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To always feeling like the side character in your own story, it’s coming, just you wait.

This one's for you.


“I came to say that I was meant for you, just like you were meant for me. But you could only have me when you deserved me.”

— HARMONIA


Prologue
HARMONIA


Alexi tosses me over his shoulder as the world goes dark and I know immediately that I’m no longer with Rhea and everyone else. The pain in her voice, the cries from her lips, they echo in my mind. Fuck. I’m going to be dreaming about them for a long time, and I have a feeling it’s really going to be a long-ass time if these three have anything to do with it.

Talon grunts as I blink my eyes open, revealing a familiar view of a garden I’ve been in too many times, before Alexi drops me to my feet like I’m on fire or something. I’ve barely managed to find my feet before the three of them are walking toward the red front door that held so much promise in my childhood.

Malik leads the way inside as I remain firmly planted on the spot. Uncertainty coils in my stomach, but I don’t regret being here, not when I know Alexi healed Cassandra. But fuck, Alexi, Malik, and Talon are… Furies? Since when?

I haven’t seen them since they left me behind for their own journey into the supernatural world. The anguish they caused me was gut-wrenching, and a sharp pain flairs in my chest at the mere memory.

“Harmonia, move.” Alexi’s voice booms around me as I wet my lips, staring at him as he quirks his brow at me, challenging me to be a bitch and giving him any excuse to up the ante on the game he’s clearly playing here. But I don’t.

Instead, I place one foot in front of the other and slowly, so very slowly, head toward him. He doesn’t move out of the doorway, forcing me to brush against him as I enter the house, and the second I do, regret burns deep inside of me.

Gone is the pretty red door and the sunshine seeping in through the stained glass, gone is the hallway that used to be filled with pictures, and gone is the happiness that lured me closer.

In their place stands a cell. A fucking prison. Whoever created that glamor did too good of a job. Bars circle me as the three boys I used to hold so dearly stare at me with menace in their eyes.

“Welcome to your new Hell, Baby H.”


Chapter 1

Harmonia


Iblink my eyes once, twice, three times, and the same steel bars glare back at me, taunting. These motherfuckers actually have the audacity to put me in a cell. A fucking cell. A prison of their own making, and it makes my blood boil.

Twisting my lips, I fold my arms over my chest and my fingers steeple against my skin subconsciously as I assess the space around me. In Alexi’s words; my new-found Hell.

A dim bulb looms above my head, casting light and shadows around the space. The room that consists of solid bars holding me captive, crumpled sheets piled in the corner, and me. The stone floor matches the color of the walls, making the place look even more dreary than anywhere else I’ve been—which is saying something given what the last couple months at Saints Academy have been like.

When I stepped through the portal with Rhea, the Elites, the twins, Thalia and Cassandra, and Nyx, my brows knitted together straight away. The gym wasn’t somewhere I was familiar with, but the heavy masculine scent in the air and the grunts coming from the sparring men on the mats were wisps of a memory from long ago.

I’ve somehow gone from my perfectly girly bedroom in my family home, to being contained in my room at Agion, where I was eventually saved by my best friend and taken to Hell—where the bed was comfier than I expected—only to wind up here.

It seems I can’t catch a break.

My world stood still as I watched all three of the men continue with what they were doing without acknowledging our presence—a trait I became all too accustomed to from them—but back then they were boys. It would be a crime to use that word to describe them now.

Alexi, Malik, and Talon.

My eyes locked with Alexi’s first, my jaw falling loose as I gaped at him. Hearing my name from his lips as we stood toe to toe left me lightheaded. I could tell by the glint in his eye that the game had changed, and when he confirmed I was the price to heal my friend Cassandra of the Frenzy inside of her, I knew I wouldn’t be able to deny him.

Guilt clenches in my chest at the memory of Rhea calling out my name, pleading with me to find another way, but that’s not an option with these three. Once their mind is set, there’s no alternative. I did the right thing for my friend, I know it with every beat of my heart, even if I’m unsure of what I’ve gotten myself into. I can only hope that Rhea will come to understand the same in time.

With a heavy sigh, I glance around the room once more, shuffling over to the sheets and creating a little cot for myself. I take my time, straightening them out as neatly as possible while my mind goes a mile a minute thinking of the men I know are near for the first time in what feels like forever.

My nose tingles, my emotions creeping up my spine, getting the better of me before I shake my head and tamp them back down. I’m not going to cry over them today, definitely not. Especially not under these circumstances.

I never expected a warm, welcoming embrace when our paths crossed again, but a freaking cell is ridiculous.

Kicking my sneakers off, I sit cross-legged on the sheets, brushing my long white hair back off my face and securing it in a hair tie at the base of my neck. Thank the gods I left it on my wrist earlier. A shiver runs through me, a chill in the air making my jaw tense as I glance down at myself.

I shake my jacket off, scrunching it up into a ball and wrapping it with one of the smaller sheets that was left in here. With a deep breath, I focus my attention on the material, casting my hand out in that direction as fire flickers from my fingertips.

The heat from the burning fabric quickly fills the room and I sigh, content with both the heat and my ability to use magic again after being limited at Saints Academy by the cuff on my wrist.

I had gone almost twenty-three years without my magic, and the moment I had it in my grasp, it was muted by Zellus, the Dean of the Academy, because I refused to fight alongside him. What a load of bullshit.

Looking down at my hands, I find myself absently rubbing at my wrist where the cuff had sat against my skin. I have to force myself to stop, clenching my fists together in frustration as I glance back at the flickering flames.

Instead, I let my mind wander back to the three assholes that seem quite happy to leave me here alone. When I was younger and saw them playing outside in the small suburban street we lived on, my stomach would swarm with butterflies, my cheeks heating while my smile stretched wide, and I found the feeling addictive.

I would be a liar if I said I didn’t get the same rush earlier when I saw them again, but the longer I sit here, tucked away in the dark like a naughty school child, the further the feelings attempt to retreat.

Raking my teeth over my bottom lip, I close my eyes, letting the heat drift over me as a memory flits through my mind. It feels like it’s been locked away forever, but the second I see my white and pink polka dot dress from when I was maybe eight years old, it all comes rushing back.
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My feet are bare and my skin is slightly tanned from the hours spent in the sun. I toss a loose tendril of my bright white hair behind my ear, cringing at the shine of it. No one else around here has hair quite as bright as mine. My mom says that’s what makes it extra special, but I can’t help but feel like it makes me stick out for all the wrong reasons.

My dress is stained with mud and grass from rolling around in the garden earlier, practicing cartwheels, somersaults, and handstands until my attention was drawn to the large patch of daisies that sat at the edge of our garden, right by the walkway. Ever since then I've been making a daisy chain, excited to turn it into a crown and wear it.

My bubble of joy pops when the sound of angry screams sound from down the street. I don’t have to look up to know where it’s coming from, it’s always the same place, and it immediately makes my heart race faster in my chest. Across the road, four doors down, lives a boy who talks very little, but his eyes somehow say so much. The shouting from his parents only seems to get louder and angrier with every day that goes by, and I don’t think I’ll ever understand why.

I have never heard my mom speak like that, or anyone else on the street for that matter. Just those two. I’ve heard what people say about them, calling the man a drunk and the woman crazed with her magic, but none of it really makes any sense to me.

The sound of a door swinging open rings in my ears, the yelling getting louder until the door slams shut, dulling the high-pitched screams once again.

I try to fight it, but it’s impossible, the need to glance up to see if it’s him takes control, and I’m not disappointed when my eyes land on his fiery red hair. I gape at him, but he’s not looking in my direction. His hands are tucked into the pockets of his jeans, his head hung low as he stomps down the street. I don’t miss the slight smattering of blood on his white t-shirt, or the way it’s crinkled at the neck. I don’t miss anything at all. I can tell his face is red and blotchy all the way from over here, and it makes me sad that I see him like this more and more lately.

“Malik!”

His name is called from the house directly across the street, and I whip my head around to find the other two boys that always seem to grab my attention.

Alexi and Talon.

Talon ruffles his messy blond hair as he stares down the street at Malik marching his way. I’m familiar with the concerned look in his eyes that matches my own as Alexi stands with his arms folded over his chest, feet shoulder-width apart as he continues to watch his friend moving toward him.

Alexi looks far more angry than Talon, each of them reacting differently to the sound of the shouting, which is what seemingly pulled them out of the house.

I’m frozen in place, daisies poised in my hand to continue, but my attention is fixed on the three of them like it always is. At that exact moment, Malik’s eyes shift to me and his feet falter for just a moment as he slows his pace. He doesn’t look away from me, not even when Talon and Alexi come to a stop in front of him.

They’re so tall…

I hope I’ll be as tall as them some day, but they’re six years older than me. Teenagers, whatever that means. I want to be one too.

Malik pulls his hand from his pocket, swiping at his blotchy face before looking up to the sky for a moment. In the blink of an eye I watch the angry, tightly wound boy relax his shoulders back, acting like nothing has happened.

“Hey, Malik, man, let’s go inside,” Alexi murmurs, placing his hand on Malik’s shoulder, but the boy in question keeps his gaze fixed on me.

“He needs to take his mind off it all,” Talon states, eyes flicking to mine with a weird glint as I continue to openly gape at the three of them.

“Exactly. Let’s go inside and chill, forget about their bullshit and have some fun,” Alexi restates, not bothering to glance in my direction, but Malik is already moving, forcing Alexi’s eyes my way as his friend cuts across the road toward me.

Without a word, the sad quiet boy sits cross-legged beside me, silently reaching for the loose daisy in my hand. He uses his blunt nail to pierce a hole in the stem before reaching for another. It’s not until he finally looks up at me that I move too. The slight tilt to the corner of his mouth makes me smile in response as I get comfortable in my spot again. “Mona,” he finally acknowledges me properly with the nickname he seems to have made up for me. I don’t know why he seems to have settled on it, but I kind of like it. No one else calls me that, so it makes me feel special.

“Are we really doing this again?” Alexi grumbles, his shadow hovering above me, but I don’t look up. My eyes remain trained on the daisies I continue to hand to Malik one at a time.

“You know entertaining her soothes him.” Talon’s words twist my chest, even though I’m unsure of the full meaning behind them, but I choose to ignore the pair of them, even as they sit down with us too.

After a few moments pass, my gaze lifts to Malik again, who is focused on the daisies in his hand. “Are you okay?” I whisper, my heart racing with fear of what the answer may be. But when his green eyes meet mine, he mutters three words that make me smile from ear to ear.

“I am now.”


Chapter 2

Talon


The front door to our home slams shut as Alexi trudges inside, heading straight for the open lounge and kitchen area. He’s slumping in his usual brown leather chair before I’ve barely taken two steps. This is going to be fun.

My body feels more alive and alert than it has in years, and I know exactly why that is. Or more specifically, who that is because of, and she’s downstairs in the basement, where Alexi chose to put her.

I don’t quite know how I feel about that yet, but at least it’s going to give me a minute to fucking think. I never expected her to step through the portal, with Nyx of all damn people, and now I need a moment to collect my scattered thoughts.

Glancing over at Malik as he takes a seat on the sofa by Alexi, I try to read their facial expressions, but they’re both too good at covering them. Hiding our thoughts and emotions is something that came naturally from our childhoods, but now, with our job, being able to do it is even more important, and it’s impossible for us to drop our masks.

As much as our emotions are locked behind wrought-iron gates, our metaphorical walls highly erected, the atmosphere in the room is sour.

The shock at seeing Harmonia after all this time is real, I can’t deny it. Yet I can’t bring myself to be mad over it either. And the thunderous vibe in the room tells me there’s a lot that needs to be said after what just transpired.

We changed our deal, at Alexi’s word, no longer taking what we wanted from Nyx, and instead taking the girl that was meant to be ours all those years ago. Pinching the bridge of my nose, I take a deep breath before cracking my neck and dropping my hands into my pockets.

I can’t sit down like the other two. My body is too antsy right now. I have no idea what the fuck is going on or how we’re going to adjust to the new guest in our home, but it’s clearly going to be me who starts asking questions. These two seem far too happy to sit, trapped in their minds, instead of verbalizing.

Excellent.

Sweeping a hand through my hair, I flick my gaze between my two closest friends. My brothers in every way but blood. “So, are we going to address the elephant in the room?”

Alexi scoffs as Malik quirks his brow at me.

“I think you mean angel in the room,” Alexi corrects me, and I roll my eyes. Always so fucking literal.

“Sure, the angel in the room. Harmonia.” Her name on my lips makes the pair of them suck in a breath as my chest squeezes. None of us were ready for this, that much is clear, but Alexi acted on instinct, and now here we are. When silence continues to blanket the room, I clear my throat, asking the question that has been ringing in my mind since we left the gym. “Is this a bad idea?”

Malik instantly shakes his head, brows pinched together, but he doesn’t utter a word in explanation. Alexi clasps his hands together in his lap, sweat dripping down his temple as his jaw clenches.

“She knew she was ours almost seven years ago. She knew, and she ran anyway. There’s no running now.” His tone is void of emotion, leaving me just as confused as to whether this was a good idea or not. The memory of the last time I saw her flits through my mind. Before I can respond to him, Malik swipes a hand down his face and frowns.

“Did she run though? Or did we push her away?”
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Alexi stands in front of me while Malik is behind me in the line. I can’t deny that my palms are sweating and my leg is desperate to bounce or do something, anything, to alleviate the nervous energy coursing through my veins. As always, Malik and Alexi give nothing away, so I have no idea if I should be this nervous or not as I stand, waiting to touch Pandora’s Box, to find out what my future holds.

Every supernatural and human is required to pay Pandora’s Box a visit at the age of twenty-two. Then, if it determines that magic runs through your veins, you will be shipped off to Saints Academy. We know that’s our future, our parents are all supernaturals, but change of that magnitude still leaves me off kilter. I’m not accustomed to not knowing what the future holds.

We each take another step forward, the line moving toward Pandora’s Box getting shorter and shorter as we near. It’s still bizarre to me that the three of us were born on three consecutive days. Alexi, March sixteenth, Malik, March seventeenth, and me, March eighteenth. Then we somehow all grew up on the same street together. Weird as fuck, but everything happens for a reason, and now here we are.

“Step forward, please.” A familiar voice reaches my ears and I glance up to see Ms. Lovell, Harmonia’s mom, standing by Pandora’s Box. Her eyes are soft like her daughter’s and her smile is almost as infectious too.

Alexi moves forward, taking the two steps up to the platform where she waits. I don’t miss the moment she startles in surprise when meeting his gaze. Her shoulders loosen and it’s almost like she wants to reach out her hand to comfort him but manages to refrain as someone steps between them.

“Name and date of birth,” the guy grunts, dressed head to toe in black, other than the Saints Academy coat of arms embroidered on his chest. He’s clearly one of the transporters or something, they’re all holier-than-thou with firm sticks shoved so far up their asses it makes them easy to spot.

I expect Alexi to lose his temper, but Ms. Lovell quickly places her hand on the man’s chest, ushering him back a step. “No need for any of that now, Foley. This is Alexi Bowman, date of birth March sixteenth.” Without pause she looks over to the line, smiling softly at Malik and I. “And that’s Malik Haines, date of birth March seventeenth. Followed by Talon James, March eighteenth.”

Foley cocks a brow but doesn’t say a word as he takes a step back, leaving Ms. Lovell to run her hands down her pink pantsuit before resuming business.

“Step forward, Alexi. Place your hands on the box and the magic will do the rest.” I shuffle from foot to foot, nibbling my bottom lip as I watch my brother from another mother do as she says. I think my heart may burst out of my chest as he raises his hand.

It plays out in slow motion before me as his arm extends, fingers flickering slightly before they brush over Pandora’s Box. All at once my vision blurs, my body tensing as screams ring out around me. I feel something pressed against the palm of my hand, but I can’t see anything to understand what is going on.

Blinking hard and fast, I try to focus, confusion getting the better of me as an incessant ringing sounds in my ears. What the fuck is going on? I’ve seen plenty of people here touch the damn box and be escorted out calmly. What the hell is all of this?

As if acknowledging my growing questions, my vision begins to focus. It takes a few moments to realize that I’m not standing where I had been moments ago. No. I’m standing beside Alexi, Malik on his other side as we each grip the edge of Pandora’s Box like our life depends on it.

My brows pinch together as I look at my friends, sensing the same level of confusion coming from them, before I look back down at the intricate box once more.

“Ms. Lovell?” I murmur, forcing my attention away from the box, even though I can’t seem to loosen my grip. To my horror, I find her lying on the floor unconscious.

What. The. Fuck?

Glancing around for someone who might have some answers, I hear the sound of someone clearing their throat. Turning my attention back to the box, my eyes widen in surprise when I see who is standing on the other side.

Hades.

Something must be serious if a member of the Hex, the governing body of the entire supernatural and human world, is here. Why would he be here?

“Gentlemen, it’s a pleasure to meet you, but I must admit we don’t have much time.” He sweeps his hands out to the side with a smile on his face, but my eyes keep flicking to his flashing blue hair. It’s one thing to see him on the television, in the news, and everywhere else, but right in front of me? He’s just seemingly… a man.

“What’s going on?” Alexi asks, standing tall as he eyes the member of the Hex like it’s just another day and Hades is just another guy.

“All of this”—Hades swirls his finger around, drawing my attention around the room, only to find everyone else passed out like Ms. Lovell—“is because your magic is higher than most,” he states, lacing his fingers together in front of him.

“What does that mean?” I cock my brow as Hades simply smirks at me.

“It means you’re destined for greater things. It’s time the furies of Hell were replaced, restoring balance and creating harmony in the world.” His words are almost poetic, so whimsical I can’t bring myself to believe them. None of what he’s saying makes any sense.

“Why do I get the feeling we’re not going to Saints Academy like everyone else?” Malik’s voice is gruff and tense as he stares Hades down.

“You have excellent intuition, Malik.” Hades smiles, seemingly pleased with Malik’s assessment, while I’m left just as confused as I was before.

“Can you explain this to me like I’m a child instead of a block of information that feels like riddles,” I grumble, flexing my fingers as I try to release my hold on Pandora’s Box, but it’s impossible.

“Talon, of course.” His smile somehow grows wider, leaving me a little uncertain as he continues. “We’re going to leave here immediately and head to Hollow Pier, my favorite part of Hell. From there you will learn your roles and gain control of your magic before you will, eventually, take over the tasks of the three Furies.”

He’s making it sound far too simple, especially when it’s going completely against the grain of everything we’ve been told our paths look like.

“Furies? But I’m the son of wolves, Malik is the son of vampires, and Talon is the son of demons,” Alexi argues, but Hades is shaking his head before he’s even finished his sentence.

“Were. You were those things, but Pandora’s Box has chosen a greater future for you. The Furies have never been replaced since their existence began, so it must see something in you that is much needed.”

No one says anything for a moment, his words washing over us and almost drowning me instead of filling me with the information I need to digest. Before I can even process a word of the shit coming out of his mouth, he continues.

“To make your magic as strong as possible, and better controlled, we highly recommend completing the test to confirm who your sealed soul is.” My body stills as I continue to stare at him, my head tilting to the side as I sink even further under the weight of his words.

“One, what magic are we going to have with being the Furies? And two, sealed souls aren’t a thing anymore.” Alexi squints, watching for any kind of movement from Hades that would label him a liar, but he simply bounces on the soles of his feet before explaining further.

“Furies have the magic of all, you’ll each have specific roles with different strengths and weaknesses to each other, but inevitably, you have the ability to do anything.” His words leave me breathless, my ears pricking and my mind hearing him loud and clear on this part while the rest still makes little sense. “And sealed souls haven’t gone away, we’re just not publicly searching for them like we once did. But in roles like these, it’s highly recommended.”

Hades snaps his fingers and a gold sphere appears in his hands. There's some kind of engraving on the object, but I can’t see it all to piece it together. He wastes no time placing it in Pandora’s Box, resting it lightly against our fingers that are still clasped tightly to the rim of the box.

“Close your eyes and you will see who your destiny is.”

My body does just that, the world going dark for a moment before white smoke flashes against the back of my eyelids. The outline of a girl appears before me, hair floating around her as she holds her arms out wide and spins on the spot. My heart lurches in my chest when she comes into focus.

Harmonia.

Blinking my eyes open as quickly as I can, I tilt my face to look at Malik and Alexi, and their shocked expressions tell me they saw the exact same as I did.

“Ah, something tells me we know who it is.” Hades's assessment interrupts the surprised stare-off between the three of us as I nod numbly in response.

What the fuck do we do now?

“We do,” Malik grunts, brows knitted together as he looks down at Pandora’s Box, deep in thought.

“Excellent. Visualize them in your mind and you will be transported there. But hurry, you don’t have long.” It’s on the tip of my tongue to ask what it is we’re expected to do when we see her, but in the blink of an eye I find myself no longer holding on to Pandora’s Box, and instead standing before her door.

Fuck.

Glancing left and right, I find Malik and Alexi on either side of me, looking just as bewildered as I do.

It would be a lie if I said Harmonia doesn’t hold a special place in my heart. She always has. Her aura and gentleness always have a way of affecting me, but the reality of the situation is the fact that we’re twenty-two, and Harmonia is sixteen.

“What do we do?” I mutter, refusing to look at either of my brothers, staring straight at her house instead.

“We do what we have to do,” Alexi grumbles in response, stepping toward her front door and rapping his knuckles three times hard and fast.

Shit.

Malik and I quickly catch up to him, coming to stand beside him as he knocks again. The sound of laughter filters through from the other side moments before the girl in question appears before us.

Her long blonde hair swishes around her shoulders as she smiles wide. In a simple pale-pink tank top and a pair of ripped shorts, she looks as pretty as ever. Her face tilts to the side and she observes us, a hint of confusion flashing in her eyes as she greets us.

“Hey.”

“Hey,” I manage to mumble in response before Alexi gets straight to the point.

“We’ve just been to Pandora’s Box,” he starts, and her eyes widen in surprise, but he doesn’t give her a chance to interject. “We’re not going to Saints Academy. A different fate has been chosen for us, but part of that destiny requires us to seal our soul to the one meant for us.”

Rubbing the back of my neck, I consider interrupting, attempting a softer, gentler approach with her, but I can’t even piece a fucking sentence together to make that work.

Harmonia nervously folds her arms over her chest, looking at each of us as she leans against the doorframe. “Okaaaaay,” she drags out, swallowing hard afterwards, giving away the cool and collected look she’s attempting right now.

“It’s you, Harmonia.” Her eyes flash to Malik’s, her jaw practically on the floor, as she processes his words. It feels like an eternity before she speaks again, looking each of us dead in the eyes as she tries to assess our thoughts and feelings. She needs to know I haven’t been able to acknowledge them myself, let alone be able to let someone else sink their teeth into the mess in my head.

“So, to clarify, you’re saying that I’ve been chosen as your sealed soul, and you need me to… what? Seal my soul to you so you can follow whatever destiny awaits you?”

Well, when you put it like that… it sounds awkward as fuck.

I lift my hand, taking a step toward her, but Alexi steps in first. “Yes.”

Malik grunts. “No.”

His attempt to correct Alexi does little to put the smile back on Harmonia's face as she glares at the three of us. It’s a rare occasion that I’ve been on the receiving end of one of her death glares, but fuck, this feels different.

She nods, like she’s deep in thought, when I hear a girl call her name from inside the house. “Just a minute,” she hollers back, glancing down at her feet for a second before looking back up at the three of us.

I can see the rejection in her eyes before she opens her mouth and my chest aches in preparation for whatever she’s about to say. “I’ve waited what feels like my whole life for you to notice me. Like, really notice me, and now here you are, standing before me asking me to seal my soul to yours.” Her eyes shimmer with unshed tears as she purses her lips. “But I refuse to seal myself to anyone who does it simply for the sake of magic. I am destined for love,” she declares, taking a step back and grabbing the door handle with determination blazing in her eyes. “Thanks, but no thanks.”

The door slams in our faces, and my jaw grazes the floor in shock at her words as Alexi turns on the spot and stomps over to his house. Malik hovers by the door a moment longer with me before doing the same.

There is so much I could say, so much I could explain, but instead, I turn on my heels and follow my brothers.

And just like that, we were gone.


Chapter 3

Harmonia


Iblink as I continue to track the flames flickering before me, a heavy sigh falling from my lips. I slump back a little, my back resting against the bars as I try to regain the feeling in my ass cheeks.

Damn hard floor has me cycling between an annoying state of numbness to pins and needles repeatedly.

Tilting my head back, I look up at the ceiling, bracing my arms on my knees as my stomach grumbles. I can’t believe those assholes have left me down here this long. I don’t know how long “long” actually is, but shit, it feels like forever and I’m starving.

Agitated, I rise to my feet, twisting my hips and groaning as the numbness building slowly starts to recede. I brace for the tingles to come as the blood finally circulates through my body properly once more and glare at the bars that taunt me.

Stretching my arms above my head, I work out the remaining kinks from sitting in the same position for so long before I decide a plan of action is needed. I can’t sit here forever, not when I have fucking powers now.

I rub my lips together as I consider my options, uncertainty making itself known in my mind, but it’s worth a shot no matter what.

Well, the plan is a long stretch.

My magic quickly rises to the surface when summoned, my arms outstretched at the bars directly in front of me and in an instant embers flicker along my fingertips. A smile creeps over my lips as I relish the feeling of my magic flowing through me.

Cutting the distance between me and the offending bars, I opt to clamp my hands around the metal, watching as it turns to liquid under my heated touch before I step through the gap I’ve created.

My magic retreats once the task is complete and I shake my hands out, finding not a single mark or hint of remnants on my skin.

I should have fucking done that sooner.

Looking back at the space I’d occupied moments ago, I snap my fingers and watch as my little fire burns out before my eyes. I sweep my hair back off my face and eye the rest of the room, spying a door to the far right of the now-dimly-lit room.

I grab the handle without care, surprised when it swings right open to reveal a set of stone steps leading up.

Wow. The basement. These guys really are the assholes I hoped they weren’t. This is disappointing to say the least, but really, what did I expect after the last time I saw them?

Shaking the thought from my mind, I move toward the stairs, leaving the door ajar behind me as I make my way to another door at the top. Rolling my shoulders back, I open the wooden door to reveal a large entryway.

I can’t deny that I’m slightly impressed with whatever magic they had at play when I got here, somehow getting me in the basement and behind bars, but I’ll never tell them that. They definitely don’t need the ego stroke.

Softly closing the door behind me, I glance around the white marble-floored entry, eyeing several oak doors that lead off in different directions and a staircase off to the left. The simple white and oak tones that fill the room are far more stylish and a whole lot less bachelor pad than I expected.

Is there a woman here too?

The thought makes my stomach clench even more, and I force the idea away, not needing that negative imprint on my mind right now.

My gaze flickers to the glass panel above the large gray front door and I notice the moon is out, shimmering in the night sky like my life hasn’t been turned even further upside down. No wonder my stomach is grumbling. Not wanting to dwell on the fact that they really did leave me down there that long, I glance to the right to find a door wide open, revealing a huge open space.

I’m moving before I realize it, stepping through the doorway to find a large, dimly-lit kitchen to the right, with a center island and bar stools surrounding the end. A dining table sits in the center of the room, while a huge U-shaped sofa takes up the left side of the space with the biggest television I’ve ever seen hanging on the wall.

The color tones run through from the entryway while full glass doors line the exterior wall, offering stunning views over what seems to be all countryside.

Wow.

This is far from the house with the red door that they came from. Where we all came from.

My stomach rumbles again, driving me to action. Swinging the fridge door open, I shiver at the cool blast as I eye what food is available. I’m shocked to find a ton of meal prep lining each and every shelf.

Each Tupperware is labeled with its contents and I have no shame in snatching one promising lasagna before shutting the door behind me. I’m sure it would taste better being heated in the oven, but considering I may be short on time the only option right now is the microwave.

I chuckle to myself as I turn the appliance on, watching the container spin round and round as I wonder how it would look if I used my magic to heat it. I can just imagine myself melting the damn tub or something.

In no time at all, the microwave pings and I groan in delight at the smell that reaches my nose as I pull the lasagna out. It takes me a couple of searches through the drawers to find some utensils, but as soon as I have them, I shuffle onto one of the bar stools and dig in.

I’m in my own bubble of happiness, right up until the last fork full, when a gruff voice almost knocks me off my stool.

“What the fuck are you doing in here?”

I just about keep myself grounded, and I’m proud as hell that I at least managed to remain seated at his arrival, before I turn a lethal death glare at the man I know is behind that tone. That rich, blunt, pained tone.

Malik.

My eyes drag over him from head to toe when I finally pull my glare from his. His combat boots and black combat pants make his thighs look thicker, which makes my own thighs clench in appreciation. Continuing up, I notice his black tee tucked into his pants—and doing nothing to hide his bulging biceps—before my gaze settles on his face.

His mouth is pinched, his jaw tight, and his eyes are squinting in confusion as he takes me in at the same time. His red hair looks like he’s raked his fingers through it a time or two, and every fiber of my being wants to cut the distance and fluff it out. Just like I used to.

Somehow, I manage to refrain, crossing my arms over my chest as I give him a defiant look of my own. “I was eating, what does it look like?”

He shakes his head at my comment, not appreciating the added sass I pushed through as he quirks a brow at me. “I mean, why the hell aren’t you in your cage?” he asks, rephrasing his original question, and this time it’s my turn to shake my head.

“Because I was hungry.” I turn my back to him as I grab the Tupperware and cutlery and make my way over to the sink.

I almost think he’s left the room when I don’t get a response, but as soon as I place the items down, hands grab my shoulders, spinning me on the spot and plastering my ass against the cabinet.

“Not what I meant.” His eyes are searching mine now, our bodies pressed together as I blink up at him in surprise. My fingers are curled around the countertop at my sides as I stare at him, reluctantly giving him the explanation he wants.

“I used my magic, duh.” I roll my eyes at him as my chest heaves with each breath. I’m not doing well with him this close. Nope, not even a little bit. When he doesn’t respond, I find myself rambling further. “You’re not the only ones with abilities, you know. We live in a supernatural world for goodness sake, and I’m almost twenty-three.”

I manage to loosen my hold on the countertop to fold my arms over my chest, adding a barrier between us that I desperately need to keep my head on straight. But when I tilt my head back, pursing my lips at him as I give him a pointed look, I only find confusion waiting for me in his eyes.

“But you don’t get magic until you’re twenty-four at Saints Academy.” His brows knit together, like I’m lying and he’s trying to figure out why I would, but he clearly hasn’t been clued in on what’s going on at Saints Academy.

“Ah, you’ve been too busy to keep up with the news, I see.” I attempt to use my elbows to nudge him back a step or two, but he doesn’t budge an inch, continuing to keep me trapped against the cabinet. I consider using my telekinesis, but think better of it, wanting to save that special skill for another time.

“What news?” His blunt tone matches the pinched expression on his face, and I have to fight back another eye roll.

“That young supernaturals were having their magic suppressed. My friend, the one you tore me away from, is the daughter of Nyx, and her arrival at Saints Academy brought a shit ton of carnage along with it.”

“That doesn’t explain how you have magic now,” he interjects. My pulse quickens under his observation, and it takes everything in me to remain calm, confident, and unfazed by his proximity.

“It means I had my magic given to me early to face a test of skill and ability. Which led to even more bullshit. None of which you need to know.” A scoff falls from my lips along with my disbelief, but still, Malik just stares at me.

“So you’re a full angel now.” It’s not a question, but a statement, one I find myself nodding along with as I struggle to find the right words. I know I’m not explaining any of this properly, but who the fuck could? “Why would they do that?”

The question is almost to himself, but I offer him an answer anyway.

“Because there’s a war coming. A war that involves my friends and threatens their safety. A war I should be preparing for beside them. Instead, I’m here, locked in a fucking cell like a prisoner,” I grumble, my emotions bubbling to the surface.

