy arms around her. Then they were on a plane and she fell into that greedy embrace again. But now she was cleaned up and ready to head out on their first recon mission. 
 
   Kale had found Brie on Facebook of all places. Why she hadn’t thought to check the social media sight was beyond her, but lo and behold, there was the pretty Succubus in all her gorgeous red-haired glory. They found that there were a couple places she liked to haunt or maybe more precisely hunt. 
 
   The first place they were going to hit was a popular bar called McIntyre’s in the Haight district.
 
   It looked to be more of an Irish pub-style bar, but Brie looked like she belonged there. Her delicate, pale features and fiery red curls would lead most humans to believe she was either of Scottish or Irish decent.
 
   Jake shrugged and Kat focused back on him.
 
   “Nothing. They asked a lot of questions, which I refused to answer, until our Siren friend showed up and told me to answer the questions. I was pissed at first, thinking he sold you out, but I believe him when he says that’s not how we were found. He has too much at stake here.”
 
   “I know, I don’t think he would jeopardize his chances of getting his sister back. So they didn’t hurt you?”
 
   Jake shook his head. “Nope, but I think they were pretty irritated.” he grinned, self-satisfied with that knowledge. “What about you, Kitty? What happen with that ass Kale?”
 
   Kat laughed. It was humorless and she knew how it must have sounded to Jake.
 
   “No, he did hurt me… not physically. However, mentally, he put me through the wringer.”
 
   “What the hell did he do?” Jake’s whole body tightened next to her, his protectiveness of her angering him at the thought Kale had done anything to upset her in any way. 
 
   Part of her knew that Jake still saw her as defenseless. Sometimes when he looked at her, he saw the girl that had been locked up in Darion’s dungeon. But she wasn’t that fragile, broken girl anymore. Kat watched the pity in Jake’s eyes take over that quick burst of anger that had tensed every single muscle in his broad body. Kat forced a smile, hoping to calm him and maybe, hopefully, remove the pity he felt when he looked at her.
 
   Kat loved Jake, but that look in his eye was why she could never truly love him as she knew he believed he loved her. She would always be weak and broken in his eyes—he would always feel the need to shelter and protect her. That wasn’t a bad thing; every female out there wants to feel safe in the arms of her lover. However, she didn’t only feel safe when she was with Jake—she felt out of sorts and fragile. Something she vowed to never be again. 
 
   “It wasn’t his fault, Jakey. I found out some truths of what happened fifteen years ago.”
 
   Jake narrowed his eyes. “What truths?”
 
   “That Darion set the whole thing up, lied to me, and lied to Kale and Rowan. I don’t know all the details but Kale thought I set him up to be captured.”
 
   Jake shook his head. “Can you trust Kale? I mean, we both know what a manipulating son of a bitch Darion is, but can you truly believe anything that Immortal tells you?” 
 
   Kat averted her gaze from Jake. “He’s my mate,” she whispered very softly, hoping it was quiet enough that Kale wouldn’t hear.
 
   Jake shot of the bed, his eyes wide as he moved to Kat’s side of the bed and knelt so he could see her face. “Kitty? No.”
 
   Kat tried for a smile but she saw the pain hidden in the depths of Jake’s concrete-colored eyes “I’m sorry Jakey, I—I—”
 
   “How do you know?” he asked tightly.
 
   Kat shook her head and cupped his rugged, square face. “I had to feed… you know that.”
 
   Jake nodded—a sad, tight set to his features. He covered Kat’s hands where they rested on his cheeks, wrapping his fingers around her soft, delicate hands and pulled them from his face. “You had sex with him.”
 
   Kat swallowed down the lump in her throat… She never wanted to hurt Jake, never wanted to disappoint him. He was her best friend. She could split hairs and tell him no… not exactly, but it wouldn’t change the hurt in his eyes.
 
   “He doesn’t know and I don’t want him to. I haven’t decided what I’m going to do.”
 
   Jake stood with a stiff nod. “I won’t say a word, Kat.”
 
   Kat stared at him, whispering softly, “What happened to Kitty?”
 
   Kale chose that moment to throw open Jake’s door, suspicion flashing in both his body language and features.
 
   Kale didn’t like seeing Kat in Jake’s bed… she was dressed and on top of the bedding but still—she didn’t belong on or near any bed that wasn’t his. He was feeling possessive of her again, just as he had back when they were together… when she had loved him and owned that pesky muscle—the one that seemed to keep stepping up its beat every time he got within twenty feet of her—that ruled everything when it came to Kat.
 
    “Hope I’m not interrupting, but it’s time to go.”
 
   Kale forced a languid smile, pressing down the acidic taste that came with the jealously he had felt when her room was empty and the realization that she was behind a closed bedroom door with her Trow.
 
   Kat gave one last, long glance at Jake as he dipped his chin towards Kale and then pushed past him.
 
   Kale finally took the time to really look at Kat; he saw pain in her emerald eyes. “I did interrupt something,” he said, the mischief in his smile now gone. “Are you ok?”
 
   Kat let out a breath that had her lips vibrating against each other. “No, but it’s a problem for a later date. Let’s get this over with,” she said, following after Jake and pushing past Kale.
 
   Kale grunted and followed. “Let’s get this done,” he agreed.
 
   Kale’s gaze flipped between Kat and Jake as they waited for the elevator. He had never envied any of his brothers’ gifts—fire was his drug and he wouldn’t give it up for anything—but being able to read these two as Lothar could would have been truly helpful right now.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Four
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat took the back seat in the black SUV that Kale had arranged to be waiting in the underground parking structure beneath the apartment building.
 
   She watched as Jake flung ice-cold glares at Kale every couple of minutes. 
 
   “I feel the daggers you’re slinging, big man,” Kale noted dryly as he slowed the SUV and flipped on his blinker. “Do you have something you’d like to say?”
 
   Jake grunted. “Nope, I just don’t like you.”
 
   Kale let out a bark of laughter as he pulled on to Haight Street and parked, throwing the SUV into park and turning to look at Jake. “Your honesty actually makes me dislike you a little less. I grow on people.”
 
   Kat shook her head, knowing there was a derogatory remark dancing on the tip of Jake’s tongue. Jake was sweet ninety-nine percent of the time. The other one percent, he could rival Kale and Bain both in his ability to be a real smart ass.
 
   “Like a fungus,” Jake retorted as he shoved the vehicle door open and exited without a single glance towards Kat.
 
   Ok, so it wasn’t one of his best quips, but Kat knew he was suffering right now… because of her. With a deep breath, Kat slid across the leather and slipped from the back seat.
 
   The walk down Haight Street was silent among their little group. When they stepped inside of McIntyre’s, they found a busy bar filled with patrons in their mid to late twenties. The interior was like stepping into an authentic Irish pub, with open-beam ceilings, and dark lacquered paneling halfway up the wall with the rest painted in a brick-red color.
 
   Kat’s eyes drifted over the walls with their Guinness, Redbreast 12 Year, and Murphy’s Irish Red signs—at least they were quality signs and not just posters tacked to the wall. The bar was actually really nice. The dark stained shelving holding a wide variety of bottles and the low-lit room had her wanting to grab a drink, sit back, and bullshit with the other customers or even the bartender.
 
   “I can picture Brie here,” Kat noted as they moved towards the cherry wood bar. “She would have fit in.”
 
   Kale nodded, pulling up a picture from Brie’s Facebook. She was with a group of guys—Kale couldn’t bring himself to call them men— and they all looked ridiculous and fairly inebriated. Young college-aged kids, but Brie looked more than comfortable with them, which told Kale to check out who these guys were. And thanks to this generations’ need to over share every daunting detail of their lives, one of the guys tagged in the photo had updated his status and, wouldn’t you know it, he even checked in with his location.
 
   “Alright, he’s the one were looking for,” Kale said, pointing to the blonde guy in the photo.
 
   They all took one last look before Kale locked the screen on his phone and slid it back in his pocket. 
 
   They each scanned the room.
 
   “Got him,” Kat said, gesturing down the bar.
 
   “Ok, you ready?” Kale asked.
 
   Kat rolled her eyes. They’d been over and over and over the plan. She knew how to get what she needed from men, even if it was just information. Plus, she guessed he was drunk by now, which would, in theory, make it even easier.
 
   Kat made her way to the bar, stealing a seat next to him. Kale moved to stand next to her.
 
   “I don’t see her,” he said, engaging in the lines they’d rehearsed.
 
   “Me either, I really thought we’d find Brie here. I really wanted to surprise her.”
 
   She’d caught the guy’s attention. San Francisco was sure to be home to more than one female named Brie, but with a little charm born of her Succubi blood, Kat would be able to engage him.
 
   Kat caught his stare and smiled, “Hey, you look familiar,” she said. “Oh my God, you know my friend Brie, don’t you? I swear I’ve seen a picture of you and her.”
 
   The guy smiled back, a goofy look on his face as Kat wove her charm around him.
 
   “Yeah, I know a girl named Brie. I don’t know for sure if it’s your Brie though.”
 
   Kat leaned towards him and raked her gaze over his tall frame, resulting in a sultry smile as her eyes locked with his. “Oh yeah, I recognize you, handsome.”
 
   The truth was that the kid was good looking, probably twenty-three, maybe six foot, with longish, golden waves and bright blue eyes. 
 
    The guy tried for casual as he smiled back at Kat, but it was hard for any man, especially a human, to not be won over by her beautiful face. 
 
   Plus, she’d gone all out. Her hair was down, its natural waves framing her high cheekbones and soft jawline, with expertly applied makeup and glossed, plump lips—and that was only her face. Her body was a whole new set of vixen weaponry—tight jeans, high, black leather boots, and a corset-style top that left little to the imagination.
 
   “So, what your name?” Kat asked. She crossed her legs towards the guy and leaned on the bar, signaling to the bartender that she was ready to place an order.
 
   “Matt, what should I call you?”
 
   Kat smiled. “You can call me Kay.” 
 
   “What can I get for you?” the bartender asked, running a towel over the dark wood in front of her.
 
   “I’ll have two shots of Patron, a Guinness, and whatever my friend Matt here would like.”
 
   “Uh… Guinness sounds good to me.” 
 
   “You got it. You want to start a tab?” the bartender asked, looking back to Kat.
 
   Kale shook his head no and threw a fifty down.
 
   Kat cocked a brow at Kale before turning her attention back to Matt.
 
   “So, do you know where Brie is?” she asked, her tone moving from sultry to soft and sweet. “I’m here all the way from New York but only for a couple days.”
 
   Any hint of caution that most people, especially someone living in a city like San Francisco would have had, was gone.
 
   “Nah, I haven’t heard from her in a few days. I sent her a text last week asking if she wanted to hang out but she said she was out of town.”
 
    “That sucks, I was totally hoping to see her or at least get to talk to her. We lost contact a while back…” Kat made a pouty face, letting the look set in for a few seconds before he eyes went wide. “Wait, you have her number. Can you give it to me?”
 
   Matt cocked a grin. “I don’t know if I should be giving out someone else’s number.”
 
   Kat went into full flirtation mode. “I have an idea,” she said, standing up and leaning close to Matt. “How about you set your phone down on the bar and forget about it for a few minutes while you and I go dance.”
 
   Matt smiled, pulled his phone from his pocket, and laid it down on the bar. Kat ran her finger down the front of his chest. “Good choice, come on, handsome.”
 
   Kat winked at Jake as she and Matt moved to the center of the small dance floor.
 
   Jake moved to the bar as their drink order arrived. Kale handed him one of the glasses of deep, thick ale. “I forgot how good she was at that.”
 
   Jake grunted and took a sip of his drink.
 
   “What did we get out of her charms?” he finally asked Kale.
 
   Kale smiled. “We got a phone number that I just sent to Lucas so he could trace it.”
 
   “Did the guy not know where she lives?”
 
   Kale shrugged. “I’m not sure but he seems to think she’s out of town.”
 
   Jake grimaced. “It’s starting to look more and more like Brie is our culprit.”
 
   Kale grinned.
 
   “What?” Jake asked.
 
   “You just said our, like maybe you view yourself as part of team Light Fae… my team.”
 
   Jake responded with another resigned grunt. But Kale took that as at least a step in the right direction. If he wanted Kat to stick around, he would have to deal with her Trow as part of a package deal.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Five
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat lowered the blinds in the apartment. Jake had already excused himself. He seemed to lighten up while they were at McIntyre’s. She swore she even saw him smile once or twice while she was out on the dance floor with Matt. 
 
   The human had gotten a little handsy and once that happened, Kale was right next to her telling her it was time to go. She didn’t mind, though she was still tired and they were only a few hours from daylight. 
 
   Kat watched Kale as he paced the private balcony. She noted the solid, long gait that was his standard, confident stride; his muscles flexed under his fitted, dark jeans and T-shirt with lithe perfection. The sculpted mounds of his ass had always been one of the many part of his body she’d loved digging her nails into. As if he sensed her watching, Kale turned towards her, an arrogant smirk lifting his lips as he strode towards her and back into the apartment. 
 
   “Something on your mind, Kat?” Kale asked as he came in from the balcony. He’d been on the phone off and on ever since they left the bar.
 
   She smiled at him, hitting a button on the remote that corresponded with the blinds that fell between the panes in the balconies French doors.
 
   “What did Lucas have to say?”
 
   “He can’t trace her phone.”
 
   “Why not?” Kat asked.
 
   Kale shrugged. “It’s probably turned off, but what we do know is she isn’t here so there’s no reason for us to be. It would be helpful if we could leave sooner rather than wait until sundown to head out.”
 
   “Do we have any options for getting Jake out of here during daylight?”
 
   Kale smiled. “As a matter of fact, we do. We won’t be travelling in style but it’ll be safe for your boy.”
 
   “Is it really that hard for you to call him by his name?” Kat asked, a bite of exasperation bleeding into her tone.
 
   “Why does it bother you, Kat? He is your boy, right? He’s the one you want to leave with once we’re done with all of this.” Kale wasn’t being cruel; he wasn’t angry or attacking her request to disappear once she’d fulfilled her usefulness.
 
   “He’s my best friend. He’s taken care of me and he sacrificed his freedom for my own. He’s important to me, Kale. Will you please try… just try to be respectful and courteous to him.”
 
   Kale tilted his head and smiled at her. It wasn’t sarcastic or laconic—it was simply a genuine Kale smile.
 
   “I’ll try,” he conceded. “You should get some sleep. Our transportation will be here around ten.” Kale lifted his gaze to the digital numbers on the microwave. “That gives you… oh about six hours. Use them wisely, little Succubus.”
 
   “Good night, Kale.”
 
   Kale grinned and watched her hips sway down the hall towards her room.
 
   Kat smiled as she closed her bedroom door. Leaning her forehead against the cool wood, she took a deep breath.
 
    
 
   ****
 
   “That looks like something the FBI would use to transport prisoners,” Kat noted as they approached the shiny black van Kale had acquired for their road trip.
 
   “Something like that,” Kale mused. He opened the back doors and smiled at Jake. “It’s light tight, though.”
 
   Jake gave the interior a quick once over. It looked more comfortable than what the humans would use to transport their criminals. It held two long, cushioned benches against windowless sides.
 
   “This will work,” Jake said, climbing into the back. Once inside, he noticed a small, black two-way radio.
 
   Kale smiled when Jake looked at him questioningly. “In case you need something. We can’t open the window.” Kale gestured to a square covered with blackout fabric and duct tape that apparently hid a window between the back seating area and the cab of the van. “So you’ll have to use the radio to communicate,” he clarified and tossed their bags in back with him. “Are we ready to go?” he asked, looking between Kat and Jake.
 
   Kat looked unsure as she eyed Jake in the back. “Do you want me to sit back here with you, Jakey?”
 
   Jake shook his head. “Nope, I’m going to try and catch up on some shuteye.”
 
   “Alright, if you’re sure,” she said.
 
   “I am, now let’s get out of here and get this over with.”
 
   Kale shut Jake in back, walked to Kat’s side, and opened her door.
 
   “Thanks,” she said softly and slid into her seat. Kale dipped his chin and closed her door as she pulled her seat belt over her shoulder and locked herself into her seat.
 
   “So where are we headed?” she finally asked as they pulled out of the underground parking facility.
 
   Kale smiled a Cheshire grin at her that spoke volumes of the trouble she’d just settled into. 
 
   “Kale?” she drew his name out. “Where are we going?”
 
   “We’re heading to Nevada.”
 
   “Where in Nevada?”
 
   “We’re heading to Vegas,” he said excitedly.
 
   Kat returned Kale’s grin. Vegas was one place she’d dreamed of visiting since she found herself living in the Human World. And she was hoping that they could have a little fun while they were there.
 
   A thought struck her. “Does Hawk’s Eye keep an apartment in Vegas?”
 
   Kale shook his head. “Nope, we sure don’t.”
 
   “Where will be staying?” Kat asked.
 
   “Somewhere on the strip.” 
 
   “Where on the strip?” she asked, a little exasperated.
 
   “I’d tell you but it’s nowhere you would have heard of.”
 
   “Really? Now I’m even more curious.”
 
   “You’ll just have to wait, but I promise it won’t disappoint.” He gave her sidelong glance, his face still stretched into that infectious grin.
 