“You’re not fighting in any fucking war.” Before I can argue back, he takes a step away, and my body slumps as I gasp in my first full breath since he announced his presence.

“That’s not a decision you get to make.” I brace my hands on my hips, staring at the back of his head as he walks around the kitchen island.

“Follow me.”

My glare turns into a frown when he doesn’t glance back, heading for the doorway I stepped through earlier.

“Why? Malik, I’m not going back down there,” I state, close to stomping my foot like a child as he shakes his head at me again.

I remain frozen in place until I see him heading for the stairs. Against my better judgment, I race after him. I don’t manage to catch up until he’s at the top, but even then, he doesn’t look back at me. He proceeds to march down the hallway, bypassing two doors on the left and one door on the right, before entering the last door in the far right corner.

Too busy being jacked up with intrigue, I realize all too late that I’m stepping into his bedroom as I move inside and the door closes behind me.

A large bed sits in the center of the far wall between two windows. A navy comforter matches nicely with the pale gray walls and wooden flooring. Someone definitely decorated for them, this sure as shit wasn’t their idea. I refuse to believe it.

Shuffling nervously from foot to foot, I note the walk-in closet to the left of me, and a moment later Malik himself appears from the doorway, tossing clothes at me before he turns back around.

I look down in confusion at the t-shirt and boxer shorts in my hand. “What are these for?”

“You.” Irritation claws at my chest at his short, blunt, one-word answers, but before I can call him on it, he continues. “I thought you might want some different clothes to sleep in.”

His words hold me hostage, my gaze snapping to his, only to find him looking over his shoulder at me. I gulp, nodding my head ever so slightly in response as I watch him sit at the end of his bed and kick his shoes off.

“Are you going to give me some warmer sheets too? It’s cold as shit down there.” Malik instantly frowns as he turns to face me head on. I know I just grumbled about not going back down there, but shit, I feel nervous as hell right now.

“You’re sleeping here,” he states, pointing at the bed as he rises, moving his boots into the walk-in closet before returning a moment later. I haven’t moved an inch, surprise and confusion warring on my face as I try to wrap my head around what he’s saying.

“This is your room,” I finally blurt, clutching the clothes to my chest as I nibble on my bottom lip. Without missing a beat, he cuts the distance between us, tucking a lock of my hair behind my ear as he rakes his eyes over me.

“I can’t tell if that excites you or scares you, Mona,” he breathes, goosebumps rippling over my skin at the sound of his old nickname for me. I can’t do anything but gape at him, speechless at the worst of times as he lets out a rare chuckle before stepping back. “Don’t worry, I’ll be on the floor. Now change.”

He snaps his fingers and it’s like a breeze washes over me. I look down at myself to find the black t-shirt covering my top half, hitting me mid-thigh, and the clothes I had on moments ago are now in my hands.

I’m so out of my depth here it’s not even funny, but I’ll forever be a moth to the flame with these three. My heart, my body, and my mind are in a constant battle over them. That hasn’t changed.

Wordlessly, Malik moves toward the door, slumping to the ground in front of it as he leans back against it. I see what he’s doing, he’s blocking me in, silently letting me know that I can’t leave.

With a sigh, I place my clothes in a pile at the foot of the bed before tentatively climbing under the sheets. The mattress is divine and the sheets are so soft against my skin, yet it somehow feels… cold.

I look over to my somewhat-savior for the night, only to find his eyes closed and his arms banded over his chest, marking him off-limits as I force myself to lie down.

The tension in the room is thick, my heart racing uncontrollably as I take in my new surroundings. I have no idea what they expect of me here and I have no idea what tomorrow looks like, but one thing is for sure… I refuse to be anything other than me. They can change my circumstances and they can rip me away from my closest friends, but I’m not here at their will.

I refuse to be.


Chapter 4

Harmonia


The dregs of sleep begin to leave my body as I yawn, stretching out in the bed before I sigh contently. It takes a good thirty seconds or so of complete bliss for me to remember where I am.

I bolt upright in bed, the t-shirt Malik loaned me scrunched up to my waist, and I find him in the exact same spot he was in last night when I eventually fell asleep.

Raking my fingers through my messy hair, I blindly search for the hair tie I put in last night, but I can’t find it. It must have fallen out and gone to the land of secrecy that only the lost hair ties know about. Dammit. Down it is.

Glancing at the clock on the nightstand, I’m surprised to see it’s almost eight in the morning, and I silently berate myself for not spotting it last night so I would know what time it was I actually came up here.

The need to use the bathroom makes itself known, probably the reason I find myself awake now. Slipping from the bed, I eye the man sleeping on the floor. I don’t want to wake him, I just need to pee.

Fuck.

Before I can think better of it, I aim my hands in his direction and ever so slowly, move him along so he’s resting against the wall and not the door. I grind my teeth together nervously with every inch I move him, and when he’s in place, I heave a sigh of relief that he didn’t wake.

Tiptoeing toward him, I open the door as quietly as possible before stepping into the hallway. Surprise ripples through me at the fact that he remained asleep, but my attention quickly slips to figuring out where the bathroom is and I don’t have the brainpower this early in the morning to worry about both things.

Moving into the center of the hallway, I look around at the doors with curiosity, not wanting to disturb Alexi or Talon right now, and to my utter relief the door to the left of Malik’s is sitting slightly ajar, revealing tiled walls and a vanity.

I rush to the bathroom, locking the door behind me as I take care of myself. When I’m washing my hands and face at the vanity, I finally take the space in. There’s a jacuzzi bath set up in the far right corner, a step-in shower to the left, and a huge-ass mirror above the sink, which puts the whole room on display.

My tired mind instantly goes to the idea of being in here with someone and having a full view of everything happening.

Shit.

I really need to lose my virginity already. It’s making me hornier and hornier every day, and being here definitely won’t help.

With a frustrated sigh, I gather my hair, twisting it around my hand before tucking it into the back of my t-shirt so it’s not in my face. Satisfied, I unlock the bathroom door and step back into the hallway, but I’ve barely taken a single step before hands grip my shoulders and my back is pressed against the wall.

This time, my defenses are high, my arms already out in front of me as I hold Malik in place.

Shock washes over his features as I lift my fingers ever so slightly so his feet lift off the ground. He can’t keep coming at me like that and not expect retaliation.

“Stop doing that,” I bite, my body shaking with the shock as I glare at him, but he just glares right back at me too.

“Don’t touch me with your magic. Ever. Again.” His tone is low, lethal, and admittedly scary, but I hold my position. One snap of his fingers though, and his feet are back on the ground, hands clenched at his sides as his nostrils flare with anger. “Ever.”

I’m left frozen in place as he storms off, heading for the stairs with purpose before disappearing down them. My heart feels like it’s going to pound its way through my chest and my emotions are all twisted up in knots as I watch him leave.

I know immediately that I’ve triggered something in him. Something from his childhood, for sure. The anger on his face is a look I remember vividly. It was the same look he always wore when storming out of his house. Guilt wars inside of me, and before I can think better of it, I rush down the stairs after him.

Big mistake.

On all levels.

But it’s far too late to abort now. Not when I have all three of them staring at me as I stand in the open doorway that leads into the living space.

Locked in place, my hand poised on the door handle as I look each of them over, I feel like a deer caught in the headlights. And I’m damn sure I look like one too.

Alexi’s scowl is in full force, his hand wrapped around the handle of the coffee mug in front of him as he runs his tongue over his teeth, disgusted by my appearance. Talon, on the other hand, has a hint of mischief playing across his face, fingers laced together in front of him as he sits on one of the bar stools. Shirtless.

Malik is standing by one of the seats, not yet sitting down with the others as tension radiates from his body.

Gulping hard, I roll my shoulders back and step into the room, eyes focused on Malik as I take a deep breath. “I’m sorry.”

I mean those two words wholeheartedly, and the pained expression on my face must show that too because, to my surprise, he offers a subtle nod in response before taking his seat.

Fuck. I hate that I’ve messed up with him. I could point a lot of fingers at the three of them, especially for being the whole reason that I’m here to begin with, but despite that fact, hurting him is never on my to-do list.

“What the fuck are you wearing?” Alexi grunts, interrupting the moment with Malik as I roll my eyes at him.

“A t-shirt. What does it look like?” I bite back, my defenses rising even higher after Malik startled me upstairs. I’m not about to look like a weak bitch standing here in front of them either, and if any of them can take my shit, it’s him.

“Why the fuck aren’t you downstairs?” He asks his next question without acknowledging my answer to his first one, instantly pissing me off more, but before I can respond in any way, Malik clues him in.

“It seems Harmonia is a fully-fledged angel now.” My chest clenches at the sound of my full name on his tongue, and the way Talon tilts his head while observing me tells me he knows exactly how much pain that caused me.

“What do you mean?” Alexi grumbles, flicking his gaze to mine as I remain rooted to the spot, barely inside the door, but definitely in no position to run right now.

“Saints Academy has a lot of drama going on, apparently, which has resulted in first years getting their powers released earlier than usual,” Malik explains, rubbing the back of his neck as he speaks, before dropping down into the seat across from Talon.

There’s one spot available, beside Malik and facing Alexi, and I refuse to edge toward that spot of danger no matter how much my body begs me to.

“And what abilities might Harm have?” Talon’s voice is almost sultry, intoxicating, for sure, as he runs his fingers through his blond hair, leaning back in his seat like he’s highly interested in this conversation all of a sudden.

Malik looks back over his shoulder at me, almost like he’s seeking approval, but I shrug, answering for myself. “Fire, telekinesis, the ability to freeze things in place, and I feel something else itching to break the surface that I haven’t quite unraveled yet.”

I didn’t mean to add the last part, but my lips are far too fucking loose around them to keep anything a secret, apparently. Great.

Talon nods with a smile on his face, while Alexi’s frown only seems to deepen. Who knew simply breathing could piss someone off so damn much? Malik, on the other hand, avoids my gaze, looking down at the coffee mug on the table like it holds the answers to the world's biggest problems.

“Excellent, so can we get back to the conversation where we talk about why you’re wearing one of Malik’s t-shirts…? And yeah, is that a pair of his boxers I can sense too?” Talon winks as I gape at him in a mixture of surprise and horror. How does the fucker even know that?

“Since she got herself out of the cell, I thought it might be a good idea to keep an eye on her,” Malik offers as explanation, yet Alexi still shakes his head like that’s really not good enough.

Before I can consider my words, I’m marching across the floor toward him, finger waving in his direction as I give him a piece of my mind. “Don’t you fucking dare. You left me down there for hours. Hours! No food, no drink, nothing. I was starving, cold, and in need of something other than those stone fucking walls and iron bars, so don’t you shake your head at me like I’m in the wrong when it’s your fault I’m here to begin with.”

My shoulders rise and fall harshly as my other hand clenches at my side in frustration. Alexi bares his teeth, tsk-ing me like I’m the one in the wrong. Bracing his palms on the island top, he glares at me.

“You should have stayed where I fucking left you.” His eyes are like ice, his words touching close to being a threat, and the way he slowly rises from his seat tells me whatever emotions I just threw at him, I’m about to get them back ten-fold.


Chapter 5

Alexi


Why are my morning coffees never fucking peaceful?

I’m highly aware that it’s my fault the girl in the room is even here to begin with, but shit, I didn’t know she had gained her powers already. If I had, I would have placed her somewhere more secure.

I didn’t want to have to see her until I’m ready, and that very well might be never, but that’s my decision to make, not hers. The harsh words slip from my tongue, and I don’t regret them. She should have fucking stayed where I put her. I didn’t want this aggravation, this confrontation, or the anger that courses through my brain as we speak.

Instinct is what had me bring her home with us, changing the course of the deal on a whim. I never said I was smart or truly calculated. The word cruel seems to linger over me more than anything else.

But right now, the girl who has tormented my dreams and nightmares for the past six years stands before me in my brother’s t-shirt and a pair of his boxers. This isn’t how I planned to start my morning, and the emotions battling inside of me don’t know how to respond. From the pulsing of my cock at her bare legs, to the throbbing of the vein I can feel thrumming at my temple. The only response I will ever have when conflicted like this is anger.

My eyes burn into hers, begging her to argue with me, another tongue lashing ready to go. To my surprise, it's Talon who speaks next.

“Take a seat, Harm.” He wags his eyebrows as he points to the chair beside Malik, directly across from me, and with her head held high and shoulders rolled back, she does just that.

I can’t stop my jaw from clenching as she slides onto the stool, tucking her hair behind her ear as she looks down at the table top. I notice she’s twisted her hair and tucked it into the back of the tee, which leaves me desperate to unravel it. I’ve always loved the way her hair practically glows.

Fuck.

I don’t love it. I’m mad. Angry. Really fucking pissed. Her presence is distracting me. This is exactly why she needed to stay in the cell.

Once Talon is satisfied that she's comfortable, he snaps his fingers, producing a plate of bacon and eggs in front of her as well as Malik. I offer him a death glare, but that only seems to make his smirk spread wider as he braces his arms on the table and leans forward.

“So, Harmonia,” he starts, eyeing her oddly as she scoops eggs into her mouth, not lifting her gaze from the table until she’s finished chewing. Only then does he continue speaking to her. “How does it feel to have powers?”

She gives him a tight smile in response, considering her answer before she speaks. “It feels like I’m becoming a more complete version of who I am, as a person and as an angel. I feel like I can finally explore more of myself and the world.”

My hands clench and I’m unsure if it’s because I like or loathe her answer.

“If you have magic now, you’re no longer a person. Just an angel,” I grunt, feeling Malik and Talon’s questioning looks, but I ignore them and keep my focus fixed on her. After a few moments pass, and her eyes remain set back on the plate before her, I begin to think she’s not going to respond.

Finally, a heavy sigh passes her lips. “I’ve spent twenty-two years as a person, as me, as Harmonia. That’s not going to change now that I have magic freely coursing through my veins. I know my worth and I’m more than an angel who can simply harness power.”

She doesn’t lift her gaze, yet her words shoot daggers at me all the same.

“Things in Hollow Pier are far from how things were in Phoenix Heights, Baby H. You’ll have some adjusting to do.” The words spit from my mouth like venom, my irritation at her not looking at me outweighing everything else as I continue to glare at the top of her head.

She shrugs her shoulders like what I say means nothing. “Whatever you say, Alexi.”

A beat passes, then another, and another. Is that all she has to say to me?

My jaw is locked so tight I think it might snap. I want to get a rise out of her, bring her to a boiling point just as she is doing to me, but the angrier I seem to get the more relaxed she appears.

Gulping down the remainder of my coffee, I try to gain control of the anger bubbling beneath the surface, but it does little to alleviate the issues inside my mind.

“Now that she’s not in the cell anymore, we need to figure out sleeping arrangements,” Talon declares, changing the subject from the tirade I was on. I’m ready to blast him too, but the reality of his words settle over me and leave me momentarily speechless.

Annoyance bites at my veins as Harmonia’s gaze flicks to his, her brows pinching slightly as she tries to understand where he’s going with this. The reason I’m speechless is because I know exactly where the motherfucker is going, but I’m not going to aid her. Not when she’s refusing to look in my direction but happily looks in his.

“What sleeping arrangements do you mean?”

Talon rubs his lips together, trying to hide the joy playing out across his face, and I have to smother my own grin when Malik answers for him. “He means, there are only three bedrooms here, and he likely doesn’t like the idea of you staying in my bed every night going forward.”

The grunt that falls from Talon’s mouth matches my own, one I hate the second it passes my lips, but she doesn’t turn to address me or acknowledge it either way. Instead, I watch as understanding washes over her face before she starts shaking her head defiantly.

“Nope, no. No way. Thanks but no thanks. I’ll take the cell.” Her rant is almost funny, and even though the thought of her in the cell eases my mind so I don’t have to deal with the thoughts and feelings running through my head, now that she’s actually sitting here in front of me, I can’t say I want to go down that route.

“Don’t be ridiculous, Harm. Besides, we can keep a better eye on you if you’re up here,” Talon states, leaning back in his seat as he tilts his head at her inquisitively.

Harmonia’s mouth moves repeatedly but nothing comes out. Huh, it’s nice to see her speechless for once. When she clears her throat, pursing her lips, she places her fork on the now-empty plate before her.

“Last night, Malik slept against the door to make sure I didn’t escape. I have a feeling that you would be sleeping much closer in comparison.”

Ding. Ding. Ding. Ding. Ding.

Fuck, it feels like she knows this guy too well. Time may have passed, but certain things haven’t changed. Talon throws his head back, laughter tumbling from his mouth as he playfully slaps the table. Somehow, that simple move seems to ease the tension that was rising in the air around us, even managing to deflate my anger a little too.

“What’s the matter, Harm? Worried I might bite?” He snaps his teeth, continuing to chuckle as he eyes her mischievously. She just rolls her eyes in response.

“I’ve faced far worse than a small nip of your teeth, Talon.” I can’t tell what she means by that statement with the tone of her voice, but the slight wrinkle on her nose tells me there’s more than what rests on the surface there with her. Before I can consider delving deeper, Talon claps his hands, rising from his seat and circling around to Harmonia’s side of the table.

“Then it won’t be a problem, will it? You can stay with me tonight, and we can rotate.” He gently squeezes her shoulders as she glares up at him.

“I’m not a toy to pass around,” she grumbles, and I think the annoyance that Talon just claimed her for the night gets the better of me. If it’s not for that reasoning, then I don’t know what the fuck it is, but it controls the words that come out of my mouth next.

“Aren’t you?” The room goes still, Talon and Malik both shooting glares at me immediately. But once again, Harmonia looks down at the table instead of meeting my gaze. I don’t know whether it kills me or reminds me what a cold-hearted bitch she really is, but either way, it only encourages me. “Remember, Harmonia, we brought you here because we could. You knew that the second you agreed to the deal to save your friend.”

Rising from the table, I dust invisible lint off my pristine white shirt as I continue to stare her down.

“I did, but I thought there would be a level of understanding for the bigger picture here. I didn’t expect to become some prisoner kept in a cell with no food or drink,” she bites, still not looking up.

“What understanding did you expect, Harmonia? You never wanted to be here, to be with us.” My bitterness is clear in my tone as I push my stool under the countertop.

I watch as her hands clench together and she shakes her head with a scoff. “I never said that.” Her words are firm, her confidence radiant, but it does nothing except make me sneer in response.

“That’s irrelevant now. The choice has been taken out of your hands either way. Now all you can do is get comfortable.” I start heading for the door, needing to get the fuck away from all of this bullshit before it consumes me.

We run a smooth operation as the Furies, and her arrival doesn’t help the issues we’re currently dealing with. Sitting around here having petty arguments that aren’t going to change anything are pointless at this stage.

Just as I reach the door, her voice reaches my ears, halting me in my tracks.

“My friends need me, Alexi. There’s a fucking war coming and me being here isn’t going to help them.” The pleading is clear, but irrelevant.

This time, I opt to keep my eyes turned away, not wanting to feel more disappointment at her not looking my way. “There’s worse shit going on that we have to handle as Furies, Harmonia. Worrying about your safety doesn’t need to be an added task,” I grunt, hearing the frustrated sigh that passes her lips as I continue to move, not daring to look back.


Chapter 6

Harmonia


Frustration coils in my stomach. It’s been there since the moment Alexi stormed from the room earlier, draining the space of energy and leaving me completely exhausted. Even now, as the water rains over me in the shower, I feel no lighter.

I recall the looks on Malik’s and Talon’s faces as clearly as if they were still standing right in front of me. They seemed confused, perplexed, and mildly intrigued by everything unraveling before them while I was left in a state of despair.

Yesterday, I was barely recovering from having my magic cuffed and being brutally attacked by Selene, the supremest of bitches, ready to take on the world at war by my best friend's side. And today I find myself cooped up in a stunning house with no outlet for… anything.

I’ve gone from a badass bitch to a mopey fucking Cinderella.

It’s embarrassing to admit how much time I spent at the table after the three of them left, confused by my conflicting emotions. I don’t think it helps that they seem to be giving me completely mixed signals, but here we are.

Malik is as quiet and pensive as ever, Talon is flirty and playful like I remember, but there’s also an air of reservation around him now, while Alexi… fuck, he’s colder and sharper than I ever remember him being. His anger was prominent before, but now it seems to have consumed him and I’m not sure if it's because he truly hates me or because he hates the decision I made six years ago.

Fuck.

Pushing my hair back off my face, I wring out the ends before shutting off the shower and wrapping a towel around my body. A sigh slips past my lips at how fluffy and soft the navy material is and I hold it tighter against my skin.

I take a few breaths, eyeing the pile of clothes on the floor that I arrived in. I slipped into Malik’s room to get them before taking my shower, fully intending to put them on, but they look like they’ve seen better days.

With my mind made up, I dry off and pull Malik’s tee back over my body, forgoing the boxers, before brushing my hair back off my face. My clothes, and the boxers, need washing. It can’t be too difficult to find the laundry room without snooping too hard, right?

Opening the bathroom door, I head downstairs, hating every ounce of the eerie silence that fills the house. We’re going to have to have a real talk if this is supposed to be my future. I have no clothes except what I arrived in, no skincare products, no phone…

I have nothing, and I’ll happily raise hell if necessary.

When I reach the bottom of the stairs, I shake my head, focusing on the here and now instead of the argument I know will erupt between the four of us at a later stage. Or between Alexi and me at least.

Moving into the large open space at the back of the house, I sigh pleasantly at the view that greets me through the panoramic glass doors before searching for the laundry room. I spy a door to the far left of the kitchen space and hurry in that direction.

I hope they’re not so reliant upon their magic that they don’t do laundry the normal way, otherwise I’m screwed, because I haven’t figured the mundane shit out yet. Thankfully, when I twist the door knob it swings open to reveal exactly what I need.

The entire room is white; the floor, the ceiling, the walls, the cupboards, the appliances, everything. Everything except the small green plant on the shelf above the dryer and a small gray box that sits beside it.

Inching my way into the room, I open the washer door and place my clothes inside. After opening a few cupboard doors, I find the detergent and fabric softener I need and set to work getting the machine going.

Once the space is filled with the sound of the spinning washer, I find myself with nothing to do yet again. They’ve been gone for nearly five hours.

Five. I’ve counted.

In that time, I’ve tried every external door and window, which, surprise surprise, didn’t open. Not even a little bit. Then I grumbled and cursed to myself as I slumped on the sofa before choosing one of the delicious premade meals from the fridge and opting to take a shower.

I sigh, for what must be the hundredth time today, before my eyes settle on the small gray box beside the plant. Intrigue, as always, gets the better of me, and I find myself reaching up on my tiptoes to pull it down.

Once it’s in my hand, I realize it’s actually a device, and I startle once I turn it on and music fills the air. A burst of laughter flies past my lips as I look down at the small music system and I squeal with joy when the next song comes on.

It’s one of my favorite pop songs about being a badass bitch and not taking shit from anyone. I get my love for this kind of music from my mom, and the thought instantly makes me miss her. I have a feeling Rhea will have told her where I am by now, and if I know my mom she’ll be trusting in these three to take care of me. She knows our situation, the one I have refused to address since the afternoon they showed up on my doorstep. If only she knew they put me in a fucking cell when I got here.

Placing the sound system back on the shelf, I let the music continue playing as I brace my hands on the washer and take a deep breath. I really need to stop going around in circles with my emotions. I’m giving myself a large dose of whiplash with a side order of headache and it’s not fun.

I have to accept that I’m here, accept that my past is now my present and future, and get on with it. My stomach clenches at the thought, my worry for Rhea getting the better of me. They’re never going to let me help her, and something tells me they have their hands too full to be able to assist either.

It’s not that I have any doubt in her abilities, but my loyalty and support of my best friend is important and I can’t offer her any of that from here.

The song changes in the background, pulling me from my frustrated thoughts and putting a smile on my face. This is my favorite upbeat song to dance along to and it immediately puts me in a better head space as my hips sway slightly from side to side.

Reaching up on my tiptoes, I find the volume bar and turn this baby all the way up. I love the way it can lift the weight from my shoulders and the pain from my chest, both of which I’ve carried for too long. My euphoria of feeling free may only last until the final chord is played, but fuck, I’ll take it.

With my hands stretched above my head, I sing at the top of my lungs, dancing around the room with my eyes closed as a smile spreads further across my face.

I’m lost to the music, forgetting everything else around me until the sound of the door ricocheting off the wall grabs my attention. I almost snap my neck as I turn to the door so fast, hands still raised in the air as I find Talon leaning against the door frame with a curious look in his eyes.

It feels like forever before my body kicks into action and I quickly rush to turn the music off. I can feel the blush creeping over my cheeks as I fold my arms over my chest and turn to face him head on.

Clearing my throat, I manage to summon enough confidence to tilt my chin up slightly before I speak. “Hey.”

Hey? Fucking hey. I’m so screwed.

Talon’s head tilts to the side, his blond hair flopping over his face as he does. “Hey.”

I watch and feel his gaze creep from my pink-painted toes to my loose hair that flows down my back and a shiver flutters uncontrollably down my spine. My reaction to him doesn’t escape his notice and his spine straightens as he takes a step toward me.

His movements are slow, measured, and predatory, leaving me no option but to be his prey. When he comes to a stop before me, toe to toe, I gulp, tilting my head back to meet his eyes as he gazes deep into mine.

“How do you look the same, yet so different all at once?” His words catch me off guard, my brows knitting together as I scramble to find an answer.

“Erm… I don’t know,” I mutter, my teeth sinking into my bottom lip nervously as I continue to watch him observe me.

“Me either,” he replies with a shrug, still not taking a step back.

Well… this is awkward. Or intense. Maybe both.

“I have no idea what that means.” The words slip past my lips before I can stop them and they somehow encourage him to lean closer, his fingers reaching out to run along the strands of my white hair.

“Your hair has always been a beacon in the night, calling out to me, begging me to step closer, be near to you, where I’m supposed to be. And now… here you are.” My mouth dries at his words, leaving my jaw slack as I gape at him. “How old were you when you knew you wanted me? Wanted us?”

His fingers drop to my neck, leaving goosebumps in their wake as he swoops down to my collarbone. “I-I… uh… what?”

My stumbling and stuttering brings a smirk to his lips, his blue eyes sparkling as his fingers trail the neckline of Malik’s t-shirt. As he leans his face in close, so close our noses nearly touch, my heart pounds wildly in my chest, my pulse thundering so loud in my ears that I’m worried I won’t be able to hear him over it. But it’s like his voice has a direct pathway to my soul.

Inching a tiny bit closer, his lips ghost mine, freezing me in place as tingles ripple through my body, the touch reaching every inch of my skin as I gasp.

“You’re taller, Harm, but you still have to crane your neck back for me. The slight flush along your neck and cheeks tells me you like that fact too.”

My thighs clench together, his lips dragging over mine with every syllable, leaving me in a position to neither confirm nor deny his statement. Because that’s what it is; a statement. He knows it for a fact.

When I’m sure he’s going to step back, stop our breaths from mingling between us, he surprises me by continuing. “I’m not going to lie, since I saw you in the gym yesterday, I’ve been desperate to know what you taste like.”

Holy fucking shit.

My brain short-circuits, locked on the words slipping from his mouth as his skin brushes against mine, making me hot all over. This isn’t what I expected to happen this afternoon, or ever, but my body is the one in control right now, not putting a stop to any of this as I melt against him.

Part of me wants to pout with anger at the fact that he’s only just noticing me now, but before I can process that further, I feel his calloused fingers drag over my exposed left thigh, slowly lifting the hem of Malik’s t-shirt.

Fuck.

I’m scared I’m going to explode from the feel of his hand on my thigh. It’d be worth it though. Definitely a death I’m willing to take right now. I suck in a breath, desperate to not get lightheaded and pass out, but then his lips are moving, pressing against the hollow of my neck this time before he runs his nose up my throat.

A groan slips from my lips before I can stop it, exposing just how much I need and want his touch, and it acts as a sinful extinguisher.

With my next breath Talon takes a step back, putting far too much distance between us once more as his smile turns into a sneer. “Then I remember exactly what you said to us six years ago, and suddenly… my taste has gone sour.”

Before I can even convince my brain to scramble a response, he’s gone, the door swinging shut behind him as I’m left propping myself up against the washing machine for support.

Motherfucker.

If I thought I was giving myself whiplash, I clearly had no idea what I was getting myself into with him.

Gods help me. If this is my destiny, I’m in for one hell of a fucking ride.


Chapter 7

Harmonia


The warm water cocoons my body as I blow at the bubbles floating on top. Since Talon practically brought me to my knees, I’ve hidden away in the only place I could think of that didn’t feel like trespassing. It doesn’t matter that I had only just showered before he made his appearance, not when it gives me an excuse to soak in here. The water comes up to my shoulders as I rest my head back against the cushioned rim and sigh.

Talon. Fucking, Talon.

I’ve never felt so hot and ready to combust in all my life. Not once. And somehow, it turns out to be just a game to him. Nothing more, nothing less. And that hurts far more than I care to admit. He’s playing with me. Knowing full well how I used to feel about them back then, and now… my body clearly hasn’t changed its opinion, even if they are being a total bag of dicks.

Taking a deep breath, my eyes flutter closed, but as soon as I start to relax, a knock sounds at the door, disturbing my moment of solitude. If that’s Talon coming back to play with me some more, then he can get lost. But the voice that calls my name isn’t his.

“Harmonia? Are you in there?” The knocking continues as Malik calls out my name again. I’m still gaping at the door in surprise when it blasts open, my brain thankfully awake enough to put my arm over my chest to protect my dignity.

“What the fuck, Malik?” I blurt when my gaze meets his wide green eyes. One hand is frozen on the doorknob while the other is braced against the doorframe. He’s in head to toe black again, unchanged from this morning, but the dark circles around his eyes seem deeper than they did then and I can’t help but feel like part of that is my fault.

“I've been calling your name for five minutes,” he grunts, finally finding his own tongue to respond as he remains in the exact same spot at the door.

“Well I was obviously a little busy and I didn’t hear you, but you also didn’t give me much chance to respond either.” I quirk a brow at him, begging him to challenge me, even in my current naked state, but he doesn’t take the bait. In fact, he does nothing at all. Except stare at me. “You can leave now,” I mumble, my voice low as I tighten my arms around my chest. I almost think he doesn’t hear me, but he eventually takes a step back.

“Dinner is ready. You have two minutes.”

He’s gone before I can utter a word in response, the door not fully closing behind him, and I’m left staring at the spot he’d occupied moments ago.

He doesn’t give me a chance to grumble that I’m not hungry, or that I don’t want to join them, or any other excuse I could come up with. He seems to think he can give me an order and I’ll fall into line, unquestioning. Another stark reminder that I really don’t have a choice or say in the situation here.

I consider defying him, enjoying the lingering warmth that coats my skin, but in reality, intrigue, as always, gets the better of me. After running the body wash over my skin, I stand, draining the bath before drying off with a towel.

Thankfully, I have my own clothes now, freshly washed and dried. A part of me would like to remain in Malik’s t-shirt, but I think better of it.

I’m halfway down the stairs when I realize I’ve used one of Malik’s socks to tie my hair off my face in a messy bun. Well, I had snipped the top off one, creating the perfect hair tie, but I quickly pull it loose, letting my long white hair fall down my back. I should be embarrassed Malik saw me like that, but I'm not. Especially when he basically invited himself in.

My steps slow as I reach the bottom of the stairs, seriously considering boycotting the imposed dinner, but I don’t have anywhere else to go. It’s that fact alone that has me waltzing into the living space with my head held high and determination in every swing of my arms.

I’m surprised to find the three of them sitting at the actual dining table and not the breakfast bar this time. Four chairs sit around the rectangular oak table, and three of those spots are already taken, leaving me no option but to sit in the one beside Talon.