   Kat tried to hide her smile but she had to admit that while they were headed there to find Brie—because she was killing people—she was still excited to see the city. She had a feeling pictures just couldn’t do it justice.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Six
 
    
 
    
 
   The nine-hour drive put them there near dusk. Thankfully, Kale was able to pull into another underground parking garage. Kat knew that Jake’s aversion to the sun was problematic at times, but she wouldn’t admit to Kale that it made things hard for her from time to time. It didn’t matter to her—she would have sat in the cab of the van and waited for nightfall before ever leaving him behind.
 
   “Ok, so you were right,” Kat said as they got out of the van. “I have no idea where we are.”
 
   She’d eyed the storefront of the two-story building they’d pulled under. It was a pretty basic-looking novelty store that boasted a large closed sign.
 
   “We,” he said, pulling open the doors to the back of the van, “are at Desert Brew.”
 
   “Never heard of it,” Jake said, jumping from the back.
 
   “That’s because it’s an exclusive resort,” Kale said, grabbing his and Kat’s bags.
 
   “And you and the brothers are members?” Kat asked as they walked to the elevator.
 
   “Somethin’ like that,” Kale said smiling, and then hit the ‘L’ button for the lobby.
 
   The doors opened into something of a garden oasis. It was Grecian in style, with large marble statues, indoor fountains, high ceilings with massive chandeliers that looked like they held thousands of candles, and light, venetian-plastered walls. The front of the building had dark tinted windows that kept the setting desert sun from threatening Jake.
 
   “Hello, Kale.” A very pretty Elf rushed from behind the front counter, her deep brown eyes wide and happy.
 
   She threw her long, slender arms around him as Kale dropped their bags to wrap his arms around her petite waist. 
 
   She brushed her honey-colored locks from her face when she let go of him and smiled.
 
   “Sorry,” she said as light, rosy flush colored her cheeks. “That was unprofessional.”
 
   Kale laughed. “You don’t have to be professional with me, Cass. We’re past that.”
 
   Cass—so that was the pretty Elf’s name—laughed lightly. “I suppose we are. Who’ve you brought with you?”
 
   Kale raised a brow at Kat. She was sure she was glowering at the very beautiful Elf who had one of her hands resting on Kale’s forearm. She may be fighting her body’s call for Kale, but the Succubus within her wanted to break the other woman’s fingers as they wrapped gently around Kales muscled arm.
 
   “Cass, this is Kat and Jake,” Kale introduced them.
 
   The Elf stuck her free hand out to them, her smile wide. “It’s so nice to meet you. I’m the manager here at Desert Brew.” She looked back to Kale. “Your rooms are ready.”
 
   “Rooms?” Jake asked, obviously surprised they weren’t staying in some suite that forced them to all be together.
 
   Kale smirked. “Sort of—she means the penthouse is ready.”
 
   Kat and Jake both snorted.
 
   “It’s quite beautiful, luxurious actually,” Cass assured them.
 
   “I bet,” Kat quipped. “So tell me—how did an Elf get a job at a Vegas resort?”
 
   Cass smiled at Kat and then looked to Kale. “She doesn’t know what this place is, does she?”
 
   Kale shook his head.
 
   “Desert Brew sits on a strictly monitored Middle World Portal—everyone here is Light Fae. The Light encourages and supports our people’s desire to experience the Human World.”
 
   Kat and Jake both did a visual sweep of the room… there were probably twenty or so people milling around and not a single one was human. There were other Elves, a pair of Valkyries, Fairies, Nymphs, Casters, Imps and… others she had no idea what they were. They confused her senses and her vision seemed to waver the longer she tried to stare at them in an effort to determine what kind of Fae she was looking at.
 
   “What are they?” Kat asked as she blinked against her blurred vision. 
 
   Kale followed her batting gaze and smiled. “That would a group of young Sprites.”
 
   Both Jake and Kats gazes flew to Kale. “They don’t look like any Sprites I’ve ever seen,” Jake noted in a thoughtful tone.
 
   “What kind of Sprites are they?” Kat asked.
 
   Kat couldn’t see through the magic that had been cast over them. Desert Brew employed multi-talented Casters; some to keep the spell around the building in place and others to help their more obvious guests blend in with the humans. Kale could see through the magic that cloaked the Sprites, but he could also see what they would look like to the people outside the walls of Desert Brew. Their resort really was full-service.
 
   “The two females are Flower Sprites and the two males are Fire Sprites.” 
 
   Kale had a soft spot for the small Fire Sprites. They controlled the unpredictable element just as he did. They also left orange smoke in the wake of their wings of flame. The flower Sprites were more delicate, with petal-like wings and soft, pastel-colored hair and dust that followed them when they flew.
 
   Kat shook her head in awe. “All I see is a group of blurry teenagers.”
 
   “That’s the goal—well, aside from the blurry part—though the humans will see them as your everyday, average vacationers,” a soft voice commented.
 
   Kat turned slowly as Kale bent slightly at his waist and every other creature within the spelled room followed suit.
 
   “Kale, stand up straight. You know I hate when you slouch,” Rowan joked as she took Kale in her arms for a quick hug.
 
   She may be their queen but she never liked it when her warriors, who were more her brothers, treated her as anything other than family.
 
   Kale smiled like a dopey little kid… Kat recognized the look as that of a man who loved and respected the one who ruled over him and his people.
 
   “What are you doing here?” Kale asked.
 
   Rowan smiled and shook her head in what Kat thought might have been mirth. 
 
   “I had to come see it all for myself.” She eyed Kat briefly, her smile turning to something of regret and sorrow… maybe even pity. “My warriors tell me we may have been harboring ill will to the wrong Fae. I am sorry we accepted what Darion told us as truth. I hope you will come to believe me when I say regardless as to what Darion said you had done, if I, if any of us, had known you were still alive, we would have fought for you.” 
 
   Kat nodded. “Thank you?” It came out sounding like a question.
 
   Rowan’s smile shifted slightly, taking on what could only be described as shrewd. “Yes, well, even if it would have only been to bring you to our lands and decide our own form of justice.”
 
   Kat’s brows pinched together and Kale had a surprised and unsure look on his face.
 
   “She means had you not been able to convince us of your innocence,” Cree added, sneaking up on their small group.
 
   Rowan dropped her shrewd smile then, almost shaking herself from whatever had just passed over her. “Yes, of course, and with the Fae that we employ, I believe we would have found the truth as it is now known.”
 
   Kale nodded. Jake relaxed a fraction next to Kat as she allowed a mask of indifference to slide over her pretty features.
 
   “So, not that I’m not happy to see the both of you,” Kale said, turning to Cree, “but what’s going on? Why are you here?”
 
   Cree sighed. “We’re here for Kat’s meeting with Rowan. Lothar told me about Kat’s demands for helping us and Rowan felt it was only right for her to know what future lies in front of her once this business with Brie is settled.” 
 
   Fear flicked across Kat’s face though she masked it quickly.
 
   “May we use your office, Cass?” Rowan asked.
 
   Cass nodded. “Of course, right this way.”
 
   Rowan smiled at Cree. “Why don’t you and Kale take this opportunity to catch up?”
 
   Kale and Cree both narrowed their eyes, both finding discomfort in Rowan’s request, though for very different reasons.
 
   Cree gave in to Rowan’s very obvious, don’t-argue-with-me stare. “Fine, but Jake stays with us.”
 
   Jake began to argue but Kat grasped his arm and shook her head. “It’s fine. I’ll see you guys in a little bit.”
 
   Rowan lead Kat to Cass’ office, the door shutting with finality—telling the three men who would wonder what happened behind that closed door that this was a private meeting.
 
   “You told her you would do whatever you could to help her—I didn’t hear you utter one word in her favor,” Jake said accusingly to Kale.
 
   Kale glared at Jake. “In case you didn’t notice, I was surprised to see my leader and ruler here. I didn’t have a chance to say anything.”
 
   Cree smiled as he took Kat’s bags from Kale. “Come on, boys. Let’s get you two settled.” He looked to Kale and smiled. “She’ll be fine.”
 
   Kale raised a brow. “Are speaking with knowledge gleamed from the future?”
 
   Cree chuckled. “Nope, I’m speaking from knowledge gained from my wife.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   Cree sat forward, his elbows resting on his knees as he eyeballed Kale, who looked far too nervous.
 
   “You need to relax. Unofficially, I can tell you that Rowan is planning to offer Kat asylum with the Light or if she chooses to, Rowan is prepared to let her and Jake stay in the Human World, as long as they register with us.”
 
   Kale nodded. “You two discussed this in detail?”
 
   “Yes, Lothar spoke to her, I spoke to her, and Trevan… Who, by the way, is in a little trouble, spoke on Kat’s behalf. Once we were given the full details of what you learned, Rowan made a decision.” 
 
   “I let her down. I should have fought harder.”
 
   Cree shook his head. “You dealt with the information we were given as best you could. The past is something you cannot change, Kale. Now you need to decide where your future will lead and who will be there with you.”
 
   “I’d give anything to keep her with me,” Kale admitted, his stare drifting from Cree to find the desert sun setting outside the room’s UV-blocking windows.
 
   “Then you better make sure she knows.”
 
   “I wish your damn gift would throw me a bone every once in a while,” Kale noted.
 
   “I hear you. I wish it would tell me more about your future where Kat is involved… but for some reason she’s hidden from me.”
 
   Kale let out a suffering sigh. “Yeah, any wisdom not related to your gift telling you what she might choose?”
 
   Cree chuckled. “I think that has everything to do with how you handle the next week.”
 
   Kale arched a brow at him. “What’s happening in the next week?”
 
   “We’ll be searching for her friend Brie. If her pattern holds, we have five days before she’ll need to feed and kill again.”
 
   “So why Vegas, Cree?”
 
   Cree shrugged in that way of his that said he knew something but wasn’t planning on sharing.
 
   “You know something? That shrug does nothing to give the impression that you are unaware—it tells me you know something.”
 
   Cree chuckled. “I know nothing for certain. I do, however, have a feeling that this city of sin is where we need to be.”
 
   Kale grinned. “City of sin,” he muttered. “So we’re just going to scour the city in search of her?”
 
   Cree grinned back. “Basically. Lothar is finished with Candice. He and Trevan are heading back to Hawk’s Eye to work with Lucas and Uriah, Ban, and Izzy are on their way.”
 
   Kale’s brow furrowed. “Izzy shouldn’t be here.” 
 
   She wasn’t immortal… not yet. She wasn’t strong enough to be put in the middle of their job. They were meant to protect the humans and she was still mostly human. He couldn’t handle it if she got hurt in this search.
 
   “Izzy will be fine. None of us will let anything happen to her… most times I like her better than Bain.” Cree grinned. “I’d hate to have to deal with him without her.”
 
   Kale snorted at the remark but shook his head. “She should sit this one out.”
 
   Cree shrugged. “Agreed, but we need Bain and he has not, and probably never will, learn how to tell her no. Believe me, he tried… He wanted her to stay home and she made it very clear that Vegas was a place she didn’t intend to let him go without her.”
 
   “Izzy doesn’t trust him?”
 
   Kale’s eyes narrowed. Izzy wasn’t prone to jealousy… not any longer. She and Bain were as solid as they came… much like the brother standing in front of him and his queen. They found the ones they were created for—the other half of who they are.
 
   “No.” Cree smiled almost uncomfortably. “If I heard her right, and trust me it wasn’t something I was meant to hear at all, she said there were a few place in Vegas she could come up with right off the top of her head… Well, it was explicit.” Cree left it there.
 
   Kale let out a bark of laughter. Cree didn’t need to say anymore. As much as Izzy tried to be discreet—because Bain didn’t give a shit who knew what was on his mind where Izzy was involved—she failed on a daily basis to hide her desire and lust for her Immortal. They were like young lovers who had a hell of a time keeping their hands off each other. It was a rare sight if Bain didn’t have Izzy comfortably situated in his lap.
 
   “So, because Izzy’s safety is important to me, she and Bain will be taking the evening scouting with you, while Uriah and I work on the daytime searching. I will leave Kat and Jake to your discretion. If you feel it’s safe for Izzy to be around them, then you may let them go out with you.”
 
   “So we’re going to just randomly search casinos?” 
 
   Cree sighed. “No, we’re going to start clearing the hotels tomorrow—with the help of some Argolettes.” 
 
   Kale arched a brow. “I’m assuming we have casters to cloak them?”
 
   Small, flying dogs would cause some suspicion in the Human World. 
 
   “Of course,” Cree answered.
 
   “And who are they loyal to?”
 
   The Argolette’s were known for their tracking ability and their loyalty… to the one who fed them. They were much like the hunting dogs of the Human World, except they were no bigger than a hummingbird, with thick wings attached to their furry backs.
 
   “I acquired two of them and, as of right now, they have no master.”
 
   “I don’t really want a pet, Cree,” Kale said, eyeing his leader carefully.
 
   “Well, I think I know someone who would be more than happy to take on the small burden.”
 
   Kale smiled. “Izzy.”
 
   Cree smiled back. “Izzy,” he agreed.
 
   “I always get nervous when I walk into a room and hear my name. What did I do now?” Izzy asked as she and Bain stepped through a portal that had opened into the living area that Cree and Kale occupied.
 
   Cree smiled up at her. It wasn’t often that anyone, let alone Izzy, caught him looking guilty, but she was sure that wry smile meant she had just caught the two of them red-handed—doing what, she wasn’t sure.
 
   Kale jumped up from his seat and approached her, slinging his arm over her shoulders. “You did nothing, Iz. Cree has a gift for you.”
 
   That got Bain’s attention as he eyed their leader questioningly. Cree rose from his seat and held out a finger in a give-me-a-second gesture, before disappearing with inhuman speed and grace. He was nearly impossible for Izzy to track. Makyle assured her that her senses would sharpen with every feeding and a few months ago she would have sworn that Cree literally vanished. 
 
   Cree returned with a gold, twelve-inch tall, cylindrical bird cage with a very small, maybe three-inch, brown, furry creature with folded wings against its side, floppy black ears, and a white patch on its little chest. The creature threw its head back—its nose and mouth looking very much like the snout of a miniaturized hound. Its jaw opened and let a low howl escape before it looked to Izzy with deep brown eyes and greeted her with a soft throaty bark as its tail thumped against the metal of its gilded cage. 
 
   Izzy squealed, ducking out from under Kale’s arm and all but flew at the tiny, caged creature. “Oh my God, what is it?”
 
   “You cannot seriously be planning to give her an Argolette,” Bain groaned.
 
   Izzy’s gaze pulled from the Argolette and her head whipped to face Bain.
 
   “What is an Argolette and why can’t Cree give me one?” she asked.
 
   Bain grinned at his beautiful woman, and shook his head “That is an Argolette.” He gestured towards the cage. “It’s a Fae creature that is basically a dog with wings… their known for their tracking ability and they are fiercely loyal to their master… and you shouldn’t have one, because I imagine Garcia eating the poor thing.”
 
   Izzy arched a brow. “Garcia does not work for his food. This little guy may be fiercely loyal, but Garcia is fiercely lazy. This adorable little creature would have nothing to worry about,” she assured Bain as she wrapped her arms around his waist and looked up at him. “Can I have him, please?”
 
   Bain shook his head and chuckled. “Sweetheart, you can have whatever you want.”
 
   Izzy smiled as Cree held the cage out to her. The little Argolette ran to the bar and yipped at her.
 
   “Does he have a name?” Izzy asked.
 
   “Not yet. That will be up to you. Once you feed him, he’ll be officially yours. Once that’s done, he’ll do anything you ask.”
 
   Izzy smiled as she brought the cage up to eye level… “I think I’ll name you Tracker.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   Find Brie… Find Brie and she earned her freedom. Kat paced her room as she replayed her meeting with Rowan. Kat had put up a good face and tried like hell to stay strong as she followed the Light leader into Cass’s small office. But she was terrified that this meeting would lead to her death. She was sure it wouldn’t be at Rowan’s hand but she feared her return to Darion. There were rules to the Middle World, ones that bound Rowan and the brothers to hand her over to Darion. Rowan had made it clear that regardless as to what happened next, as long as Kat helped them, Rowan would give Kat her freedom. Rowan really was the fair leader every Light Fae claimed her to be. 
 
   Now Kat had to decide what she truly wanted… Did she still want to leave with Jake? Would her heart let her walk away from Kale? Did she really want to?
 
   Their circumstances hadn’t changed… not really, but over the past days, she found moments of the easy connection she and Kale once had. If she let her suspicions and the pain of the past go, even if only for a short time, she might find her future… her destiny. And Kat had no doubts if she gave it a chance, she would find that Kale was the one person in the world she couldn’t live without.
 
   Kat was pulled from her musings as a sharp rap sounded at her door. She looked at her watch and let out a heavy breath. It was time. With one last glance in the mirror, she was satisfied that her hair and makeup were in perfect place and her short, sleeveless black dress, which fit like a glove, looked good.
 
   Kat opened the door and stopped short… Ok, not the Immortal she was expecting.
 
   “Hello Bain,” she said as she grabbed her cocktail clutch and shut the door to her room behind her.
 
   Bain smirked. “Hello, Kat. You ready?”
 
   Was she ready? No, not really. “Yep, where’s Kale?”
 
   Bain’s smirk widened into a full-on feral grin. “With my Izzy—she wanted a minute to speak to him.”
 
   Kat smiled. She had a pretty good feeling as to what Izzy needed to speak to Kale about.
 
   “Your Izzy is a firecracker,” Kat mused, remembering their conversation back at the safe house.
 