His gaze remains on the plate before him, not glancing to his right to acknowledge my arrival, and I’m slightly relieved. After earlier, with his hot and cold behavior, I didn’t know how I was going to navigate around him. Silence I can handle. It’s all I’ve had from them since they didn’t push back at my choice of words six years ago.

Adjusting my seat, I look across the table to find Malik looking at me with a hint of surprise flashing in his eyes. Like he didn’t expect me to follow him downstairs, but here I am. Alexi, on the other hand, has the top two buttons of his white shirt undone and the long sleeves rolled up to his elbows.

It’s a hot look, it's a pity that the glare he’s aiming in my direction doesn’t complete the style very well. I mean, it does, but I’d just rather he wasn’t glaring daggers at me.

Malik doesn’t say a word as he snaps his fingers, producing four steaming plates of beef casserole and a plate filled high with bread rolls. I inadvertently lick my lips as I take in the feast before me.

I’m not one to cautiously wait for someone else to start eating first. I have no table manners like that, I just wasn’t born that way. So, without looking at any of them, I grab the spoon to my left and dig in, sensing the three of them doing the same. No one speaks though and the only sound that can be heard around the table is that of spoons scraping along the bowls.

When my stomach is full and my body can’t take anymore, I lean back in my seat and break the silence with the question that has been plaguing my mind all day. We may have talked this morning before Alexi stormed off, but that just wasn’t good enough for me.

“Am I going to be kept as a prisoner here forever?” I question if I should have used a softer tone, made myself seem more meek and submissive so it might encourage them to go easier on me, but that would be a whole heap of bullshit. Besides, I’m a shit actor.

I look at the three of them, each of them now giving me their attention. Of course, it’s Alexi who answers me. “Maybe.”

His blunt tone is challenging as I peer into his eyes, but this man gives nothing away. Is he just as I remember? Or is he harsher now? Once upon a time I would have basked in his presence with utter joy, regardless of the mood I might find him in. But now… I think it stings too much for me to stand tall and take it, whatever the circumstances.

Shaking my head, I twist my lips. “No.”

His head tilts back as surprise washes over his features, the slight loosening of his tense jaw giving away the fact that I’ve caught the asshole off guard.

“No?”

“You heard me. I said no,” I repeat, folding my arms over my chest as I meet each of their gazes once more. Alexi may be the one doing the talking, but with these three, one thing has never changed: when one of them speaks, they speak for the three of them. No matter the consequences, that’s how it has always been. And it’s no different now, not with the way Malik and Talon flicker their gazes between each other before nodding at me in agreement with Alexi.

Fuckers.

Bracing my elbows on the table, I make sure to project my voice like I’m filled with all the confidence in the world. “This is not my life. You’ve had me cooped up here for one day. One fucking day, and I’m already going out of my mind.”

Alexi rolls his eyes like I’m being dramatic, but I don’t falter under his stare. “You should appreciate the fact that there's a roof over your head, hot food on the table, and everything else you’ve had since you arrived here.”

This man better be fucking joking me.

I squint as I lean a little closer, blood boiling beneath the surface. “Are you for fucking real? I had all of those things before I was forced here under the agreement to help save my friend.” I’m not bringing it up specifically to clarify that I’m a good person, but shit, I’m a good fucking person. “You can treat me like I’m being a brat, like I’m ungrateful or whatever else you want to label me, but I’m far. Fucking. From. It. And you know it.”

I feel my chest heave with every breath I take, my shock at the audacity that just fell from his mouth making me shake.

None of them speak but I figure someone kicks someone else under the table based on the shuffling sounds and the grunt that follows moments later. If it was aimed at Alexi, which I’m assuming it was by the glare he's leveled toward Talon, it doesn’t encourage him to apologize. It does nothing at all, so I continue with my rant exactly as I initially intended, but I manage to take a deep breath, releasing a small hint of the stress building up inside of me.

“I have no clothes, no access to fresh air, no purpose at all, and no place to call my own here. It’s like every step I take I’m trespassing. Except it wasn’t my choice to be here so someone has got to help me out somewhere… please.” I hate the plea that slips from my lips, but I sense the moment Malik and Talon soften a little, their shoulders relaxing as the corners of their mouths turn up ever so slightly.

“We can figure something out, Harmonia,” Malik mutters, nodding gently as he tries to pacify me with the action while earning his own death glare from Alexi.

“Or, you can just let me go back to my friends. At least there I could be making a difference,” I offer, and the second his mouth drops into a thin line, I know I have no chance of that happening at all.

“We’re making a difference here too, Harmonia.” My gaze flicks to Talon, taking in the first words he’s said to me since earlier.

With my brows knitted together, I force myself to unfold my arms and relax in my seat a little more, feeling like a small barrier has suddenly dropped between us.

“You might be, Talon, but I’m certainly not.” I lift my hands at my sides, trying to convey the helplessness I feel, but it’s not enough. “If you guys would just listen to how much trouble my friend is in with Nyx and—”

“That’s enough, Harmonia,” Alexi growls, slamming his palms on the table as the cutlery and plates rattle with the force. “I’m not going to tell you again. We’re not getting involved. They know how to handle their own shit, especially when we’re dealing with the Redvellions now more than ever.”

My gape of shock at his outburst quickly converts to curiosity. “Redvellions?” I ask, tasting the otherwise meaningless word on my tongue as Talon swipes a hand down his face, Malik rubs at the back of his neck, and Alexi shakes his head in annoyance.

“Yes, the Redvellions,” he repeats, sighing heavily before meeting my gaze head on. “The bullshit Zellus is pulling is not of our concern, especially not when there are so many fucking gods involved in the damn thing. The Hex included.” His knowledge of the situation seems to be way more informed than I expected, but I keep my mouth shut, wanting to know more. “We have our hands full with the Redvellions, Harmonia, and that’s not going to change anytime soon. As Furies it’s our responsibility to handle the dark side of the supernatural world, and as they continue to grow stronger and stronger we can’t take our eye off the ball.”

Far too much of what he just said makes no sense to me at all. Not a single bit.

The dark side?

The Redvellions?

Growing stronger?

My heart squeezes at the thought of how much I don’t know about this world, and I fucking grew up in it. Clearing my throat, I nibble on my bottom lip for a moment before I speak again. “What do you mean by the dark side? Who on Earth are the Redvellions, and how are they growing stronger?”

The tension around the table thickens, like the mere mention of them is enough to sour the mood, and that says a lot about the situation to begin with. Nothing bothers these three, ever, so why is this so different now?

I clearly have a lot to learn about what they do in the supernatural world, and what being the three Furies actually means, but I get the sense that I’m not going to get answers to any of that today.

“The dark side is the part of the supernatural world no one wants to even acknowledge exists, let alone deal with, Harmonia,” Talon explains, the muscles in his neck bunched with anger. “The Redvellions have been causing mayhem for hundreds of years and are the main reason Pandora’s Box opted to replace the original Furies with newer, fresher blood,” he adds, making my eyes widen in surprise.

They’re the reason their magic was chosen for this? Holy shit. That can’t be good.

Edging forward in my chair, I lace my fingers together and place them on the table. “So, how can I help with that?”

The words have barely left my mouth before Alexi is scoffing at me.

“You can’t, Harmonia. You don’t have the means. It’s better that you stick to your first-world problems,” he bites, angering me yet again.

Glaring at him, I consider throwing a blast of fire in his face, but the rational part of me forces me to refrain. Although, it doesn’t stop the venom from spilling out in my words as I point my finger at him.

“It’s quite possible that I fucking hate you, Alexi.”

Without missing a beat, he braces his palms on the table and leans over to me. “The feeling is mutual, Baby H.”


Chapter 8

Talon


Ican’t take my eyes off her, watching as anger bubbles beneath her surface, rattling her resolve. If Alexi has ever been phenomenal at anything, it’s pissing Harmonia off. With. Out. Fail.

He’s the doom and gloom to her rainbows and sunshine, and as much as it gets under each of their skins, they're drawn to it. They want whatever emotion they can get out of each other, and Alexi comes with his own brand of irritation.

Seeing her wag her finger in his direction, declaring how much she hates him, is my sign to intervene. It’s an action I haven’t had to take in a very long time, yet it still feels natural as I lean forward, soothingly sweeping my fingertips over her shoulder as I consider how to distract her from the situation.

I remember once, when Harmonia was eleven and we were seventeen. She was playing with some girl who lived on the next street over. Her mom was friends with Harmonia’s, and the noise and laughter coming from the pair of them drove Alexi insane as he tried to work on something. Eventually, he’d snapped. He stormed over there and lost his ever-loving mind on the pair of them.

The giggles had quickly turned to bouts of anger and frustration as Harmonia yelled back at him, refusing to shut the hell up like he had demanded. Then I appeared, the knight in shining armor, to distract Harmonia and her little friend, which meant she still had fun and Alexi got the peace and quiet he always fucking craves.

Now though, she’s no longer the child that lives across the road from us. No. Now she is all woman. Every dip and curve of her body serves as a reminder, begging me to inch closer.

Fuck.

Just like I had done earlier, before I remembered myself and tossed water on my own burning flame for her.

Raking my fingers through my hair, I lock eyes with the beauty sitting beside me, when an idea comes to mind. Something she said earlier really aggravated me, more than I would have expected, but now it’s all I can think about.

Without a word, I drop my hand from her shoulder and turn it palm up, offering it out to her. I watch as she slowly looks from my calloused fingers to my face, trying to read my thoughts, but I know she’ll get nothing.

I wait her out, counting down from twenty, and just as I get to two she slowly places her palm in mine. Curiosity killed the cat, or that’s the saying at least. All I know is that curiosity is what gets Harmonia into trouble. Always.

My body tenses as her skin glides over mine, and my fingers curl around her hand as if I’ve done it a million times before. I can feel Alexi and Malik looking in our direction, but I can’t return their stares, not right now, not when she’s… her.

I rise from my seat, encouraging Harmonia to move with me, and she does, eyes fixed on mine the entire time. Without a word, I walk us over to the bi-folding doors that stretch across the entire back of the house.

A slight chill fills the air as I open one of the doors, and Harmonia shivers beside me. It’s on the tip of my tongue to offer her the jacket I’m wearing, but before I can say a word, she’s releasing her hold on my hand and racing into the garden.

I gape after her, frozen with surprise as I hear a chair scrape from behind me, and I know with utter certainty that both men are watching her with me.

“She’s going to run,” Alexi grunts, watching as her legs move quickly, carrying her to the center of the grass where she stops. A smirk spreads across my face.

“Be real, Alexi. She’s never going to run if we give her what she wants.” My words catch even me by surprise, but I don’t regret them. I know they’re true without a shadow of a doubt. I’ve longed for her, knowing what she can bring to our unit, and having her here now secretly fills me with hope.

Hope.

A word I’ve only ever felt around this woman, and I don’t think that’s ever going to change.

Alexi doesn’t offer a response as the three of us watch her, the soft glow from the moon dancing over her with the gently flickering lights of the city dancing far off in the distance.

“Gods, I wish it was raining.” I can hear her from here, not that I expect she realizes it, and before I can even consider my actions, I’m snapping my fingers, greeted moments later with a light drizzle falling from the sky.

Her gasp rings in my ears as she throws her arms out to the side and spins on the spot, a giggle tumbling from her lips, leaving me no option but to stare at her in awe.

She’s the lightness we need. The soul that can chase away all of our darkness, the shadows, and tormented memories. I may be the only one of us to admit that, but I know it’s in their minds too, even if it’s only in their subconscious. She belongs with us. Always has, always will.

Glancing out of the corner of my eyes, I spy Alexi to my left and Malik to my right, both of them tracking her every movement just as I am. I clench my hands, forcing myself to take a deep breath before I get carried away again.

I turn to face the woman who holds all of our attention, only to watch as her spinning slows and her hands cover her face. Frowning, I inch closer without actually stepping outside to see what’s wrong, and that’s when I notice her shoulders shaking and the soft sobs falling from her lips.

“She’s crying.” Malik confirms my own thoughts, uncertainty thick in his voice as he considers what to do. I don’t think I’ve ever seen her cry like this. From a grazed knee or a lost ice cream, yeah, but this… feels deeper.

Before I can take a step forward, Alexi’s arm crosses in front of me, ushering me out of the way as he moves to step out of the house at the exact same time the bi-folding doors slam shut.

I falter in confusion, looking at Harmonia through the glass as she looks in our direction too. Her hand is raised, poised in position like she’s just used her magic to close the door, and I gape in surprise when I realize that’s exactly what’s happened.

“Harmonia, open the door,” Alexi shouts, snapping his fingers and stopping the rain as he pounds his fist on the glass.

I know he’s giving her a chance. Our magic is special, our abilities barely ever matched, so if he wanted to open the door, he could without hesitation.

“Just give me a minute.” Harmonia’s voice is sad as she wipes away the tears from her face, making my heart clench as I look at her.

Clearly, coming here is as much of a rollercoaster ride for her as it is for us, and I think we maybe need to consider that. “Al, let’s just give her a second,” I mutter, but my words definitely fall short because his fists continue pounding manically against the glass.

“Open the fucking door, Harmonia,” he repeats, and I look to Malik for some reassurance that he’s not going crazy like Alexi. Thankfully, he seems to be shaking his head in dismay at the fool beside me.

“Alexi, she’s not going anywhere, she just—”

“I don’t care,” Alexi barks, turning his head to look at us as his fists continue on the glass. His eyes are wild, his jaw tense, and I can see the mixture of panic and anger bubbling in his brown irises.

Fuck.

Any hope I have to calm him down is lost when he slams both of his fists into the glass at the same time, shattering the barrier separating us into a million pieces. Surprise ripples through me at the same time I hear a small cry from Harmonia.

Shit, Harmonia.

I’m moving before I realize it, lifting the white-haired, pink-eyed beauty into my arms without thought and pressing her against my chest.

“Ow, Talon, my leg hurts.”

Panic claws at my insides as I adjust my arm under her legs to see what she means, only to find drops of blood dripping down both her legs. My eyes bulge with anger as I spin on the spot to stare Alexi down.

He’s frozen in place, shocked by the menace in my gaze. I know my blue eyes have shifted to white, letting him know my magic is right at the surface, and he lifts his hands in silent surrender.

“It’s okay, Harm, I’ll take care of it,” I murmur against her ear, carrying her back toward the house as she wraps her arms around my neck, clinging to me.

Malik stands with his arms folded over his chest, brows pinched together as he assesses the situation. I can sense his anger toward Alexi, anger he’s likely never felt toward him before, and he doesn’t know how to handle it.

That’s not my concern right now. My entire focus is Harmonia.

As I near the pair of them, I barely meet their gazes as I focus on getting her upstairs and into the bathroom. “Move,” I grunt, my voice dark and malicious, and both of them step back, giving me the room I need.

I internally sigh with relief as I race across the kitchen floor and up the stairs as quickly as I can. I could use my magic to get us up there, but the feel of her in my arms is far too good to rush this opportunity.

Once we’re in the bathroom, I gently place Harmonia on the vanity, tilting her chin up with my finger to look into her eyes. “Are you okay, apart from the cuts?” My words are barely strung together, my heart racing faster than I’ve ever felt before as I look to her for reassurance.

She rubs her lips together for a moment before nodding with a small, tight smile. “I’m fine.”

The want and need to push her for answers is real, my mind desperate to know what made her upset to begin with, but I decide to deal with the easier option for now, healing her legs.

Crouching before her, I run my fingers over the skin around her cuts, noting there are at least twenty small slices from the glass that shattered at Alexi’s touch. I make a mental note to beat the fucking shit out of him the next time we’re in the gym before I hover my hand over her injured legs, healing the cuts before my very eyes.

I don’t look up, focused on the task before me as I watch the cuts disappear. It’s only when I’ve completely finished that I meet her gaze, finding her mouth wide with surprise as she gapes down at me.

“What?” I’m almost nervous under her observant gaze, but the way she gently shakes her head from side to side draws a soft smile across my mouth.

“You have the ability to heal.” It’s a statement, but with the undertone of a question lying there, wanting me to confirm her words.

Rising back to my full height, I place the palms of my hands on either side of her, the cool marble top of the vanity catching me by surprise. “I have the ability to do almost anything,” I admit. Her brows knit together with a mixture of curiosity and confusion.

Being a Fury is entirely different than being a normal supernatural, and life in Hollow Pier is nothing like Phoenix Heights. She’s got a lot to learn, and I’m going to have fun teaching her.

“Anything?” Her voice is barely a whisper, awe dripping from every letter as her hand lifts to my shoulder and she looks deep into my eyes. “What supernatural would need the ability to do almost anything?”

That question can only be met with one answer. One I’m not too sure she’s going to like, but I stick with the truth, not wanting to sugarcoat a single thing with her.

“A supernatural that kills other supernaturals. We never know what or who we may be up against, so we have to be prepared at all times.” Harmonia’s jaw drops as she looks at me with shock and my chest clenches.

If that fact causes her pain, she hasn’t seen or heard anything yet. The details… fuck, the details only make it ten times worse.


Chapter 9

Harmonia


Heat surrounds me as I slowly stir to consciousness. Blinking my eyes open, I take a second to remember where I fell asleep, but it’s not as much of a brain shock this morning when I realize I’m in Talon’s bed.

After he healed my legs last night, he carried me, bridal style, into his room, before tossing one of his t-shirts and a pair of boxers at me, demanding that I change while he turned away. The way he had barreled out into the garden, glaring fiercely at Alexi as he carried me into the house, only made me follow his request faster. He had healed me, taken care of me, and shown that, despite the circumstances surrounding my arrival, my safety is important to him.

Yawning, I glance around the room to try and see what time it is, but my efforts fail when I slowly realize why I can’t move far. My leg is on top of Talon’s thigh, my arms banded around his neck with my loaned t-shirt bunched at my waist. I would be embarrassed if it wasn’t for the fact his arms are tightly secured around my waist, pinning me against him while his face is pressed against my chest.

My fingers itch to run through his messy blond hair, but I don’t want to wake him. He looks so serene, so peaceful, so at ease that it squeezes my heart with emotions I shouldn’t have.

Slowly, I withdraw my leg from on top of his, attempting to put some distance between us. I can’t bring myself to deal with the whiplash I’ll feel if he wakes to find us like this and is super pissed about it. Just as my leg leaves his, his hand moves from my back to my thigh in a flash, hitching my leg up and returning it to the exact same spot.

My breath catches, my body frozen in place as I consider whether he’s asleep or awake, but my unspoken question is answered moments later when he tilts his head back. His sleepy blue eyes meet mine and a lopsided smile takes over his face as he squeezes my thigh and wraps his other arm tighter around my waist.

“Good morning.”

His voice is groggy, sleep still trying to claw at him, and it makes me smile in response.

“Good morning,” I manage to croak out in response, really unsure of the current situation we’re in, but he clearly doesn’t seem to mind as he nestles his face into the crook of my neck.

What alternate universe did I fucking wake up in? And can I please stay here forever?

Surely, he must feel my heart beating like crazy in my chest, his proximity only amplifying everything. But if he does notice, he seems intent on making it even wilder as I feel his lips brush against my collarbone.

Holy. Fuck.

I must be delirious because this can’t be happening right now, can it? Not again. Not after yesterday.

“Don’t mess with me again, Talon. Please.” My voice is barely more than a whisper as I plead with him, and he instantly tilts his head back to look up at me. It feels like he’s searching deep into my mind and soul the longer he stares into my irises. Then he leans closer, pressing his lips against my collarbone once more.

It feels like tiny butterflies are covering every inch of my skin, fluttering with excitement right to my core, and I try to press my thighs together, only to be met by his legs between mine.

The groan that follows isn’t mine. It’s too carnal, too hungry, too masculine, and it’s only then that I realize my hot core is pressed firmly against his thigh. Need trickles through my body, but I’m clueless, frozen in place as our eyes meet.

Before I can consider what my next action could be, Talon is moving us, pinning my back to the bed as he nestles himself between my thighs. His head is right above mine, continuing to search for gods-know-what in my eyes as his bare chest entices my hands.

He doesn’t utter a single word as I trail my fingers over every dip, every inch, every muscle, letting me explore him at my leisure, all while my eyes remain locked on his.

Silence continues to surround us, the only noise coming from the ringing of my pulse in my ears as he inches closer.

“I’ve missed your presence, Harm,” Talon mutters, sending my heart soaring as I gape up at him, unable to piece together a response as his mouth stops an inch from mine.

I drag my hands to his shoulders, trying to say what my brain can’t put together, and the knowing grin that spreads across his face tells me he understands the message completely. I want him to kiss me.

If he doesn’t move soon though, I might pass out from anticipation.

The tension rises around us, but not filled with angst and disappointment like before. No, this is sexual. This is a need that is long overdue.

I almost build the courage to cover the remaining distance between us when a knock sounds from the door a split second before the damn thing swings open, destroying the moment between us.

“Harmonia, I… what the fuck is going on?” Alexi’s voice bounces off the walls around us, causing us both to freeze in place, eyes fixed on each other, before Talon blinks, his shoulders sagging slightly as I bite back a groan of frustration.

“Fuck off, Alexi,” Talon grumbles, not turning to look at the new addition in the room, winking at me as he stays in place, and I find a bubble of laughter desperate to break loose at the fucking situation I’m in.

I expect Alexi to turn on his heels and leave without a word, but I should know never to predict or set expectations when it comes to that man. Not a single one.

“No, I have a lot to do today, and leaving you two alone isn’t going to work in my favor.” His voice is etched with disdain like he doesn’t approve of the position we’re in, and not a breath later his words confirm my assessment. “Besides, you two can have plenty of time to continue fucking later.” There’s a bite to his tone, but… is that a hint of jealousy or annoyance mixed in with it?

Before I can control my filter, I scoff, shaking my head in disbelief at the man who loves to burn me with his words. “We can’t really continue fucking when I’m a damn virgin now, can we?”

The room stills and Talon’s eyes widen as he gapes down at me, looking at me through a new lens as he tilts his head to the side.

“Bullshit,” Alexi scoffs, and I tap Talon’s shoulder, encouraging him to move. The moment between us has completely passed now as I turn my glare in Alexi’s direction.

“Why would I lie about something so ridiculous, asshole? Now, are you going to explain what had you charging in here and ruining everything or not?” My chest heaves with each breath as I adjust the sheets, covering my lower half as Alexi’s jaw ticks with annoyance. It’s on the tip of my tongue to goad him, encourage him to move in closer and find out for himself whether I’m a virgin or not, but I think better of it.

“Alexi.” There’s warning in Talon’s tone as he grabs a t-shirt, covering his impeccable body to my complete disappointment as I pout. He doesn’t miss it though, a small smirk on his lips as he continues to observe me.

I know my little drop of surprise information has caught him off guard, and I can’t tell how that makes him feel, but there’s a hint of flirting and teasing still skimming below his surface, so I’m taking that as a good sign.

Alexi clears his throat, adjusting the lapels of the suit jacket he’s wearing as he meets my gaze. “I’m taking you clothes shopping. I don’t have a lot of time so get a move on, we can discuss the rest of this… matter, later.”

Without another word, he turns on his heel and stomps from the room, leaving me to stare at the empty spot which is quickly refilled by Talon as he too heads for the door.

“Oh, someone’s getting all of the treats this morning, Harm,” he sings, a grin on his face as he winks at me, making me scoff in response.

“What treats? All I seem to be getting is a lot of promises and no actual follow through.” The frustration in my tone makes Talon laugh, his head tilting back as he lets it flow naturally through him. “Oh, I’m glad my situation is funny to you,” I hiss, grabbing the pillow from beside me and tossing it in his direction, which only makes him cackle more.

Fucker.

Managing to calm himself enough to meet my gaze again, he continues to smile, but his eyes seem to darken a little, turning more serious as he assesses me. “You’ve brought so much light and laughter to this house in the little time you’ve been here, it’s unreal. I promise you, I want to feel that forever.”

Before I can ask him what the fuck that even means, he leaves too.

Dammit.
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When Alexi said we were going clothes shopping, I didn’t really expect the Lincoln town car parked outside with a chauffeur up front. Casting my gaze from the driver to Alexi, whose presence seems to take up the entire back seat, I consider how much I actually need new clothes now that the offer is on the table.

“I haven’t got all day, Harmonia, get a move on.” I roll my eyes at his grumpy tone, but do as he says and slip into the back seat beside him before the door is shut after me.

I sit with my legs pressed together and my hands folded in my lap, too worried that I’ll accidentally brush against him if I don’t. I can only imagine the conversation that would follow if I did. He’s already pissed off enough as it is and I’m not really in the mood to increase his blood pressure today.

The car sets off without anyone speaking a word. Alexi looks through his phone with deep intensity as I opt to stare out the window. If I had my phone with me, I would be able to reach out to Rhea at least. Instead, I’m helpless, completely isolated, and it irritates the hell out of me.

As we drive away from the house, I notice the large wrought-iron gates that we drive through, followed by a protection ward that surrounds the property. Wow. They’re not messing around when it comes to security it seems.

I keep my gaze fixed on the surrounding area as we start the descent into the city below. It doesn’t seem like there is anyone even remotely near the house, just empty, sprawling fields for miles and miles.

It takes approximately twenty minutes to get into the city, the hustle and bustle amplifying with every inch closer to the center we get, and I watch in utter fascination as the world comes to life around me. Everyone looks like they're in a rush, not paying attention to anyone but where they’re going as they follow their usual routines and day to day life. Everything around us is luxurious, but not one of them seems to notice it let alone appreciate it.

From the pristine buildings to the silk I spot draped over most of the women. It’s a far cry from Paradise Heights, and that’s a huge hub for supernaturals. Paradise Heights is a vast chunk of land that was lifted from the grounds of Phoenix Valley, resurrected and maintained to a high standard for supernaturals of all kinds after the war. But Hollow Pier is on an entirely different level, which makes me wonder where exactly Hollow Pier is.

As the buildings get higher and the crowds get bigger, I draw my gaze back to the inside of the car. Everything feels overwhelming. It’s like very little magic is at play here, but I somehow get the sense that everyone here is, indeed, supernatural. Especially after what Talon said last night about what their jobs entail.

“What’s with the face?” Frowning in confusion, I turn my gaze to Alexi, who is staring at me with a hint of curiosity in his brown eyes.

“What face?” I rear my head back, not sure what he’s talking about, and he sighs. The dramatics of it all are on my kind of level and I have to stop myself from laughing and pointing it out to him.

“The one that says you can’t decide whether you’re impressed or not.” My eyes widen in surprise at his observation, rendering me speechless for a moment before I release a breath, glancing out of the window again as I search for an honest answer in my scattered brain.

“I just… this isn’t what I expected your life to be like I guess.” My gaze finds his and I’m not surprised to find his eyebrow quirked, a pointed look on his face as he silently demands I continue whatever explanation is in my mind. “It just seems rather lavish and opulent here; from the buildings, to the people, and the cars,” I hint, waving my arm around in explanation. “I guess I just think it doesn’t seem very… you.”

I regret my words the second they leave my mouth when his jaw ticks and his nostrils flare. “You don’t know me, you don’t know any of us. Not anymore.”

My heart clenches, my hands doing the same as I try to rein in my emotions, but this asshole is the reason I’m here. He can’t deny what I came to know about them when we were younger. I’m highly aware of the six year age difference that always hung in the air around us, but it didn’t stop us from getting to know each other on a much deeper level in comparison to others.

The need to prove him wrong outweighs the fact that I don’t want to continue arguing with this man, and that’s exactly why my mouth starts moving on its own accord, even when his gaze darkens further.

“So, you’re saying I don’t know that you are always the calmest when you have an engine or some piece of technology in your hands, tearing it apart only to put it back together again?” He freezes, his face remaining emotionless as I quirk a brow at him this time. “You’re saying I don’t know that Malik has so many feelings and emotions swirling around in his head at all times that he doesn’t know how to portray them, so they usually come out in fits of anger on a punching bag or wrapped up in a ball of sweetness and sugar as he helps a little girl make another daisy chain? A daisy chain she always fucking made because she knew it would calm him more than her?” I can feel my voice rising, but there’s no stopping me now. “And Talon, the guy who is always laughing and joking, refusing to offer anyone the true version of himself. The version of him that loves to care for others. Maybe it’s doing a gods-awful job of making their favorite meal, or taking them to see their favorite movie, or whatever mundane non-magic way he can show you he cares without words, but that’s the Talon I know.”

My chest heaves with every breath I take, my fingers trembling from the emotion coursing through my veins as Alexi leans back in his seat, pupils blown as he simply stares me down.

I wait with bated breath, desperate to hear his bullshit response, but as is my life lately, a rapping of knuckles sounds against my window before the door opens a moment later.

“We’re here, Sir.” I don’t turn to the chauffeur straight away, keeping my eyes glued to the man who always has a way of stirring such emotions in me, but to my disappointment, he offers a subtle nod before getting out of his side of the car.

Sadness engulfs me. The fact that I just bared a little of my soul to him as I yelled without care or caution, only for him to say nothing in response, hurts my heart. But what manages to lift my spirits above everything else is the fact that he didn’t have a single word in response for me.

This man has a response for everything. Everything.

It somehow manages to put a small pep in my step as I climb from the car, avoiding the chauffeur's gaze as embarrassment over my earlier rant plays on my mind. Alexi doesn’t offer a backward glance as he heads for the building in front of us, and I keep my pace slow for a moment so I can at least attempt to catch my breath before stepping into the store with him.

Awe stricken, I gape at the opulent decor. Towering ceilings soar overhead, chandeliers cascading shimmering light around the large space filled with rack after rack of clothing on display for customers to browse. I feel out of my element. Which is weird as fuck, but this is a stark contrast to the last shopping trip I went on at Peggy Grundy’s, searching for the best possible armor to wear for war.

I can’t decide whether this is better or worse.

“Ah, Mr. Alexi, please, follow me. We have everything set up in a booth for you.” A sales assistant appears out of nowhere, her smile reaching her eyes as she looks between the two of us, and I manage to offer her one in response. Alexi follows after her and I make sure to keep a step behind him this time, not wanting to get lost among everything here.

When the sales assistant escorts us behind a large cream curtain, I don’t know what it is I’m expecting to see on the other side, but it’s definitely not a trio of floor-length mirrors, a large silver sofa, and a changing room off to the right with rails and rails of clothes hanging on the set up to the right of the space, waiting to be tried on. There are silvers, pinks, blues, and even reds mixed in. A rainbow of fucking colors and I don’t even know where to begin.

Alexi drops down onto the sofa without a word, leaving the assistant to look at me, waving her hand toward the changing room. Freezing in place for a moment, I consider whether I should voice how out of my depth I actually am here, but think better of it before I open my mouth. I’ve already let my emotions get the better of me today, twice, if we’re including the virgin blurt earlier. I don’t need to make a third error.

Rolling my shoulders back, I take a step toward the changing room, and just as my hand clutches the curtain that separates it from the room, Alexi calls out my name, making me pause in my tracks.

“I thought you might want to know that the war you’ve been so worried about is over.” He says it so monotone that it takes me a second to process what he’s saying, and the second it registers in my brain, my body stiffens and fear claws at my throat.

“How did it end?” My voice is hoarse with fear and uncertainty, and just the general fact that I’m not in the fucking loop gets the better of me as Alexi finally lifts his eyes from his phone to look at me.

“Zeus and Zellus…” My heart practically stops in my chest, pain exploding through my body as my knees threaten to give out beneath me. No. No. No. No. No. Please, no. “Are dead.”

My legs give way as I crumple to the floor but Alexi somehow manages to catch my fall before I turn into a heap of limbs. If they’re dead, does that mean…

“Rhea?”

Alexi looks into my eyes, curiosity and intrigue flashing in his deep pools as he observes me. “Your friend is safe, Harmonia. She won.”


Chapter 10

Harmonia


Another day, another bed. Only this time, I fall asleep and wake up alone.

After learning about Rhea’s success, I think I sobbed for a solid thirty minutes while Alexi and the sales assistant had no idea what to do. When I finally managed to pull myself up off the floor, Alexi guided me back toward the exit, hollering over his shoulder for all of the clothes to be sent to the house immediately.

He didn’t say a word; no empathy, no comfort, nothing. Not even an angry word, or any of his bitching and moaning, so I’ll take that as a win at least.

When I came home, both Talon and Malik were nowhere to be found. Alexi didn’t stick around either, so I was once again left to my own devices. Only this time, I knew my best friend was safe, and the bi-folding doors that lead out to the back garden were left unlocked.

Something told me that was all Talon, possibly a hint of Malik, but I didn’t question it. Not that I could even if I had wanted to, I ended up eating alone and falling asleep before anyone got back. Which meant falling asleep in my t-shirt and panties since I didn’t have one of them here to offer me a t-shirt and boxers.

I know someone’s here now though, I can hear the radio playing and the smell of bacon drifts upstairs. Last night was probably the worst night's sleep I’ve had since I got here. Alone with my thoughts in the quiet of the night. I did wake up this morning to a fresh pile of clothes on the office chair that sits at the desk in the far right corner of the room and I’ve been staring them down ever since my eyes landed on them.

Sitting here contemplating and wondering “what if” isn’t going to help, so I swipe my hands over my eyes, ridding them of sleep before I get out of bed and trudge over to the clothes. It almost feels like prying since I’m in Alexi’s room, but I’m certain the pink blouse isn’t for him.

My brows knit together as I observe the clothes that have seemingly been chosen for me. There’s the pink blouse with a floral print running through it and a navy skirt with a matching blazer. The white lace lingerie set hides beneath the blazer and my fingers mindlessly caress the material as I stare down at the black kitten heels that sit on the floor beside the chair.

If an outfit was ever chosen by Alexi, this is it. And there is no way in hell I am wearing this for simply hanging around the house. Not that I would turn down the lingerie, that part can definitely stay.

I march for the bedroom door and whip it open, only to find Malik on the other side. My eyes widen just as his do, only his gaze tracks up and down my body at least four times before I realize I’m hardly wearing any clothes and my panties are on full display.

Malik clears his throat when he realizes I’m watching him watch me, rubbing the back of his neck nervously as he locks eyes with mine. “Oh, good, you’re up. You’re coming into the office today.”

My eyes somehow widen even further in surprise as I take in his words. “I am?” My voice is far too high-pitched and I don’t miss the smirk that ghosts his lips for a moment before he takes a step back, tucking his hands into his pants pockets.

“Yeah, why don’t you get dressed and I’ll meet you downstairs. We can have breakfast before we head out. I made bacon.” For most people that might seem like a casual bunch of sentences in a casual conversation between two casual people, but with Malik, that was practically a ramble. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say my current clothing situation has caught him off guard.

Nodding, I opt to not make a big deal of it and bring my issue to light. “Yeah, about that, I’m assuming Alexi chose my outfit?” I step back, pointing at the pile of clothes and heels by the desk as I hear Malik curse under his breath.

“Uh, yeah. I’m assuming he opted for office attire but obviously didn’t tell you where we were going,” he states, bouncing on the soles of his feet as he takes in the expression on my face. “If you would rather wear something else, let me know and I can take you to the clothes that arrived for you.”

I consider his offer, glancing back at the clothes that sit waiting for me. I can either take the wordless order that’s been left for me or I can defy him and wear what I please.

When I don’t answer straight away, a chuckle sounds from beside me and I turn to take in the amusement on Malik’s face. “Come on, Mona, we both know you’re going to enjoy pissing him off.” He winks, before waving for me to follow him.

I gape in surprise at him for a second, shocked by his playfulness, before I hurry to catch up.

After everything I yelled at Alexi yesterday about knowing them more than he thought, Malik is proving he knows me just as well and it warms my soul.

Let the defying commence.
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I glance down at the white, silk tank top tucked into my denim skinny jeans and the black blazer that covers my shoulders with a grin. I did opt to go with the pretty lingerie and kitten heels, but the rest of my outfit was chosen from the entire basement that is now set up as a full-on walk-in closet.

It was overwhelming when I first stepped in there, and even more confusing when everything was a perfect fit, but I brushed past all of that and focused on the task at hand. I look cute, in a smart-casual kind of way, and it is definitely more me.

The fact that there was now a full vanity set up with skincare products and make up too almost made me die of pure happiness, but I managed to keep it together as I got myself ready before having breakfast with Malik.

I could feel his eyes on me the entire time, and I loved every second of it. Now he’s in the seat beside me, dressed head to toe in black combat clothes as he rakes his fingers through his red hair.

Not wanting to sit in silence like the last trip into the city, I turn my attention to the quiet man beside me, only to find him looking at me out of the corner of his eye.

“Talon said you guys have the magic ability to pretty much do anything and everything.” It’s a statement more than a question, but I can’t help but want some clarity before I proceed. The nod he offers as he turns his full attention my way is all I need. “If you can do anything and everything, why don’t you just use your magic to get to the office?”

He offers a small smile as he leans back in his seat, taking a glimpse out the window before he settles his gaze back on me. “Because mundane shit like this gives us a minute to decompress or build up the strength to face the day.”

That sounds way heavier and more loaded than I expected, but it makes total sense. Especially if Talon’s description of the purpose of their roles is as difficult and stressful as it sounds. Killing supernaturals, no matter the reason—fuck, even humans, not just supernaturals—must be a hard pill to swallow. Or it seems that way for me at least.

“Remember what we used to do to decompress?” I ask, the words falling from my mouth before I even realize it, but my eyes are transfixed by the ghost of a smile that sweeps over his face.

“I don’t think I will ever forget.” His voice is lighter. Only a smidge, but I sense it. His eyes track mine as I softly smile in response, unable to stop my eyes fluttering closed as the memory washes over me.

I can smell the sweetness in the air like I’m right back in that moment, the laughter that echoed around us as we baked batch after batch of chocolate chip cookies.

If it wasn’t at my house, my mom rolling her eyes at the amount of baked goods we made, then we were at Alexi’s, laughing and joking behind the big red door that felt like a second safe haven for me.

“Do you remember when Talon bought the wrong chocolate?” My nose crinkles in disgust at the memory Malik brings to mind, my eyes opening as I stick out my tongue.

“It was milk chocolate and milk chocolate only, how the hell did that guy manage to bring home dark chocolate?” Laughter seeps from the both of us as we settle back into our seats, a tinge of a smile still playing at the corner of my mouth as we pull up to a huge high-rise building.

The chauffeur is opening my car door before I can even unclip my seatbelt as Malik walks around the back of the car to meet me. Everything feels so… normal, so human. Like we haven’t aged and gained our powers. Something tells me they like it that way. From the mundane drives to and from their main workplace, to the way they operate at home, it’s like they’re clinging to the past versions of themselves that didn’t have access to their magic yet. Except when Talon snaps his fingers and makes food appear.

They’re confusing.

“Are you coming?” Malik’s voice shakes me from my thoughts, and it takes me a second to realize he’s waiting by the main doors for me while I remain frozen in place, completely zoned out by the car.

Shaking my head, I rush to his side, managing to keep my balance in my kitten heels as he holds the door open for me. Stepping inside, I don’t know what to expect, but I gape in surprise at the space.

There’s a reception area in the center surrounded by a shimmering black-tiled floor and large chrome chandeliers hanging from the ceiling. I can only see a handful of people around, doors leading off to either side of the room, and a back wall lined with elevators.

“This place is huge,” I murmur, more to myself than anyone else, but Malik must hear me as he tips his head toward the elevators, placing his hand at the small of my back and guides me toward them.

“It is, but we mainly operate off the ninth floor. We rent the rest of the space out so we can blend in,” he explains, but any response I may have been able to give is lost as I relish in the touch of his hand at my back. I can feel the heat warming me through the layers of clothing and it leaves me completely tongue-tied.

Thankfully, he doesn’t seem to be confused by my silence as we near the elevators, and it’s only then that I see they’re not like the ones I was expecting. No, there are glimmering doors, five to be specific, each with a number pad beside them that links to each floor. I watch as someone presses number fifteen before stepping through the portal before them.

Wow.

Color me impressed. A buzz ripples through me, a smile spreading on my face as I let the air of magic around me settle in my soul. It looked and felt so mundane moments ago, but now I can feel the energy literally vibrating in the air.

Malik walks me to the far right elevator, and when we stop in front of the portal I notice it only has the number nine linked to it. My brows knit together slightly as I glance to my left only to find every number except nine available there. As if reading my thoughts, Malik drops his hand from my back and nudges my arm.

“We gave ourselves a private portal,” he states before nodding forward, and I take the step that he’s indicating, finding myself in an entirely different space moments later.

I haven’t felt the power of a portal since I wound up in the gym where these three were waiting, but in comparison to using them multiple times a day at Saints Academy, it feels like an eternity.

Malik appears at my side as I take a small step forward, taking in the entryway before me. The walls are a warm, pale cream color, while the furnishings are a dark wood; from the bench seats, to the floor, all the way to the reception desk up here.

My eyes land on the woman sitting behind the desk as she smiles warmly at Malik, running her hand over her hair, which is pulled back into a slick bun at the base of her neck. She’s dressed in the kind of outfit Alexi had pulled out for me this morning, and I fight back the eye roll desperate to play out across my face. An achievement I immediately question when she turns her green eyes my way with a deathly glare.

What the fuck did I do? Do I know this woman?

Before I can think anything of it, Malik is placing his hand at the small of my back again and leading me toward the first room to the left. I can feel the receptionist glaring into my skull so I focus all of my strength on ignoring her, too intrigued by what could happen today to not want more details.

“So, what is it you do, exactly? You know, apart from unaliving people…” I ask quietly, suddenly feeling tinges of uncertainty now that I’m here.

The solemn look he gives me in response does nothing to calm my worry as he tips his head to the door. “I think we’re better off answering that as a whole because the three of us all have slightly different roles.”

My eyes widen slightly as I nod in response.

Well… that’s not cryptic, is it?


Chapter 11

Malik


Every nerve ending in my body feels alive right now with her this damn close. My hand keeps moving to her lower back, guiding her where we need to go, and it takes far too much strength to pull away when it’s no longer needed.

In her hot-as-hell outfit, with her long white hair begging for me to touch it, she looks sinful in the best way possible. I can’t deny that I love the way she always pushes back at Alexi. He fucking deserves it. It’s a shit move choosing her clothes for her instead of taking her to the entire freaking room he has set up with multiple outfits, but that’s Alexi. That’s why, when she showed me what was laid out for her, I was more than happy to encourage her to rebel.

Now she stands beside me, the little girl who gave me a positive outlook on life long gone. Instead I find a woman who captivates me, breaking down my walls one brick at a time while I stand by and happily let it happen.

She has the ability to settle my soul in a way no one else can, and I know exactly why. We all do. With her this close to me after so many years, it feels like my heart is easing too.

I rake my eyes over Harmonia one last time before I quickly rap my knuckles on the door before stepping into the room. It’s not often we use this conference room, but it’s a nice space with an amazing view of the city. When Talon recommended bringing Harmonia here, I knew he had that in mind for her.

Lowering my hand from Harmonia’s back, I let her step into the room slightly in front of me, but I keep my gaze fixed over her shoulder, desperate to see Alexi’s response to her outfit. It doesn’t disappoint. When he glances up from the large tablet in front of him, I watch as his eyes squint, noting that she’s not wearing everything he chose.

Harmonia must be ready for whatever comment he may have, arms folding over her chest as she tilts her head at him. However, to both of our surprise, he runs his eyes over the length of her one more time before clearing his throat and glancing back at the tablet.

Well then.

Turning my attention to Talon, he leans back in his seat, fingers laced together behind his head as he drags his teeth over his bottom lip. He clearly likes what he sees and he’s more than happy to make it known.

Harmonia tucks a loose tendril of hair behind her ear, shuffling her feet nervously before I guide her toward the nearest seat. I take the spot to her right, across from Talon, who leans forward and folds his arms on the table when she gets closer.

Alexi ignores us, tapping away as I take a second to look at the four of us together. Finally. If anyone looked at Alexi, Talon, and me—like, really looked—they would wonder how the fuck we walked in and out of the same building every day, dressed completely different but working for the same ‘business’.

With his ever-growing collection of ties, Alexi is always dressed to perfection in a tailored suit, polished shoes, and sporting a glare capable of bringing any man to their knees. Talon opts for jeans, a long-sleeved t-shirt, and either a pair of sneakers or suede boots, depending on how he’s feeling. I wear my classic black ensemble from head to toe. Fitted t-shirts, tac pants, combat boots, and either a leather jacket or parka coat.

All so different, yet built the same underneath. From our morals and priorities, all the way down to the woman who completes us, both individually and as a whole. Now that she’s here, despite the pretenses, I hope only positive strides are taken between us.

I’m desperate for it. Desperate for her. She’s been worth the wait, but I don’t think I can survive another six years without her, never mind the rest of my life.

Light tapping on my thigh gains my attention and I whip my head around to look at Mona, who offers me a soft smile as she retracts her hand. I want to reach out, grab her wrist and pull her back to me, feel her fingers splayed out over my thigh. My cock twitches at the idea, but I manage to refrain as she speaks to me.

“Can I ask my question again now?” She quirks her brow at me like she knows I was happily lost in my own thoughts.

Clearing my throat, I nod, shuffling in my seat so I can brace my arms on the table like Talon, needing to discreetly cover my arousal and focus on the here and now.

“What is it you all actually do?” She glances at each of us, curiosity flashing in her eyes as she waits for our response. I notice Alexi’s fingers pause, hovering over the tablet as he slowly peers up through his lashes at her.

I can tell the question hasn’t so much caught him off-guard as much as it has left him contemplating whether he wants to answer or not. His thoughts on the matter become irrelevant though when Talon begins to give Harmonia the low-down.

“Okay, are you ready?” he asks, sitting a little taller in his seat as she nods eagerly in response. “Good, because there’s quite a bit to it, but I’ll slow it down and explain in depth if you need me to, Harm.” He tosses a wink in her direction, and it’s my turn to roll my eyes in the exact same way I’ve seen Mona do so many times.

Asshole.

I sense Alexi leaning back in his seat, rocking his chair slowly back and forth as he assesses the two of them, as intrigued as I am with how Talon is going to attempt to explain everything. Shit, it took us forever to wrap our heads around it all. That visit from Hades when we first touched Pandora’s Box and were chosen as the next Furies was barely anything at all in comparison to the entire picture. Some days I don’t know how to process it in my own mind, let alone out loud.

“The Furies we replaced were named Alecto, Tisiphone, and Megaera. Sisters.” Harmonia’s eyes widen at the fact that women stood in our place before us, but she doesn’t utter a word as Talon continues. “The Redvellions brought them to an unfortunate end, their strength depleted the moment Pandora’s Box cast us as their replacements.” A shiver runs down my spine at the thought of it. The fact that they were weakened and left exposed to their enemy because their magic was reselected for others doesn't sit well with me.

“Oh, gods,” Harmonia whispers, clearly surprised by the details like we were, and I watch as she seemingly shifts closer to me while edging forward at the same time. It’s like her soul needs to be closer to us, wanting to console us just as mine wants to search her out every second of every day.

“Get to the point, Talon. She didn’t ask for story time,” Alexi grumbles, making Harmonia glare at him, but Talon waves his hand dismissively, continuing with the information she asked for and ignoring the grumpy asshole in the room.

“Alexi is unceasing in anger, I’m the avenger of murder, and Malik is jealousy.” It sounds so simple, even to my ears, but I know it’s far from it. “Our job is to keep order in the supernatural world with absolute fairness. Not an inch more or less. We are the balancers of life for the entire world, from Phoenix Valley, where the vampires attempt to feast on the unsuspecting humans, and Saints Academy, all the way down to Hell itself.”

He takes a breath, offering Harmonia a moment to wrap her head around it all, and I notice the second she does because she’s inching even closer with intrigue ripe in her eyes as her lips move lightning fast, asking as many questions as she can think of.

“What does that mean then? Unceasing in anger? Avenger of murder? Jealousy? What does that entail for you guys? What does that give you the ability to do? How do you differentiate your strengths and weaknesses? What does that do to you as individuals?”

Talon chuckles as I smirk at her while Alexi shakes his head, a frown line burning into the skin between his eyes. “You don’t need to know our weaknesses, Harmonia. You don’t really need to know any—”

“It means Alexi controls rage, leaving someone with nothing but their inner thoughts and helplessness while he rains down his own brand of anger,” I interrupt, refusing to build walls between Harmonia and I because he says so, and it seems Talon is on the same page because he too digs deeper for her.

“Alexi’s ability is to understand anger and feel when unnecessary wrath or pain is felt, human or supernatural, and it’s his job to intervene where necessary.” Talon points at him while wagging his eyebrows. “Like this guy needs any further assistance with his anger levels, right?” The irony of Alexi controlling everyone’s anger except his own is not lost upon us. He rolls his eyes as he throws his hands up in the air, but nobody pays him any mind. “What I do is kind of in the name, you know, avenger of murder, and well, Malik deals with…”

“Everyone and everything tainted by the pallid green of envy.” He almost sounds like some kind of fairytale villain. It’s not a case of someone being jealous over someone else’s material things, it runs much deeper than that. Much darker.

Like Zellus, for example. I’m beyond happy that man is no longer roaming the Earth and ruling Saints Academy. The cloud of jealousy that loomed over him was unbearable, undeniable, and explosive. But as most do, they hide it well, and have the ability to defend themselves with their family members. Even if it is those same family members they’re jealous of. Downfalls come in all different shapes and sizes, and I’m quite sure we’ve already seen them all.

“Jealousy is the force behind so many terrible actions, I can’t even imagine,” Harmonia murmurs, placing her hand on my thigh, a soothing gesture, but I tense at her touch. She must sense the shift in me and quickly goes to remove her hand from my leg, but this time I can’t stop myself from holding her in place.

Her cheeks tinge pink with a hint of embarrassment, but I rub my thumb over her knuckles encouragingly, and after a moment she relaxes in her seat and in my hold.

“So yeah, it’s all a little crazy, but we have to provide detailed evidence before we can commit to their deaths. We can’t just go around killing anyone and everyone because we feel like it. If we feed the Keres pure souls instead of those tainted by anger, murder, or extreme jealousy, then we’ll likely be feasted on instead.” Talon exaggerates a shiver as he speaks, but his words are true and unbelievably haunting. “We can’t make a wrong move, not a single mistake, there’s no room for error.”

“Holy shit,” Harmonia mutters under her breath, her fingers clenching beneath my hand as she looks at the three of us.

“Holy shit is correct.” Talon nods as Harmonia nibbles on her bottom lip. I can sense her question coming before it touches her lips.

“What are the Keres?”

This time it’s Alexi who steps in, more than happy to talk about something that isn’t so personal. “The Keres are death-spirit Goddesses who reside in a small corner of Hell. They can’t die and they can’t kill. They’re connected to Nyx and Hades somehow, but we don’t know much more than that. No one does. We have our roles and we fulfill them.”

Silence descends over the room as Harmonia absorbs everything. When I see her starting to nod her head, almost to herself more than anyone, I know she’s taking this all in far better than we did.

“And what about the Redvellions?” she asks, adjusting her thoughts to the here and now and how all of this impacts our lives on a daily basis.

Alexi scoffs, shaking his head as he rises to his feet and fastens the middle button on his suit jacket. “The Redvellions wouldn’t be an issue if our souls were sealed and our magic complete,” he grunts, turning his back to the table as he moves to the window to look down at the street below.

“Knock it off, Alexi.” Talon’s voice is stern as he beats me to it, but I glare at the back of Alexi’s head, hoping he can feel the burn. I squeeze my fingers around Harmonia's hand, silently offering my support without looking at her, and I feel her edge closer, her arm brushing against mine as my body tingles at her proximity.

Alexi’s shoulders stiffen, his profile revealing his deepening frown as he glares down at the sidewalk, his jaw clenching as his hands turn to fists at his side. “Shit,” he bites out under his breath before the room is suddenly drenched in darkness.

“What the hell?” Harmonia hollers, surprised by the change as she scrambles to her feet. I release my hold on her hand but remain at her side as a ball of flame comes to life in her hands, casting light over the room.

My gaze flickers from Harmonia’s to Talon’s before settling on Alexi’s. The anger that burns there is more scalding than the embers that flicker in Harmonia’s palms.

“Get her the fuck out of here,” he barks, venom and rage boiling beneath the surface. “It’s Noose,” he adds, making my own fury race to the surface as I wrap my arm around Harmonia’s waist.

“Who’s Noose?” Her voice isn’t meek or uncertain, if anything it’s rising to match our anger, fueling us as she looks at each of us. I’m ready to leave, willing to give her the answers she needs when we get home, but Talon offers them to her just before I snap my fingers.

“Noose is the leader of the Redvellions.”


Chapter 12

Harmonia


In the blink of an eye, we’re standing in the open living area at the house, looking out over the countryside and the city below like we weren’t just there moments ago.

“What the fuck was that?” The words fly from my mouth before I can stop them as I whirl around to face a confused Malik.

“You asked earlier about cutting out the middleman and just using my magic, so I did the quickest thing I could to get you to safety.” His explanation sounds convincing enough but it still doesn’t settle my racing heart.

“Yeah, but shit, I think I might be sick,” I mumble, my hand falling to my stomach as I attempt to take a deep breath. “You could have used a portal or something, that’s some extreme travel sickness waiting to happen,” I add, nausea churning inside of me as Malik sheepishly stares down at me.

“I want to apologize but I also feel like you’re being a tad dramatic right now.” He steps away, moving over to the fridge and returning a moment later with a bottle of water, waving it in front of my face with a smirk on his lips. “Here, drink this, I went to the effort of walking all the way over to the fridge and back instead of shaking it up when transporting it with my magic.”

Glaring at him, I take the water from his hand. “Now who’s being dramatic with a ridiculous amount of sass?”

He chuckles under his breath and I take a few small sips of the water, my stomach easing as I turn to face him. I’m slightly disappointed that I was pulled from the situation so quickly, but I also know these three, and if danger is around, they’ll do everything and anything to get me out of harm’s way.

I offer Malik a small smile as he eyes me curiously, like he can’t decide or predict what is about to come out of my mouth. “One day I hope you guys can see how strong I am. I can’t deny the fact that my heart soars knowing you always want to protect me, but I don’t want to live forever as a damsel in distress.”

Malik cuts the distance between us, eradicating any space that remains as he stands toe to toe with me, leaning in so my chest brushes against his. With him this close I can barely think, everything in my mind stuck on him and the current safety of Talon and Alexi.

“Harmonia, you will forever be the sweetness, light, and euphoria that engulfs us. That will never change. But you have to see, we’re not the same as we once were.” His chest heaves with every breath he takes and my heart clenches with every syllable that falls from his mouth. “We’re not the little princes that lived on your street anymore. We’re not helpless boys with no outlet in life, and we’re no longer afraid of what lurks in the darkness.” He cups my chin, tilting my head back further as I stare into his green eyes with awe. “We’ve seen what hides there, and they’re no different than us. We’re beasts beneath the surface, Harmonia. Just as rotten to the core. Sometimes I feel villainous, not for killing people or being a part of deciding their fate, but because I want you to love me despite all of that. I want to bask in your glow and feed from your soul so that we’re one. So that you never leave again.”

He’s raw, he’s real, and oh-so-fucking vulnerable, and feeling that vulnerability wrap around me is a sensation I’ve never felt before.

My eyes well with unshed tears as I stare at the man before me. The man I refuse to believe can be any of those things, not one, but what words can I offer that will allow him to see himself through my eyes? He’s not a monster, or a beast, or any other word he might try to use. He’s mine. Always has been, always will be.

I knew it when I was a child, when I loved them so differently compared to everyone else around me, not truly understanding how or why, but I do now. I know it now with complete certainty.

Lifting my hands to his shoulders, I feel the tense cords in his neck against my palms as I rise up on my tiptoes. My confidence expands around me, leaving no room for doubt as I stare deep into his eyes and let the truth spill from my lips.

“Malik, you guys have always been my hopes, my dreams, my future. That has never changed. Not with the distance or time between us, and certainly not because of what your role in the supernatural world entails.” I gasp for breath, my emotions getting the better of me as his hands drop to my waist, squeezing me so hard it’s like he’s trying to be sure I’m real. “I’ve missed you, Malik.”

His forehead falls to mine, our breaths mingling between us as I pant, struggling to breathe with how exposed we are right now.

“I can’t tell you how broken I’ve felt since we left… since you didn’t follow,” he admits, his words tightening my chest as regret fills me.

“I thought you would have tried harder, or at least given me a chance to think, to process. All I ever wanted is for everything between us to be real, and not because some prophecy said so. I wanted you to want me like I—”

My words are cut off with a kiss that is so gentle-yet-punishing all at once that I feel nothing except the tingling in my lips where we’re joined. It’s like my soul is taking a breath for the first time in forever as my hands trail around to the back of his neck, holding him closer to me as I cling to him with everything I have.

Our lips collide again and again, molding together as my heart pounds in my chest. Neither of us want to pull apart to take a breath. We don’t want to end this moment, and as far as I’m concerned, we shouldn’t have to.

Heat and desire ripples down my spine as I use my lips to express how much he means to me. It feels reckless, and new, and everything all at once.

I might be a virgin, but I’ve kissed a few guys. Although, nothing like this.

So explosive. So intoxicating. So powerful.

“Fuck, Harmonia.” His voice is hoarse and he places his forehead against mine once more, catching his breath as he peers into my eyes, caressing my soul.

“I need you, Malik.” The truth tumbles from my mouth, hanging between us as I watch his pupils blow right before my very eyes. His fingers dig into my hips as he seems to fight with himself over the next step, or more specifically, if there should be one. “Please.”

The word is a whispered breath from my lips, pleading with him as I run my fingers through the hair at the nape of his neck, and the single word somehow manages to break through the final barrier still separating us.

I don’t know who moves first, whether I jump or he lifts me, but with my next breath my legs are wrapped around his waist, my lips fused to his mouth and my fingers gripping the ends of his hair. My back hits a wall before I even realize we’re moving as Malik palms my ass through my jeans and I groan against his lips.

“Upstairs,” Malik grunts. Before I can protest and beg for him to take me right here and now, he snaps his fingers. His familiar room comes into view for a moment, and I, thankfully, don’t feel as queasy this time as he takes a few strides toward his bed, dropping me unceremoniously before him causing me to squeak in surprise.

I feel like I’m on fire, my body burning for him in a way that leaves me slightly confused. Shouldn’t I be nervous? Shy? I don’t fucking know, all I know is I need more, and it has to involve him. Right. Now.

Staring up at the man before me as he kicks off his combat boots, strips off his fitted t-shirt, and slips out of his combat pants, my mouth dries, my body aching beyond words.

This is happening. This is really fucking happening.

Running my tongue over my bottom lip as my eyes feast on his body, Malik smirks down at me, a hint of playfulness in his eyes as he leaves his boxers in place and slowly crawls up the bed to me.

Before he can get too close, I’m sitting up and dragging my blazer down my arms as quickly as possible. Eager to be rid of the clothes that now stand between us as fast as I can, but as I reach for the hem of my top he grips my wrist, halting me in place.

“Mona, I wanted to give you a show, but I’m not patient enough to have one of my own,” he states, making me frown. “Tell me you want this.”

I blink up at him, once, twice. “Of course I want this. It's all I want.”

My heart gallops in my chest as he tenses his jaw. Not in anger, but from the need that coils between us. My next breath is stolen from me as he snaps his fingers again and a chill runs over my skin.

My exposed skin.

From head to toe there is nothing covering me, not even the pretty white lace set Alexi had left out for me earlier. No wonder he reconfirmed that I wanted this. He knew exactly what his next move was going to be.

I watch with raw intrigue as his eyes graze over my skin; from my pretty pink toenails, over my thighs, my stomach, my breasts, to what feels like an eternity later… my face.

“You’re fucking beautiful, Harmonia.”

I can’t speak in response, my throat is dry and my breaths raspy. There’s no way words could slip past my lips right now.

Goosebumps rise all over my body under his gaze and he leans forward, dragging his fingertips over my stomach, circling my belly button as he watches even more bubble against my skin.

“There’s no coming back from this, Mona,” he rasps, moving to hover above me, his face aligning with mine as I nod in response. “I won’t be able to survive if you don’t—”

It’s my turn to cut his words off with my lips. Lifting up onto my elbows propped on either side of me, I crush my mouth to his. My legs blindly search for his, my thighs desperate to wrap around his waist.

“I love you, Harmonia, I’ve always fucking loved you.” The softly spoken, vulnerable words leave his lips as they continue to brush against mine, and somehow they have a way of escalating everything.

My body is moving of its own accord, forcing him down to me so I can feel every inch of him against me. I gasp at the feel of his long length pressed against my thigh, my stomach clenching with desire as we offer each other what can only be described as a bruising kiss.

I’m desperate to explore, feel every inch of him against my fingertips, but the second my palms touch his chest, he wraps his hand around both of my wrists and pins them above my head.

Holy fuck.

Panting for breath, I don’t have it in me to rebel or push back, not when it only seems to heighten the desire that’s traveling through my body. Using his other hand, he doesn’t make me beg or plead for his touch. Instead, he waits until my eyes are locked on his before he slowly trails his fingertips down my throat, across my collarbone, and down between the valley of my breasts.

My nipples peak at his proximity, and I moan with need when he circles them one by one before continuing his downward track, teasing me with every fucking second that passes. I still as his fingers reach the apex of my thighs, anticipation bubbling beneath the surface as he delicately swipes his finger over my tight clit. I attempt to clench my thighs together but Malik just scoffs as he trails down to my entrance, eyes still locked on mine as he slowly pushes one finger inside of me.

I watch, eyes wide as his roll to the back of his head. Mine threaten to do the same, but I’m desperate to catch his facial expressions.

“Fuck, Mona. You’re so tight,” he groans, swirling his finger inside of me as my body comes alive with raw need. My hands tighten around the sheets beneath me, my body trembling with every swipe of his finger before he adds a second, stretching my core as a long, deep moan falls from my mouth. “You were made for me.” His eyes burn into mine as he fixes his gaze on me.

“I was made for all of you, and that’s exactly why I’ve waited all of this time to feel this,” I manage to gasp out in response, sweat beading at my temple as I look down the length of my body to watch his actions, but he stills.

“What does that mean?”

It takes me a second to meet his gaze, my eyes staring at his hand frozen in place, willing it with all my might to continue. When I finally look up at him, his jaw is hanging slightly loose and his head is tilted to the side.

“It means exactly what you think it means,” I reply, but when his eyes crinkle in a mixture of confusion and surprise, I know the others haven’t caught him up to speed. I’m not shy or embarrassed by it, so I cut the confusion from the air and tell him. “I’m a virgin, Malik. Or, I’m going to be for maybe five more minutes, but then you’re going to put me out of my misery.”

I expect a smirk at my sassiness, a scoff at minimum, but that’s not what I get at all. He blinks at me, locked on the words that just left my mouth as his fingers slowly move inside of me once more.

My chest heaves with every drop of added pressure from his fingertips, my body dripping with need at even the smallest touch, even as he remains in place, gaping at me.

“Please, Malik,” I beg, finally relenting after what feels like eternity, and his name on my lips seems to pull him from his mind. A curse falls from his mouth as he retreats from my core, grabbing my thighs and pulling me toward him with determination.