   Bain beamed with what Kat could only describe as pride and adoration. “Yes, she is. I don’t need to remind you that if you do anything to jeopardize her safety, that there will be repercussions… do I?”
 
   Kat smiled and shook her head. “Nope, besides, I like her. And I know you better than you might remember.”
 
   “Good,” Bain said as he led her to the sitting area. Before they turned the corner, Bain stopped Kat with a soft hand on her arm. “I’m sorry, Kat.”
 
   Kat arched a brow at him in question.
 
   “You know… for everything that happened to you. He hasn’t been the same since he lost you… He loves you, you know that.”
 
   Kat was suddenly nervous, pulling her glossed bottom lip between her teeth and gnawing on it. But she nodded and Bain dipped his chin.
 
   “Ok, I’m sure this feels a little awkward, sharing a meal with all of us, but try to have some fun.”
 
   “I will,” Kat assured him.
 
   Kale stood huddled with Izzy in the living area of the suite, which was now a shared space for their growing group, as they shared a quiet conversation. Kat stopped and watched the way they interacted. She felt a small pang of jealousy that she bristled at and tried to shake off.
 
   Bain leaned in to share his own quiet conversation with Kat. “If that was a shiver of jealousy, you insult both me and Izzy with it… but I believe Kale would find it most enjoyable.”
 
   Kat gave him a sheepish smile. “Sorry, she’s just… very pretty.”
 
   Bain smiled. “I don’t know if very pretty does my Izzy justice, but it’s a start. Don’t think for one second that she doesn’t love Kale, because she does… as a brother,” he added on a small growl before he moved with propose towards his dark-haired beauty in her deep navy, cocktail dress.
 
   Izzy let out a soft squeak as Bain pulled her back to his chest and pressed a sinful kiss to her bare neck, just below her ear. “Let’s go get dinner over with so we can start on that wicked list you used to convince me to bring you along.”
 
   Kat felt the rush of sexual energy flow through the room as Bain spoke softly to Izzy. Whatever he was saying had worked Izzy into a lust-filled haze that was so potent it had Kat’s lids dropping heavy and hooded. 
 
   “You ok?” Kale asked. She hadn’t even noticed him move. He had a curious look on his face, his brow arching as his gaze followed hers. 
 
   “Those two will wreak havoc on any Succubi within a five-mile radius. We need to get out of here,” she said with a sultry smile as she tore her eyes from them.
 
   Bain let out a rumble from deep in his chest as Kale smiled widely. Izzy on the other hand was ten shades of red as she reluctantly pulled herself from Bain’s arms.
 
   “Sorry,” she muttered as she met Kat’s gaze.
 
   Kat let out a soft, sultry laugh. “You’re apologizing to a Succubus for your sexual energy? That was a boost for me with no work on my part. No apologies necessary.”
 
   Bain shook his head as Izzy looked up at him, not sure what to say.
 
    “She really is a firecracker,” Kat said to Bain.
 
   Bain tucked Izzy against his side. “She’s my firecracker, Kat—so stop trying to undress her,” Bain warned, only partially kidding.
 
   Izzy’s jaw dropped but she said nothing.
 
   “Let’s go; the others are waiting for us in the lobby,” Kale said, ushering everyone to the elevator.
 
   Kat took a deep breath as the elevator dinged and the doors opened to the beautiful lobby, where Rowan, Cree, Lothar, Uriah and Jake all waited for them.
 
   Kale smiled. “Lothar, when did you arrive? I thought you were stuck back in New York doing research.”
 
   Lothar nodded. “Yes, well, these laptops are amazing things. They allow me to work from wherever I desire. Vegas seemed like as good a place as any.”
 
   Kale slapped Lothar’s back. “I couldn’t agree more, brother. Glad to have you here.”
 
   “Shall we then? Our reservations are for eight,” Rowan said, leading the way out the front of Desert Brew to a waiting limo. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat sipped her wine slowly as she watched the group she was currently dining with. Even in the presence of their leader and their Queen, they joked and jabbed at one another, Rowan and Cree joining in. She was at a family dinner and it was beyond bizarre for her. 
 
   Her gaze flicked to Jake every few minutes and saw that her friend appeared more comfortable then even she felt. He was seated across from Bain and Izzy and next to Uriah; they laughed and joked mostly at Kale’s expense. Jake and Kale’s fight in the alley was a source of barbs and laughter. Kale took the jokes with a healthy amount of his own ribbing at everyone else’s expense.
 
   When Kat wasn’t focused on Jake, she was steeling sidelong glances as she was acutely aware of the tall, dark, and dangerously sexy Immortal to her left. Kale looked fifty shades of sex appeal in his black pants and his deep grey dress shirt. The first few buttons on his shirt were open and peeked at the artwork beneath. She swore she saw scales, a snake perhaps… Maybe someday she’d get a glimpse at it.
 
   Kat lifted her gaze from her plate and focused on the Immortal who was currently studying her. Lothar’s looks resembled Kale but there was a massive difference in their eyes. Kale’s deep espresso eyes sparked with mischief and youth, while Lothar’s were reserved—as though he’d lived a thousand lifetimes—the deep, metal-gray with flecks of blue spoke of experience and loyalty. Kat smiled softly at him. Lothar returned the gesture, though it held some sort of secret. Then again, he was the Empath and chances were he’d spent the past hour and half they’d been in this dining room tapping into her emotions.
 
   She didn’t necessarily blame him. Kale was the youngest among them and thus they were protective. And everything she’d seen, and been told, confirmed what she’d felt when Kale followed her into that alley—he was different now. 
 
   “Kat?” Kale’s low voice pulled her gaze from Lothar and to him.
 
   “Hmm, sorry,” she waved a hand nonchalantly, “I zoned out.”
 
   Kale nodded. “Are you ready to head back?”
 
   Kat looked around the table, noticing that most of their plates had been cleared and everyone was getting up from their seats. 
 
   “Uh, yeah.” She pushed her seat back, grabbed her napkin from her lap, and sat it on the table.
 
   “We’re going to explore the city a little, if anyone would like to join us?” Bain announced.
 
   Cree’s gaze flicked to Izzy as he rested his hand on the small of Rowan’s back. “I think we’re going to call it a night. Try not to get arrested,” he mused as Izzy blushed.
 
   “Damn it, Cree,” Izzy muttered, causing him to chuckle. 
 
   “Good night,” Cree said as he and Rowan left the table, Rowan shaking her head and probably chiding him in their special way that no one could ever eavesdrop on.
 
   “Blessings all. I’ll see you in the morning. We’ll leave the limo for you, Bain,” Rowan said as they disappeared from the restaurant.
 
   “I need to make a trip to the castle. I’ll be back in the morning,” Uriah told them, directing the last part to Lothar.
 
   Lothar nodded at Uriah. “And I’m afraid I must call it a night as well,” Lothar said, excusing himself after Uriah.
 
   Bain looked to the remainder of their group. “That leaves the five of us.”
 
   Kale shook his head. “I think it’ll just be the two of you. Go have fun with your girl—just save some energy for tomorrow night.”
 
   Bain nodded with an arm slung over Izzy’s shoulders. “Will do, brother. Take the limo and have a good night.”
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   The warm, desert night air brushed against the obsidian feathers that covered his wings. Kale loved to fly; he loved the way the wind ruffled through the soft downy feathers that covered his eight-foot span of wings. 
 
   After getting Kat and Jake back to Desert Brew, he paced on the rooftop patio before giving in—stripping off his shirt and letting the freedom of flight clear his mind and cleanse his soul.
 
   He had to figure out how to deal… how to accept what the fates had laid out for both him and Kat. He wanted her back—she was the only woman he had ever truly loved, the only woman who he’d ever wanted. The past fifteen years had been hell on him. He’d found empty pleasure in the bodies of the woman he’d bedded since Kat, but they were merely an end to a primal need he’d had to satisfy. One’s hand could only provide so much relief. 
 
   But the true mate issue… How could he try to hold on to her, if he wasn’t the one fate had created for her? If he wasn’t the one meant to hold her, to love her, to soothe her, to protect her—was he selfless enough to let her go after he’d just found her again?
 
   No, he was a selfish bastard and he wanted her… no one other than Kat could soothe his soul. He felt whole when she was around. 
 
    How was he supposed to let her go? He may not be her true mate, but he could love her enough to create a happy life for them… Right?
 
   Kale knew better. He knew that the happily ever after he could try to create for her was nothing compared to destiny.
 
   Kale closed his eyes against the heated air and the sprawling lights of the city below. 
 
   Who was he trying to kid anyway? Kat had made it clear—she wanted a life without him and she had every right to find the one who was the other half of her soul. With a few final flaps of his massive black wings, Kale began to glide back towards the roof before pulling his wings against his side and diving towards the deep, rooftop pool.
 
   With a splash that sent ripples through the rectangle pool and sent small waves against the titled sides, he collided with the water. Kale kept his eyes closed and let the cool water embrace him. Kale pulled his wings in and stretched out his arms, allowing himself to float to the surface. The droplets of water that had spotted his chest from his deep dive had already begun drying in the heat of the Nevada night.
 
   “I give it a seven point two,” a sexy voice said softly.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty
 
    
 
    
 
   Kale cracked open his lids to see Kat looking down at him from the pool’s edge. Her body was barely covered in teal bikini bottoms and a matching, halter-style swimsuit top.
 
   Kale smiled at her. “That was at least a nine point five.”
 
   Kat arched a brow as she moved down the pool stairs, the still rippling water lapping against her bare flesh. “I’ll negotiate to an eight point five, but you get no more points out of me,” she said playfully.
 
   Kale arched a brow and straightened in the pool, his feet finding solid ground, as he watched her move further into the water.
 
   “What are you doing out here so late?” he asked as she dipped her shoulders into the water.
 
   She shrugged, rippling the water around her. “Couldn’t sleep.”
 
   “Why not?” Kale asked, keeping a watchful eye on her.
 
   She averted her eyes from his face. She damn well knew why she couldn’t sleep but she wasn’t about to lay all her secrets out for him. “There’s a lot on my mind, I guess.”
 
   Kale nodded. “Rowan?” he asked, knowing the conversation she’d had with his queen had to be the heaviest thing weighing on her. Rowan had given her what she wanted—only there were a few stipulations.
 
   Kat meet his gaze. His eyes looked black in the dark of the night. The only light on the roof came from the lights in the pool. Kale looked hauntingly gorgeous in the blue glow—she’d missed his handsome face.
 
   She’d also finally gotten a look at the tattoo that wrapped up his arm and across his chest… a dragon breathing fire over his heart. It seemed almost poetic. 
 
   “Kat,” Kale said her name tenderly.
 
   She lifted her gaze back to his and gestured towards his chest. “I like it,” she said softly.
 
   Kale nodded. He did as well. “Thanks.”
 
   “I noticed it was scales, but I wasn’t sure what they belonged to. I guess I should have known it would be a dragon… it makes sense.”
 
   “Why is that?” he asked.
 
   She smiled. “Because fire is your one true love. It’s what heats your veins and warms your soul. It keeps your heart beating and strengthens you. It’s your passion, Kale.”
 
   Funny, Kale thought. That had been how he’d always seen her. 
 
   She was what heated his soul and lit the fire in his veins. He’d known control over the element before her, was nearly consumed by it when he met her, almost lost control of it when he lost her… Had he not been weak and had Rowan not suffused him with the calm she held over everyone who loved her, he would have burned Darion and his entire kingdom to the ground. 
 
   Nowadays fire was the one constant he always counted on. It sounded odd. He was surrounded by people who loved him—people he loved and would unquestioningly lay his life down for—but somehow none of that could fill the emptiness he’d been fighting these past fifteen years.
 
   “I think you may see my control over the element a little differently than I do,” Kale told her as she moved through the water.
 
   “You love the element. We all know that.”
 
   Kale nodded. “Yes I do, but it’s merely an element I can control—it’s not my passion.”
 
   Kat moved towards him, stopping when she was only mere inches from his hard, roped chest. Droplets of water still glistened off his carved muscles.
 
    “What is your passion, Kale?” she asked, resting her palms against his chest. Her thumb softly flicked the silver ring clutching to the nipple of his right pec.
 
   Kale sucked in a sharp breath. “Kitten, are you trying to seduce me?” he asked, a deep shiver running through him as Kat locked on his gaze.
 
   “I’m trying to figure you out,” she said, running her hand lower to finger the waistband of his low-riding jeans.
 
   “You know me, Kitten. There’s nothing for you to figure out.”
 
   He was right… She could fight and deny, but the truth was—she knew him to his very soul, which made her hate herself even more for ever believing a word that had fallen from Darion’s vindictive lips.
 
   But right now she didn’t want to think about that. Because, somehow, knowing she had a choice to make and options in her life, options that could include Kale if he wanted her, gave her the courage and freedom to explore what had always be all consuming, but still so very simple for them. The physical part of their relationship had been the one uncomplicated thing between them.
 
   “Most people don’t swim in their jeans,” she said in a low murmur.
 
   Kale dipped his face to hers, their foreheads nearly touching. “Are you saying you want my pants off?”
 
   Kat licked her lips, causing a low groan to pull from deep in Kale’s chest. “Mmm, you have no idea what I’ve dreamt of those lips doing to me.”
 
   Kat smiled, lowering her lips to brush against the soft skin of Kale’s neck, down his collarbone and to the reflective silver loop in his left nipple. 
 
   Kat swirled and flicked her tongue around and over the piercing, eliciting a low moan from Kale.
 
   “Something like this?” she asked smugly. 
 
   Kale snaked his fingers through her wet tresses and tipped her head back to stare down at her. “Something like that,” he agreed. “But so much more,” he added.
 
   Kat smiled up at him as she backed up towards the shallow end of the pool. When the water was low enough that it hit Kale mid-thigh, Kat pushed him against the wall of the pool, dropped to her knees, and made quick work of the buttons on the fly of his jeans.
 
   Kale sucked in a sharp breath as Kat hooked both the waistband of his jeans and his boxers with her thumbs and pulled the blasted material out of the way.
 
   Kale’s hardened shaft jutted free of the clothes that had bound him. Kat let out a soft purr, her fingers closing around his hard length as her thumb ran softly over the barbell through his tip.
 
   She lifted her gaze to Kale’s face and licked her lip before lowering her mouth to place a gentle kiss to the tip of his hard flesh, then proceeded to take him in inch by inch. 
 
   Kale moaned, his head falling back as his hips jerked. Desire and lust flooded him as she suckled and milk his heated flesh.
 
   Kat swirled her tongue over him, clearing every drop of pre-cum from his head before taking him back into her hot mouth.
 
   Kale shoved his fingers through her hair. On a guttural moan he tried to order her to suck harder, take him deep and faster, but it came out a jumbled, “Yeeess, Kitten.”
 
   Kat dug her nails into his backside, her gaze locking with his as he began pumping into her mouth. Kat’s eyes began to shut as the lust and power began humming inside of her. Kale was close and she wanted nothing more than to truly taste him—to feel what she could do to him.
 
   She knew many human women who joked that they “spit not swallowed”. It was a shameful waste in Kat’s opinion. She survived on all things related to sexual energy. She wouldn’t waste a single drop of Kale’s seed. It had been fifteen years since she’d taken a man into her mouth and as she worked Kale’s solid, pulsing length, she knew he was the only man she’d ever want in her mouth.
 
   Kat felt her lids dropping as she felt Kale’s stomach tighten and he braced for a release that had him tugging at her hair.
 
   “Open your eyes, Kitten,” Kale growled low. “There’s nothing to figure out,” he moaned. “This is what you do to me.” 
 
   On a roar, Kale let his satisfaction flow.
 
   Kat eyes glowed, a bright green lighting Kale’s face as she watched him catch his breath. Kat pulled his pants and boxers back up and buttoned him into his wet jeans. She laid a soft kiss to the wet denim over his groin before he grabbed her arms and pulled her to his chest.
 
   “Your eyes are glowing,” he whispered.
 
   “I know… it’s a new development.”
 
   “Are you ok?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, I’m just tired,” she said softly against his chest.
 
   It didn’t sound right. She should be energized—she should be feeling stronger.
 
   Kat chuckled as she ran her soft fingers over his neck in a simple, pleasurable, and innocent caress.
 
   “I’m fine, I promise. It’s just… well your energy is more powerful than I’m used to… I feel a little drunk.” 
 
   Kale’s wings shook out behind him as he held her tight and lifted her up, pulling her legs around his waist. Before she knew what was happening, they were out of the pool and gliding down the side of the building to a balcony.
 
   “What are you doing?” she asked as he pushed the door open and they were greeted by the living area of their suites. 
 
   Thankfully, the room was dark and empty. Kat smiled as they passed her door and Kale pushed open the door to his room. He kicked it closed behind them—effectively shutting out anything that could break the spell she was now under.
 
   Kale pulled back the covers to the massive, king-sized bed. With deft hands, he stripped Kat of her wet swimsuit and laid her out in his bed.
 
   He threw a ball of flames at the massive, rock-faced fireplace.
 
   Kale tugged off his wet jeans and tossed them through the open door to his bathroom. He slipped into bed next to Kat and pulled the covers over them.
 
   Kat snuggled into the covers as Kale pulled her back against his chest.
 
   Kat vaguely heard the air conditioner kick on. It was way too warm for a fire but she loved the heat and the sound of the flames crackling in the hearth; it was sweet and romantic. She even swore—though the next morning she’d deny it—but she thought she heard Kale say as he pressed a kiss to her temple…
 
   “Sleep now. I love you, Kitten… always have.” 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-One
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat woke to the sun streaming through the tinted window in Kale’s suite.
 
   “Mmmm,” she groaned as she stretched out her muscles. She felt like a million bucks.
 
   “Good afternoon, Kitten.”
 
   Kat smiled at the sound of Kale’s deep voice and then frowned. “Afternoon?” she asked, sitting up and pulling the sheet with her to cover her very naked body. Most of it was nothing Kale hadn’t seen before… aside from the new tattoo marking the skin beneath her breast. 
 
   Kale sat on a plush suede couch, his cell phone in hand.
 
   “What time is it?” she asked.
 
   “It’s around four-thirty,” he answered. He locked the screen on his phone and shoved it in his pocket as he rose from his lounging position.
 
   Kat’s eyes went wide. “You let me sleep the day away,” she said as she pulled the sheet even tighter around her and bolted from the bed.
 
   Kale chuckled. “We’re on the night shift. Technically, you’re up early.”
 
   She cocked her head to the side and gave him an exasperated look.
 
   “Does everyone know I stayed with you last night?”
 
   Kale arched an irritated brow at her. “If you mean does Jake know, the answer is no.”
 
   Kat shook her head… Ok, he had every right to be irritated with the question but he just didn’t understand the situation.
 
   “I guess I should have asked last night if I was going to be your dirty little secret.”
 
   Kat took a deep breath as she approached Kale. She wrapped one hand around his neck and reached up on tiptoes to press a soft kiss to his lips.
 
   “You’re not a dirty secret, Kale. I can’t help but feel antsy; your whole family is here. I feel like a naughty teenager.”
 
   Kale laughed and pulled her tight against him, kissing her deeply as he swiped his arm under her legs, carrying her to the bed where he laid her down and crawled on top of her.
 
   “Naughty teenager works for me,” he murmured against her lips.
 
   “I bet,” she laughed. “But I need a shower and some clothes. I’ll be back in thirty.”
 
   Kale groaned and rolled off her. “I fail to see why you need clothing.”
 
   “Because we have a job to do tonight.”
 
   Kale winced at the thought… Yes, and once the job was over—where would that leave him and Kat?
 
   Kat almost… almost made it to her room without so much as seeing a single one of the warriors… Well, the one who caught her wasn’t a warrior.
 
   “Hello Kat,” Bain’s female purred at her.
 
   Kat lifted her gaze to the dark-haired beauty. She expected to see disapproval or disgust in the woman’s pretty blue eyes, but all that twinkled in their depths was laughter. She wasn’t judging, and she didn’t appear to be gearing up for any sort of censure.
 
   “You should hurry. The others are on their way back. Cree is planning an early dinner so we can go over what him, Lothar, and Uriah came up with during today’s search and what we’re expected to do tonight.”
 
   Kat nodded. “Ok. When is dinner?”
 
   “Five-thirty, I was just about to go tell Kale, but then I saw you and figured I’d let you know first.”
 
   Kat nodded. “Sure, thanks.”
 
   “Would you like to let Kale know when you’re done… getting dressed?”
 
   “Sure, has anyone told Jake yet?”
 
   Izzy smiled. “Yep, Bain’s in there telling him now.”
 
   “Thanks, Isabelle. Um, can we….” Kat stumbled, not sure how to ask her not to say anything about catching her in the hall wrapped in a sheet.
 
   “It’s Izzy,” she smiled. “I won’t say a word.”
 
   “You should feel grateful, Kitten. She only lets her friends call her Izzy, right Iz?” Kale smiled wide enough that his fangs peeked out as he came towards them. Kat groaned and slipped into her room.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Bain eyed Kale and Kat as they worked their way to the dining hall at Desert Brew. Cree had called a dinner meeting to go over what had happened during the day, as they started their search for Brie. It was all a little too weird for him, calling all of them to Vegas without knowing if the Succubus would even end up here was, well… suspicious. 
 
   Bain’s gaze drifted to Izzy. A smile crept over his lips as he watched her gently pet her little Argolette. The small, brown creature was happily sitting on Izzy shoulder, his little tail wagging against her bare skin. Skin that all of an hour ago Bain had been exploring with his lips and tongue. Bain shook his head and focused back on the little dog-like creature nestled under a veil of curly, black hair. Izzy was one of a kind. She was curious about his world… her world now, and while he was cautious of some of the creatures in their world, Izzy viewed them all with an open mind and curiosity. 
 
   Izzy was amazing, beautiful, strong, and caring. They fit perfectly together and she was all his. Every curve of her body molded perfectly into him. A low groan echoed softly from his throat.
 
   “Whatever you’re thinking, you should stop… We don’t have time for it,” Izzy said softly; her low, sultry voice pushing all his blood south to pool in his groin.
 
   Bain wrapped an arm around her waist and pressed his lips to her bare shoulder; her little Argolette daring to bark at him. Bain growled at the creature. It flew from its perch to land on Izzy other shoulder.
 
   Izzy chuckled. “Be nice, Bain.”
 
   “He barked at me for kissing you,” Bain said, scowling as he looked around to see her new pet.
 
   “He’s protective. I’d think you’d like that.”
 
   “I like anything that protects you. However, you don’t need protecting from me.”
 
   Izzy chuckled “I think you’re mistaken—you are the most dangerous thing for me.”
 
   Bain growled softly, pulling Izzy to a stop so he could tip her face to his. He lips brushed hers softly at first, then turned into a hungry and devouring swirl of tongues and swollen lips. Izzy moaned into his mouth, causing his pooling blood to react in a way they really didn’t have time for.
 
   Bain pulled back slightly, kissed her softly one more time, and smiled down at her.
 
   Izzy let out a lusty breath. “A danger I am more than willing to run head first into.”
 
   Bain and Izzy were a sexually charged storm behind Kat, one she could not ignore—even if she wanted too.
 
   “Are they getting to you again?” Kale whispered to Kat.
 
   Jake looked over at Kale, then to Kat, and finally spared a glance behind him where he saw the giant blonde warrior and his petite black-haired beauty embracing.
 
   Jake looked back to Kat and smiled. He could see the flood of lust in her features. He shook his head as he pulled open the door to the dining room.
 
   Bain’s head whipped from Izzy to the open dining room door, a ferocious growl echoing in the hall.
 
   All attention shifted to Bain as he stalked down and pushed his way into the dining hall.
 
   “What’s that son of bitch doing here?” Bain roared as Izzy and the others hurried in behind him.
 
   “Ello Bain,” a tall, athletic, and very pale male cooed at Bain. His fangs flashing in the dim light the chandelier threw out into the private dining room as he smiled.
 
   Izzy sucked in a breath… a Vampire. She looked to Bain’s enraged face just as he burst forward towards the newcomer.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Izzy stood back by Jake and Kat while Lothar, Uriah, and Kale all tried to hold her lover back from the smirking vampire. Cree stood stoic as he always did, his massive arms crossed over his broad chest, his feet planted shoulder-width apart, standing between Bain and the Vampire.
 
   “Bain,” Izzy called after him.
 
   Bain shifted out of his brother’s grasp, a deep growl emanating from his chest, but Izzy’s plea in the form of his name had him shifting to see her scared and confused face. He never wanted to see fear in the depths of those beautiful blue eyes. Bain jerked his arms free and moved to pull Izzy against his chest.
 
   “It’s ok, sweetheart,” he whispered in her ear, a protective arm wrapped around her.
 
   Bain leveled furious eyes on Cree. “What the fuck is he doing here?”
 
   “He has information for us,” Cree said. “Now take a seat. We’re going to have dinner while we discuss what we’ve learned.”
 
   Bain scoffed. “I fucking doubt it. I’m not breaking bread with that murdering leech.”
 
   Cree was quick in his movements. Before Izzy had time to blink, she was out of Bain’s arm and being held by a thick arm around her waist while Bain struggled against the steel that was Cree’s palm pressing him against the far wall.
 
   If Izzy had ever had any fallacies about the warrior’s leader being less of a fighter then the other brothers, she was sadly mistaken. It was obvious now that the gentle Cree she knew lived his life holding back his power. A power that sucked the air from the room and that would have brought Bain to his knees if Cree hadn’t been holding him up.
 
   “You will do as you are told,” Cree snarled. “There is too much going on for me to deal with your prejudice and grudges.”
 
   “It’s a fair grudge,” Bain growled.
 
   “It is one I do not have time for. Holly made her choice—you need to let it go.”
 
   Holly? Who was Holly? Izzy wondered, her eyes darting to Bain as he erupted again.
 
   “You son of bitch,” Bain roared at his leader. “She didn’t know.”
 
   “She did—she made a choice,” the vampire leaning against the table said coolly.
 
   Bain pushed against Cree and was rewarded with a slam against the wall, which dented in the form of his head and broad shoulders, and sent cracks up the plaster to the ceiling.
 
   Izzy sucked in a sharp breath as she clawed at the arm holding her around the waist.
 
   She felt warm breath against her sensitive skin as Uriah’s soft and calming voice spoke low in her ear.
 
   “You cannot interfere in this, Izzy. Bain has to remember who is in charge. His hate for the vampires has gone on long enough.”
 
   “Let me go, goddamnit,” she screamed as she watched Bain slump to the ground.
 
   “Let her go,” Cree said as he stepped back from Bain.
 
   Izzy flew to Bain’s side, falling to her knees to cup his face. She patted his cheek lightly, trying to rouse him, but she got nothing. He was breathing, but the slam of his head against the wall courtesy of Cree had knocked him out cold.
 
   “You son of a bitch,” Izzy said, a cold fury rising in her veins as she rose to her feet. Narrowing glacial eyes on Cree, she took a step towards him. This time it was Kale who stopped her, pushing her back as she coiled to launch herself at Cree. 
 
   “Izzy, calm down,” Kale said softly.
 
   Kale felt the hum in her body only seconds before she threw Kale off her and rounded on Cree again.
 
   Shock rolled over everyone’s face—there was no way she should have been able to overpower Kale. As Izzy shook with fury, the temperature in the room dropped, the lights flickered, and a vase flew from the table across the room—barely missing Cree before shattering against the wall.
 
   “No fucking way,” Uriah muttered. “Wake Bain up,” he hollered at Kale as the dining room started coming apart around them—plates, glasses and flatware flew, the chandelier shook, and chairs slid back from the table and upended.
 
   Uriah moved towards Izzy. “Izzy, you have to calm down. You can’t control the power when your this upset… it’s too new.”
 
   “What power?” Cree hollered over the thundering and whipping wind in the room…
 
   Izzy couldn’t focus. She heard Kat yelp, she felt Tracker run under her hair, and she heard Uriah, but she couldn’t pull her gaze from Cree. Power? She didn’t have any power—all she had was fury. For Cree. He hurt Bain; it wasn’t necessary. Ok…yeah, Bain was a hot head and he been pissed but Cree had him pinned. He didn’t need to hurt him.
 
   “Sweetheart. Stop.” 
 
   She heard Bain, felt the familiar build of his body press against her back. When she pulled her gaze from Cree, she caught sight of those mesmerizing violet eyes staring down at her.
 
   “What’s wrong with me?” she asked, before her knees gave and her vision swam into blackness.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Kale raked his eyes over the Vampire who had started the whole mess of an evening. Bain had taken Izzy back to their room after Makyle had somehow found his way to their destroyed dining room and verified what Uriah had sensed happening to Izzy… She was somehow tapping into the powers of anyone who touched her. Kale was just thankful she hadn’t tapped into his abilities. Uriah’s Telekinesis was bad enough—she didn’t need to start tossing fire around. 
 
    Makyle seemed unconcerned about Izzy’s newfound power and left with Bain when he took her back to their room. Kale would have to wait until tomorrow to find out what exactly was going on.
 
   But right now, he was trying to focus on the Vampire in front of him.
 
   “I hope he has something good to tell us,” Kale muttered as he flipped an overturned chair back on its legs. “Otherwise, this was all unnecessary.”
 
   Cree shot cool eyes towards Kale, and then motioned for everyone to sit.
 
   “This is Evan.” Cree gestured to the vampire sitting to his left. “He’s part of a coven of Light Vampires who live here in Vegas.”
 
   Kale noticed he wasn’t the only one of his brothers who was surprised. Uriah was right there with him but Lothar looked as though this was not news to him.
 
   “For how long?” Uriah asked.
 
   “I’ve been living in the human realm for over seven hundred years but my coven and I have only been in Vegas a little over a decade.”
 
   Kale’s eyes narrowed. “Who are you and why are you here?”
 
   Evan grinned. “Because I have information you need. The fact is, while Bain hates me, he holds a grudge that has little to do with my species or even with me… It has to do with his pride.”
 
   “Evan,” Cree said his name in warning.
 
   “If you want my help, you’ll let me talk… You see, there’s more going on here then you can even imagine. The Drifters you’re so worried about only access one of five moving portals. What you need to worry about is the other four that aren’t regulated. Because that’s how the Fae you don’t want here are coming in.”
 
   Kale looked to Cree. “I thought this was about Brie?”
 
   “It is. She’s here,” Evan said simply.
 
   “Where?” Kat demanded. 
 
   “That I can’t tell you for sure. All I can say is I caught her feeding off one of my vampires. When I pulled her off of him, she took off.”
 
   “You just let her go?” Kale asked.
 
   “Yes, at the time I was worried about Josh. Only he was fine and more concerned about where she went.”
 
   “He wanted retribution,” Kat muttered, leaning back in her seat. “Sounds like a Vamp… sounds like a male. He was mad a little female took him down,” Kat scoffed. “She’s got to be gone by now.”
 
   Evan smirked. “No, I’m pretty sure she’s here. And Josh was worried about her.”
 
   “Right,” Kat snorted. “Sounds totally like a Vampire.”
 
   “Maybe not like a Vampire,” Evan said. “But does it sound like a true mate?”
 
   All eyes landed on Kat before volleying between her and Evan.
 
   Evan smiled. “Yeah, I thought maybe so. You see, after Brie attacked him, this weird tattoo outline appeared on his neck.”
 
   Kat blew out a deep breath. “What does it look like?”
 
   Evan chuckled. “That’s the funny part—it looks like an infinity symbol with two puncture wounds inside of it.”
 
   “So, you think just because your vampire is her true mate that she won’t run?”
 
   “No, because I think she’s been looking him.”
 
   “All the Succubi are looking for their true mate. It doesn’t mean they’re a good match or that she would have even known he was here.”
 
   Evan smirked a knowing smile, which had them all waiting for the next piece of information that would make all of this make sense.
 
   “Why do you think she came here to look for him?” Uriah asked, suspicion lingering in his deep, silver eyes.
 
   “Because of what I’ve been told about where she’s been finding her victim. She’s been following Josh. First in Arizona, then Colorado, and lastly in Idaho—all places Josh has been in the last month.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Three
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat was reeling. Brie had found her true mate in the form of a vampire who was now willing to help them find her.
 
   This night was not starting out the way she had hoped. They’d lost Bain and Izzy as backup, as well as Izzy’s Argolette. The little bugger would be of no help without her there to tell him what she needed him to do.
 
   But Cree’s Argolette had been the key to finding Evan, which as crazy as it had been was merely happenstance. Not to mention he was the Vampire that sparked Bain’s hatred for the entire species. Even she knew the story of his youngest sister Holly—who had disappeared nearly seven hundred years ago. Bain filled in the details when they’d gone to check on him and Izzy before heading out on their first scouting mission.
 
   Holly was the youngest of her, Bain, and Rowan. She had wanted out of her of her life of being the doted upon youngest daughter of an important Fae family. So she had run off. What few knew, not even Kale, was that Holly had turned to a coven of Vampires for escape. Only it hadn’t ended well and while Bain refused to delve too deeply into the details… Whatever had ensued had cost Holly everything—most importantly her immortality.
 
   Since the plans for the night had changed and now centered on hanging the Vampire, Josh, out as bait, it had become important to make Kat less obvious. She’d been funny when the caster was brought in to change her appearance. She didn’t want any spell changing her, so she allowed them to cloak her power as they did to Kale, his brothers and Jake, then she picked up some supplies on their way to a club. The original plan had them heading to the Venetian to start their search but now they were headed to a seedier side that Vegas had to offer. Kat had changed from her cocktail dress to a pair of leather pants, a black, sequined, backless top, red stilettos, and a red, pixie-style wig. Both Kale and Jake changed into new outfits as well, sporting leather pants with long sleeve, very snug, black Henleys.
 
   “You two look good enough to eat,” Kat cooed. Seeing the uncomfortable look on Jake’s face made her smile.
 
   Kale shook his head. “Focus Kat, there are going to be a lot of Fae in there, mainly Vampires, and most of them wouldn’t be happy to know we were there.”
 
   Yeah, an underground club with both Light and Dark Fae who had used one of the four unguarded portals might get a little twitchy knowing four of the five Immortal Warriors for the Light were invading their club. Though Kat felt better knowing Lothar, Uriah, and Cree were somewhere inside, sticking to the shadows as they were so good at. 
 