With my legs firmly wrapped around his waist, my shoulders still against the mattress, I look up at him with wide eyes, pleasure rippling through my veins at the way he handles me. Despite his need to protect me, he doesn’t handle me like I’m made of porcelain and I love it. Fuck, I crave it.

“Your last five minutes as a virgin are going to be spent with you coming on my tongue, then I’m going to claim it, claim you, and burn the world to the ground with us.” His words leave me speechless, but I don’t get a moment to consider a response before he’s grabbing my thighs and lifting my pussy higher in the air. I squeal in surprise before his mouth joins me halfway, lavishing at my clit with purpose as my squeal turns to groans of pleasure.

My knuckles are white, my fingers clutching the sheets so tight I’m sure I’m going to tear them all to shreds. The louder I get, the more determined his moves become until I’m a panting mess writhing beneath him. I’m coiled tight, my body ready to detonate, and I’m more than willing to tumble over the edge with the feelings vibrating through me.

As he thrusts his fingers into my core and rakes his teeth over my sensitive nub at the same time, I don’t have to wait a second longer to feel my body climax. I can’t hear anything, I can’t see anything, I can’t feel anything but the explosive pleasure rippling from my center.

I’ve never orgasmed at the touch of another before, and it’s not the same as bringing yourself to the edge. Not even a little bit. I can hear my pulse ringing in my ears as I come down from the almighty high, but before I can sob with euphoria, I feel Malik lower my ass to the bed.

Peering up at him, my hands still clenched in the sheets, I watch as he snaps his fingers, making his boxers disappear and revealing the thick length that they were concealing. My jaw falls loose, my mind going into overdrive trying to figure out how we’re going to make this work, but with the same breath, my body pleads for him desperately.

“I’m going to make sure it doesn’t hurt you, Mona. I promise.”

I nod eagerly, trusting in his every word as he moves to hover over me. Our lips meet again, the urgency not quite as brutal as he offers me languid kisses at the same time he caresses my skin.

My hands lift to cup his face, my body almost becoming frenzied with how much I need him right now. It’s like he can sense it too, because a moment later I feel his cock press against my core. Nerves threaten to creep up my spine, but it’s like my soul is consuming my entire body, relaxing me as my thighs widen slightly to accommodate him more.

His thumb brushes against my clit, making me groan into his mouth as he nudges into my core a little. I brace for the pain, but his hand moves from my clit to my lower stomach, where heat radiates from his palm at the same time he pushes all the way inside of me.

I gasp for breath, not from pain or discomfort, but from the raw sensation of how full I feel with him seated inside of me. I gasp, my lips slipping from his as I tilt my head to look into his eyes.

His pupils are as blown as I imagine mine are, his muscles coiled with tension that I want to alleviate. “If your hand is making this less painful for me, then please fuck me. I’m okay, or okay as I can be without you taking me,” I ramble, unshed tears welling in my eyes.

With his hand still placed against my stomach, he slowly retreats, but this time he slams back into me with purpose, a cry of pleasure bursting past my lips as he does it again and again, setting my body on fire with his touch.

I feel nothing but pleasure, my core clenching around him with every thrust as my entire body screams for release again. “Please, Malik. Please.”

I have no idea what I’m pleading for, but it’s like he knows exactly what it is I want. Moving his hand from my stomach, he grips my hips and slams into me, unrelenting, and I watch in awe as his eyes turn white.

I’m breathless. I’m exploding. I’m his.

Wave after wave of pleasure washes over me as I feel my magic rise to the surface, like it’s touching his in the most sensual of ways, guiding me over the edge even more intensely than before.

Feeling him release inside me, it’s like my body is whole, my heart full and my soul… sealed.


Chapter 13

Alexi


Iwatch with relief as Malik gets the hell out of here with Harmonia right by his side, away from the danger that surrounds us. Of all fucking days for Noose to make an appearance, it had to be the one I was already stressed out about.

Showing Harmonia the office is like offering her a peek inside my soul, and I was not ready to let her see everything. Not when she can so casually turn her back on us.

With a sigh, I straighten the lapels of my blazer before I snap my fingers, making the room light up as it was moments ago. The only way the motherfucker can get in here is by forcing the magic wards and electricity to shut down. We could have put the force fields back up immediately, but that would only escalate the situation. I would prefer to have whatever conversation this asshole is here for somewhere private, rather than in the middle of the street.

I glance at Talon, who puffs out his cheeks and stretches his neck from side to side before dropping into the seat he had occupied before the power went out. No sooner does his ass hit the chair than Noose himself appears in the room.

Not a word passes my lips at his arrival. My face is neutral, although I can’t stop my lips from tightening into a flat line, giving away a small hint of the distaste I have at his presence. He should know his visit is unwelcome, and likely unnecessary, but we have to play it cool and calm. Two words I wouldn’t normally use to describe myself or any circumstance I find myself in.

Unbuttoning the middle button on my blazer, I take my time dropping down into my seat, crossing my ankle over my knee before I settle my eyes on him. “I thought we agreed on appointments only, Noose.”

My words are flat but he chuckles like I’ve told a joke.

He claps his hands, rubbing them together as he pulls out the seat Harmonia had taken before his arrival. In his suit pants, black shirt, and leather jacket, he looks like any other guy living in Hollow Pier. The only difference being he’s a massive cunt who just so happens to run the largest rebellion group that’s ever lived.

“Hey, I tried, but your receptionist told me I had to wait two weeks instead of the two minutes I insisted on.” He shrugs his shoulders like it was completely out of his hands and I have to bite back the sneer that threatens to break out on my lips.

He expects to snap his fingers and get whatever it is he wants. It’s laughable, but not funny. Not even a little bit. Not with all the lives he’s taken, the orders he’s given, or the blackness of his fucking soul.

But we don’t have proof, not enough to justify his execution, and it’s driving me insane. He might be a cunt, but he’s a conniving and smart one.

I hate him.

“What was so urgent that you couldn’t wait two weeks, Noose?” It’s Talon’s turn to ask the question, bracing his arms on the table as he eyes the man across from us.

“Don’t play me like that, Tally boy.” Noose’s demeanor completely shifts, the smirk falling from his face and the lightness in his tone melting away as his eyes turn black.

I keep my heart rate steady, my eyes fixed on his, and my body still. A reaction is what this man is looking for, and today he’s looking in the wrong direction.

“Noose, you’re going to have to catch me up to speed because I have no idea what you’re referring to.” I lace my fingers together in my lap, fighting the urge to reach across the table and put an end to all of this bullshit right now. I’m willing to accept his blood on my hands at this point, but I refrain.

“My brother was found dead this morning. Dead. There is only one group of people I know who could bring him down, and you know it leads back to you.” Rage is thick in his tone as he slams his fist down on the table.

I let my facial expression change naturally, showing my surprise at his words before I turn to Talon. “Noose, you and I both know that if it was me or one of my brothers, there would be no physical body remaining,” I state calmly, turning back to look at him as he bares his teeth, rocking slightly in his seat.

He’s mad. Furious. And I get it, I do. If anyone so much as attempted to cause any harm to my brothers, I would attack, no questions asked, consequences be damned. But he’s wrong. This wasn’t at our hands.

The way he blinks, shaking his head slightly, tells us he knows that too, but something brought him here despite that.

“That might be true, but he bore the mark on his wrist.” Noose rolls up his sleeve and points to the spot, just above his wrist.

“Do you have proof of this?” I ask, leaning forward slightly as I try to wrap my head around the details. I know the mark he’s talking about. The one we bestow on those who are set to meet the soul-eaters themselves, but we haven’t been involved with anyone from the Redvellions in almost two months.

Shaking his head in frustration, Noose digs his hand into his pocket and retrieves an item a moment later, placing it on the table between us. It takes a second for me to realize this crazy motherfucker has actually cut the damn skin off his brother’s arm to bring it here as proof.

What. The. Actual. Fuck?

Talon doesn’t bat an eyelash, reaching out for the skin like it’s a sheet of paper and holding it up to the light. “It’s not authentic,” he finally announces, declaring what we both already know as he places the flesh back down on the table.

“Then where the fuck did it come from and who did it?” Noose’s tone sharpens, but I simply quirk a brow at him. This man is a hothead, always taking action before using his damn mind. It’s the one major flaw in an otherwise-smart man.

Before I can piece together a civilized response, Talon beats me to it as he stands from his chair. “Unfortunately, Noose, that’s not our problem to deal with.”

Noose scoffs, rising quickly from his seat as he plants his palms down on the table in frustration and glares up at my brother. “I think you’ll find it is. I want this act of murder avenged, and I believe that’s your role.” The smirk that peeks out at the corner of his lips is enough to piss me off, never mind my own hotheaded brother.

“And there’s a waiting list for that, you don’t get to just climb your way to the top of the list.” Talon’s spine stiffens as he faces off with Noose, ready for whatever the fuck this man will say or do in retaliation. But to both of our surprise, he shakes his head in disappointment, like he knew exactly what he would be told.

As his eyes settle on mine once more, I feel the magic bubbling beneath the surface of his almost-calm exterior. “Wrong answer, Furies. Wrong. Fucking. Answer.”

With a snap of his fingers, he disappears. I quickly close my eyes and snap my own fingers, working in my mind for a moment as I reinforce the protective forcefield that sits around the building. Letting him in by choice is one thing, letting the motherfucker slip back in unannounced is another.

When I’m satisfied with the magic around us, I finally blink my eyes open to find Talon leaning back on the desk, legs crossed at the ankle with his arms folded over his chest.

“I’m not happy with any of this.” He’s blunt and straight to the point with the exact same thoughts as me.

I nod in agreement as I rebutton my blazer jacket. “Their time is coming, Talon. We just have to keep monitoring them. They’re going to slip up and then we can put an end to them once and for all.”

My words are a poor attempt at soothing him, and the scoff I get in response tells me exactly how shit I was at it.

“It does beg the question though, where the fuck did that mark come from?” Our eyes both travel to the marked flesh that remains on the table. I crinkle my nose as I take in the circular mark with a flame inside it.

The only thing that gives it away as a counterfeit is the fact that the top flicker of ember is pointing to the right instead of the left. Whoever is playing this game is doing a good job of it.

“You’re right.” I sigh, swiping a hand down my face. “Just another thing to add to our ever-growing to-do list,” I grumble, annoyed by the inconvenience of the entire thing. It’s not like we have simple office jobs. It’s bloody, it’s deadly, and it’s exhausting.

“We should probably head home for now and check on Malik.” My brows knit together as I look at my brother in confusion.

“Not Harmonia?” I ask, my body tensing at the sound of her name on my lips, and Talon chuckles.

“No way. She’s going to be the one giving him hell for tearing her away from here at the first sign of danger. He’s going to need the support when we get back.” His statement rings so true it makes me smother a smirk in response.

At least she didn’t actually put up a fight while here and went with him immediately. The last thing we need on top of all this is Harmonia being difficult.

“Let’s go then.” At my words we both snap our fingers and in the next moment, our home comes into view. My eyes drift to the view our location offers us through the back window, but I force myself to seek out Malik and Harmonia.

I notice a bottle of water sitting on the table, barely touched, but otherwise I don’t see anything that indicates they were even here. There isn’t even the sound of anger lashing out, no slamming doors… nothing.

Odd.

“Do you think he got mad at her and locked her upstairs or something?” Talon says with a grin, and I shrug, waving my hand toward the door for him to lead the way.

We both take the steps two at a time and when we reach the top I notice Malik’s door slightly ajar. Talon’s assessment can’t be true if that’s the case. He would never opt to lock her in one of our rooms instead of his own when we’re not here.

“Maybe he put her in the basement,” I offer, but Talon is already moving toward Malik’s bedroom. I roll my eyes as I move after him, taking my time until I watch the shock and surprise wash over his features as he pushes the door to the room open.

What is it?

I barely have time to think it, let alone ask it out loud before I see exactly what has caught his attention.

My chest clenches and my breath stutters as I watch the pair of them sleeping. It’s not a casual lunch time nap though. No.

Their clothes are tossed all over the floor and their naked limbs are curled around one another. My heart rate quickens as I take an unconscious step into the room, the rich smell of sex surrounding me as neither of them stir.

“No. Fucking. Way,” Talon whispers as I catch a glimpse of Harmonia’s nipple pressed up against Malik’s chest.

My gut tells me they’ve sealed souls, I can sense it in my heart, and I don’t know how to feel about it. My mind is crazy with a thousand different thoughts, unable to settle on just one as I turn on the spot and storm from the room.

Motherfucker.


Chapter 14

Talon


Ibarely fucking slept a wink last night. Lost in my own head over what we came home to yesterday. I’m not mad that Harm and Malik were together, far fucking from it. If anything, all it’s done is spark further hope inside of me and I don’t know how to handle it.

My soul rattled around inside of me all night and it’s still making my heart pound like crazy now as I sit at the breakfast bar, looking out over the countryside to the city below, knowing she’s going to come downstairs any moment now.

I think what kept it so crazed, is the fact that it knows she sealed her soul to Malik’s.

Sealed. Her. Fucking. Soul.

And the light grin that remained on her lips, even as she slept, tells me she did it with intention, with purpose, with… need. The grin on Malik’s face, however, was dissolved in seconds when he came down to a very pissed off Alexi.

I take a sip of my coffee, the memory flashing through my head like it’s happening in front of me all over again. Alexi is the worst with his emotions, especially when it comes to the woman in question. Even after all these years he can’t get a handle on it.

Instead of expressing this to us, he turns all his attention on the mystery Noose presented to us yesterday. A new flash of anger burns in Malik’s eyes now, like he has something extra to fight for, to protect, and I know damn well it’s the exact same reason I want to solve the confusing mark situation too.

We don’t need anything catching us off guard, especially not with Harmonia’s presence back in our lives. I refuse to put her in danger, but the best way to keep her protected is with us. Which is why I’m sitting here patiently waiting for our girl while the other two are at the office researching and investigating everything.

As if summoned by my thoughts, the sound of her footsteps on the stairs has my ears perking and a grin instantly takes over my face. I’d wiggled my eyebrows at Malik when I saw him this morning, but he simply rolled his eyes at me, and before I could question him about his damn soul, Alexi went off on a tangent.

A flash of white hair catches my attention first as she waltzes into the room, leaving me completely breathless. In a pair of black boots, denim jeans tucked in, with a simple white t-shirt covered by a black biker jacket, she looks hot as hell.

She startles when she sees me, hand lifting in front of her like she’s ready to use magic before she realizes that it’s me. It takes her a second to lower her hand as a soft smile crosses her lips and she tucks her hair behind her ear.

“Hey.”

Her voice is sweet music to my ears and when she instinctively moves toward me, I can’t help but puff my chest out. “Hey, are you ready for another day at the office?” I ask, instantly regretting it as she pauses midstep, folding her arms over her chest as she squints at me.

I watch as she taps her fingers on her arm as she considers me before tilting her head slightly to the side. “That depends. Are you going to be sending me home as soon as it gets tough?”

Smirking, I shake my head. I love her fucking fire and the way it burns for anyone and everyone. She’s not afraid to be herself and stand her ground, no matter who she’s standing against, and it makes my dick hard.

Before I can answer, she turns her back to me, moving over to the fridge to reveal all the Tupperware stacked up on the shelves.

“I’ve missed your sass.” The words slip past my lips as I watch her seem so at home here, and it fills me with even more confidence when she freezes on the spot, slowly glancing back over her shoulder at me as her eyes grow wide before me.

Huh, a speechless Harmonia isn’t too bad either.

Rising from my seat, I watch as she gulps, running her tongue over her bottom lip as her eyes remain fixed on mine. It’s on the tip of my tongue to bring up last night when she waves her hand toward the contents of the fridge. “Why do you have all of this food here if you can just snap your fingers and make it appear?”

I pause an inch away from her, my brows knitting together in confusion as I look from her to the fridge and back again, needing a second to process where the fuck her head just went. Rubbing the back of my neck, admittedly startling myself with the change in subject, I shrug.

“The food has to come from somewhere when I snap my fingers, I just have the ability to heat it and plate it without having to leave my seat.” Her mouth forms a small O, making her look even fucking cuter. “Now, are you coming into the office or not?” I repeat, quirking a brow at her as I cut the remaining distance between us and she nods instantly. I smile at her response, leaning in as I place my lips right by her ear. “Good, you can tell me all about how you sealed your soul to my brother on the way.” She shivers beside me at my words and I can’t stop myself from lifting my lips to her forehead and placing a delicate kiss against her skin.

I want to tell her I want that with her too, but something tells me that would only build a barrier between us. I don’t want it to be forced or awkward. It has to be natural, it has to be exactly as it’s meant to be, but the main thing is the fact that it has to happen.

Age is no longer a barrier. Being a Fury is no longer a barrier. Distance is no longer a barrier.

The barrier is just our connection, and having her this close again is proving how strong my feelings are for her, even more so than when we were kids.

It’s that fact that has me standing and offering her a grin before I head for the door.

Timing is everything and I’m going to prove to her that I’m in it for the long haul.
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I lied, I didn’t have the balls to bring up her soul on the drive to the office. I spent most of the time in silence watching her watch the world go by. She’s intoxicating in a way I’ve never felt before.

There’s always been a need to be near her. Even as kids, we involved her in pretty much everything, but I don’t think any of us considered anything more at the time… because of the six years that hung in the air between us. She may have always been younger, but she was never less mature, that’s for sure.

But now, with nothing in the way, I can’t stop myself from raking my eyes over her non-stop. Imagining how she would feel, how she would taste, and how she would cry out beneath me. The way her cheeks keep a constant blush tells me she can feel my stares, but she’s enjoying it too much to tell me to stop. Which then leaves her flustered under my attention and I like it.

As the car comes to a stop, I shake my head at the driver before I exit the vehicle, quickly rushing around the back to open her door. There’s curiosity in her eyes and a smirk on her face that she can’t hide, so I make sure to remove any uncertainty that hangs in the air with the one thing I’m good at… being funny.

Stepping back slightly, I swipe my hand out to the side as I bend at the waist. “Ma’am,” I purr, slowly moving my hand to take hers. I grin when I feel her delicate touch against mine, but my smile widens even further when I hear her soft chuckle.

Mission accomplished.

Before she can get a chance to step away, I pull her into my side, kicking the door shut behind me as I take off toward the building, my arm firmly around her shoulders as she tries to keep up with my long strides.

Once we’re inside, I slow my pace, glancing down at her as we make our way through the lobby, operating the portal system from memory since I can’t take my eyes off her. Stepping through the billowing smoke, we arrive on the ninth floor a second later. There’s a shy grin on her lips as she tucks her hair behind her ear again, but I instantly notice the moment her brows pinch together.

“What’s wrong?” I stop in place, not caring who is around us as I turn to face her.

I see her consider her response for a moment, twisting her lips before she releases a small smile. “Both times I’ve walked in here, that woman has stared me down like I kicked her kid in the face or something. Is there something on my face or am I missing the point?”

My gaze shifts to Greta’s for a split second, watching at the last second as her glare turns into a smile, before looking back at Harmonia. If she’s missing the point, then so am I, and I haven’t got time to be confused by any miscommunications.

With my next move in mind, I grab Harmonia’s hand and move toward the desk with a tight smile on my face.

“Talon, how are you this morning?” Greta’s voice is high pitched as she rises from her seat and I can’t help but notice the fact that she’s avoiding looking at Harmonia.

“I’m fantastic since Harmonia is here with me,” I say with a smile, placing a gentle kiss on Harmonia's temple before I wave my hand between them. “Harmonia, this is Greta, our assistant and organizer of all the things.” I keep my tone light and my choice of words lighthearted as I continue. “Greta, this is Harmonia…” I stall, not knowing how to describe her and the importance she has in my life since words don’t come close to doing it justice, but my filter doesn’t get the memo, completing my sentence for me. “She’s the one.”

The one? What the fuck does that even mean?

I want to carve my own fucking eyeballs out right now. That is until I see the way Harmonia looks up at me with huge eyes and her mouth slightly open in surprise.

Greta clears her throat, interrupting the stare off between Harmonia and I, before she speaks. “Do I need to know who she is or will this change again next week?”

My venomous gaze spins to her, anger burning beneath the surface of my skin as I tighten my hold on Harmonia’s hand. Shaking my head, I force myself to take a deep breath. The last thing I need is Alexi hearing a commotion out here and getting involved.

Leaning against the desk that stands between us, I keep my voice low, but that only seems to make my rage vibrate around us even more violently. “Bitchy doesn’t suit you,” I bite, feeling Harmonia squeeze my fingers in response as I slam my palm down on the desk before pointing a finger at her. “Get used to her presence, Greta. You’ll be leaving before she does.”

I manage to keep it at that as I storm from the desk, pulling Harmonia along with me as I aim for my office. I expect Harmonia to try and loosen her grip on my hand and take a step back, but to my surprise, her hold only tightens and her other hand lifts up to squeeze my bicep.

“I’m going nowhere, huh?” There’s a hint of a giggle in her whisper that catches me by surprise, and when I turn to look at her, I find a smile running from ear to ear.

“You heard me,” I grunt, the corner of my mouth tipping up in response even though my blood is still boiling.

Our conversation is paused as I use my magic to unlock my door and wave her inside, making sure to shut it behind me without looking back. Snapping my fingers, the office lights up and I watch as Harmonia takes in the carnage that is my space.

It’s nothing like the conference room we were in yesterday and I try to see the clutter through her eyes. There's a table littered with papers in the middle of the room, a cork board that takes up the entire wall ahead—red string runs across the entire thing sporadically, connecting the images and documents pinned to the board—while cabinets line the remaining walls and a small green fire burns in the corner.

There are no windows, no chairs, no sense of joy. I’m the avenger of murder, after all, and this room is dripping with death.

“This is… something,” she murmurs under her breath, spinning on the spot as she takes it all in. I shrug in response even though she’s not looking at me.

“Killing people isn’t casual or neat.” My words are a little more blunt than necessary but she doesn’t seem to react to my tone.

When she finally turns to look at me again, there’s a hint of something in her eyes that I can’t quite place. “Are you happy here?”

Her question surprises me, making my whole body tingle in response as I consider the actual depth of her words. Am I happy here? Fuck. I don’t think anyone has ever asked that.

Taking a step toward her, I offer a small smile. “Before or after you arrived?” The blush that creeps over her cheeks makes my heart soar, but when she cocks her brow a moment later, I know I’m not being let off from answering the question. Releasing a heavy breath, I eliminate the rest of the space that lingers between us. “I thought I was happy here, then you arrived.” I can hear my pulse ringing in my ears as I speak, being completely honest and open with someone for the first time in… six years. “And now… I want to explore other kinds of happiness and each and every one of them involves you.”

Her chest heaves with every breath just like me, her eyes searching mine like she can see all the way into my soul. And I let her.

“Is that so?” Her hands lift, caressing my chest over my heart as I nod like a fool in response.

“Yeah. So, we’re going out tonight.”

“We are?” Harmonia’s eyes widen in surprise, my own likely doing the same since I have no idea where the fuck that came from, but I continue to nod at her. When an idea forms in my mind I can’t help but run with it, and here we are, running faster than I thought I could. Now I just need to figure out all of the details, but at this moment I simply smile at the woman before me, kissing her forehead again, unable to stop myself.

“We are.”


Chapter 15

Harmonia


What is this alternate universe I’ve found myself in and why do I love it so goddamn much?

Between last night with Malik and this morning with Talon, I’m left speechless, pink-cheeked, and in total awe. Two very different encounters, but they both melt my fucking heart.

I’m not sure what I’ve just spent the day doing. I didn’t see Alexi or Malik, not once, and although my soul was crying out for Malik on a low simmer inside of me, I was far too content watching Talon do what he called the mundane side of his role.

I attempted to help go through all the documents that litter his desk, but one paragraph seemed to lead into another and I became useless. I did learn, however, that the small green fire that burns in the corner of his room never stops flickering. When someone is marked, that’s where the profile is received. I didn’t get to witness a splutter of paper emerging from the flames while I was there, but the remnants of files everywhere tells me it happens far more often than not.

I’m not sure if Talon felt sorry for me or not, but before I left he handed me a book. The origins of Supernaturals: Why are we here and where did we begin? I’ve never seen it before, not even at Saints Academy, and I scoured row after row of books there when I was trying to help Rhea. Maybe this one will have something of interest in it for me.

Sitting in the back of the car, heading toward the house, I can’t help but feel slightly overwhelmed with the magnitude of what it is they do. The weight they must carry on their shoulders, a possible hint of guilt, and a whole heap of blood on their hands.

They didn’t choose this life, it chose them. But what hurts my heart more than anything is the fact that I slammed the door in their faces when they came for me. Attempting to tell myself I was only sixteen and foolish does little to calm the guilt that runs through my veins.

Watching as the city melts away to the countryside, I relax back in my seat, glad I chose the option to take the town car back to the house instead of letting Talon use his magic. He has a little more to do before we can have our fun tonight.

I have no idea what it is he has in store for me, but I’m completely invested in it. Talon insisted I head back to have some time to relax and get ready, but I was in no rush.

Being in the car and appreciating the quiet and calm that comes with the journey, I can understand exactly why they do it. It gives me a second to think through everything, allowing the weight to lift from my shoulders without spoiling my entire day, before I make it home.

One bitch that was close to ruining my day was Greta.

Fucking Greta.

The way she was looking at me truly made me believe I had done something wrong, right up until the point she flicked her eyes at me with disdain and asked Talon if I was going to be here in a week's time.

I understood her game then. It’s a game I’ve never had to play before, never having shown interest in a guy—let alone multiple—who hold the interest of others. That’s exactly what this was. Jealousy.

Two days I had been to the office and both times I was with one of the men she clearly had a keen eye for. Any concern I could have felt was instantly squashed with the way Talon handled the situation.

Holy. Fuck.

He may as well have shoved his dick in my mouth and claimed me there and then. I’d have fucking let him too.

What am I going to do with these guys?

My instant thought is to let myself free-fall with them, for them, wherever it may lead, but the ache I felt in my chest when I was sixteen still lingers, and it’s amplified by Alexi’s current actions.

I made a decision with Malik last night, a decision that has my thighs clenching together at the simple memory of it as the house comes into view. He’s mine forever and I’m his. There is no reversing the sealing of souls and that only seems to make me happier.

The driver opens the door for me and I offer him a warm smile as I mumble my thanks before stepping toward the house. The front door opens at my touch and I make sure to shut it behind me.

Quietness washes over me as I step into the entryway, continuing as I travel into the open living space and the view that it offers. I don’t think I’ll ever tire of it, it’s not possible. It’s just too damn beautiful.

My eyes travel to the spot where Malik laid his soul bare to me last night and a shiver runs up my spine.

I need a distraction.

Moving toward the fridge, I drop the book on the countertop before I swing the door open and take out a bottle of water. After running my eyes over the sweet treats in the bottom drawer, I grab a chocolate bar, a pleased smile on my face, before I nudge the door shut with my hip and head for the basement.

I shake my head in disbelief at the fact that I’m heading down there without a worry or concern. The fact that it was less than a week ago that I arrived, caged down there, feels surreal. All of this feels surreal. Despite my reality, I can’t deny that I want to be here… with them.

Feeling content and relaxed, I step into my little space and smile as the light turns on at my movement. Racks line the far left wall with clothes for every occasion. There are plenty of business suits, surely Alexi’s doing, but they’re going to remain untouched for a while longer.

Straight ahead is a vanity table and chair with cosmetics and makeup organized on either side of the lit mirror, leaving the far right of the room to rows and rows of shoes. If there is a love I have that doesn’t come in the form of a person, it’s this girly shit right here. Bags, shoes, clothes, makeup, all of it. It gives me life and makes me smile.

I kick my boots off and make my way over to the vanity, placing my water and chocolate down as I notice a small gray box sitting in the center of the table top. I stare at it for a moment, confused by the small item because I know for sure it wasn’t here when I left this morning.

Glancing over my shoulder, I expect to see something or someone that has an explanation for this, but there’s no one down here but me. Returning my gaze to the box, I remain frozen in place for a few more seconds before I slowly reach my fingertips out toward it.

A soft pink silk bow is tied around the top and I ghost my touch over the fabric before I take a step closer, dropping onto the seat at the vanity, and lift the box toward me. With it firmly in my grasp, I can tell it’s not too heavy, but after staring at it for a moment I know I’m going to have to get a grip and open the damn box.

Without my name on it I feel like a thief, but why else would it be down here if it wasn’t for me? Taking a deep breath, I wrap my fingers around the ends of the ribbon and cringe as I destroy the pretty bow, but my desire to see what’s inside is finally released with that one move. Tipping the lid off the box, my eyes widen as I find another smaller box inside.

My hesitance has evaporated now and I search inside the smaller box without a moment's pause. What I find takes my breath away.

A delicate gold chain is tucked perfectly into the cushioning with a gem dangling at the center. It’s the most stunning shade of pink, but as I lift it closer I can’t deny that it resembles my natural eye color so much.

I run my tongue around my dry mouth as I stare in astonishment at the beautiful piece of jewelry, but there is still one thing left to be discovered…

Who the hell it’s from.

Could it be Talon? Is this why he sent me home? Because he knew I would find it here? No. Talon loves watching people’s reactions too much to not be present as I opened this.

Malik? Is this a gift after our connection yesterday? He didn’t need to get me anything, especially not with the way he took all of my pain away, leaving me with not a single ache or pain this morning. But again, this doesn’t seem like something he would leave here for me to find alone.

But then that would only leave… “Alexi.”

His name falls from my lips with a gasp as my heart races wildly in my chest. It can’t be, can it?

A wisp of the sound of someone or something moving behind me makes me whip my head around lightning fast, but I pause as my eyes lock on the source of the noise. I gape, unable to utter a single word, but I already said the one word that matters in this moment and that’s his name.

Alexi.

He’s in a charcoal gray suit with a black shirt and polished black shoes. His brown hair is swept back off his face like he’s been running his fingers through it a hundred times and the top button of his shirt is undone. He looks like he’s had a hard day. Either that or he’s having a hard time right here with me in this moment.

The way he slowly prowls toward me tells me it’s not the latter, not with the way his eyes bore into mine and render me helpless. I don’t move an inch, not when he comes to a stop beside me, and not even when he reaches forward to take the box from my hand.

My jaw is slack as hell as I stare up at him in a mixture of awe and confusion while he takes the stunning necklace from its case before unclasping it and dangling it in front of me. I take the silent order and wrap my hands around my hair, lifting it off my neck as he lets the gem fall against my chest and fastens the clasp.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

I feel like I can’t breathe, like if I do I might just ruin the moment and have him running for the hills.

What does any of this mean? I have no clue and I’m too scared to ask him right now, even if I could remember how to use my damn tongue.

My eyes shift to the lit mirror on the vanity and I take in my reflection, slowly letting go of my hair as Alexi’s hands ghost over my shoulders. Even while I’m sitting here in a plain tee and leather jacket, attempting a badass look, the pink of the gem sparkles in the mirror, offering a hint of my girly side.

I was right, it matches my eye color perfectly and that should have been my first sign that this was the doing of Alexi. His attention to detail is second to none and I shouldn’t have expected this to be any different.

Running my tongue over my bottom lip, I attempt to find the words to express my gratitude, but that smallest movement all on its own startles Alexi out of the trance we seem to be under.

He takes a step back, putting far too much distance between us once more as he shakes his head. I open my mouth to gain his attention but nothing comes out as he turns for the door. I gape at him, pleading with myself internally to call out his name, but I fall short.

When his hand wraps around the door handle, he looks back, finding me in my ridiculous state as his brows knit together. “Don’t get into any trouble tonight.” With that, he leaves and I’m left even more confused than when he arrived. Only now I have the most beautiful necklace hanging around my neck.

My shoulders slump as I finally manage to take a deep breath, shaking my head at it all in disbelief. When my eyes land on the pink gem once more, only one thought runs through my mind.

Why do I feel like I’m already in trouble and it’s a sink or swim kind of scenario?


Chapter 16

Harmonia


Irun my eyes over myself in the mirror, still contemplating my choice of outfit when I hear Talon call my name. “Harm, we’re going to miss our reservation if you don’t get a move on.”

Rolling my eyes at his dramatics, I nod at myself before heading for the door. Reservation means food and food means I’ve made a good choice with my outfit. In silver sandals, faux-leather leggings, and a shimmering pink top, I feel comfortable and stylish without overdoing it or putting in a lot of effort. It’s a fine line to walk, but I think silver hoops with my straightened hair and a wicked smokey eye rounds off the whole look.

I take the last step on the stairs and move into the entryway to find Talon and Malik both waiting for me. My heart sinks a bit when I realize Alexi won’t be joining us, but my hand instinctively lifts to the new necklace around my neck. The entire inspiration for my outfit this evening.

Malik spots me first, his eyes darkening as he immediately steps toward me. His movement causes Talon to turn my way too and I hear him curse under his breath, but everything fades away as Malik presses his lips to mine.

Clinging to him, I let him take the lead, consuming me with every brush of his mouth before his tongue delves past my lips.

“Alright, that’s enough, asshole,” Talon grumbles before Malik is pulled from my grasp. It takes me a second to blink my eyes open, not actually knowing when they fell closed. But when I do, I feel a blush creep over my cheeks at the way the both of them are staring at me.

Malik is desperate to take me upstairs and recreate what happened between us the other night, while Talon is keen to get a taste for himself. I don’t think I’ll have any chance of surviving either of them.

Running my fingers through my hair, I straighten my spine and smile at both of them. “Stop standing there gawping at me, we’ll be late for the reservation.” The sass tumbles from my mouth, breaking the silence as Talon scoffs and Malik shakes his head.

As they make their way to the door, I give myself a moment to take them in. Both in a pair of worn black boots and fitted black jeans, I can’t stop my eyes from lingering on their thick, muscular thighs. While Talon wears a long-sleeved white tee, Malik opted for a fitted black top. Both of them hint at the muscles that hide beneath the material.

Fuck.

I need to get a grip if I have any chance of surviving the evening. Shaking my head, I take the few steps needed to catch up with them. As Talon grabs the door, Malik slinks his arm around my shoulders and we step out into the evening air to find a slick black SUV waiting for us.

Quirking a brow up at Malik, he encourages me toward the vehicle as he explains. “The town car is for business, the SUV is not my idea of pleasure, but the sports car is only a two seater.”

A smile ghosts my lips as Talon opens the passenger door, nodding for me to climb in. I shiver from the soft kiss Malik places on my shoulder before he takes a seat in the back of the SUV, letting Talon take the wheel.

With the engine running and the SUV lights bright on the road in front of us, Talon turns to face me with a grin on his lips and a sultry glimmer in his eyes. “Since Malik got to claim your mouth first, I want to be the first to say that you look absolutely fucking stunning, Harm.”

My heart skips a beat, my thighs clenching with a new-found need that Malik unleashed within me as I offer a small smile in response. “Compliment accepted,” I mutter, making his grin widen before he floors it.

Once again, I appreciate the fact that we’re not using portals and magic to get where we need to go, instead taking a moment to bask together in comfortable silence. It’s a huge shift from Saints Academy, one that reminds me of when we were kids, and I think that’s what makes me cling to it a little more. Not that there’s an issue with who we are now and the things we are capable of, but I like seeing the beauty in the small things that can otherwise go unnoticed.

Lost in my thoughts, which are highly based around the three men I’m now permanently surrounded by, I don’t realize we’re pulling up to a building until Talon places his hand on my thigh. Blinking up at him, the hint of concern flashing in his eyes quickly diminishes when I smile wide at him.

I can sense the need to say or do something lingering over him from head to toe, but whatever it is, he doesn’t get a chance before Malik opens my door. Talon offers me a wink instead as he unclips my seatbelt, allowing Malik to help me down.

Mumbling my thanks, I look at the building before us. A dim glow shimmer through the windows offering a peek inside as the name hangs in neon lights above the door. Eros. It does nothing to imply what kind of food is served inside, but the meaning behind it excites me as I glance back at both Malik and Talon.

Malik once again wraps his arm around my shoulder, guiding me to the entrance as Talon takes a few quick steps to get in front of us. As his hand grabs the door handle he freezes, looking back at me with a hint of uncertainty.

“Harm, I… fuck, I wanted to show you how important you are to us, and how serious we’re taking you being here,” he stumbles over his words, a rarity for the man before me as I cock my head to the side. He’s trying to explain something. Clearly, it’s something that he feels is important but can’t put into words. I take a step toward him, raising my hand in an attempt to console him through whatever he’s trying to say, but the sound of my name being called from someone else’s lips draws my attention toward the restaurant just before the door is pushed open from the inside.

“Harmonia!”

My jaw drops to the floor, surprise rendering me speechless as I freeze in place for a second before leaping into action. A small sob bursts from my lips as I swing my arms around their neck, clinging to them like my life depends on it. Thankfully, they reciprocate, arms banded tight around my waist as we bask in each other’s presence before I finally lean back.

“Rhea.”

Rhea’s eyes bore into mine and I can’t help but respond in kind. I can’t believe she’s standing here before me, but more specifically, I can’t believe this was… Talon’s doing. Peering over my shoulder at him, I’m surprised to see a tight, uncertain smile on his lips as he tucks his hands into his pockets.

I dip my chin, trying to get a grip on my emotions for a second before I look at my best friend again, only to find her glaring over my shoulder at the man I was just melting for.

“Let’s take this inside shall we? We didn’t book the entire restaurant out to catch up outside in the cool air.” I turn to my right to see Malik nodding for us to step inside. Rhea doesn’t move at first, blocking everyone’s entry until she gets a nod from me.

There’s so much that’s happened in such a small amount of time for the both of us that I don’t even know where to begin.

Linking my arm through hers, she guides me inside where I find the Elites sitting at the only table set up in the center of the room. Adonis and Khaos sit to the left, with an empty space separating them from Zen and Xander on the other side. Three more chairs are available at the circular table and Malik and Talon drop into their seats leaving one empty between them.

I don’t see any staff as I glance around before looking at Rhea. “It’s so good to see you,” I murmur, tightening my arm around hers as we slow to a stop.

“I can’t tell you how much I’ve been worried about you, Harm, I—”

“Worried about me? Why on Earth have you been worried about me when I’m sure you’ve had an absolute clusterfuck of stuff happening to you.” My eyes are wide and my mouth even wider as I gape at my friend. How does she always do that? Worry about others instead of herself?

The scoff I get in response as she squeezes my arm before moving to take her seat tells me she thinks I’m the delusional one. It’s not until I’m seated that she braces her arms on the table and glares from Talon to Malik then back again.

“Do I need to remind you of the situation that led to these fuckers forcing you to go with them?”

Tension instantly rises around us. I could already feel it brewing beneath the surface, but now that the words have been said out loud, it’s taken everything up a notch.

Malik’s hands clench beneath the table and I instantly place mine on top of his, trying to soothe him as I search for the right words to explain everything to Rhea. “I’ve known the three of them since I was a child, Rhea. I knew I was never in danger. On their shit list? Most definitely, but never at risk.”

Rhea frowns as she searches my gaze, but she’ll find nothing but the truth.

“It still wasn’t the best of circumstances though,” Adonis interjects, quirking a brow at Malik and Talon before offering me a small smile, then quickly resorting back to a frown.

Talon leans back in his seat, scratching at his cheek as he considers one of Rhea’s sealed souls. My free hand flies to his lap, hoping to prevent him from causing anything to escalate, and he, thankfully, speaks in a calm-ish tone.

“What would you do if that was Rhea, hmm?” He looks around the table, taking in each and every one of Rhea’s men before he continues to explain. “What would you do if you knew she belonged to you, but you hadn’t seen her for six years.”

Nobody answers as my pulse rings in my ears, but the tension that was so thick it would take a knife to cut through it slowly dissolves around us. Not completely disappearing, but calming for sure.

“It still doesn’t—” Rhea waves a finger at Talon who holds his hand up, stopping her from continuing as he shakes his head.

“I mean this in the nicest way possible, but we took her exactly as we did and I would do it again in a heartbeat.” I gape at him in surprise before glancing at Malik, only to find him nodding in agreement. “Six years is long enough. I didn’t bring everyone together to argue over it, I arranged this for Harmonia, to make her happy.”

My eyes fill with unshed tears as I look at Talon, who places his hand on top of mine, which still remains on his thigh.

Nobody speaks again for a moment, letting the silence thicken around us before Rhea clears her throat and leans further forward over the table. “Harmonia, if you want me to get you out of here, just say the word and I’ll make it happen.” She knows Talon and Malik can hear her, but she doesn’t bother to look in their direction as she stares me down, but I’m already shaking my head before she’s finished her sentence.

“Knowing that you’re okay and that everything that went down with Zellus didn’t cause you any harm gives me so much peace, Rhea, but I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.” My answer is truthful, my chest swelling with emotion as she slowly leans back in her seat.

“They kept you up to date?” The surprise is clear in her tone as I nod.

“Alexi did.”

Khaos looks at Rhea, who then tilts her head at Zen, like they’re having a private conversation between them before all five of them glance back at me. “If you say this is where you’re meant to be then I’ll trust in that,” Rhea says with a relieved smile on her face. “I just want you safe, but more importantly, I want you happy, Harm.”

My own smile spreads wider across my face, running from ear to ear as I release the breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be. Talon is right, six years is a long time. We have a long way to go and a lot to get through, but it’s time.”

Malik lifts my hand to his mouth, brushing his lips against my knuckles as I shiver at the contact. It takes everything in me to keep my eyes open and my groan tamped down. Instead, I focus on introducing them properly.

“Adonis, Khaos, Rhea, Xander, and Zen, this is Talon and Malik,” I murmur, pointing my finger around the table at everyone. “Alexi is missing but his importance is just the same.”

I watch Rhea’s brows pinch together slightly as she looks at me. “Importance?”

I nod, swallowing down the anxiousness that rises within me at the information I’m about to give them. Words that I’ve never really said out loud before. “Yeah, Malik, Talon, and Alexi are my destined sealed souls.”

Rhea’s chin almost hits the table as she gapes at me in shock, making Talon chuckle at the same time Adonis does.

“Destined sealed souls as in…” Zen starts the question I know Rhea is trying to find but the surprise has rendered her speechless for a change.

Rolling my eyes at the fact that I have to spell it out to them, of all people, I look at Talon and Malik first before explaining. “When Alexi, Talon, and Malik were named as the new Furies, they were also able to find out who their destined sealed soul was, and that’s me.” I smile, pride running through my veins even though I’m not truly sealed to all of them yet, but that’s not a topic for the table right now. “So, now we’ve got that out of the way, can we move onto the food because I’m starving.”
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My cheeks ache from laughing with Rhea all evening and, as I wrap my arms around her, I can’t help but feel a lightness in my chest that wasn’t there before. They’re right, how I came to be with the Furies wasn’t under the best of circumstances, even if it is where I’m meant to be, but seeing my best friend, someone I chose to have in my life and who chose me back just as hard, makes me feel more complete inside.

I don’t envy her or the Elites and what they have to face going forward. I almost choked on my drink when they explained that they had been offered roles within the Hex, only to shut them down immediately and be offered roles at Saints Academy, which they’re considering.

I have no idea what my plans for the future are, but re-enrolling at Saints Academy isn’t one of them. I’ll find my way exactly where I am, even though I have no clue at all what that looks like.

“If you need me for anything at all, reach out, I’ll drop anything to be there for you,” Rhea murmurs against my ear and I nod in understanding, not wanting to mention that I don’t have a phone at the moment. I don’t want to worry her over it, I didn’t even realize I was without one until this moment. The need for it has been little to nonexistent. Besides, Talon got in contact with her just fine and he definitely didn’t have her number.

“Of course, and the same goes to you, Rhea,” I reply, squeezing her biceps as we both take a step back. Each of the Elites offer me a nod, except Adonis, who steps forward and gives me a hug. The menacing gleam in his eyes tells me it’s to piss Talon and Malik off and the grumble that comes from Malik seconds later tells me he’s succeeded.

“Stop being an asshole, Adonis,” Xander grumbles, offering me an apologetic smile as he pulls Adonis back, and I grin, not complaining even a little bit when Malik fills the space moments later.

I love the feel of his arm around my shoulders, and it stays there as we wave off Rhea and the guys, who opt to summon a portal to leave before we pile into the SUV in the same positions we had earlier.

Music plays quietly through the radio as we make our way back to the house, a smile continuing to spread across my lips as I hum along to the tune. It’s not until we’re almost home that I look across the console at Talon before glancing to the back seat at Malik. Malik is already staring at me and the second I moved, Talon’s attention began switching between the road and me.

“Thank you for this. I can’t tell you how much that meant to me.” Butterflies flutter in my stomach as a wave of happiness falls over me, only intensifying when they both smile at me.

Any response from either of them is paused as Talon pulls up to the house and Malik assists me out of the vehicle. The three of us head inside and I kick my sandals off as soon as we step into the entryway before we move into the open living space. As always, the view takes my breath away. The twinkling lights of the city in the far off distance gets me without fail.

A yawn breaks past my lips and I attempt to cover it with my hand before I turn my attention to the guys. Malik is sitting at the breakfast bar, swaying from side to side on the stool as he eyes me while Talon leans against the doorframe. They both look deep in thought, a hint of uncertainty lingering in the air as I look from one to the other and back again.

“What’s wrong?” My brows pinch together as they both glance at each other for a split second before looking back at me. I’m trying to piece it together but I’m falling short. The last thing I said was how much I appreciated the night, and this kind of isn’t the response I was expecting.

It’s Malik who breaks the silence, rubbing at the back of his neck nervously as his eyes settle on mine. “Tonight was amazing for me too, Mona. Seeing you with your friend, laughing, enjoying yourself, and being yourself, that completed me.” His words sink into my soul and make my heart swell. “I just can’t help but think how much we missed the past six years.”

Fuck.

My heart goes from swelling with pride to sinking to my toes with guilt.

Talon moves into the room, taking the seat beside his friend as he pats him on the back. It’s a silent stand of togetherness, telling me that he feels the same. Not liking this much distance between us, I take one of the bar stools facing them as I try to find the words to express how I feel about everything that went down between us.

“Closing the door on you that day is my biggest regret, yet my most self-defining prideful moment I have.” Their eyes widen, not likely expecting that level of truth from me, but after tonight, after the lengths they went to for my happiness, they deserve it. “I’ve loved the three of you for as long as I can remember. It’s indescribable and incomparable to anyone or anything else in existence.” My hand falls to my chest and I can feel my heart racing. “When you showed up at my door telling me that I was destined to be yours and that’s why you were there, my heart broke into a million pieces. I wanted you to want me for the longest time and I wanted it to be real, not forced because of some destiny, but because it was our own wants, needs, and desires.”

“Harm—” Talon murmurs my name, hand extending in my direction, but I wave him off, needing to get this off my chest and to clear the air between us.

“I shut that door in your face and sobbed for hours. Fuck, I don’t even remember my friend leaving. I don’t recall a damn thing until my mom came rushing into the house all panicked. Relief washed over her features when she saw me there, but that quickly changed when she realized what had happened, what I had done.” My chest starts to heave with each breath, my emotions and long-held feelings finally being set free. Shaking my head, I attempt to get a handle on myself, but it’s useless at this stage. “The next morning, after the worst night's sleep of my life, I stood tall and I marched over to Alexi’s house with so much determination that I almost put a hole in the front door when I knocked.”

Malik’s eyes widen as he holds his hands in the air before him. I can’t tell if he’s pleading with me to stop or pause, but he takes advantage of my brief hesitation.

“We were already gone.”

His words hang in the air, attempting to cut my soul into a million pieces just like they did on that fateful day six years ago. The sadness in Alexi’s mom’s eyes when she told me they left will forever weigh heavy on my heart.

Nodding in response, I try to find any kind of words to explain what followed, but it’s not as easy as I hoped. Instead, it’s Talon who places his palms flat on the table as he leans forward, looking so deep into my eyes I think he might actually touch my fucking soul.

“What did you go over there to say, Harm?” His question catches me a little off-guard and my brows pinch together as I look at him.

“What?”

Rising from his seat, I notice his shoulders are tense and heavier than usual, but he keeps his palms on the table and his eyes fixed on me.

“What. Did. You. March. Over. To. Alexi’s. To. Say. Harmonia?”

My entire body trembles with the racing of my pulse as I swallow past the lump forming in my throat. I force myself to take a deep breath, needing them to hear the truth clearly without my emotions clogging my words.

“I came to say that I was meant for you, just like you were meant for me. But you could only have me when you deserved me.”

“When we deserved you?” Malik repeats, and I nod mindlessly in response as I rise from my seat, arms folding over my chest. I feel raw, vulnerable, and completely exposed and there has to be something between us to stop me from crumbling right now.

“Yeah. But I never got the chance to say any of that, to explain that my heart knew the truth all along, I just needed a second to process and understand.”

Talon’s brows knit together as his jaw tightens with confusion. “What truth?”

“That you deserved me. Always. Then and now.”


Chapter 17

Alexi


Sweat drips down my spine as I run, despite the aches that plague my body. I could use my magic to make them all disappear, but I like the feeling of them far too much at the moment to make them go away. I deserve them. Every. Single. One. And the looks on both Malik’s and Talon’s faces as I continue my punishing pace on the treadmill at the gym tells me they know exactly why I’m pushing so hard too.

I’ve sparred with the pair of them already, moving on to weights before jumping into cardio. I’m burned out without replenishing myself, but I don’t care.

We haven’t uttered a word to each other since Talon announced yesterday that he had arranged for Harmonia to see her friend. I explained just how much of a bad idea I thought that was and, of course, they told me I was wrong.

The spiral that followed had led me to a stunning pink necklace that I’d kept stored away in my closet for years. Before I could think better of it, I was placing it on Harmonia’s vanity. I thought I could keep my distance, but when she came home I couldn’t help but watch her find it.

My jaw was tense, my entire body stiff with uncertainty before I saw the look of awe on her face and my name on her lips when she figured out who it was from. I should have left then, put some much-needed distance between us, but my feet carried me toward her instead.

The moment was intimate. For us at least. And then I went and spoiled it all by hightailing out of there quicker than I arrived. When they went out last night, I made myself scarce, deciding it was the best option since I had already point-blank refused to go to the dinner to begin with. Then they came home and her sweet scent filled the air, luring me downstairs one small step at a time as I heard her voice echo through the house.

I should have kept the distance between us. I should have continued as I was, happy with the barriers between us and the anger that coiled in my chest. Because one speech from her, revealing her side of the story, has done nothing but tear me into a million pieces ever since.

“You deserved me. Then and now.”

Those six words have been on repeat in my mind since they left her mouth, making my heart rate increase every time.

Swiping my hand down my face, I grunt as I continue to push until Talon’s voice cuts through the air. “Whatever is going on in that head of yours needs airing, Alexi.”

I scoff in response, dismissing him with a shake of my head as I continue to run. “There’s nothing going on in my head.” The bite of warning is clear in my tone, but these fuckers either don’t hear it or don’t care.

Without warning, Malik appears in front of me slamming his fist into the treadmill. His ridiculous magical strength means the entire thing shuts down as I stumble to a halt.

“What the fuck, Mal?”

He shrugs in response, like his actions make total sense, but there’s no way in hell I’m calling him out on it. Not when my own actions are just as irrational at the moment.

“That’s Malik’s way of saying get the fuck off the treadmill and either talk about whatever shit is in your head or bring it back to the mat.” My eyes fall to the blue mats in the center of the room, my mind immediately transporting me back to the moment Harmonia’s face came into view when she appeared through Nyx’s portal.

Could I have handled the situation better? Yes.

Would I change how I handled the situation? Probably not.

I’ve always acted on instinct. But for the first time in a very long time I acted on need, want, and—against my insistence—desire.

A shove from my right makes me stumble and I whip my head around to glare at whichever fucker just did that, only to find the pair of them grinning back at me.

They’re pushing me, goading me, forcing me to acknowledge shit I’m not ready for.

With a sigh, I lift the hem of my t-shirt up to wipe the beads of sweat from my temples before I look between the two of them. “What do you want me to say to get this over and done with?” I quirk my brow at them, but they just give me a pointed stare in response.

“How about you talk about how you feel with Harmonia back in our lives?” Talon bites back a smirk as he questions me, making me shake my head in response, but when they realize I’m not going to give them an answer, Malik charges at me.

Lightning fast, I manage to dodge him from knocking me to the ground at the last second, but that doesn’t stop him trying again and again. When I think he’s given up, hands braced on his knees as he eyes me, I realize too late that he’s the distraction as Talon knocks me to the ground.

Fuckers.

“Get the fuck up.”

I respond with a growl, but it’s weak as Talon hovers above me, pinning me to the mat with a mixture of smugness and concern flashing in his eyes.

“You can either start talking or I start swinging,” he offers, waving his hands between us as he forms them into fists.

“Why can’t you just drop it and leave me fucking be?” Anger coils inside of me, but it does nothing to deter the pair of them as Malik crouches down above my head.

The worst thing about there being three of us is the fact that when two agree against the third, they gang the fuck up on them. It’s great when I’m one of the two, but in times like this, it pisses me off.

“Because that’s not how we work, how we’ve ever worked, and it’s almost cute that you think that’s how it’s going to go down now.” Malik grumbles, rubbing the back of his neck in frustration as I attempt and fail to buck Talon off of me.

“You deserved me. Then and now.”

Fuck. It’s like she’s taunting me, even when I’m trying my hardest to keep her at the back of my mind.

“Just because she’s told you some shit that—”

“Fuck off, Alexi.” Talon’s voice booms, interrupting me as he tightens his hold on my arms, making me grunt in response as I glare at him. “I saw her necklace,” he adds, making my mouth go dry as I realize she kept it on.

“Everyone saw her necklace. She didn’t stop playing with it the entire fucking night.” Malik’s words only make my chest twist with a mixture of emotions, but once again, instead of embracing them, I lash out even harder.

Pushing Talon off me, I rush to my feet, the pair of them standing to square off with me as I sigh. “I don’t know what you want me to say.”

Talon shakes his head in disbelief, like he still can’t believe after all this time I’m still so fucking stupid, but here we are. “I also fucking heard you listening last night when we got home. Harmonia didn’t, but the second she muttered what she came to your house to say the day after we left, I heard your fucking footsteps before your bedroom door slammed shut.”

I look down at the mats, avoiding both of their gazes as I attempt and fail to find a reasonable explanation for any of that. I’d been drawn to her voice before running away like a child at the sound of deep feelings and truths that have been hanging between the four of us all this time.

Malik sighs, but I can’t manage to lift my gaze to his, not wanting to face whatever it is he has to say. “You can play this down all you like, Alexi, but you were the one that changed the deal with Nyx. You are the one who wanted her here, even if it was a subconscious decision, it was still you.” His words make my heart gallop as my hands clench at my sides. “It might have felt like you were making some real cool decision to punish her or something, but it doesn’t seem like she’s the one being punished now. It’s you, and you’re doing it to yourself.”

My eyes fall closed in an attempt to avoid his words, but it’s useless. He speaks the truth. He always fucking does. I just hate feeling this raw and affected.

Shaking my head, I tilt my face up to the ceiling as my humorless laugh breaks past my lips. “Look at the life we live now, Malik. Look at the loss we see and create every day. We either expose her to death every single day or be the cause of hers, and I don’t think I can take it.”

There. I fucking said it.

Finally dropping my gaze to theirs, I expect to see smiles of triumph, but instead I’m greeted with looks of understanding and I don’t know whether I hate it more or less than the alternative.

“What is all of this for, if not her?” Talon’s soft words penetrate my skin, searing my heart as he tilts his head at me.

I’ve watched the three of them transform before my very eyes in the smallest amount of time. It’s like the last six years apart didn’t happen the way they’re growing together, connecting, sharing. Do I want to be a part of that? Am I ready? Fuck, will she even forgive me? There’s a lot at play here, and the reality of the situation is that I’m not entirely in control. I can force her to be here, I can force her to never leave, but I can’t force her feelings and forgiveness.

The fight within me is gone. My brothers have brought me to my fucking knees and stripped my feelings bare. They’re the best and the worst all at once.

“You deserved me. Then and now.”

Settling my gaze on Malik, I take a deep breath and ask him the question that’s been burning my soul ever since I saw the two of them in bed together. “What’s it like? Having your soul sealed to hers?”

Talon’s gaze whips to Malik’s too, likely just as eager to know, while the man in question looks between the two of us as we try to find the words to explain what we’ve all been so desperate for.

“It feels like the truest form of fucking magic I’ve ever felt.”

His words burn my chest as my spine stiffens and I stand tall. I want that. The look in his eyes, the awe in his voice, and the smile that ghosts his lips. We all have tainted lives, some from our pasts, others from now, but if there’s anything I’m willing to accept for myself right now, it’s the fact that Harmonia is always there to shine light on everything. And that’s when I know what’s holding me back more than anything.

With her presence, her lightness, and her kindness, I can’t wallow in the darkness that I’ve succumbed to. I can’t see myself as a villain and a monster and nothing else. She wouldn’t allow it.

So why do I?


Chapter 18

Harmonia


The house is empty except for me and the music playing from the television as I make myself at home in the kitchen. But for the first time since I got here it doesn’t leave me feeling awkward, lonely, or out of place. I just feel like I’m in my space, living my best life as the smell of cookies starts to fill the air.

A smile plays on my lips as I wipe my hands on the pale blue apron I found in one of the drawers. My gaze latches on to the stunning scenery that plays as the perfect backdrop just before the timer alerts me to the oven. I must have gotten a little distracted in the new book Talon gave me, but I can’t help it when the view is so pretty.

It’s time.

Feeling almost giddy to the core, I shut the timer off before cutting the distance to the oven. A hint of awe shimmers through me when I open the door and it tucks away underneath the unit. Magic might be the spectacle that shines around me and my life, but simple shit like this gives me joy.

I grab the hot tray, lined perfectly with chocolate chip cookies, and I can’t help but grin, pleased with myself before I’ve even had a taste of the goodies I’ve created. Placing the cookie sheet on the counter, I carefully transfer the cookies to the cooling rack.

One thing I like about my magic revolving around heat and fire is the fact that I’m completely unaffected by it in any capacity. No more searching for a hot pad or oven mitt for me.

Making sure to turn the oven off, I wave my hands frantically above the cookies, hoping to cool them down faster. Pleased with how they look, my gaze drifts back to the book on the countertop. The Origins of Supernaturals.

After Talon gave it to me the other day, I’ve decided to delve into it, hoping to better understand this crazy life that seems to enjoy turning my world upside down. I make sure my fingers are dry as I continue reading the page I’m on. I think the current chapter is the entire reason Talon gave me the book to begin with; The Origins of Furies.

All I’ve learned so far is exactly what they told me about themselves and how they came to be… well… them. But just before the timer sounded for the cookies I was reading about where it all began. My eyes instantly find exactly where I left off, and I take a seat on the bar stool once more.

As the number of Gods and Goddesses continued to grow, so did the chaos and disaster among them. Wars were wagered, feuds were heightened, and power continued to hang in the balance, everyone battling to harness it all.

Throughout the battles and continuous upset, Nyx and Erebus birthed a child like no other. It was destined that consequences for their actions were coming, and they came in the form of a soul-eating supernatural.

Only the souls of those tainted with evil and no hope could be feasted upon, but Keres wasn’t safe to venture out into the world to take what was marked as hers. Soldiers were required, supernaturals with the strength and abilities to bring those unworthy to their knees, but also with the limitation to their power to only slaughter those who are marked.

It was with great thought that Keres, with the help of Hades, created her soldiers in the form of three women. Three women who understood the rules, mastered their arts, and fought with all of their strength. Until one day they didn’t.

Maybe it was their exhaustion with their roles, the tiredness that came with the knowledge that for every one supernatural they brought to their end, three more would be marked. Despite the reasons, Keres was done, hoping to create a new era of soldiers to bring order to the world.

Three men with the brute of a warrior, the discipline of a mentor, and the rarity of love's deepest quest. Sealed souls.

Wow. Just… wow.

Before I can even consider processing the words before me, a noise from somewhere in the house perks my ears up.

They’re home.

I have no idea where they’ve been, but they’re definitely making it known that they’re back. Pressing my lips together, I try to hold back the smile that threatens to take over my face at their arrival, busying myself with gathering all of the used bowls and utensils together.

Whatever conversation they’re in the middle of halts when they near and I groan internally over the fact that my magical abilities don’t stretch to hearing things from a distance. Dammit.

“What are you doing?” Talon’s voice cuts through the air, drawing my gaze their way, and the smile that spreads across my face runs from ear to ear.

The three of them are filling the doorway, each covered in sweat with their hair swept back off their faces. Alexi hovers at the back, brown eyes raking over the scene before him as his brows pinch together in confusion. It doesn’t take a genius to guess that his jaw is locked with tension, the cords in his neck tight as he keeps his mouth slammed shut.

Malik’s gray tee is dotted with sweat, making me desperate to move to him and peel it from his skin. His body looks like he’s had a good workout, from his calves to his biceps. Hot. As. Fuck.

Finally giving Talon my full attention, I notice the way his shorts hang low on his hips, making my mouth dry as I watch his abs contract under my gaze. Talon without a t-shirt on is definitely a sight worth handing your soul over to see.

Clearing my throat, I finally find my tongue as I point to the baked goodies cooling on the countertop. “What does it look like I’m doing?”

Any attempt at playing coy is destroyed as I watch Talon’s eyes widen in delight. Watching him cut the distance between us in record time makes it all worthwhile though. He’s pressed against my side, arm wrapped around my shoulder as he squeezes me tight. He opens his mouth to speak, but Alexi beats him to it.

“We have magic… so why would you do this?” He waves his hand in my direction as his feet remain firmly in place at the door. I open and close my mouth a few times, struggling to explain as Malik rolls his eyes at his friend, moving toward me without a backward glance.

As he rounds the island to come to my other side, I shake my head, rolling my shoulders back and meeting Alexi’s gaze head on. “It’s therapeutic for me. Using magic to make my favorite treats would spoil the process, and sometimes that’s my favorite part.”

Alexi’s frown deepens as Malik’s lips press against my temple, breaking the stare off between Alexi and me. Blinking up at my favorite red-head, I smile serenely as my gaze meets his, happiness rippling through my veins when he adds another kiss to my forehead before stepping back.

“Ignore him, he’s an asshole and we all know it.” He offers me a wink before his eyes trail over the cookies, a warm smile spreading across his face. “I love that you still make them. Make sure to save me one for after I’ve showered, yeah?”

I shiver at the feel of his fingertips running down my spine as he steps away, and I practically swoon as I watch him head back toward the doorway, side-stepping Alexi, who continues to glare at me. I quirk a brow at him and he shakes his head when he can’t seem to summon a response before he spins on the spot and marches for the stairs.

That leaves two.

Sighing, I look to my left at where Talon remains, arm still firmly around my shoulders as he grins down at me. I’m too lost in his baby blues, so I don’t realize he’s grabbing one of the cookies before it’s too late.

“Hey, they’re hot.” I swat at his arm, but he simply chuckles in response as he demolishes the cookie in two bites.

“You’re forgetting about the magic, Harm. Hot or not, it doesn’t make a difference.” I shake my head at him in disbelief, turning to face him head on as he shifts too, placing his hands at my waist so that we stand chest to chest.