   Kat linked one arm through Kale’s and the other through Jake’s. She then smiled. “This is going to be fun. I can already feel the energy humming in there.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Kat wasn’t kidding when she said she could feel the energy humming in the dark club. One step inside and Kale was greeted by the bodies creating the energy. Sex poured from the dance floor, as half-dressed and leather-bound dancer all but fucked in the middle of the club. Kale scanned the club to familiarize himself with their surroundings. There was a dark hall past the dance floor that a glowing EXIT sign hung above. The second-floor balcony held multiple private rooms, though the velvet curtains provided little privacy in a building filled with Fae creatures—most of whom had excellent hearing. 
 
   Kale spotted Cree on one side of the balcony and Lothar across the open space over the dance floor on the other side of the balcony. Which meant Uriah was somewhere near the dark hallway. Evan was sidled up next to a petite brunette and a Vampire he assumed was Josh stood next to them.
 
   “What now?” Kat asked.
 
   “Now we play the role of partiers,” Kale said.
 
   “And I head to the bar,” Jake said. 
 
   They’d decided Jake was the best option for staying close to Josh and Evan. Even if Brie recognized him, she wouldn’t think of him as a threat. She didn’t know Jake was in the human realm and she never had much, if any, contact with him while she was in Darion’s prison.
 
   Kat placed a hand on Kale’s chest and fisted his shirt. “Let’s dance,” she smirked as she pulled him towards the writhing and grinding bodies on the dance floor.
 
   Kale grinned and let her pull him along. 
 
   Kat wrapped her arms around Kale’s neck, her gaze scanning the faces behind Kale’s back as she swayed and dipped her hips against him. 
 
   Kale held Kat’s hip tight, his finger pressing against the inch or so of exposed flesh as he tried to focus on the faces of the Fae around them. But even with his heightened vision, most of the faces around them were cast in shadows. 
 
   “You see anything?” Kat asked, her breath tickling the skin near his ear.
 
   “Not yet, you?” he asked, turning his face slightly to get a glimpse of her profile. Her beautiful, soft-featured profile, the line of her exposed neck, and the soft skin that stretched over her kissable jawline that flowed to her curved chin. The only sharp feature on her face was her cheekbones but, while sharp, they were far from harsh.
 
   “No,” she sighed. “It’s impossible to see every face in this crowd.”
 
    “That’s why we have so many other eyes out there looking with us.”
 
   Nearly two hours later, Kale was turned on and frustrated in more than one way. Kat’s body had been pressed against his for at least three quarters of their time at the club; her hips hitting below his and his groin resting against her stomach. Kat’s eyes flicked to his, a sultry smile crossing over her lips as she swayed against his ever-growing erection. 
 
   There had been no sign of Brie as of yet.
 
   “I don’t think she’s coming,” Kat said.
 
   Kale turned her towards the bar, changing his point of view over the dance floor. 
 
   “I don’t think so either.” 
 
   Kale caught Cree’s gaze and shook his head; Cree nodded and fell back into the shadows.
 
   “We’ll regroup and try again tomorrow.”
 
   “What are you going to do with her? If she can stay with her true mate, she won’t be a threat any longer.”
 
   Kale sighed, pulling away from Kat to lead her towards the bar. “I wish I knew, Kat. I really wish I had an answer for you.”
 
   “Rowan’s fair,” she said, her voice barely carrying over the deep beats pounding from the speakers. 
 
   Kale nodded and hoped Rowan would find a way to help Brie, not only for Brie’s sake… but for Kat’s too. 
 
   “Well, now this is interesting,” a sarcastic voice echoed from behind Kale.
 
   The voice sent slivers of unease down Kale’s spine and while he didn’t need to turn around to know who had spotted him… he didn’t need this particular Fae at his back.
 
   Letting go of Kat’s waist, Kale turned, making sure she stayed relatively hidden behind his stature.
 
   “Zander,” Kale said the Luck-Eaters name with all the disdain he felt for this stain in Fae society. “Somehow I’m not surprised to find you here.”
 
   Zander chuckled, an ominous sound that had the hairs on Kat’s neck standing at attention. 
 
   “No, the depravity in this place is right up my alley, but this hardly seems like a place one would find one of Rowan’s Immortal Warriors.” Zander pitched his voice to announce the fact that a warrior of the Light Fae had infiltrated the underground club.
 
   While this place was filled with both Light and Dark Fae, it bordered on breaking the rules of the Light. For one, the humans mingling with Fae, who showed no restraint or magic to hide who and what they were, was a punishable offense. Not to mention, while not technically a law, it was an unspoken rule that the Light and the Dark not mingle… a rule Kale had himself once ignored.
 
   The grinding bodies that had surrounded them, occasionally even joining in on their dancing, slowed and mostly stopped. Every Fae on that dance floor seemed to be captivated by the announcement that an Immortal Warrior had joined in on their fun.
 
   “Is Rowan after something here?” Zander asked. “I’d guess so if you felt the need to cloak your powers, and this beautiful thing hiding behind you… Well, you can’t hide the power of a Succubus—not in a place like this.”
 
   Kale was more than acutely aware of what was happening around him and Kat.
 
   “Umm… Kale,” Kat said in a barely audible voice.
 
   Kale shook his head. He felt the press of bodies closing in on them. When the first strike came Kale ducked, spun, and grabbed the arm of the Vampire who’d attempted to take him by surprise. Kat yelped as the Vampire flew across the room, taking out a few of his buddies as he hit the dirty dance floor.
 
   The next to strike out at him was a trio of Valkyries. The damn mythological creatures were a pain in the ass and most times Kale and his brothers avoided the warriors if they weren’t on the side of Light—they were a force to be reckoned with. As warriors themselves, they were well trained and didn’t always fight fair, but as Kale had learned long ago when it came to a life and death battle there were no rules and no such thing as a dirty blow. 
 
   He’d knocked a few balls in his day and, while he may have cringed the first time he threw a nut shot, it had given him the advantage he needed and saved a few lives in the process.
 
   However, while the Valkyries had bigger “balls”—in theory—than a lot of the males he came across, their theoretical balls couldn’t be kicked to take them down and give him the advantage he needed. His brothers, however, could definitely sway the odds in his favor. Lothar landed with a thud next to Kale—Uriah and Cree soon joined in. 
 
   Jake was not far behind, closing Kat between himself and Kale.
 
   “Get her out of here,” Kale yelled to Jake as more Fae joined into the fight. 
 
   Thankfully, not all of them were coming against him and his brothers. Evan and a handful of his Vampires were fighting off other Vampires that were clearly not part of Evan’s coven or the Light for that matter.
 
   “I’m not leaving,” Kat shouted as Jake wrapped a meaty arm around her waist and hauled her off her feet. “Put me down!”
 
   “Kitty, please stop fighting! We have to get out of here,” Jake pleaded with her as he fought through the dense crowd of both fighting and fleeing bodies.
 
   “I won’t leave here without him, Jake. Please, I can’t let him get hurt.”
 
   Jake growled with frustration as he turned to see Kale still facing off with a Valkyrie. Thankfully, the other two were dealing with Cree and Lothar, evening out the odds. 
 
   Jake set Kat down, only to be rocked as the floor shook and a deafening roar drowned out the sounds of flesh being bruised and bones being broken. A hot flash of air swept through the room, flinging him, Kat, and every other body in the way to the left and opening up a path to the center where Kale and his brothers were still fighting. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Four
 
    
 
    
 
   This was not good. Kale felt the spark of flames—his instinct sending out a barrier to cover him, his brothers, and any other Fae fortunate enough to be within the magical protection. Kale’s eyes found the Jinn, who had just shook the building, sending bottles to crash against the floor as they lost their hold on the shelves behind the bar, knocked tables over, and sent bodies flying… 
 
   Bodies… Shit, Kat. Kale couldn’t take his eyes off the Jinn long enough to search for her. All he could do was hope Jake had gotten her out of here like he’d asked. Because the damage the shower of fire the Jinn had spit across the room had vaporized those who hadn’t hit the floor in time to be spared from the flames.
 
   Kale took a deep breath, fear for Kat nearly paralyzing him in his place.
 
   “What are Rowan’s warriors doing here?” the Jinn sneered, releasing his human façade to reveal his true, more demonic form. An eight-foot, smokeless, flame body stood in front of Kale, narrowing its hollow eyes of onyx at the warriors. 
 
   It didn’t escape Kale’s perception that the Valkyries he and his brothers had been fighting were nowhere to be found. Even the Vamps that had been attacking Uriah were gone—whether they had been destroyed or fled like cowards he couldn’t know. 
 
   “This does not concern you,” Cree spoke, stepping up next to Kale. “Can you hold the flames back?” he questioned quietly.
 
   Kale gave a quick short nod.
 
   “Well, considering the situation,” the Jinn responded, “I think I hold enough cards to ask you once again… What are you doing here?”
 
   “Drop the fire act,” Cree responded, not about to be bossed around or questioned by anyone.
 
   The Jinn laughed, tripling the flames he’d spewed before.
 
   “Get as many out of here as you can. You have maybe five minutes,” Kale grunted to Cree. “There are too many flames; I can’t fight them and keep you all safe.” 
 
   Cree nodded and Kale pushed back the flames, encasing the Jinn as his brothers sprang into action, getting the injured Fae from the building.
 
   The Jinn continued to laugh at Kale. “So you can harness the flames that sustain me. Shall we see who can better handle the unforgiving element?” he roared, pushing the flames back. 
 
   Kale stood his ground, sweat beading at the base of his neck. With one final sweep of his eyes, he caught Cree helping Jake move towards the exit and Kat’s limp body cradled in Lothar’s arm. Her red wig and blood the only things left where she had landed.
 
   Fear pricked Kale’s heart, followed by a roar of anger spiraling out of control at the thought he had lost Kat once again. The pain and rage flowing through him set his mind and body into action.
 
   Kale smiled, a malicious twist of his lips. “Let’s,” he growled, releasing his hold on the fire.
 
   Kale sucked in a deep breath, pulling the flames into a massive ball of fire, and then released it with a swing of his arms, sending it flying into the far wall of the club. The ball exploded, using the broken bottles of alcohol to fuel its heat. 
 
   The Jinn merely smiled at Kale as the warrior stalked towards him, showing no sign of fear. Not even a drop of apprehension flared in him when Kale stopped inches in front of him.
 
   “You don’t fear me?” Kale asked low and dangerously.
 
   The Jinn chuckled. “Not in the least, little warrior.”
 
   Kale nodded and smiled. “That will make this easier,” he said flatly.
 
   With a movement too quick to track, Kale thrust his hands deep into the Jinn’s flaming chest. For the first time fear flashed in the dead, black eyes of the fire demon. Kale held his ground and pushed his hands further into his chest, closing his fingers around the source of the fire. With a grin, Kale pulled the heart of the Jinn’s fire from him—a pulsing blue flame the size of a large fist was held tightly in Kale’s hand. The Jinn fell to his knees as the flames that created his body began to fade.
 
   “I wield the element, always,” Kale whispered before closing his hand completely around the blue flame, essentially snapping out the fire.
 
   The Jinn turned to ash at Kale’s feet. Kale wasted no time leaving the burning building that began to crumble around him. The flames couldn’t hurt him but a couple tons of falling debris would make for a real shitty ending to the evening. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Kat’s head was throbbing, her eyelids felt heavy, but her body felt weightless against the cool night air… cool? That didn’t seem right and why was her hair whipping around her face? And what was that whooshing sound? 
 
   Kat cracked one eye open, to find her herself cradled against a chest covered in a ripped and singed black fabric, and a set of massive black wings carrying her through the dark night sky.
 
   “Kale?” she managed in a weak and rough voice.
 
   Kale looked down at her and smiled as he dropped to the roof of Desert Brew. How Kat found the strength to replay the events they’d shared on this very roof was beyond her, but a flicker of heat threaded its way through her body.
 
   Kale released a relived breath. “There’s my Kitten, you scared me.”
 
   Kale shifted her weight to pull open the rooftop door and head back to their suite.
 
   “What happened?” she asked, finding her voice muffled as she snuggled into his embrace.
 
   “You got knocked in the head pretty good.”
 
   Memories flashed back to Kat as they descended the stairs. 
 
   “The last thing I remember was Jake trying to make me leave the club.”
 
   “And being the stubborn woman you are, you chose not to listen to me,” Kale said with a stiff tone.
 
   “I was worried,” she admitted.
 
   Kale huffed. “Yeah, well, so was I—about you. You’re lucky that Jinn only threw you out of the way; some others weren’t so fortunate.”
 
   Oh god… 
 
   “But our people… they’re ok, right?”
 
   Kale smiled down at her with a lifted brow. “Our people?”
 
   “You know what I mean—your brothers, Jake, the Vampires that were there with us?”
 
   The amusement left Kale’s face. “Everyone’s alive.”
 
   “Who’s hurt?” she demanded, fear spiking her tone higher than normal.
 
   “Uriah got burned pretty badly and Jake suffered a knock-out blow a bit worse than yours.”
 
   “Oh god… How bad was Uriah burned?”
 
   She knew Jake would be fine. He was tough and it wasn’t like this was the first time he’d been knocked out, but burns—those were a whole different story. They were painful in a way someone like Kale probably couldn’t even begin to understand.
 
   “The burns cover most of his back, which means his wings are likely going to take some healing as well. They may not have been out but his back is in pretty bad shape… Cree brought him back while I finished with the Jinn. He’s with Bain now.”
 
   Kat let out a shaky breath. “Good… Bain can fix it? I mean, he’s like a super healer right?”
 
   Kale shook his head, a grin spreading across his face. “Never tell him you think he’s a super healer. The man has an ego a mile wide already… but yes, Uriah will make it through this.”
 
   When they reached the bottom of the stairs and Kale pushed open the door to their living space, five sets of eyes lifted to them—all drawn yet relieved to see their return. 
 
   Izzy leapt from the couch as Kale set Kat on her feet.
 
   “I’m sorry, Kale,” Izzy said frantically.
 
   Kale lifted a brow at her.
 
   “You now, for what happened in the dining room and for Bain not being able to be there with you guys because of me.”
 
   Kale shook his head. “This isn’t your fault, Iz—you know that.”
 
   “That’s what we’ve been telling her,” Rowan said, rising from her spot next to Cree. “Are you ok?”
 
   Kale nodded. “Yeah, I’m fine. How’s Uriah?”
 
   “He’s passed the hell out,” Bain said as he entered the living area. “He’s pretty much all healed but he needs to sleep the rest of it off.”
 
   “Thanks, man,” Kale said to Bain.
 
   Bain rolled his eyes. “No need for thanks. Who’s next?”
 
   “Kat might need her head checked,” Kale said, looking down at her at his side.
 
   “No doubt,” she said, “but physically, it’s fine.”
 
   Bain chuckled. “You sure?” 
 
   “Yeah, what about Jake?” she asked.
 
   “He’s still out. I put him in his room. His vitals seem good,” Lothar answered.
 
   Kat looked to Bain. 
 
   “No worries, I’ll go check on him now.”
 
   With that, everyone started to separate—it’d been a long night. Cree and Rowan headed to the balcony. 
 
   “I’m going home with Rowan. I’ll be back in the morning. We’ll regroup then and decide on our next move.”
 
   Lothar said his good nights before heading off to check on Uriah once more and then turn in for the evening. Izzy had followed Bain when he left to check on Jake.
 
   Kat started to follow, heading for the hall and to her room, but no more than three steps later, she pitched forward.
 
   “Kat? What’s wrong?”
 
   She waved Kale’s concern off. “I’m fine, probably a little internal bruising.”
 
   Kale studied her face, pain evident in her soft features. With gentle hands he swept her into his arms and headed for his room. 
 
   Kat didn’t fight Kale’s concern. She didn’t fight him when he took her to his bathroom and started the shower. Not even when he began stripping her clothing off, or when he stripped himself down and pulled her into the warm spray with him.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Five
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat’s eyes slid shut. It was a shame really… Kale was gorgeous and all of him was displayed before her like the gods had offered one of their own to her. Still, the water rushing over her body and his hands slowly massaging the citrus and lavender scented shampoo through her long locks felt so good she couldn’t help but close her eyes and fall prey to the motion of his fingers working against her scalp.
 
   The throbbing in her head was easing with the pressure of his all-too-talented fingers.
 
   “Lean your head back,” Kale told her.
 
   Kat leaned her head back so that the water rushed over her scalp, taking the deliciously scented suds down her arched spine to drip from her backside. 
 
   The move exposed her neck and pushed the perfect, perky globes of her breasts against Kale’s chest. It took every bit of Kale’s strength to finish rinsing the suds from Kat’s silky hair before he dropped his lips to her exposed flesh. 
 
   “Mmm,” Kat moaned as Kale continued to move his heated lips over her sensitive flesh.
 
   His lips followed the arched line of her throat, to the valley of her cleavage, and finally settled his mouth to devour one of her pink peaks while his fingers teased her other nipple.
 
   Kat let out another soft moan, telling Kale to work her nipples until they were hard buds. He slid his free hand down her back to rub her ass and pull one of her long, luscious legs around his waist—his hand following the firm muscle of her thigh, before finding the heat of her core. 
 
   Kale ran his fingers over her wet folds, knowing it wasn’t only water that had her wet. He dipped one finger deep inside of her, reveling at her response as her fingers shoved through his wet hair and fisted at his scalp.
 
   “Kale…” she whimpered. “Please.”
 
   Kale lifted his mouth from her nipple. “Please what, Kitten? What do you need?” he asked as he thrust his finger deeper inside of her.
 
   “My God, Kale… I need you,” Kat cried out.
 
   Kale captured her mouth once more—feeling her pull at his chi. His power healed her as his tongue continued to ravage her sweet mouth, and his fingers worked her walls as he withdrew slowly then thrust them back, deep inside of her. 
 
   Somehow, even after fifteen years, he still knew how to drive her wild—finding the spot deep inside of her that had her knees wanting to give out.
 
   “Kale,” Kat pulled back just enough to cup his face and whispered his name against his lips. She felt the need to tell him everything she was feeling and still some part of her was terrified of what he would say. 
 
   She knew he still wanted her—was hopeful that he still loved her or cared enough to try and find that love again. She had planned to leave once this business with Brie was finished, but she knew deep down, somewhere that seemed long lost to her, that she couldn’t ever just walk away from him. 
 
   Drawing on the emotions swirling in that place deep down that she knew was her soul… she found her courage.
 
   “I’ve dreamed of your face, and knowing you were out there somewhere, miles and worlds away, was torture.” Kat gulped back the tears threatening to break through what control she still had. “I’ve loved you every minute we’ve been apart and right now, I want you to make love to me, like the last fifteen years never happened.”
 
   Kale wrapped Kat tight to his chest, lifting her feet from the heated tile floor, his heart racing at her confession and near demand at the end. Kale cut the water off and bypassed the towels, to lay Kat still dripping wet in his bed. 
 
   The fire roared in the hearth again as he lowered himself on top of this gorgeous woman laid out like an offering beneath him. An offering he thought he’d only ever see again in his dreams, but this time she was solid, naked, beautiful, and waiting just for him.
 
   “I love you, Kat,” Kale said before crushing his lips to hers. “I’ve missed you… I thought I lost everything worth living for the day Darion tore you from my life.”
 
   Kat wrapped her arms around his neck, threaded her finger through the thick, wet, velvety hair at the nape of his neck, and brought his sinful lips back against hers. Her tongue snaked out to trace his swollen lips before delving deep to memorize every inch of his mouth.
 
    Her tongue swept over his at a frantic pace as need all but consumed her.
 
   Kat felt her strength come back, felt every ache in her body ease, until all she felt was warm skin against hers, and lava flooding her veins. With the new strength she found, she pushed Kale over and rolled on top of him. Her knees landed on the soft fabric of the bed covers, brushing against the sharp bones of his hips. Kat lowered her body in a quick move that buried Kale to the hilt in her tight sheath.
 
   It was insane and probably cliché and maybe it even made her sound and feel like a teenager falling in love for the first time. But she felt like she had come home, that her soul had found the piece that had been missing before she found Kale, that same thing that had been ripped from her when Darion had stolen so much from them. But right now, that time didn’t matter. What mattered was them and the way their bodies fit and worked together.
 
   She knew that Kale felt the same—she saw it in his eyes. In the way his fingers stroked her rib cage and gripped her hips, the way he rocked in perfect rhythm, amping up the pressure against her swollen nub and filling her to the core, then pulling back out—just to do it all over again. 
 
   Kat had missed this… missed sex that was about more than feeding her body’s need in order to survive. 
 
   She was in a pleasure-filled haze that she was willing to drown in. As electricity moved through her veins, clenching her stomach and pulsing through her core to milk Kale, she fell forward on his chest and moaned. Light burst behind her eyes and ecstasy sparked through her body. 
 
   Kale’s fingers tightened, biting into her sweat-slicked skin, as he roared out his release, lifting his hips from the bed and pulling Kat down hard against him. 
 
   Kale cupped Kat’s face, crushing his lips to hers, rolled her off him, and pulled her tight against his chest.
 
   “God damn, I’ve missed you, Kitten,” he said as he pressed a kiss to her temple, brushing her hair from her face. 
 
   Kale held her gaze as he trailed his fingers down her perfect face. “I love you too, Kitten—never doubt that.”
 
   Kat shook her head before nuzzling into the crook of his neck. “I never will again,” she whispered before closing her eyes.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat slipped from Kale’s arms; the sun shining in the room told her they’d slept most of the morning away. She placed a quick kiss to his bare chest, grabbed one of his shirts, and slipped it over her bare body after getting a glimpse of her fully filled in true mate tattoo. Kat’s lips tilted at the beautiful tattoo with all the detail of each raven feather on the wings, behind the gray infinity sign. 
 
   With a content sigh, Kat moved silently from Kale’s room. Only after hesitating to take in one more lingering look at Kale’s mostly bare body, and a baby face that was sweet and rumpled with sleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Six
 
    
 
    
 
   Acacia paced the room, glancing out the large window to the desert landscape, though the human city hid most of the natural beauty of the view. However, the human city was something of its own beauty, metal, lights, and concrete. For the first time in a very long life, Acacia felt something she couldn’t explain towards one of her siblings. She didn’t have human emotions, not really, but she guessed what she felt would be akin to human envy.
 
   Makyle was the only one of her brothers and sisters who was able to enter and move freely in the Human World. The only reason Acacia was standing in this room waiting on Katarina to finish in the bathroom was because she wasn’t technically in the human realm—Desert Brew sat in both the Middle and the Human World. She wouldn’t be able to go outside but she could at least look out the window and appreciate what lay just beyond her reach.
 
   Her attention was pulled from the view as the water to the shower shut off. Acacia steeled herself and knew that it was time to fix her mistake…
 
   Alistair had been right—setting Kale on the path to find Katarina prematurely had changed far too many destinies, and while her siblings encouraged her to let fate take its new course, she couldn’t handle the thought that the deaths that would follow were essentially at her hands. She would fix this, best she could.
 
   “Holy shit,” Kat gasped, her hand flying to her chest as she exited her bathroom. “Who are you?” she asked.
 
   Acacia smiled softly at her.
 
   “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you, but we need to talk, Katarina.”
 
   Kat’s brow lifted. “I’ll ask again—who are you and how do you know my name?”
 
   “I know a lot about you just as I know a lot about every Fae in this building.”
 
   Kat took a critical eye to the ethereal woman standing in her room; long, wavy black hair, graceful movements, soft features, and deep, olive-colored eyes.
 
   “Crap,” Kat breathed. This couldn’t be good. “You’re an Immortal Three? Aren’t you?”
 
   Acacia nodded. “Yes, my name is Acacia, and I’m afraid I’ve drastically changed two very important futures when I informed Kale that you were not part of my world and were in fact still alive in the Human World. And now I need you to help me fix it.”
 
   “Whose futures did you change?” Kat asked. A sick feeling pushed up from her stomach—she knew the answer wasn’t going to be good.
 
   Acacia squared her shoulders. “I’m afraid I’ve set things in motion that will lead to both Rowan and Kale’s deaths.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Kale woke up alone in his room. Kat had snuck out again. With a sigh, he dragged his ass out of bed and into the bathroom for a quick shower—then he’d find the disappearing Succubus.
 
   He ran a hand over the fogged mirror and couldn’t help but smirk at his own reflection. The haunted look that had swum in the depths of his brown eyes had lightened; he was a different man this morning. Kale wasn’t naïve. He knew there were no guarantees with Kat, but last night had been amazing and provided a drop of hope to his soul. 
 
   Kale took a good look at the body reflected back at him in the large mirror. It looked so different now than it had back when Kat had first laid her lips and hands on him. 
 
   There had been nothing covering his skin the first time their flesh met. But now? Well, it was decorated with his way of releasing the pain he’d felt over the last fifteen years. Kale had always lived a little outside the box of what had been expected of him. Hell, he’d fallen in love with a Dark Fae Succubus. However, now he had no idea where the box even was. What would his kin expect from him now?
 
   Kale chuckled at himself… Perhaps the box was somewhere under his tattooed and pierced flesh. 
 
   He didn’t regret a single thing he’d done to his body. He had needed a way to control the pain that pricked at his very soul every single day since he’d lost Kat. The undeniable truth was… he was a different person now. He’d grown and found himself in the art that covered his body. Granted, his eyes had looked haunted the past years. He never would have guessed the loss of a single woman—no matter how much he loved her—could cause such a change in him.
 
   But Kat had done just that and now she was changing him again—into a man he could be happy being. 
 
   Kale pulled himself from his musings and smiled as he took in the dragon that wrapped up his left arm and over his shoulder—the one Kat had liked. It was among his favorites as well. The deep blue and green scales of the creature’s body ended at its large, opened mouth, where the tattooed turned to shades of swirling grey smoke and eventually gave way to flames over his right pec. 
 
   Kale’s eyes fell to the swirling smoke below his left pec. Something was different. Leaning closer to the mirror, Kale could make out a hidden picture in the differing shades of grey—a small infinity sign lay over a pair of nearly black wings.
 
   Was it possible he’d never noticed the nearly hidden piece of art in his own tattoo? No… that wasn’t it at all, because it matched the small tattoo just under Kat’s left breast—a tattoo he had ran his tongue over and was planning to ask her about when they woke up together this morning.
 
   Kale felt his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. Had he been her true mate all along? Kale pulled the jeans he’d set out in his room on quickly and was tugging his T-shirt over his head when Kat entered his room. He spun to look at her face and knew instantly something was wrong… Did she know it was him? Did she know Fate thought he was perfect for her?
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat was heartbroken. She’d thought she found her future last night, but if she didn’t walk away, Rowan and Kale would both pay. All because they would stand behind her and fight at her side. It wasn’t fair—fate really was cruel. 
 
   Kat swiped at the tears that she hadn’t been able to hold back while she spoke with Acacia. She wanted to curl up with Kale, she wanted to kiss him, wanted to hold him, wanted to make love to him while she could. 
 
   “There you are,” Kale said cautiously as he tried to regulate his breathing.
 
   “Yeah, I just needed a shower.” She smiled and stepped to him, pressing her soft lips to his. But something was off—her eyes seemed a little puffy as if she’d been crying.
 
   Kale studied her body language, her facial expressions, and every small move she made. Even the sad quality of the kiss she’d just given him.
 
   She knew.
 
   And she wasn’t happy… fate had dealt her a card she didn’t want… but she had wanted him last night! Had said she loved him. Kale was steeling himself to tell her he knew—when his phone dinged telling him he’d missed a call and had a voicemail.
 
   Kale growled in frustration, moved to his nightstand, and grabbed his phone. He held a finger up to Kat and listened to the message from Lothar.
 
   Once Lothar’s message was over, Kale shoved his phone in his pocket.
 
   “We have to head out. Evan called Lothar this morning. He has some information for us on Brie. Since it’s daylight and he can’t come to us, we need to head over to his estate.”
 
   Kat nodded. “Ok,” she said softly. 
 
   She was disappointed that she was going to lose even a second of quality time with Kale—because if she was going to change his destiny, if she was going to keep him alive—she had to walk away as soon as possible.
 
   Kale’s brows pinched together. “You alright?” He watched her intently to see if she would be honest with him or simply brush his concern off.
 
   Kat forced a smile. “Yeah. I’m good,” she said, slipping her arm around his waist. “Let’s go see what the Vamps have for us.”
 
   So she was going to brush it off… Kale forced his own smile, knowing this conversation would have to wait.
 
   “Alright, I want to check on Uriah and then we’ll meet up with Lothar.”
 
    
 
   Uriah was in good spirits and was mostly healed, although while he wouldn’t admit his wings had suffered any damage, Kale couldn’t see how they wouldn’t have. 
 
   Kat and Kale left Uriah with Bain and Izzy, who were taking him back home to see Jelena—a feeding would help him to fully heal. Sliding onto the soft leather of one of Desert Brew’s town cars, Kat and Kale headed for Evan’s estate.
 
   Kat’s eyes widened as they drove down the long, paved driveway once they’d been granted access to the compound… There really was no other way to describe what she was seeing. The security around the grounds was obvious. Best part of all, in Kat’s opinion, was the fact that the Vamps, who were known for their strength, had to rely on humans for security during the sunlight hours.
 
   The thing about this place was it looked like a luxury resort. The driveway was lined with palm trees and golf-course-worthy green grass stretched out past them. The front even boasted a water feature with a clear, hopefully very sturdy, Plexiglas bridge, which you had to walk over to get to the front of the estate. The estate was huge, with a sweeping staircase that lead to a second-story balcony. The place was breathtaking.
 
   “The Vampires live a good life,” Kat noted, taking in every detail she could.
 
   “Yes, they do,” Kale agreed as they approached the nine-foot, double-solid wood doors.
 
   Kale was lifting his hand to knock as the door swung open.
 
   “Katarina and Kale, I presume?” a brisk English accent greeted them. The woman wore what Kat assumed was a standard uniform for the human staff in Evan’s home: black slacks, a black button-up blouse, and, in this woman’s case, a pair of stunning black heels. She looked sleek and professional.
 
   Kale nodded at her and Kat smiled.
 
   “Good, I’m Vanessa, Master Evan’s personal assistant. He and your brother, Lothar, are waiting for you. Please follow me.” 
 
   They followed Vanessa at a brisk pace to keep up with her in the marble halls. If they lost her, it would take them days to find her again in this massive house.
 
   “Ah good.” Evan lifted his head as Kat and Kale followed Vanessa into his office. “Let’s get down to business.”
 
   Kale shot Lothar a curious look but he gave Kale the one-shoulder-don’t-ask-me shrug.
 
   “Take a seat.” Evan gestured to two chairs next to Lothar. 
 
   Kat noticed that Evan’s office looked out on a very impressive maze of short bushes, stone paths, fountains, and a garden. The windows were also deeply tinted like the ones at Desert Brew—blocking the sun’s rays so Evan could enjoy the beauty of his grounds.
 
   “I asked you all to meet here because I have some news about your Succubus… she’s gone.”
 
   Lothar narrowed his eyes. “How do you know that?”
 
   “Ben, come in here please.” Evan barely spoke over a whisper, but a young Vampire stepped into the office, his hands clasped behind his back.
 
   “Yes, master?” Ben greeted Evan.
 
   “I need you tell these folks what you told me this morning.”
 
   Ben’s eyes flicked between the brothers and Kat, then back to Evan, who dipped his chin.
 
   “Josh called me to him last night; he had a female in his car just outside the gates. He told me he and the female were leaving and that I was to wait until this morning to tell Master Evan.”
 
   “The female was Brie?” Kat asked Evan.
 
   “Yes,” Evan looked to Ben. “Tell then the rest.”
 
   “Josh said that he found his true mate. I didn’t know Vampires had true mates—”
 
   “You don’t,” Kat said, “but Succubi do.”
 
   “Right,” Ben continued. “Anyway, he said he had to keep her safe and that the Warriors would punish her for the mistakes she made when she killed those men. That was all he said.”
 
   Kale narrowed his eyes on the Vampire. “Why did you wait to tell Evan? You were aware we were looking for her, were you not?”
 
   Ben nodded. “Of course, but he told me I had to wait to tell Master Evan.”
 
   “I don’t really give a shit what he told you—you should have told us immediately,” Kale said with a frustrated tone.
 
   Ben’s eyes flicked from Kale to Evan, his nerves clearly getting the better of him.
 
   “He couldn’t, Kale,” Kat said, giving Ben a reassuring smile. “Josh is your sire?” she asked.
 
   Ben nodded. “Yes.”
 
   Vampires were a fiercely loyal kind… to the one who sired them. Kat thought it might have had something to do with their compulsion. Even though Ben had known how important it was that they find Brie, his bond to his sire would actually keep him from telling anyone what Josh had done. Once Josh gave the order for Ben to wait, he had no choice in the matter.
 
    “What time did all of this happen?” Lothar asked.
 
   “Around four this morning,” Ben answered.
 
   “They could not have gotten far. That only gave them two hours or so to find somewhere to sit out the sun.”
 
   “Afraid not,” Evan said. “My Benz is gone. One of only three light-tight vehicles I own with tinting dark enough any vampire can go out in the daylight with it. Also Ben can no longer sense Josh, which means his sire is at least a good two hundred miles from him.”
 
   “Shit,” Lothar muttered. “I need to call Rowan and see what she wants us to do.”
 
   “Please let her know that should you choose to attempt to track Bonnie and Clyde down, I will offer Ben to your efforts.”
 
   Lothar nodded and excused himself.
 
   “What do you think Rowan will do?” Kat whispered to Kale.
 
   Kale shook his head. “I’m not sure,” he admitted.
 
   Lothar returned. “Thank you, Evan. We’ll be in touch.” Lothar shook the Master Vampires hand and then turned to Kat and Kale. “Head back to Desert Brew and get your stuff. Rowan wants you two and Jake at Hawk’s Eye this evening to meet with her.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   Kale pulled into Hawk’s Eyes’ parking lot. Night had fallen over the city and everything felt surprisingly quiet.
 
   Jake and Kat followed him into the building. Cree stood at the front desk waiting for them.
 
   “How was the flight?” he asked.
 
   “Not my preferred way of navigating the skies, but no real complaints. Can you tell me what’s going on?”
 
   Cree nodded. “Yep, you and I need to have a talk while Rowan meets with Kat and Jake.”
 
   Kale arched a brow. This was the second time Rowan was meeting with Kat and again it was made perfectly clear he was not going to be a part of the meeting. But Kale nodded, smiled at Kat, and followed his leader into Cree’s office.
 
   “What’s going on?” Kale asked.
 