One of his arms bands around my back as he reaches for two more cookies, holding it between us this time with a playful glint in his eyes. This fucker knows exactly what he’s doing to me. With his bare chest pressed against mine, the giddy aura that fills the air around us, and the sweet treat hanging between us, I’m a total goner.

When he doesn’t move, I lift up on my tiptoes, hands gliding over his pecs as I go, but just as I reach the cookie, he moves it out of reach. Glaring at him, I see the challenge he’s laid before me and I’m completely undeterred as I lift my hand to grab it, only for him to move it to the side.

“You think you’re real funny, don’t you?” I grumble, a small smile playing at the corners of my mouth as I wag my finger at him. He smirks in response and shrugs, and I know I’m going to have to beat him at his own game here.

Without another thought, I lock eyes with him as I edge on my tiptoes a little higher, bringing my mouth to his as my breath lodges in my throat. His lips are soft-yet-firm against mine, but more than anything, they’re frozen in place and it makes me smile on the inside, knowing I’ve caught him off guard.

I feel the moment his body shifts against mine, melting into my touch as I force myself to hold back. I take the window of opportunity, wrapping my hand around the warm cookie between us as I lean back, stuffing my face with the deliciousness as Talon gapes at me in a mixture of shock and awe.

Chewing the food in my mouth, I snatch the other cookie and hide it behind my back as I wait for his response to my actions. I expect a laugh, a playful fight between us for the remaining cookie, or something else all Talon-esque.

What I don’t expect is the growl vibrating at the base of his throat or the need burning bright in his eyes as his hands squeeze my hips with determination, lifting me into the air before depositing me on the edge of the counter in one swift move.

My heart thunders in my chest as my breaths come quicker and sharper, our eyes fixed on each other as we stare into the depths of each other’s souls. Playfulness transforms into desire between us and I’m left frozen in place when I watch him watch me gulp, his eyes transfixed on my throat for a moment before flicking back to my eyes.

Slowly, Talon takes the cookie from my hand, discarding it on the countertop beside me as he trails his tongue over his bottom lip. “You have some crumbs…” His words trail off as he moves his hand to my mouth, swiping at the corner. Each stroke of his thumb against my skin grows heavier and slower and my core clenches, the memory of my mouth pressed against his seconds earlier repeating in my mind.

Talon’s hand moves to cup my cheek, holding me in place as he steps between my thighs, eliminating the remaining distance between us.

I feel light-headed, consumed, and desperate to taste whatever it is he’s willing to offer.

As if reading my thoughts, he inches closer, his lips a mere inch from mine as his eyes bore into me. “Say yes, Harm.”

His words hang between us for a moment, my breath lodged in my throat, but when I finally manage to take a deep inhale, my answer falls from my lips with the exhale.

“Yes.”

A rush of nausea sweeps through me as Talon uses his magic to transport us upstairs, leaving me to cling to him for a second until the feeling goes away. Finally able to take in my new surroundings, I’m surprised to find us in the bathroom upstairs.

My ass is firmly planted on the vanity with Talon still standing between my legs as he grins down at me. Need swirls in his eyes as I lift my hands to his shoulders. We both move together, our lips colliding in one swift move as no words are needed.

Hungry and desperate, yet intrigued, I feel like we explore each other's mouths for hours. His sexy five o’clock shadow leaves my skin raw, but it doesn’t stop me from going back for more. Talon’s hands rake over my body, but with every pass of his hands, I get angrier and angrier at the clothes that separate us.

This man was made to know my body even better than I do myself, because with the next breath, Talon leans back, hands gripping the sweetheart neckline of my floral-print dress, before tearing the material in two.

Gaping in surprise and desire, I let the spaghetti straps fall down my arms as my body is exposed to him. In a lilac bra and panty set, I watch as Talon takes me in, his eyes darkening with every second that passes.

“Last time I had you in here, just like this, I was desperate to taste your honey.” A shiver ripples down my spine, the movement noticeable and he smirks at me, knowingly.

I cling to his shoulders, my nails biting into his skin with my own need as I offer him a sultry grin in response. “What’s stopping you then?”

I don’t know who the fuck I am or where the confidence for those words came from, but I’m fucking proud of myself. Especially when his pupils blow before me. It seems I’m not the only one who appreciates the purr in my tone.

Talon grips my chin, pulling my mouth to his in a final, brutal kiss, before he drops to his knees. The sound of him hitting the ground reverberates through my body, making my chest heave harder and faster as I look down at the shirtless man who has me twisted in knots.

Once my eyes hit his, he slowly lifts his hands to my thighs, dragging his fingertips over my skin, leaving goosebumps in their wake as my back arches of its own accord. He hasn’t even touched me where I need him most and I’m practically putty in his hands.

When his hands finally reach the apex of my thighs, teasing at the lace material covering my pussy, he pauses, taunting me with a growing grin on his face. “I’m going to make you come all over my face now, Harm.”

My mouth forms the perfect O in surprise, but before I can utter a single word in response, he’s tearing at the lace of my panties, exposing my core and running his tongue over my seam.

“Ah.” My moan is a garbled grunt at best as my head falls back and my mouth falls open.

Talon drags my hips forward so I’m hanging off the edge of the vanity, clinging to the countertop like my life depends on it while he draws circles around my clit with his tongue.

With the way he has me positioned, my thighs begin to tremble within minutes as he teases my entrance with two fingers. It’s not like last time, with Malik. The worry is no longer there, but the wonder I felt is heightened now that I know what can come from their touch.

I look down with hooded eyes to see Talon kiss my clit with a feather-like touch before he leans back to look up at me, thrusting his fingers deep into my core and making me cry out with pleasure.

I’m his to play with, his to tease, his to consume and he knows it, loves it, craves it as much as I do.

A grunt falls from his mouth before he places all his focus on my pussy, using his tongue and fingers with precision to bring me to the edge quicker than I thought was possible.

“Shit, Talon,” I gasp, struggling to remain propped up as my thighs tighten around his head, desperate to keep him there forever as he heats my body with such simple touches.

“Come for me, Harm. Your moans don’t give me what I want, no matter how good they are to hear. What I need is your pleasure on my tongue.”

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

“Talon.” His name falls from my lips like a prayer as my body hears his command and complies without any further prompt. My orgasm starts at my toes, tearing through my body with purpose until every nerve ending inside of me is frazzled with pleasure from his touch.

Panting for breath, I pry my eyes open, not recalling they were closed as I look at Talon still trapped between my thighs. Slowly spreading my legs, I find him grinning up at me wickedly and I smirk lazily in response.

We both know he could have escaped my needy grasp if he wanted to, but that wasn’t on the agenda for him. Not with the way he drags his tongue over his already-damp lips.

He looks delicious on his knees in only a pair of shorts, staring up at me like I hang the stars.

Panic kicks in as he rises to his feet in front of me. “I need more, Talon.”

His hands brace the vanity on either side of me, his eyes running over the length of me once more before he runs a finger over the outline of my bra covering the swell of my breasts. “I can’t give you more without you understanding what that means, Harm.”

That’s when I see the small flicker of doubt in his eyes, like he thinks I’m only here for a good time not a long time. Is everything completely on the table with the four of us right now? No, definitely not. Is there still much more to be said and done? One hundred percent. Does that change that I am theirs and they are mine? Not in the slightest.

With my thoughts swirling in my head, I press my hands against his bare chest, nudging him back a step, and he takes it, brows knitted together with a hint of confusion as he goes. When there’s enough room for me to drop down from the vanity, I place my feet on the tiled floor, giving my wobbly legs a second to adjust to my weight.

Keeping my eyes fixed on him, I reach behind me, unclasping the final piece of material that clings to my skin, hiding me from him.

“I know what it means, Talon. I’ve always known what it means, even when I didn’t know our souls were involved. I’ve wanted you all forever, no one else, no one ever. Which is exactly why I never offered myself to another single person.”

It’s his turn to stare at me with heated eyes, shoulders rising and falling harshly with each breath he takes. I know without a shadow of a doubt that he loves the fact there’s never been another. I wanted to see that knowledge wash over each of them as I told them, and the power that ripples through my veins, knowing they want to claim me just as much as I want to be claimed has me ready to explode once more.

“There’s no going back, Harm.”

I tilt my head to the side, looking him dead in the eyes as I try to understand why he’s practically repeating himself. I know what this means and I’m all in, completely here in the present willing to figure this shit out.

“I assumed that when you took me.” My response doesn’t seem to calm him. If anything, it makes a drop of anger burn in his eyes as he rakes his fingers through his hair in frustration.

“No. Fuck the deal, Harmonia. That’s not what—”

I lift my hand, directing my magic toward him as I freeze him mid-sentence. He looks like the perfect image for a steamy book cover. With his hand in his hair, arm bent back as he looks deep into my eyes with his valley to Heaven on full display. The only thing spoiling it is the irritation that quickly takes over his expression, causing his eyes to darken for an entirely different reason. But this is my show now.

“I know, Talon. I know.” My words make little difference, his body rigid under the control of my magic as he glares at me. “Now, my words don’t seem to be getting through that thick skull of yours, so I think some actions are in order. Am I right?” Before he gets a chance to even consider an answer, I wave my hand between us, continuing anyway. “Nod if you give me consent.”

Concentrating on him for a second, I focus on easing the magic around his face. He works his jaw over before talking through gritted teeth. “Consent for what?”

The smile on my face spreads. He might not appreciate me using my magic like this, but just like me, intrigue tends to get the better of him. Shrugging, I inch closer. “For whatever I want.”

My voice is husky, making his eyes flare with surprise, but it feels like it takes an eternity before he finally nods his consent. The thrill of the excitement for what I have planned makes my body tingle and I decide to leave my magic from his face so I can see his raw reaction.

A thump sounds around us, only this time, it’s the sound of my knees hitting the tiled floor instead of his.

Looking up at him through my lashes, I watch as his jaw goes slack and his eyes almost bulge out of his head. I keep my gaze fixed on his as I reach for the waistband of his shorts, loving the awe that flashes across his face. All of the buzz and excitement that swarms around us doesn’t control the nerves building up inside of me.

As much as no one has ever touched me, I’ve never touched anyone else either. “I’ve never done this before, so you’re going to have to tell me if I’m doing it wrong, okay?”

My heart races in my chest, worried what his response may be, but I was a fool if I thought that my inexperience was going to be an issue. “Fuck, Harm, you’re killing me.” His lips barely move, my magic holding him in place as his eye lashes flutter closed for a moment. When he opens them again, staring deep into my soul, I know I’m lost to this man.

Without another word between us, I inch forward, gently taking his length in my hand as I test the feel against my palm. He’s hot beyond words, his heat luring me closer as I wrap my fingers around his cock, my tongue running over my bottom lip as I stare at him with want, need controlling my every move.

My magic sweeps through me, making sure his cock can feel each stroke, but I can’t bring myself to look up at him. I don’t want to pull myself from the moment or worry whether I’m enough or doing it right. Running the flat of my tongue against the tip of his cock, I gasp at the contact, but the sound is lost to the groan that falls from Talon’s mouth.

That one noise has me going against my decision from moments earlier, and my eyes quickly lift to his, watching him devour me with every breath as I tentatively take him into my mouth. My lips wrap around his length, my tongue feeling every groove and vein as I slowly take more and more of him.

“Fuck, Harm.” His words encourage me to take him a little deeper, but when he hits the back of my throat I stop, breathing through my nose for a second before I tighten my mouth around him and retreat. I feel his cock pulse in my mouth, making my core clench with the rawness between us as excitement spurs me on.

I repeat the motion again and again, taking him more and more as I grow greedier for his groans above me, but just as I’m fully in the swing of things, letting him hit the back of my throat repeatedly, I hear him bark my name. “Fuck, Harmonia. No more.”

Before I can piece together a response, or even lift my eyes up at him, I feel him fight against my magic with his own, shattering through the freeze hold I have him in, and a second later his hands are under my arms, lifting me into the air like I weigh nothing at all.

A squeak bursts from my lips as I look into his wild eyes, a shiver running through me at the cool contact of the vanity countertop beneath me as he places me down in the same spot as before.

“Fuck, Harm, I was about to come,” he grunts, tipping my chin back as he crowds me again before crushing his lips to mine.

With my mouth still molded to his, I mumble against his lips. “Isn’t that the point?”

The scoff in response catches me by surprise, but he quickly leans back to offer a little more explanation. “Not that fast, Harmonia. Not. That. Fucking. Fast.” The way he shakes his head tells me he’s as surprised as I am by that fact.

My body begs for him, needing to feel him over every inch of my body, especially knowing he needs me as much as I need him. “Please, Talon, I can’t take it anymore.”

Our breaths mingle between us as he looks deep into my eyes, searching for gods only know what, but he doesn’t say a word, confirming he’s happy with what he’s found. He responds in the most Talon way possible, and I crumble beneath him.

Aligning his cock with my entrance, he doesn’t look away from me. If anything, he brings me closer to him as he thrusts into me hard and fast. The cry of relief that slips from my lips is met with one from him too, both of us lost in the other.

Bracing my hands on either side of me, I tilt my hips, taking him a little more as he leans close, groaning against my ear. “Fuck, Harm, you feel so good.” His words are a mixture of a prayer and a statement, leaving me with more need than before.

“Take me, Talon. Fucking take me.” My eyes well with unshed tears, the need inside of me on an entirely different level as my soul desperately tries to cling to his.

He doesn’t need to be asked twice. His hands grab my waist, fingertips bruising my skin as he pulls out, only to slam back inside me with one swift move. There’s no delicacy here, not like my first time with Malik. No.

It’s raw, it’s real, and it’s us.

Talon lifts me in the air, pulling me against him so we’re chest to chest as he continues to thrust into me without pause. I cling to him, my nails digging into his back as my soul burns with pleasure. Sweat coats my skin as I cry out again and again, edging closer to the climax I know is looming.

My head falls back as my magic rises within me, meeting Talon’s with every thrust as his eyes turn white. I imagine mine sparkle fuchsia pink back at him as his jaw hangs loose, his cock unrelenting as he claims me as his.

Desire burns through every fiber of my being as I climax around him, my body consumed with ecstasy as I scream low and long. Talon’s movements become jagged, his own grunts of pleasure floating in the air around us.

Just as I begin to sag in his arms, my body completely spent from the two orgasms, I feel Talon’s cock pulse inside of me, his cum lining my core, sending another wave of an orgasm rushing through my body before he finally slows to a stop.

Nothing can be heard except for each breath we take, our sweat-slick bodies clinging to one another as we come down from the crazy ride.

Keeping me in his arms, Talon slowly moves over to the bathtub, and moments later I hear the sound of running water as he continues to hold me tight against him. With one arm around my waist, he snaps his fingers and the scent of vanilla quickly fills the air.

I relax into his hold, my eyes half mast as I savor this moment between us. I know I’ll feel him again, but this time will always be the first. Always.

“Hey, Harm.” His voice is soft and raspy as he gains my attention, and it takes an extra second or two for me to gain the strength to lean back off him slightly so I can meet his gaze. Once he knows he has my attention, he continues. “You’re something else, you know that?”

My chest clenches, squeezing with a burst of happiness I’ve longed for as I smile softly at him.

“You complete me,” I murmur, unable to stop the truth from falling from my lips, and he shakes his head at me with a warm smile on his face.

“No, Harmonia, it’s you who completes us.”


Chapter 19

Harmonia


Irun my hands down my jeans before turning from side to side, making sure my blouse looks cute with my skinny jeans, which are tucked into a cute pair of black ankle boots. Wearing my white hair loose and falling down my back always helps lighten my outfit, especially when I’m wearing black on black.

My heart flutters as I take a step back from the mirror, moving toward the stairs where I clear my throat and hold my head high. It’s not nerves that are getting the better of me, more like the fact that I can’t believe this is my reality.

Two of the men I’ve longed for have sealed their souls with mine.

Malik.

Talon.

My entire mind, body, and soul feel so different, in the best way possible, but not quite complete and I know that’s because of the other man that drives me insane.

Alexi.

Shaking my head, I focus on the present as I reach the top of the stairs and head for the doorway that leads to the kitchen. Last night was my turn in Talon’s bed, which I was all for, especially with the way he worked my body over and over throughout the night after leaving me spent in the bathroom. The soak in the bathtub definitely helped, but when he went to use his magic to remove the aches from my bones, I stopped him, wanting to relish in how he made me feel.

I could be regretting that now with the aches in my thighs, but I love them too much to go back on it.

Moving into the kitchen, a smile spreads across my face when I find Malik and Talon sitting side by side at the kitchen island with a fresh mug of coffee placed across from them. I know it’s for me without asking and quickly make my way over to them to get a taste of the goodness waiting for me.

Their eyes are following every move I make and I can’t deny how much I fucking love it. But again, the emptiness in me that links to Alexi is digging its heels in and making itself known.

I let my eyes flutter closed for a second as I drink from my mug, trying to make sure my facial features don’t give away what I’m feeling or thinking, before I blink them back open and look at the two Furies before me.

Malik is dressed in black, as always, making his auburn hair seem brighter with the morning sun peeking through the windows, while Talon is wearing a long-sleeved gray tee and a pair of jeans with a black jacket over the top.

Everything about the pair of them is like day and night, yet they are somehow drawn to each other as friends, drawn to me, a connection that they both now have in common.

“Good morning,” I finally mutter when neither of them say a word, both intently staring at me and forgetting how to speak.

Placing my mug down, I look between the two of them, but instead of responding like I expect, Talon turns to Malik instead. “Are you sure we have to go into the office today? I would much rather take her back upstairs and keep ourselves busy in an entirely different way.” He wiggles his eyebrows suggestively, making me roll my eyes at him as Malik chuckles under his breath.

“You and I both know we’ve got our hands full with the Redvellions at the moment. Alexi would lose his shit if we didn’t show so we could…” His words trail off as his gaze flicks to me, trailing over my body, and I don’t miss the way he said we. It sends a shiver down my spine, desire pooling in my stomach, but he’s right, and I really don’t want to piss off Alexi any more than I already have.

Fuck, just me breathing seems to be causing him a great inconvenience.

Malik leans back, sipping his coffee as Talon glares at him and a pout forms on my mouth as I fold my arms over my chest and brace them on the countertop before me. “Raincheck?”

The pair of them whip their heads in my direction, coffee spluttering from Malik’s mouth as he gapes at me while Talon slaps his hands together. “You bet, but since Malik got your pussy first, I call dibs on that sweet ass of yours.”

It’s my turn to gape at him as he rises from his seat to make his way around the table. I always think I have the upper hand but then he firmly puts me back in my place.

Holy. Shit.

I still can’t find my tongue as he comes to a stop beside me, leaning down and placing a soft kiss at the corner of my mouth before offering me his hand. I hear the sound of Malik’s chair scraping as he too stands while I place my hand in Talon’s.

Rising to my feet, he brings my knuckles to his mouth and I’m ready to call it all off. Fuck Alexi. Fuck all of it. I’m eager to feel more of what they’ve had to offer so far, and the thought of them together only heightens my desire.

Malik must sense the shift in me or something because in the next breath I’m being pulled away from Talon and directed toward the door. My chest is pressed against his, my legs dangling low as he carries me just off the ground. Looking over his shoulder, I find Talon pouting at our retreat and it makes me feel like I’m more than just the soul destined for them.

It makes me feel like this could be my forever.
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I completely miss the scenic drive to the office, my mind fixed on the promise laid before me back at the house and my eyes set on the two men who fulfill me.

Conversation falls on old times, the three of us reminiscing about things I had almost forgotten. Like the time Talon got wasted for the first time in his life and stumbled into my house, only to find my mom with a stern look on her face stopping him in his tracks. And when my mom had to work on my birthday one year, Alexi forced us all to his house so we could have a mini birthday party. It consisted of an awful attempt at musical chairs and an even worse experience with a piñata.

When Alexi’s mom got home and found that her kitchen window was smashed because Alexi got mad that Talon shattered the piñata instead of me, we all ended up grounded.

I’m still chuckling over it as we pull up outside of the office, my jaw aching from smiling so much as the driver opens the door on Talon’s side. I groan internally the second he climbs out, having enjoyed being sandwiched between the two of them and hating the loss of his heat.

Reluctantly, I follow him out, feeling Malik right behind me, but when my feet touch the ground and I stand, looking around at the city like I always do, I feel… off. My brows pinch together as I try to focus on something, anything, but it’s like everything is blurred.

“Talon.” His name falls from my lips, dripping with concern as I search for him, only to find him standing stock-still, frozen in place as he raises his hand at me. Whipping my head around, I look for Malik, but he’s not where I expect him to be.

My heart starts to race in my chest and I look around me again, feeling my magic thrust to the surface, ready to protect and defend what matters.

I take a deep breath, letting my magic ripple through me as I close my eyes for a brief second, centering myself. When I open them again, I know for sure my eyes are a deeper pink than usual as I take in the street around me.

There are no cars driving by, no people on the street waiting to cross or rushing to their buildings. Nothing. Not like there usually is. There’s just the driver, standing midway between the office building and us, Talon a step or two to my left with his hand raised, me, and Malik… wherever he may be. I can’t see him, but I can still feel him.

I force my heart to calm down, a steadier beat ringing in my ears as a flash of color rushes before me, and in the next second the driver drops to the ground.

A gasp tumbles from my lips as my hand rises to my mouth in surprise. I move to take a step toward him, but Talon’s raised hand lowers, halting me in place as he takes the necessary steps instead.

My chest rises and falls harshly with every breath as Talon inches closer to the driver, and just as he gets to his side, a squelching sound comes from my left side. Turning my head, I gape in horror when I spot the heart that now sits beside me.

Not just any heart; the driver’s heart.

Dead. He’s dead.

“Talon!” I say his name much louder this time, drawing his attention to the organ at my side, and I watch as his jaw clenches and hands fist at his sides. Anger gets the better of him at the same time as a grunt sounds from my right.

Tearing my eyes from him, I look toward the noise to find a group of men approaching, the sound coming from the fact that a forcefield seems to stand in their way.

“Harm… Harm… Harmonia!” I hear Talon’s voice, but it takes a moment for it to register in my brain that he’s speaking to me and I whirl around to see him pointing toward the building. “Get inside. Now.”

I don’t move, halted in place as I eye him, rolling my shoulders back as I release a heavy breath.

I’ve had my magic cuffed at the hands of Zellus.

I’ve had my body beaten and broken because of Selene, the supreme bitch who was destined to die a painful death.

And I’ve been taken by three infuriating Furies against my will.

Despite all of that, I have magic burning in my core, refusing to back down from whatever comes my way. I will only stand taller, rise higher, and prevail.

With a swift shake of my head, I turn to my left, finding six more men approaching. There isn’t time for us to bicker amongst each other, all we can do is defend.

I take a step toward the left as someone charges toward Talon at high-speed, raising my hands in front of me as I channel my magic in his direction. The motherfucker attempting to attack Talon is frozen in place, anger burning his facial features as he glares at Talon. He can’t see me, unable to twist his head or move his eyes. He can’t fight against my magic like Talon and the others can, but I can feel the confusion coming from him.

“Who the fuck is that?” I know the hiss is aimed at me, but as he speaks, the entire place turns into carnage as the forcefield drops, allowing everyone to race closer.

Malik suddenly appears at my side, concern flickering in his gaze as he searches mine, hand on my arm when he sees my magic at play. It takes me a second to realize he wasn’t present because he was hiding, keeping the forcefield in place until someone threatened me.

What the actual fuck is going on?

A gust of wind makes me stumble, knocking my magic and releasing the man I hold frozen in place. I swipe my hair back off my face as I search for the source of the energy, only to find a man leering at me.

My gut tells me these aren’t just any men, it tells me with certainty that these are the Redvellions. Confident, wild, and uncontainable. I don’t know what this attack is for, but seeing how they left the driver, I know they want blood.

There’s so much movement around me, I don’t know where to direct myself, but that doesn’t seem to be a problem when Malik leans in to whisper in my ear. “I’m going to get you inside, Mona. There’s nothing for you to worry about here.”

Is he joking?

As he whispers in my ear, Talon is fighting off every single person here. Alone.

“I want to help, Malik. Focus on the enemy,” I grunt, taking a step toward Talon with my hands thrust forward, freezing the six men circling him.

Talon’s crazed white eyes flick to me, a short exhale passing his lips as he attacks the men frozen in place. I watch with wide eyes as he slaughters each and every one of them.

He checks their arms, searching for something, before snapping their necks and taking their hearts. One by one by one.

I can sense Malik battling the other men around us and manage to keep my feet planted in place and my magic as focused as possible, but some motherfucker with the ability to send out goddamn high-winds targets me again. It’s like a mini fucking tornado whirls toward me, managing to darken the sky too as I’m knocked completely off my feet this time.

“Harmonia!”

My back slams into the sidewalk, a grunt bursting from my mouth as I try to catch my breath through the pain. I can hear Malik calling my name with panic rich in his deep voice, but I struggle to focus my gaze on anything as I roll to my side before managing to get on my hands and knees.

“Dumb bitch likes it on her knees, huh?”

I frown, tilting my head in search of the voice, but my hair is in the way, blocking my full view before I’m kicked in the face. I crumble in a heap, my hands rising to my face as I bite back the cry desperate to break free.

Focus, Harmonia. Use your magic.

Attempting to pep talk myself, I growl through clenched teeth, angry that I’m letting them hurt me like this. A chuckle sounds from above me and I know my attacker is taking pleasure in seeing me in this state.

Weak. Vulnerable. At his mercy.

Refusing to accept those words being associated with me, my throat burns as I growl once more and shove my hair off my face as I look up at the motherfucker.

Rage and chaos sounds around us but all of that fades into the background as I settle all of my attention on this asshole. “Little girl, you’re going to make a sweet little notch on my bedpost tonight,” he sneers, running his tongue over his teeth as he grabs at his crotch suggestively.

I scoff in response, nostrils flaring and anger coursing through my veins, beckoning my magic forward as I lurch my hands in his direction. “Sorry, I have other plans.”

Any response on the tip of his tongue goes unheard as I let my magic loose from the tips of my fingers, but the freeze I expect to come never happens, instead, flames flicker like embers in his direction.

A gargled cry tumbles from his mouth as his entire body burns so bright I have to shield my eyes. My chest squeezes, fear, adrenalin, and raw survival overwhelming me as the world seems to stop around me.

I struggle to take a full breath, every sharp inhale stabbing at my lungs as the noise stops, the brightness dimming as I slowly lower my arm. I can feel blood trickling down my face, my body aching from head to toe from his attack, but it’s only when I don’t find him hovering above me any longer that I finally feel any kind of relief.

My head rolls to the side, my eyelids threatening to close and my body exhausted, but the sudden sensation of someone bundling me into their arms manages to sharpen my brain enough to keep me from passing out.

Warmth presses against my face as I’m moved, my eyes remaining closed even though my brain is alert. The light at the back of my eyelids dims as I hear chatter surround me and I get the feeling we’ve stepped inside the office building.

It’s not until I feel a palm swipe a loose tendril of hair back off my face that I even attempt to blink my eyes open. When I find a furious Alexi looking down at me, I shrink in his grasp, desperate to get away from his anger which I know is coming.

“Is she okay?” Talon rushes into the room, Malik hot on his tail as Alexi takes a seat at a desk, keeping me firmly in his hold as I get comfortable in his lap.

“Does she look okay to you?” The venom in his voice is palpable and I can’t decide if it’s because of me or for me, but I’m praying for the latter.

Malik rakes his fingers through his hair as he moves to the right of the desk separating us at the same time Talon sweeps to the left. The three of them surrounding me makes me even more light-headed, which is definitely not helping the situation, but I can’t bring myself to complain about it either. For the first time since I got here, I feel complete. Almost.

“What the hell was all that, Alexi?” Malik’s pinched brows frame his eyes as he glares at his friend, who scoffs in response.

“The Red-fucking-vellions, obviously,” he bites, and I can sense his eye roll without looking. If I make eye contact with him, he might remember himself and drop me like a sack of potatoes, which I really don’t want to happen. Not when it’s so warm here.

Snuggling in, despite my thoughts, I relish the feel of Alexi’s hands gripping me tighter.

“Why? What the hell was that attack for?” Talon’s anger is mixed with frustration as his hand falls to my knee.

“While you three were taking your time this morning,” Alexi starts, likely glaring at us, but I keep my gaze anywhere but on his face. “I received another slab of flesh from Noose, exactly the same as the last.”

“A fake? Again?” The surprise is clear in Malik’s voice, and I adjust myself slightly to look at him. Reaching out toward him, my sleeve rises up a little with how I’m positioned, and as I move to place my hand on his arm, he grips my wrist, freezing me in place.

“What’s going on?” I ask, but none of them answer me. All three of them are staring at my wrist in horror, even chancing a glance at Alexi shows he’s red in the face and ready to explode with anger. “Guys?”

Uncertainty trickles down my spine as I watch Talon gulp harshly, reaching across Alexi and me to twist my wrist so he can see better. Confused, especially since no one is responding to me, I snatch my arm back, wanting to see what has all of their attention.

My brow furrows deeper together as I see black ink etched into my skin that wasn’t there before. My mouth dries as I look up at Alexi, knowing he will cut all of the bullshit and be straight with me.

“What is this?”

To my surprise, he pinches the bridge of his nose before resting his hand on my knee, his brown eyes etched with pain as he shakes his head. “That, Harmonia, is the Mark of Death.”

My pulse rings in my ears as I ask the question I know I don’t want the answer to.

“The Mark of Death?”


Chapter 20

Harmonia


Confusion and frustration course through my veins as I sit at the kitchen island at home, staring at the three men arguing with each other in the center of the room.

My question had gone unanswered. The second the words fell from my mouth, Alexi snapped his fingers, transporting the four of us back to the house, and I’ve been sitting here ever since.

It’s like I’m not here as the three of them wave their arms around, faces bright red with anger and agitation, all while I go unnoticed, making myself go through the mundane ritual of putting together a mug of coffee.

I’ve tried to chime in a time or two, but my voice is clearly not being heard among all the growling and grunting coming from the three of them.

One thing is for certain though, the panic in the room is real. I could stab at it with a knife, that’s for sure, and it’s not just coming from me. It’s coming from those three as well.

Tapping my foot on the bar stool, I look over at the three of them again, tuning in to their anger and rage to see where they’re at with the situation. It’s not like I’m the one sitting here with the damn mark on my arm or anything.

Alexi has lost his blazer, the sleeves on his pristine white shirt are rolled back to the elbow while he runs his fingers through his hair again, tugging at the ends in frustration. He works best when in control, and this situation is far from it.

Malik’s face is redder than his hair, his hands fisted at his sides as he angrily taps his foot on the floor. Standing still while a mess continues to arise around him never works well. He’ll be getting antsier with every second that ticks by.

Talon, on the other hand, is pacing back and forth along the length of the bi-folding doors that lead out to the garden. His blond hair is a mess on his head from tugging at it too, but what catches my attention more is the red puffiness around his eyes.

“That doesn’t explain how this has fucking happened, Alexi,” Malik bites, swinging his arm in my direction without turning my way as Alexi scoffs in response.

“She fucking killed someone, Mal. Even I managed to get through their magic to make it downstairs in time to see that.” My chest clenches at the memory of setting the man on fire, but my instincts kicked in and my magic took over, leaving a voice echoing through my mind that left me no choice but to act.

Kill or be killed.

I did not come all this way to die so heartbreakingly on a sidewalk at the hands of some fucker for no damn reason.

“That was fucking badass and you know it,” Talon chimes in, making my jaw loosen in surprise as I gape at him. Of course he would find a positive in all of this.

“And it was also the reason that fucking mark appeared on her arm.” Alexi’s voice is deadly, freezing me in place for a second before I’m rising to my feet and marching toward them.