   “Rowan and I talked and she’s decided to halt the search for Brie at this time. The Drifters and the amount of undocumented Fae in that club last night has her on high alert. We need to focus on finding those portals.”
 
   Kale nodded. “And I’m not in that room to hear her tell this to Kat—why exactly?”
 
   Cree frowned. “Because Rowan made a deal with Kat, and now Kat has to make her decision.”
 
   “What do you mean?” Panic spiked deep inside of Kale. “What’s happening in that other room, Cree?”
 
   Cree sighed. “Kat and Jake are filling out the paperwork that will allow them to stay in the Human World. She’s giving them their freedom.”
 
   Ok, well, that didn’t sound so bad.
 
   “There was one other part of their deal… should Kat chose it, Rowan has promised to not reveal where Kat ends up or under what name she will take after tonight.”
 
   “Why would Rowan do that?” Kale asked.
 
   “You need to understand this was not something Rowan agreed to easily—this was Katarina’s demand. Now, I can tell things have changed a bit for the two of you and that is why Rowan wanted to speak with her alone. You and Kat can figure out what you two want to do when she’s finished with Rowan.”
 
   Cree could bet his life that Kale and Kat would be having a long discussion. He didn’t want to let her go. He never wanted to lose her again.
 
   Cree watched Kale intently. It still drove him crazy that he had no vision of how this would play out for his youngest warrior.
 
   “You still love her. You never really stopped.”
 
   Kale shook his head. “No, I never did.”
 
   Cree nodded. “You know I want all of my brothers to be happy and I think you deserve to be with the woman you love, but what of her true mate?”
 
   Kale held his breath, not sure he wanted anyone to know that he was her true mate—especially if she was going to walk away. While he held hope that this wasn’t the last he’d see Kat, because he would fight for her, but she was stubborn and he would respect what she wanted. Because he loved her that much, he was selfish that much he knew, but if this was the one selfless act he could give to her… he would. 
 
   He fought over how to answer Cree’s question, but the fact was he could never lie to Cree—not to his face like he would have to in order to hide the truth.
 
   “I am her true mate,” he said in a stronger voice then he thought himself capable in this situation.
 
   Cree’s brows rose. It was almost comical as they nearly reached his hairline.
 
   “Well, all-be-damned.” Cree smiled. “Then I say you fight for her.”
 
   Kale nodded. “I want to but she doesn’t know that I know.”
 
   “How can you be sure then?”
 
   Kale smirked. “I saw the mark on her and I saw it on myself this morning.”
 
   Cree nodded. “You need to tell her what you know. Honesty, Kale—that’s what the two of you need.”
 
   Rowan entered Cree’s office then, a smile tilting her lips.
 
   “I hear you took a whole building down last night. No one mentioned that fact to me when I came to check on Uriah,” she quipped as she moved to Cree’s side. 
 
   Kale chuckled. “Yeah, it wasn’t my intentions, but that Jinn had it coming.”
 
   Rowan laughed. “That’s what I hear, but next time, try to at least leave the building standing—though after what he did to Uriah… Well, let’s just leave it at… good job. Now, Kat and Jake are waiting out in the lobby for you.”
 
   Kale nodded. “Alright, but first—did you see Uriah today?”
 
   “Yes, he was still with Jelena when I left to come here.” A knowing smile lifted her lips a little higher. “He seemed to be in very good spirits.”
 
   Yeah, Kale was sure he was… They all knew there was something between those two, though no one ever talked about it.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Kat paced the serene lobby of Hawk’s Eye Security. The Nymph that managed the front office was obviously very in touch with her magic.
 
   Kat was trying to distract herself. Things had moved too fast. She was supposed to have more time—at least one night, one more night with Kale. That one more night would either strengthen her resolve or completely break her—either way, she wanted it.
 
   Kat smiled at Kale as he approached her, uncertainty slowing his pace.
 
   “Give us a second,” Kat told Jake.
 
   Jake nodded and headed for the exit as Lucas made his way in with a nervous Brownie in tow.
 
   “What’s Jerry doing back here?” Kale asked, eying the twitchy Brownie. “You didn’t already break our deal, did you?”
 
   “No,” Jerry assured Kale.
 
   “He’s here to see Katarina,” Lucas answered.
 
   Kat’s brows scrunched with confusion. “Why?”
 
   Lucas looked to Jerry. “Is that her?” he asked, gesturing to Kat.
 
   “Who?” Kat asked hotly.
 
   “Is she the Succubus who helped you get to the Human World?”
 
   “What are you talking about?” Kat asked and then looked to Kale.
 
   Kale shook his head. “What’s going on, Lucas?”
 
   “I was told to bring him here to see if he could I.D. Katarina as the Succubus who’s helping the Drifters.”
 
   Kale narrowed his eyes at the former Marine.
 
   “Don’t look at me like that. I’m just following orders,” Lucas said dryly.
 
   “Whose orders?” Kale ground out.
 
   “Rowans,” Lucas said flatly.
 
   Kat looked back to the Brownie. “I’ve never seen him before.”
 
   All eyes fell on Jerry. “It’s not her,” he confirmed.
 
   Kale nodded. “Good, now that that’s dealt with, give us a minute please,” Kale said, dismissing Lucas.
 
   Kat looked to Kale. “Do I want to know what that was about?”
 
   Kale shook his head. “No, we need to talk about that tattoo below your breast and the matching one that appeared on me this morning.”
 
   Kat let out a long, heavy breath. “So, it really is there?”
 
   “You knew? How long have you known?”
 
   “It started out as an outline that appeared after… the living room at the safe house. It was filled in this morning after we made love last night.”
 
   She sounded sad and it was breaking his heart. Because, soul deep, he knew she was walking away. And damn it, Kale had told himself he would respect what she wanted.
 
   “So, what are you going to do about it?” 
 
   Kat sucked in a breath, steeling herself for what she had to say. “I can’t,” she whispered. “I am so sorry, but this won’t work. I’ve chosen to take Rowan up on her offer to disappear into the Human World. I know what that mark means, but it came fifteen years too late.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   Kale felt the pain rising in him, trying to take hold as it had so many years ago… He would let Kat decide their future but not before taking Cree’s advice and laying the truth out for her—letting her know what he felt and what he wanted.
 
   “We belong together. I never needed that mark to know the truth. It’s supposed to be me and you forever. Stay with me.” 
 
   “I can’t,” she whispered. “I’m so sorry, Kale.”
 
   She wanted to stay. She wanted him. She wanted to kiss away every worry and bit of sadness that haunted him. But she wasn’t finished; there was still one last thing she had to do and if he knew he would either try—and most likely succeed in—stopping her or he would try and help. And if what the Immortal Three had told her was true, then this would be the cause that took not only Kale, but Rowan as well, into the domain of the Immortal Three. 
 
   The only way to save her true mate and possibly the future of the Light was for her to do the rest on her own. He had already promised her and Jake their freedom once they found Brie.
 
   “Give it a chance, Kitten.” 
 
   She felt hot tears and her resolve begin to fall.
 
   “I don’t know how,” she admitted, her beautiful emerald eyes imploring him to understand.
 
   “I love you, Katarina. I always have,” he said softly. “You kept up your end of the bargain, and I won’t keep you against your will.” Kale’s voice broke with the pain that came with the realization that he was going to lose her again.
 
   “I do love you, Kale, but I’m broken. You deserve better than what I am.”
 
   He deserved better than the scheming she was doing, but it was necessary. She wouldn’t let him die for a fight that was hers.
 
   “You’ll always be safely kept… right here,” he pounded his fist over his heart. “And even without you, you’ll always haunt my dreams and I will always be thinking about you.”
 
   Kat cupped his face, tears streaming down her cheeks. “I love you,” she told him in a pained whisper, before gently pressing her lips to his in a soft and chaste kiss that sealed her resolve to save him.
 
   Kat dropped her hands from his face, turned around, and hastily retreated to slip into the passenger seat of the car Rowan had provided for her and Jake. Jake wasted no time pulling away from the front of Hawk’s Eye, leaving Kale to watch them go.
 
   Kat’s sobs wracked her body.
 
   “Kitty,” Jake said her name with so much emotion. “Why are you doing this?”
 
   She had kept her promise to Acacia—she told no one about what she’d learned from the Immortal Sister. Kale would die if she brought him along with her. And Rowan would fail in her attempts to save him—leaving the Light without their beloved leader and the Immortal Warriors broken while they struggled to control the pain that would ripple through their people. Not to mention what would eventually come of Cree.
 
   “You hate him. Why do you care?” It came out a little harsh, but it wasn’t meant that way. It was just hard to say anything through the pain she was feeling.
 
   “Yeah, I don’t like him, but I love you too much to see you so hurt. I can deal with him for you… Maybe he’ll even grow on me too.”
 
   Kat smiled as she looked to Jake briefly. He was still her best friend, the same strong, square-jawed protector he’d always tried to be for her. He was even willing to try and find something to like in Kale for her. She sucked in a few deep breaths.
 
   “We need to deal with Darion; it’s what’s important right now.”
 
   “You know I’ll follow your lead and there is little you could ask of me that I wouldn’t give into for you, and as much as I hate to say this, I think you’re making a mistake if you truly plan to walk away from Kale… your true mate.”
 
   Kat steeled herself and kept her gaze straight ahead, refusing to look behind them. She had a feeling she would catch Kale’s strong and usually stoic figure, broken now, standing on the side of the street.
 
   “Let’s focus in making it through the next forty-eight hours. Then I can figure out what to do with my broken heart.”
 
   “Fix it. Let go of whatever is holding you back and just fix it, Kitty.”
 
   She would try… if she survived what Trevan had planned, she would try.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   The portal rippled as Jake, Trevan, and Kat passed back into the Dark lands. Kat felt a wave of nausea sweep over her. 
 
   She never wanted to set foot in this godforsaken place again, but this was important to her and it was damn well important to the Succubi who were behind those tall stone walls that made up Darion’s fortress. They crouched in the cover of a large oak outside the first curtain wall, which protected the courtyards around the castle. Dressed in all black, they blended into the shadows of a slivered moon night.
 
   “What now?” Jake asked.
 
   “Now we wait for the rest of the cavalry,” Trevan said softly.
 
   “How many were you able to convince to help us?” Kat asked.
 
   Trevan smiled, though neither Kat nor Jake was looking at him. Their eyes were glued to the few sentry guards who patrolled the four-foot-five curtain wall, forty feet above them. “Five,” Trevan answered.
 
   “Five?” Jake repeated incredulously. “Eight of us are going to storm Darion’s stronghold?”
 
   Trevan nodded. “Eight of us are going to sneak in on a rescue mission.”
 
   “That’s not enough,” Jake said, leveling his gaze on Trevan.
 
   “I disagree, any more would be too many, plus my recruits are… talented.”
 
   Talented? Kat arched a brow. They better be fucking amazing if they were going to pull this off. 
 
   Kat flinched as five massive males stepped up behind Trevan. Where they’d come from, she had no idea. They had literally appeared out of thin air. 
 
   Kat studied them briefly as the lights went on in her brain.
 
   Tricky, tricky, she thought.
 
   Their pale skin and lithe movements meant one thing—Trevan had recruited Vampires.
 
   It was a wise move; one she should have thought about. Vampires were strong in the Human World, but in their native world they were powerful to the point of being downright scary. And yes, they had appeared out of thin air, or more precisely they had flashed to this meeting. It was a power that would come in handy. They could think of the place they wanted to be, blink their eyes, and when they opened them, they’d be in the place they’d just thought of. 
 
   It was an impressive time saver. One that Kat wondered if they maintained in the Human World. 
 
   She hadn’t seen Evan or any of his coven flash, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t. A little like the Succubi, they were rather private about what they were capable of. There was a lot she didn’t know… like what differences a born Vampire had from a made Vamp. But now really wasn’t the time for her curiosity.
 
   “Kat, if you think of where Darion kept you, Christian can pick up on your thoughts and flash you two there. I’m going with Jameson to find Jaylyn. Jake, you and the remaining Vamps hit the dungeon once you’ve cleared ahead for Kat.”
 
   Kat looked to Christian and held out her petite hand. “Why are you helping us?” she asked.
 
   Christian’s eyes flashed with pain—that one would have had to be completely oblivious not to see. “Personal family reasons,” he told her.
 
   Kat got that. She guessed that was how Trevan had recruited these five fierce-looking Vamps—he shared a private pain with them.
 
    Kat nodded as she began thinking about the private prison Darion had held her in. 
 
   She could still picture it with glaring detail: the wrought-iron canopy bed adorned in silks of red and purple and the writing table that had never been used. She wasn’t allowed a pen or pencil, not even a quill and ink. Not that she had anyone to write to. Everyone outside the beautifully arched window and stone wall thought she was gone—another soul belonging to the Immortal Four. 
 
   She pictured the thick rugs that warmed her feet against the harsh, slate floors. She had been a prisoner with pretty luxurious accommodations. The thought of that room brought the bile high into her throat.
 
   “That’s enough,” Christian said sympathetically. “I can get us there. Keep your eyes closed and remember to breathe.” 
 
   Kat closed her eyes tightly. She couldn’t handle actually seeing the pity in the Vampire’s eyes—the pity in his voice was enough.
 
   Kat felt the air rustle around her, swore she heard a whistle echo in her head, and felt the world pressing in on her.
 
   “Give it a second and keep breathing,” Christian whispered in her ear. 
 
   Kat took a few more deep breaths and then opened her eyes. She felt a pained gasp escape her; the room was exactly the same. She could even see some of the same humiliating clothing she’d been forced to wear hanging in the open closet.
 
   “It’s exactly the same,” she breathed quietly. “But no one’s here.”
 
   “I know. I checked before flashing us in.”
 
   Kat raised her eyes to look at Christian. “Something all Vamps can do?”
 
   Christian shook his head. “No, it comes with age.”
 
   Kat nodded. She got that—age affected most Fae magic—the longer you were around wielding it, the more powerful it became.
 
   Christian held up a finger, tilting his head towards the door. Whatever he heard must have been close. He pushed Kat towards the cracked bathroom door, where they listened to the sound of the bedroom door opening, a few footfalls, then the door closing again and a lock sliding into place. 
 
   The tall female form lit a candle and moved to her bed, where Kat could barely see her, but she heard her flop onto it. Kat peered around Christian and watched as the woman crossed her long legs and turned her face towards the cracked bathroom door. Kat caught sight of a swath of long, deep mahogany hair and a smile as the face came into view, highlighted by the flickering candle she’d just lit. 
 
   “You might as well come out so we can get the hell out of here.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Forty
 
    
 
    
 
   Kat shot Christian a surprised glance before focusing again on the female seated on the bed. Christian shrugged a shoulder and then pulled the door open.
 
   The female reached under the bed, pulled out a small satchel, and smiled.
 
   “I’m ready and so are the others,” she said as she thrust her hand towards them. “I’m Juliette.”
 
   “You knew we were coming?” Kat asked, eyeing the female’s outstretched hand.
 
   “Yep, I saw you two coming. We’ve been waiting for you.”
 
   “You’re a Seer?” Christian asked.
 
   “Yep, Darion likes to keep more than Succubi as trophies, though admittedly the rest of the females you’ll rescue tonight are your sisters.” Her opalescent eyes shimmered at Kat. “I’m not accustomed to this hand shaking thing but I’m pretty sure you’re supposed to clasp my hand now.”
 
   Kat took the woman’s hand and gave it two pumps before pulling her hand back. 
 
   “What a strange greeting,” the Seer mused, “though I saw you come from the Human World and I understand that is their form of introduction.”
 
   “You saw me?” Kat asked.
 
   “Yep, I’ve been seeing glimpses of you since the day Darion plotted to capture you. I only wish I’d been able to find you then—perhaps all of our pasts would have been different.” She smiled, a knowing tilt to her plump, pink lips that Kat swore spoke of her deep secrets. The woman knew more about Kat than she was comfortable with.
 
   “Three days ago I saw you two appear out of my bathroom. We need to hurry—your friends are about to alert the guards that you’re here.” She looked to Christian. “You should flash us to the dungeon so we can stop that from happening.”
 
   Kat chewed lightly on her bottom lip before speaking, “What about the other rooms on this floor? Are there Succubi being held in them?”
 
   “Yes, but Jaylyn knows what she needs to do. She’s expecting her brother and the other Vampire. They’ll get them out. Now come on, we need to hurry.”
 
   Christian looked from the Seer to Kat. “That wasn’t the plan.”
 
   Kat nodded. “I know but if Jake is about to inadvertently alert the guards, we need to stop him”
 
   “Good, it’s settled,” Juliette said as she stepped up next to Christian. “I’ve always wanted to experience what it feels like to flash.”
 
   Christian took both Juliette and Kat’s hands, focused on the dungeon Kat was now thinking of, and flashed them to the dank, underground prison. The scents assaulted Christian’s hypersensitive nose—mildew, blood, and fear wrapping around him to settle somewhere deep within his lungs. Fear along with most emotions had a very distinctive scent to them.
 
   “Kitty?” Jake whispered from the shadows, telling Kat to open her eyes and hurry to him.
 
   “Shh,” she said frantically as her group hurried to them. 
 
   “What’s going on?” Jake asked as Kat huddled in a dark corner next to him.
 
   “You’re about be found out by the guards,” Kat whispered. “Juliette, what do we do?”
 
   Juliette waved a hand, silencing everyone. Moments later, three guards moved through the sparsely lit hall bordered by multiple cells. The group pushed against a wall inside one of the open cells and waited. Once the guards passed and disappeared around a corner that lead to the stairs and the main floor of the castle, Kat let out a heavy sigh.
 
   “The Vampires could have just compelled them?” Jake spoke softly behind Kat.
 
   Christian shook his head, looking to the other Vamps. “Afraid not, we can’t compel other Vamps.” 
 
   Jake looked down the now-empty hall. “Darion has never employed Vampires.”
 
   “I’m afraid a few things have changed since you two were last here,” Juliette offered as she pushed off the wall. “We need to hurry and get to Marie then back to Jaylyn.”
 
   “Who’s Marie?” Kat asked.
 
   Juliette smiled as she hurried down the hall to a small—very small—cell before the curve in the hall that lead to where the guards had disappeared.
 
   “Marie, sweetie, it’s time to go,” Juliette spoke calmly.
 
   “Juliette?” a broken voice spoke up from the back of the cell.
 
   Juliette looked to Jake. “Open the door.”
 
   Jake’s brows rose at the order.
 
   “Yes, you,” Juliette said, motioning him forward.
 
   Kat smiled. “She’s a Seer. We’re working on faith here,” she offered.
 
   Jake narrowed his eyes, then moved to the cell, grasped the bars, and pulled. With a groan of metal, the bars came loose from the door, creating a space wide enough for the cowering female to squeeze through.
 
   Kat held back a roar of anger as the young female slipped from the cell. She couldn’t be more than about seventeen. Kat wanted blood. Darion was going to pay one way or another. Juliette’s eyes went solid white as she took in a deep breath. A wide smile fell over her lips.
 
   “Let’s go; Jaylyn and the others got out. There is one more Vampire heading back for us.”
 
   Kat almost came out of her skin when Jameson appeared next to her.
 
   The Vampire smiled, his fangs flashing in the torch light.
 
   “We got her,” he said to Christian.
 
   In the next blink, Christian was gone.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Kat settled an armload of blankets down on Trevan’s micro-suede couch. The handsome Siren had had tears in his pale eyes when Kat and her group met up with him and the rescued Succubi. He held his sister so tight she thought the embrace might break the poor girl. Trevan tossed his keys to Kat, telling her his house was all hers, to take the Succubi there. He was headed to his family home to take Jaylyn to see their parents.
 
   Kat let out a contented sigh as she watched the captives they’d saved. She was satisfied that they would be safe now, but Darion had to be stopped. There was no doubt in her mind he’d strike back and have a new group under his thumb or, more precisely, in his bed. Kat pushed down the sickness welling up in her—some of these girls were barely sixteen years old.
 
   Juliette made it clear that she would be taking care of Marie and the other two youngest. Until they knew they would be safe in the Middle World, they were staying in the Human World and they would have to wait to be reunited with their families.
 
   “I knew when I first stepped into that room that the injustice you’ve suffered would not break you,” Juliette said as she leaned against the wall behind Kat.
 
   Kat stiffened at the knowledge that someone she knew very little about was privy to all of the pain she’d suffered, but still, she trusted Juliette. Had it not been for her, they may not have made it out of that castle alive.
 
   “They’re going to be fine,” Juliette said, approaching Kat. “And when you take them to the black-haired warrior, so will you.”
 
   Kat tilted her head to study Juliette… Black haired? Cree or Kale, she wondered.
 
   Juliette smiled at her. “The one who loves you more deeply than any woman has ever dared to dream of being loved. He won’t deny you if you return.”
 
   Kat’s heart stepped up a beat and a flutter took residence in her tummy. She wanted to believe if she went back to Kale he would accept her as his mate, but she feared the knowledge of what she’d just done would force him to walk away. She may have just started a war the Light Fae would refuse to be a part of.
 
   Juliette nodded. “Get some sleep. The girls and I will follow what you choose to do tomorrow.”
 
   Kat arched a brow at Juliette, “But you already know what I will choose.”
 
   Juliette’s head tilted as she shrugged and then turned around to leave Kat in the silence of the living room. Everyone else had migrated to the kitchen for a well-deserved meal. Even Christian was with them along with his mate that he’d been separated from for over two years.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Forty-One
 
    
 
    
 
   Cree fell to his knees as memories blinded him. Flashes of Kat over the past fifteen years bombarded him. Pain seared through his conscience as emotions flooded him—love, hate, fear, despair, betrayal, determination, and finally, an overwhelming strength. Cree heard Rowan calling to him, but she sounded so muffled. Yet he felt her soft yet strong hands press against his face as she cupped his cheeks.
 
   “Cree, talk to me. Cree?”
 
   The voice was panicked. He was scaring the hell out of his wife, yet he couldn’t manage any words through the sights that were flashing at him. Everything he’d missed from Kat was suddenly pouring into his brain, overloading his conscience—her and Kale by the lake, her in the dungeon in Darion’s castle, her tear-streaked face as her Lord tortured her, her escape, her years in the Human World, and finally, her return to the Middle World and infiltration of the Dark Lord’s castle. 
 
   As quickly as the visions came, they ended with Kat and a group of at least thirteen women making their way to Hawk’s Eye headquarters.
 
   Cree blinked as the walls of his and Rowan’s room came back into, focus along with Rowan’s concerned face.
 
   “Ouch,” Cree grumbled. 
 
   “Oh, thank you,” Rowan breathed, taking hold of Cree’s arm to help him to his feet.
 
   His knees would be bruised for at least a couple hours. The stone floors had been unforgiving as his legs had crumbled beneath him.
 
   “What just happened?” Rowan asked, moving him to sit on their bed.
 
   Cree let out a light breath and an awed smile came over his face. “I just learned why I couldn’t see Katarina’s future.”
 
   He had Rowan’s curiosity more than her concern now. “Why?”
 
   It had been something that they’d pondered over many times.
 
   “She’s been linked to a Seer for the past fifteen years, who has been blocking her from my sight.” Cree leaned over to Rowan and pressed a kiss to her lips, soft at first then deeper and more passionate before he had to pull back. “We have to go to Hawk’s Eye, now.”
 
   Rowan nodded. She knew when Cree was like this that he had good reason and she should follow.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Kale sat in his office; the bottle of Patron sitting next to him didn’t even lift his spirits. 
 
   It’d been nearly a week since Kat had left with Jake. Trevan had showed up at Hawk’s Eye with the three other Succubi Kat had escaped with. They’d filled out the standard paperwork and were now, according to the Light, residents of the Human World. 
 
   Kale asked Trevan about Kat, knowing he was still in contact with her, but he didn’t get a real answer from the Siren. Trevan still seemed a little twitchy in Kale’s opinion. 
 
   Trevan was on vacation now and Kale hadn’t heard from him in a few days. Kale blew out a heavy breath and reached for his cell. He’d heard it chime at him a little while ago and knew it was Izzy; she and Bain were back at the Castle. She was on an extended leave from work, which Kale was sure Bain was just fine with. It turned out that every magical Fae who had any sort of gift Izzy came in contact with—she could wield their powers for around a week. 
 
   Kale unlocked the screen on his phone and read Izzy’s message.
 
   Just checking in… wanted to make sure we were still on for tomorrow… miss you
 
   Kale smiled and sent a quick message back.
 
   Yep, I’ll be heading home here shortly.
 
   Izzy had been working with Uriah, who was totally healed now from his burns, and Makyle on controlling the powers she siphoned. Kale was to head back to the Middle World tomorrow as her next test subject. That thought did make his lips twitch. The thought of her fiery little disposition wielding actual fire was going to make for a fun day… a day he needed.
 
    
 
   Kale shut his computer down and flicked off his desk lamp. Pushing his chair back, he rose and headed out of his office. 
 
   A familiar charge electrified the air and the scent of jasmine and citrus lightly filtered into his nostrils. He heard Sienna in the front lobby speaking to a familiar voice.
 
   Kale’s heart squeezed as he dropped down the stairs, his wings catching the artificially cooled air to slow his decent.
 
   Kat’s head whipped towards the thump of two feet hitting the ground a few yards away from her. Her breath caught at the sight of Kale’s handsome face, his deep eyes wide with surprise.
 
   “Kitten?” he said her name softly, as if trying the pet name out on his tongue.
 
   Kat smiled, sparing a glance at Juliette, who smiled lightly and nodded. Taking that as a cue, Kat pushed past the flustered Nymph and ran as fast as her legs would carry her. 
 
   Kale caught Kat as she threw herself into his arms, burying her face in the crook of his neck. She stayed settled there only briefly before pulling back, thrusting her fingers through his hair to cup the back of his head, and slanting her lips over his. 
 
   Kale held her tight, their tongues frantically meeting in a desire-filled rhythm that spoke of coming home and finding love that they were both promising to never let go of.
 
   Kale finally pulled back but still held her close. “What’s going on, Kitten?”
 
   Kat shook her head, a few tears dropping off her long lashes.
 
   “I had one more thing I had to do. I had to save them and I couldn’t let you help. These women,” she gestured to the Succubi and Juliette—who was standing rather close to Jake—watching them. “We rescued them from Darion’s castle.”
 
   Kale’s eyes went wide as they stared at her. “You returned to the Dark Lands and broke them out of Darion’s castle?”
 
   Kat nodded.
 
   “Are you crazy? You know I would have gone with you,” he said as he pushed a few errant blonde strands from her face and tucked them behind her ears. Her emerald eyes glistened with the tears that welled in them.
 
   “I know,” she managed, “but you couldn’t. I had to do this without the help of you or your brothers.”
 
   Kale’s brows pinched slightly. Kat ran her thumb over the strained skin between his brows. “Trust me, you couldn’t help. You needed to stay safe so I could make the last fifteen years up to you. I love you, Kale, and I don’t want to spend one day away from my true mate. So, if you still want me… I’m all in.”
 
   “I want you, Kitten,” Kale said before he slammed his lips to hers.
 
    
 
   Cree and Rowan watched Kat and Kale from their perch on the third floor where they had a personal portal. Cree smiled as he looked to Rowan.
 
   Rowan smiled, her own tears threatening to spill over. “Our youngest warrior is going to be fine,” she said as she wrapped an arm around Cree’s waist.
 
   “That he will—we haven’t heard the last of Darion though. He will retaliate now that he’s lost his Succubi.”
 
   Rowan nodded. “It’s a problem for another day. Right now we have a group of Fae, who deserve better than they’d ever been given, to attend to.”
 
   Cree looked into Rowan’s lavender eyes—he knew what she chose. Things were clearer now, but still he wanted to hear her choice from her own lush lips. “What will you do with the Succubi?”
 
   Rowan cast her eyes to the group below them. “I will offer them a choice. Either way, they will have sanctuary.”
 
   Cree nodded… and the Light would have a war, a war he couldn’t know the outcome of. Not yet anyway…
 
   Cree caught the gaze of the Seer who had blocked him. She nodded at him, her fisted hand held over her left breast. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Epilogue 
 
    
 
    
 
   Katarina had essentially made the first strike of war against the Dark. Word was spreading that the Immortal Brothers were closing in on the Drifters and searching for the unguarded portals. 
 
   A few weeks ago, Bain, Uriah, and Kale had gotten a hold of a male Brownie the Drifters had helped through the Portal. The Brownie knew nothing about the ones who helped him once in the Human World and the only name he’d heard were Master and Mistress.
 
   And she was the one they called Mistress and the one who had helped the Brownie family a few months back. She was thankful for the title right about now. She was pretty sure the family was grateful enough towards her for all she’d done to help them that they wouldn’t have ratted her out even if they did know more about her.
 
   But still, all this new information and the significant presence of the Immortal Brothers had her wanting to bit her nails. 
 
   Stalking the mostly bare halls of the large estate overlooking a desert oasis, her breath was coming heavily. Things were heating up around her and the Fae who were still escaping from Darion’s rule. If she had her way, all Darion would be left to rule over were the few derelicts that lived to serve him. The rest of the Dark Fae would either move to the Human World or take over Darion’s land and thrive.
 
   With a deep breath, the scent of lemon polish filled her lungs. She entered the dimly lit library. The one she referred to as Master in front of his staff sat at a large, dark oak writing table. He lifted his gaze, spearing her with his heated amber stare. He was an attractive man. His dark eyes were such a drastic contrast to his pale, taut skin.
 
   Pushing his attractiveness aside, he was one of the good ones and she loved that about him.
 
    “Ello’ Mistress,” he smirked. “I have a new Fae family coming in tomorrow night. They’ll need special consideration.”
 
   Her brow lifted. “Why? What kind of Fae are they?”
 
   “The parents are both Dawn Fairies, but their daughter is Asrai.”
 
   Oh man, she thought and sighed. So, no apartment for this family. 
 
   Fairies needed lots of water. 
 
   She nodded.
 
   “The Boise house would be perfect for them then.” She smiled, knowing his rule of no more than one week. Meaning she had one week to find them a place.
 
   Dark amber eyes twinkled at her and a quick wink told her he knew she was trying to bait him—to mess with his cool exterior.
 
   “My home will be perfect for them for no more than a week. Besides, it’s going to be occupied here shortly.”
 
   “Ok, I might need more funds for them. I can’t put Dawn Fairies and an Asrai in an apartment.”
 
   Asrai were few and far between, and truly beautiful Fae, but much like the Trow, their chemistry was complicated. 
 
   The Asrai are aquatic fairies. In appearance, the Asrai look like youthful children until around their twentieth year, then they take the form of beautiful young woman and can live to be hundreds of years old. When in the water, they appear to have webbed feet and hands, which was easy enough to hide. The real issue was their sensitivity to sunlight and by sensitivity... Well, it really meant that if an Asrai is caught in the sun, or if sunlight even touches them, they will perish, melting into a pool of water. 
 
   That was why most Asrai lived in the deep, wooded swamps in Darion’s land. It would have taken a lot for this girl’s parents to choose to leave the Middle World and risk coming to the Human World.
 
   “I agree and I have a few ways to make it easier for the Asrai.”
 
    “I’m listening,” she said, leaning forward in her seat.
 
   “Have you ever heard of Photosensitivity?”
 
   “No,” she shook her head.
 
   A stack of papers were pushed towards her with a slew of pictures with people with severe rashes, some even with swollen eyes and faces.
 
   “What is this?” She grimaced at the pain these people must have been feeling when the pictures were taken.
 
   “It seems some humans have a severe reaction to the sun, so I did some research and found a few things we can do to make this girl comfortable in this world, keep looking.”
 
   After flipping through the pages, she finally lifted her head, a wide smile spreading across her face. “Oh, this is good. I’ll take care of it. Now, let’s talk about the Immortal Brothers.”
 
   “Leave them to me,” he said, his lightly accented voice telling her he already had a plan. “Don’t forget, we’re on the same side,” he reminded her.
 
   “Are we?” she asked. “They were going to hunt Brie down. Are we really on the same side?”
 
   “Katarina is back with her warrior and they’ve stopped their search for Brie.”
 
   She nodded. “Just be careful; there are others who rely on you that need to be kept from the warriors.”
 
   His tall, athletic frame rose from his chair and moved to lean on his desk in front of her. He reached for her hands and pulled her between his opened legs, placing her arms around his neck. “You’re safe and so is everyone in my coven. I love you, Syna. That won’t ever change and I will always keep you safe.”
 
   Her breath tickled the skin of his neck as she moved her lips to his ear. “I love you too, Evan.”
 
   Their moment was interrupted when a light knock sounded on his door. 
 
   “Evan?” a soft, shaky voice called out to him as the door pushed open. “Oh, sorry. Hey, Syna,” the petite vampire said, her curly, honey-colored waves falling around her face, framing her worried amethyst eyes.
 
   “Hey,” Syna replied before pressing a kiss to Evan neck. “I’ve got work to do. I’ll see you both later.”
 
   Evan smiled and watched Synawen leave. “You look panicked. What’s wrong, Holly?”
 
   “Bain and Rowan—what’s going on with my family and the warriors?”
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   “So this is her?” Damon looked at the smiling woman depicted in the photograph. She was beautiful—with long mahogany hair, jade-colored eyes and a lithe, almost athletic build.
 
   “Yes, she’s in a small town in California.”
 
   Damon looked from the picture to the White Witch standing in front of him. He didn’t know the Caldwell Witch who’d approached him, but she knew who he was. 
 
   “You say Paige told you about me?” Damon asked, swishing the deep amber liquid in his tumbler.
 
   The Witch nodded. “So will you help my niece?”
 
   Damon took another peek at the picture. “Why does Serna want her?”
 
   The Witch snickered. “Why does the Witch Queen ever want a White Witch? Ariel is young, but her power already surpasses even my own. In four years she will be a force to be reckoned with and a match for Serna.” 
 
   Serna was a sickness on the magical community, a Dark Witch with a title she never deserved. Damon knew better than anyone what she was capable of. It was why he’d spent the last five years hunting her, but she was slick and was always one step ahead of him. Somehow, always just outside of his grasp.
 
   “I assume Paige also told you that I have one mission I’m working towards?”
 
   “You want Serna. Perhaps in saving my niece, you’ll come upon the Queen.”
 
   Damon smirked. “Perhaps. So what little town has your niece found herself in?”
 
   “Sebastopol.”
 
    
 
   To read the rest of my story and the 10 other stories found in this anthology follow the link to TWIST’s Amazon page!
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