I’m done with them talking around me like I’m not here, I deserve to be part of this conversation. I didn’t even know the reason behind the mark until now.

“Are you actually going to involve me in any of this?” The bite in my tone is clear as I stand before them, arms folded over my chest, glaring.

Slowly, Talon pauses his pacing and turns to face me with a surprised look on his face, like the asshole forgot I was here. Malik spins on the spot to face me with a guilty look in his eyes as he rubs at the back of his neck while Alexi glares at me, an entirely different demeanor to the man that held me against his chest earlier.

I raise my eyebrows, silently demanding at least one of them respond, but the sound of a doorbell chiming through the house distracts everyone. I glance toward the entryway, and I have to blink rapidly to catch up with the fact that Talon is now there opening the door.

Wiping a hand down my face, I groan. I need to catch the hell up with their abilities instead of letting it continue to catch me off-guard.

With a resigned sigh, I look back up to see who has interrupted my chance of actually getting some answers, only to find Talon strolling back toward me with his arm wrapped around my mom’s shoulders.

A gasp slips from my lips as she offers me a warm smile and it sends me straight over the cliff of emotions I’ve been teetering on the edge of. Rushing toward her, my gasp turns into a full-fledged sob as Talon drops his arm just in time for me to embrace her.

My mom squeezes me just as hard as I squeeze her, and I remain in her embrace for gods-only-know how long, letting every bit of my confusion, pain, happiness, and relief that is rushing through me escape.

As always, she holds me, being the perfect rock for me like she always has, slowly swaying me from side to side after a while, cooing in my ear as she strokes her hand over my hair. In her arms, I feel vulnerable, but now, not so much like a child. I feel grown, with far heavier weights on my shoulders as she tries to guide me through the carnage.

With one final sniff, I lean back, offering a watery smile to my mom, who wears one of her own. “Hey, Hay-Hay.” Her nickname for me makes me chuckle despite the mess I find myself in, and the way she laughs along with me tells me that was exactly her intention.

When I was a toddler, learning all the words of the world, my own name was too much of a handful, so I resorted to calling myself Hay-Hay and it stuck for the longest time with her.

Tucking a loose tendril of hair behind my ear, I take a step back from her, glancing around the room to find that we’re alone. My lips twist in annoyance. It’s clear they brought my mom here to distract me while they continued to keep me out of the loop, but in the same breath I can’t be mad because I’ve missed her like hell.

“Catch me up to speed, honey. Talon barely said a word when he called, just that you needed me.” Her words warm my heart as I link my arm through hers and lead her toward the large sofa at the other end of the room. It’s not often I’m on this side, but it feels fitting to me, relaxing on the sofa with her like we would do as if we were at home.

She takes a seat side by side and I shrug at first, unsure where to even begin. “Well, I’m here, and you don’t seem all that shocked, surprised, or worried.” The knowing smile that creeps over her face says more than she knows.

“Harmonia, Rhea told me the moment she saw me after everything… happened.” She quirks a brow, not getting into specifics and I nod for her to continue. “If I felt you were in any danger I would have sent everyone from the war I was fighting here instead.” Her voice is strong and fierce, telling me she means exactly what she says, but I also read between the lines, lifting my hand to my chest as I gasp at her.

“You helped Rhea?” My heart thunders in my chest, my mind overwhelmed with a fact I hadn’t considered or realized as she nods in response to me.

“Of course. I came to support you and your friend, and when I learned why you weren’t there, I made sure to stay and stand in your place.” She reaches over to squeeze my knee supportively as I blink back the unshed tears threatening to spill from my eyes.

“Thank you.” Two words that I mean with every fiber of my being, yet they still don’t seem to truly explain my gratitude toward her.

Shaking her head, she offers me a wide smile. “That’s what us Lovells do, isn’t it? Love fiercely, stand loyal, and exude pride.”

I nod in agreement, the words resonating deep in my soul. She has no idea how relatable those words are to the here and now. With me and the three guys that have forever been a part of my life, yet now it’s completely different and still not entirely known what will come of all this.

“So, tell me about the boys. Alexi seems as grumpy as ever, but the other two…” Her words trail off as she smirks at me and I feel my cheeks heat under her watchful gaze.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I mumble, avoiding her stare as she chuckles at me.

“If you say so, Hay-Hay, but just know that I feel it in my soul that you’re exactly where you are meant to be.” I’m close to sending this woman away with all the emotions she’s evoking inside of me, but instead, I nod, rubbing my lips together to keep me from saying anything.

I can’t really explain the situation to her when I don’t really understand it myself, can I?

Wanting to distract from the situation, I decide to circle around to the reason Talon called her. Turning my arm over so she can see my wrist, I point at the mark glaring back at me. “Talon called you because of this.”

Her brows pinch together as she grabs my wrist, twisting my arm to get a better look at it, but it’s clear she doesn’t really know what it is.

“Is it bad?” she asks, peering up at me while still holding my arm, and I shrug.

“Honestly, they’re being complete fucking assholes about it. I have no idea what it is. Well, I do, sort of. Alexi said something about the Mark of Death but hasn’t offered anything further than that.” My chest clenches, the worry and fear rushing over me once more as my mom’s eyes widen in understanding.

“The Mark of Death,” she repeats, running a hand down her neck nervously as she clears her throat. “Shit.” My eyes widen at the curse word that falls from her mouth. It’s never a good sign when that happens, that's for sure.

“I need you to tell me what that means, Mom.” My breath lodges in my throat, my lungs not working as I wait with bated breath for her response.

She glances around the open space, almost like she’s hoping one of the guys will appear and take the pressure off her, but when she realizes that’s not going to happen, she sighs, looking back at me with sadness in her eyes. “Honey, think, as Furies, their job is to kill those who wear the Mark of Death.”

My pulse rings in my ears as I blink repeatedly. I’m frozen in place, completely lost to her words and I don’t know how to respond to that. Why isn’t my brain piecing this all together? I’m too overwhelmed with it all.

“That’s… a little crazier than I was honestly expecting,” I finally admit, trying to brush my fears under the carpet as I plaster a fake smile on my face—which my mom sees right through instantly.

“That’s probably why they’re trying to figure this out without you, so you don’t have to worry.” I nod along to her words. As shit as they may be, they’re likely true.

Rising to my feet, I feel my mom’s gaze track my every movement as I move to stand by the glass doors looking out at the stunning view. With my arms folded over my chest, I squint as I try to see if I can tell which building down in the city is the office. A poor attempt at distracting myself as I work through it all in my head.

My mom doesn’t say a word. She knows me better than anyone. If I have an issue, I’m not going to voice it out loud until I’ve been through the entire thing in my head first; every scenario, every option, every end result.

I don’t know how long I stand here for, practically bleeding internally, drenched in pain and heartache and confusion, but the silence that has become so comfortable as I stand here is diminished at the sound of the guys returning. Tilting my head back to the ceiling, I take a deep breath, exhaling all of my problems away before turning to look at my mom.

The second my eyes latch on hers, she smiles. “If anyone can figure this out, Harmonia, it’s those three.”

I nod, praying that she’s right.

“It would help me if they actually explained it to me instead of trying to protect me by keeping me in the dark.” My lips twist once more as I shake my head in disappointment. I can’t hear the three of them now, but they haven’t entered the room either, so they’ve gone somewhere else or they’re eavesdropping. Either one is irrelevant right now anyway.

“They will, Harmonia, I’m sure of it. They’re just in shock too.” My mom’s soothing words squeeze my heart. I don’t want them to feel shock, pain, or worry with regards to this. It isn’t their fault. I killed that man, that’s what they said caused the mark. That was my doing, my fault, and now, apparently, the Keres have marked me.

“I hope so,” I finally mumble in response, moving back over to the sofa to take a seat beside her.

“They won’t let you die, honey.” Her tone is soft and gentle but the determination in her voice is real.

Looking deep into her eyes, I speak the truth I’ve come to realize while deep in my head. “I’m not afraid of dying, Mom. Well, I am, but I’m more afraid of them having to live with my blood on their hands.”

I feel lightheaded admitting it out loud and the soft gasp that slips from my mom’s mouth only adds to the deep-rooted pain inside of me. Her hand falls to my knee once more, but any response that was about to come from her lips is interrupted as Alexi rushes into the room, determination in every stride with Malik and Talon right behind him.

“Dying? You’re not fucking dying,” he bites, pointing his finger at me as he comes to a stop right in front of me. Anger is etched into his tight jaw and pinched eyes, but the pain that shines in his brown orbs kills me even more. “The mark on your arm is fake, Harmonia. Fake. Do you hear me?” I freeze at his words, far more confused than anything else as he swipes a hand through his hair. “The only blood that will be on our hands will be from whoever fucking put it there.”


Chapter 21

Alexi


The anger and frustration bubbling in my veins, which has been there for what feels like an eternity, slowly ebbs as I focus my attention on the woman triggering those exact feelings.

Harmonia.

Sorrow burns in her pink eyes as I see the truth in her words swarm wildly in the darkening pools. She truly cares more about the fact that we would have to kill her than dying.

She’s crazy. She’s confusing. She’s careless. Yet she’s also… mine.

Running my fingers through my hair, like I have every second of every minute since all Hell broke loose outside of the office, I take a seat on the sofa to Harmonia’s right. Malik and Talon drop down onto the soft cushions too, but they have to find a spot on the other side of Harmonia’s mom.

The three of us have been going around in circles trying to understand how this is happening and we’re ready to head out and get answers, but I can’t do any of that until I’ve eased the tension building in Harmonia.

I want to take her into my arms again, place her on my lap and hold her against my chest. Just like I did in the office, but I get the feeling that if I do that again, I won’t be able to stop what else could come from the embrace.

Without thinking, I grab her wrist, a shiver running from my fingertips straight to my dick at the feel of her soft skin against mine. Forcing myself to tamp down my emotions and focus on the task at hand, I turn her arm slightly so I can get a full view of the mark.

“To an unknowing eye, this would look exactly like the Mark of Death,” I explain, my voice hoarser than I would prefer as I trail my finger around the black markings. “The main difference here, which we’ve only seen twice before, is this,” I add, my gaze flicking to my brothers as I remember Noose, the leader of the Redvellions, placing the slab of flesh on the table a few days earlier.

I focus on the way the top flick of ember is facing the wrong direction. This marking isn’t for us, this is someone else entirely, and when I find out who the fuck is doing this—and how—they’ll pay the price.

Fuck the consequences. They don’t get to do this. Especially not to her.

Releasing her wrist, I scrub my hand down my face before looking at Malik and Talon again. They’re surprisingly quiet right now. I can’t decide if that’s because they don’t want to interrupt me being semi-decent to Harmonia, or because they know they won’t be able to control their emotions if they open their mouths.

Our frustrations are being taken out on each other, not on purpose, but because we need an outlet, and there’s nowhere safer than within these four walls.

Talon taps his wrist, hinting at the time and for me to get a move on. I nod subtly, exhaling heavily as I turn to Harmonia’s mom. “Are you able to stay a while longer? We need to step out for a bit and it would be nice if Harmonia had a… distraction.”

Harmonia’s mom pats at her neat and tidy hair like there’s a strand out of place before nodding and smiling at her daughter. “Of course.” I know without looking that Harmonia isn’t happy with this revelation, especially with the way her mom murmurs the words and her brows pinch together slightly.

Rising to my feet, I brush my hands over my pants, removing the invisible lint before I finally turn my attention to the woman in question. To my surprise, she’s standing too, foot tapping as she plants her hands firmly on her hips.

“If you call that an explanation, you’re sorely mistaken,” she starts, and I’m sure I hear Talon scoff to my right but I don’t pull my eyes from hers. “How is it possible for there to be a fake mark? Where the Hell did it come from? How do I get rid of it? And where do I find the motherfucker that put it there?”

I bite back the grin attempting to take over my face. I can’t deny that I love it when she’s riled up, and for once, it isn’t because of me.

“Harm, we don’t have answers to any of those questions,” Talon interjects, stepping in to wrap an arm around her shoulder as he presses a soft kiss to her temple. “That’s why we need to pop out, but we won’t be long, I swear.”

I watch as she physically relaxes in his hold, softening against him, and my chest squeezes. It must have been the conversation I had with the guys at the gym that’s triggered me, making it harder for me to remain mad and angry with her. Instead, I’m softening. Me. For her. I want to say after all this time, but I know it’s never fucking gone away.

“And you’re sure I can’t be there to help get the answers?” The question almost feels rhetorical, like she already knows the answer before any of us speak. She also looks tired, drained, and in need of a break from all of the crazy.

She needs to let us handle the situation. For once.

“We’re going to try our best to get some answers for you,” Malik chimes in, tucking a loose tendril of hair behind her ear before tilting her head back and offering her a small kiss.

My gaze slips to Harmonia’s mom, who is trying to cover a knowing smirk, before I look back at the woman driving me insane.

“Okay.”

With that one word falling from her mouth, I decide it’s better not to tempt fate or give her a chance to change her mind, so I nod, turning on the spot and marching for the door.

I can hear the footsteps of my brothers behind me, determination in every stride, but as I reach the doorway, I hear Harmonia’s mom call my name. Pausing, I glance back over my shoulder to see her standing side by side with her daughter, a quirk to her eyebrow as she stares me down.

“I expect you to get her a phone. If she needs me in the future, she shouldn’t have to go through the three of you for that to happen.” My brows furrow together for a second, my brain processing what she’s saying before I snap my fingers, producing the phone I arranged for Harmonia this morning.

Striding back toward her, I watch as her eyes widen when I place the device in her hand. “Our numbers are already programmed in. I also took the liberty of adding your mom’s and Rhea’s.” She nods in response, likely dumb-founded that I didn’t cause an issue over it.

“Thank you,” she whispers, frozen in place as she continues to look up at me.

“Don’t thank me yet.”

It’s not in regards to the cell and she knows it. I watch her gulp, gripping the phone like her life depends on it as she tries to come up with a response but falls short.

With one final nod, I almost reach out to squeeze her arm, but I manage to refrain. I don’t look back as I head for the door again, rolling my shoulders to rid them of the tension threatening to creep through my muscles.

I’m ready for answers and some fucker is going to give them to me or face the consequences of my wrath.
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Before we left the property, we arranged for ten of our best men, who understood the responsibility that rested on their shoulders, to guard the house. I’m quite sure Malik advised them that if anything should happen and they didn’t die trying to save her, then they’d only wind up dead at our hands for the disservice.

Those are the kind of words that usually tumble from my mouth, but it seems I’m not the only one feeling the severity of the situation.

After much discussion, we decided there was only one place to start our search, a place we haven’t visited in a while.

The Redvellions.

Their compound is nestled in the hills that circle a waterfall at the opposite end of Hollow Pier. It’s run down and vile, but absolutely perfect for whatever the fuck they get up to.

I should have dug deeper when Noose showed up with the pound of flesh and a fake mark, but I wasn’t thinking clearly. And now they’ve shown up again, only this time they're attacking and when Harmonia burns one of them alive to protect herself, she ends up with the same mark.

It can’t be a coincidence. If anyone has answers, it has to be them. I don’t know what games they’re trying to fucking play here, but they’ve made a huge mistake involving Harmonia.

“Are we ready?” Talon asks, the transporter beside him waiting patiently as I run my eyes over the enforcers we have present.

It’s not often we bring them out, to be honest. We keep everything to the three of us as much as possible. There’s a lot of blood on our hands, but since we three were destined to be Furies, we try not to smear that on theirs too.

I count the heads I can see one final time before I nod. There’s the three of us, and twenty more trained men at the ready, including the transporter. We don’t know what we’re going to be walking into, and this could be a set up, so a show of strength will work in our favor.

“Let’s roll out.” I snap my fingers, changing from my clean-cut suit to my chosen outfit I wear when things get… dirty.

Matching Malik in my black tee, black tac pants, and black combat boots, I look nothing like the business man I try to project the rest of the time. Now, I’m standing among my brothers as who I’m truly meant to be; unceasing.

I will be resilient.

I will never stop.

I am relentless.

Cracking my neck from side to side, the transporter opens the portal to allow us to travel as a group and I take the first step toward the billowing black smoke. I let the portal consume me for the briefest of seconds before I appear at the tree-lined edge of the Redvellions compound.

I’m hoping to walk in and get answers without any mess or need to use the additional men waiting in the shadows, but I’m also ready to take heads if necessary.

Looking up at the mountain dotted with greenery and drenched in the afternoon sun, it looks like a stunning area to go hiking. But what lies beneath is entirely different.

Magic hides the entryway, but I know exactly where to look, as do Talon and Malik. I step forward, leaving Malik to give the orders to the men while Talon takes a wider path, making sure we have a visual on everything and anything possible.

Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath, and when they reopen I know they’re shining white, my magic flaring to the surface. Tuning into my surroundings better, I hear as well as feel the slight breeze blowing around us, the sound of the leaves as they rustle along the forest floor a few feet in front of me, and I can smell the damp grass underfoot. But most of all, with my senses heightened like this, I can see magic if it’s there to be seen.

I can always tell who or what kind of magic is coming depending on the color. It’s crazy and bizarre, but something I almost love about my skill, even if I only get to do it when someone’s aiming their magic at me.

Keeping my stride, Malik murmurs quietly, barely above a whisper, but I can hear him perfectly clear even though he’s a good distance behind me. “All clear from behind.”

I don’t offer a response because he doesn’t need one. We’ve communicated like this enough times. “All good to the left,” Talon adds, and I somehow stand a little taller, apprehension creeping through my veins as I ready myself for whatever is waiting for us beyond the boulder.

It sits tall and proud ahead of me, the kind of stone that would have you itching to climb and explore as a child. But in actual fact, it leads the way into the hellish world of the Redvellions.

“Ready to go,” I state, rounding off the checks as no magic seems to appear or shine anywhere. It leaves me a little off-kilter, but I count my blessings for now and continue to move forward.

I slow my pace so that both Malik and Talon can fall into step with me as we approach the opening together. They each place their hand on my shoulder when I reach out for the boulder, combining our magic to fight through the energy holding the illusion in place.

A moment later, my hand becomes translucent, disappearing into the rock, before I continue forward, all the way until I appear on the other side. Talon and Malik step through with me to reveal an empty space on the other side. Glancing over my shoulder for good measure, the grass-covered area is no longer visible, just a stone boulder like on the other side.

“Let’s not waste any time,” I mumble as they each drop their hands from my shoulders and we fall into step.

It’s like a cave in here. Nothing to see but stone. I’m sure the caveman vibe is what they want to rock, but it’s not really serving them well in my opinion.

It’s dark, the only visibility in this area comes from having our magic at play. Following the path that slowly begins to narrow before us, I start to hear voices murmuring, making my spine stiffen and my jaw tighten.

Game time.

Edging toward the path I know the noise is coming from, I make sure to keep my footsteps light, preferring to catch them off-guard rather than them do it to me. I look over my shoulder to see Malik and Talon following my every step, their faces fierce with a mixture of anger and determination, telling me they can hear the mumbling of voices too.

Happy they’re right with me, I move ahead to the crossroad of pathways, turning to the right to reveal five men standing in a semicircle. They’re all facing my way, surprising me when one of them sighs dramatically, running his fingers through his shoulder length brown hair before pointing his finger at me.

“Finally! Took you fuckers long enough.”

I glare at the asshole, but in the next breath there’s no time to consider any option but to fight as the five of them raise their hands, aiming magic toward us.

Fuck.

I holler left at the same time Malik calls right, leaving Talon to take the guy in the middle. Five versus three is far easier odds than we’ve had before and of no concern to me. What irritates me more is the fact that they were clearly waiting for us.

The man to the far left thrusts his hands in my direction, forcing strong winds at me, and it makes my step falter for a second, my teeth grinding together before I push through his power. I don’t recognize him off the top of my head, but the black marking I can clearly see on his left arm is one I’m all too familiar with.

His jaw hangs loose as he gapes at me, surprised that I can push through his abilities, but I don’t react until I’m close enough to be sure his mark is real. A smirk tips the corner of my mouth up when I see the top ember flickering in the right direction, and it grows a little more when I see him frantically thrust his hands in front of him again and again like it’s going to make a difference.

Planting my feet shoulder-width apart, I bring my hands out to my sides at my hips before thrusting my left palm into the stone beneath my feet, feeling the entire space shake with the motion.

I look up through my lashes to see the ground tear open beneath the nameless Redvellion. His screams burn my ears as the stone begins to swallow him until only his shoulders and head remain above ground. Only then do I lift my hand off the ground, rising to my full height once more as I cut the remaining distance between us in two strides.

The grunts and groans vibrate off the walls around me from the others in the room, but I keep my focus locked on this fucker first. Without a word passing my lips, I smile wide at the asshole as I lean down, grabbing his head in both of my hands before twisting, hard and fast, my magic increasing my speed, until I hear the beautiful sound of his neck snapping.

His head remains in my hands as I lean back, and I let the now useless body part tumble to the floor without care. To be extra sure, like we always do, I dig my hands into the bloody mess that remains at his neck, thrusting my fingers deep until they latch onto the organ I’m looking for.

His heart.

It’s limp in my hand as I retrieve it from his body, keeping it in my grip as I turn to look around.

These men aren’t here with answers to our questions, they're here as a distraction. A mindless game for us to entertain as quickly as possible before we move to the next level. Noose doesn’t play any other way, but it’s almost embarrassing that these men believed they had any other role today besides smearing blood on these walls.

I watch as Talon’s eyes glare pure white, his arms fully extended at either side of him as a white mist exudes from his body. The two men that had charged in his direction are locked in place, coated in the very same white magic as their eyes widen with fear.

White is such an innocent color—tales as old as time itself have painted it as such—but I know the magic at play here is anything but innocent. One by one, they drop to their knees, arms still pinned straight out at their sides as the magic works away at them.

It’s far too satisfying to watch their eyes roll to the back of their heads as blood begins to pour from their ears before they face plant into the stone beneath our feet. The magic slowly seeps back into Talon’s body, leaving the pile of limbs lifeless on the floor, all of their internal organs shut down and their magic drained from their body. There’s no coming back from that for them.

Three down… two to go.

Flexing my fingers around the bloody heart in my hand, I grin wickedly at the mess we’re making when a noise from Malik behind me catches my attention, sending me into high alert. A gargled noise like that never leaves Malik’s lips unless something is wrong, and when my eyes latch onto him, I see how wrong things are.

Somehow, the two remaining guys have managed to pin Malik to the stone wall, arms at his side as he hovers a few inches off the ground. His eyes are white, his magic bubbling to the surface as one of the guys steps forward with his arm extended in my brother's direction.

I act fast, but not fast enough. The sound of something snapping followed by another low grunt tells me something in Malik is broken. Without thought, I rush for the guy with his arms extended as Talon targets the other. It’s not until I come to a stop beside him that I realize I still have a fucking limp heart in my hands, but I use that to my advantage, smashing it into his face.

With the force behind my move, I knock the guy off balance, splattering the organ over him as he gargles in discomfort. I hear the sound of Malik’s boots hitting the ground behind me, confirming that their magic has released him, but I don’t turn to check if he’s okay, instead focusing on the task at hand first.

The Redvellion puts up a little fight as I knock him to the floor, still likely confused by whatever the fuck he thinks I just mashed into his face. I hover above him, using my powers to pin him in place. His face contorts, twisted with pain, and I know it’s because the magic at play feels like a bear claw sinking into his skin. The fact that I have it targeted mainly around his neck won’t be helping.

I hear a burst of laughter from my side, and I know it’s not Talon or Malik, so it’s got to be the only other remaining Redvellion thinking he has the upper hand.

“You’re not going to get what you’re looking for,” he grunts, making Talon chuckle as I look over at them.

“And you’re not going to get to see the light of day ever again.” Talon runs his tongue over his teeth with agitation as he spies Malik out of the corner of his eye.

“That’s what you th—“ His response is cut short when Talon thrusts his arm at the fucker, aiming power at his chest and wiping him from existence all at once. I leave him to discard of the organ we don’t want to leave in his body as I focus on the guy at my feet once more.

His face is bright red, on the edge of purple as I glare down at him. “Noose left you here to take the fall.” It’s a statement, not a question, and it only seems to make his eyes darken, the knowledge he was never worth anything to the Redevellions washing over him. “Have fun in Hell,” I add, fisting my hand into his chest and tearing his heart out in one swift move.

It’s painful, it’s unbearable, and it’s cruel.

Three reasons why I did exactly that. Fucker deserved it for hurting my brother.

Crushing the blood soaked heart in my hand as I look down at the final Redevellion joining his friends, I release a breath before turning to look for Malik. Talon is right beside him, healing our brother with his hands and my shoulders relax fully.

It’s hard being a Fury. We have so much magic at our fingertips, from the ability to heal to any number of creative offensive tools for slaughter, but we can’t heal ourselves, which is infuriating as fuck.

Each of us has our own strengths and weaknesses, a vulnerable spot that enemies can access, and I hate it. “What happened?” I ask, crouching down beside Malik as Talon rises to his feet having done his job of healing; his strength over ours. His healing abilities are less painful and faster compared to mine or Malik’s, which makes his weakness the ability to be healed. It takes an eternity instead.

“Fucking mind,” Malik grunts, and I swipe a hand down my face, hating that I guessed what his answer might be. Malik has the strongest ability to get into people’s minds, which then leaves him exposed, and the Redvellion who attacked him clearly had the ability to delve inside his head.

Fucker.

“You good?” He nods once in response, giving me the answer I need without words as I rise to my feet, offering him my hand to join me. He takes it, but doesn’t use me as leverage as he comes to stand beside me, the thought of my own strength and weakness running through my mind.

It’s ironic, really, now that I know what Harmonia can do.

Fire. Heat. Burn.

It’s my greatest strength, yet leaves me completely exposed to the exact same element. A burn from her would sear me in place, I know it.

“Fuck.” The curse comes from Talon, pulling me from my thoughts as I look over to the far end of the cave-like space where he stands leaning over a small wooden table.

“What?”

He doesn’t answer, instead waving us over, which makes me roll my eyes at him, but the second Malik and I come to a stop on either side of him, we understand why.

There’s another slab of flesh on the table with the exact same marking Harmonia has. But what draws my attention even more is the green ash that is dusted over the table and the floor beside it. Green ash comes from one place and one place only.

“I think it’s time we pay Hades a visit.”


Chapter 22

Harmonia


With my mom moving around in the kitchen and the guys long gone, all I can do is stare down at the new cell phone now in my possession. I can’t believe my mom demanded I have one and it simply appeared in his hand moments later. My gut tells me the fact that their numbers and Rhea’s being already stored had nothing to do with the magic Alexi has and everything to do with him already setting it up for me.

I can’t decide how that makes me feel. Well, I can, but the walls between the two of us aren’t completely shattered yet, and I can’t bring myself to put my hope in him. I know how I feel deep in my soul, just like I always have for all of them. I love him. Enough to figure this out and see past his asshole-ish tendencies, but I don’t want him to know that because I don’t want to see the satisfaction on his face when he realizess the ball is entirely in his court.

Tapping my fingers on the countertop, I swivel on the bar stool as I look to my mom, who is cooking up a feast like she’s preparing for hundreds of people to show up.

“You know you don’t have to do that, right? They always have containers prepared in the fridge.” I nod to the stainless steel appliance behind her.

She smiles in response, quickly glancing up from the pan she’s stirring on the stove before looking back down again. “I know, but the stock is getting low, and I’m here, so why not?” The shrug she offers is casual, but it stirs something inside of me.

“How do you know the stock is low?” The question leaves my lips before I can even consider it, and I start to roll my eyes at my own outburst. I realize my mom could have looked in the fridge and seen the amount of containers, but the way she instantly looks sheepish, glancing anywhere but at me, makes me pause.

My brows pinch together as I sit up straight in my seat, staring her down until she finally looks in my direction. She mindlessly wipes her hand on the towel tucked into the pocket of the apron she found as she nervously rubs her lips together.

Clearing her throat, she stands a little taller, like she’s bracing for impact before she finally answers me. “Alexi’s mom and I take turns.”

My heart pounds in my chest in rhythm to every syllable that leaves her mouth, my mouth drying out as I gape at her in shock. A million thoughts run through my mind at once, but the first thought that slips past my lips slices at my own soul.

“You knew where they were the whole time?” My voice is barely more than a whisper, revealing the vulnerability I was hoping to express as anger.

Pain washes over her features as her eyes crinkle at the corners and her mouth tips up ever so slightly at the side, a sad smile aimed in my direction. One I’m unsure if I can accept.

“Harmonia, the day everything happened, I heard you sob for hours and hours in your room. I tried to console you but you rightly wanted time to yourself, time I openly gave you.” She turns the dials off on the stove, ignoring the food for a moment as she fixes all her attention on me. “The next morning, you woke with a level of determination that surprised even me, marching over to Alexi’s like your life depended on it.”

I can remember it so vividly in my own mind, the hope I’d felt with every step before my world came crashing down.

“I wasn’t so determined on my stomp back home,” I mutter as my mom comes to stand across the kitchen island, eyes fixed on mine as she nods softly in agreement.

“When you returned home, Harmonia, what did you say to me?” My chest squeezes as my pulse pounds in my ears. I clench my hands into fists as I remember the taste of the words on my tongue. “What did you say, Harmonia?” Her tone is firm but gentle all at once, an ability I’ve only ever seen my mom possess.

Gulping past the lump in my throat, I answer her. “That I never wanted to see them again.” The resignation is clear in my tone, my adolescent choices tearing me up inside. “But, Mom, I was sixteen—”

“Exactly, you were sixteen, Harmonia. They put what felt like the weight of the world on your shoulders and they shouldn’t have. So I made the decision to let you lead the narrative, promising myself that if you brought them up I would disclose everything, but you never did.” My stomach clenches so tight I fear I might be sick as I nod, full of shame, in response.

“Yeah.” My voice is raspy, the reality of the fact all of this was so close and yet so far kills me.

I don’t hear or see my mom move as I stare down at my lap, but in the next second her arm is around my shoulder, her lips pressing against my head softly as she soothes me. “I knew within my heart that the four of you would find your way back to each other. That’s what sealed souls do.”

My gaze lands on my marked arm again, uncertainty and anger coursing through my veins as my mom tracks my line of sight. Her fingers run over the inked skin as she continues to speak to me. “I know it likely doesn't feel like the greatest timing in the world, but you know what I always say, Harmonia…” Her words trail off, waiting for me to repeat the mantra I heard every day growing up.

“Everything happens for a reason.” The words slip from my mouth automatically as she rubs my arm in comfort before stepping back and making her way back around the kitchen island.

I purse my lips, trying to decide how mad I can be at her, but the more I watch her, the more I’m thankful that she supported them, even when I couldn’t. She’s good at that. With Rhea, with Talon, Alexi, and Malik.

Fuck.

How did I deserve this woman as my mom?

Releasing a deep breath, I tuck a loose tendril of hair behind my ear as I watch her turn the stove back on. “Well, you better make sure to make some mac and cheese.”

The mention of my favorite food makes a smile take over her face and lets her know that everything is good between us as she glances up at me again. “Honey, it’s already baking in the oven,” she says with a wink, making my chest swell with happiness. “While I’m doing all of this, why don’t you call Rhea? Catch up or whatever it is you girls do.”

My smile reaches from ear to ear at the mention of my friend and I nod. The house is being patrolled and there’s nowhere for me to go, so that sounds like a perfect distraction to everything going on around me.

“Thanks, Mom,” I mutter, grabbing my phone off the countertop before heading to the sofa. I drop down in the seat with a sigh, feeling somehow lighter after that heavy conversation with my mom.

Like the knowledge that the three of them were never truly alone warms my heart, even if I was left in the dark about it. They matter too much to me for me to feel selfish about it right now.

Taking a glimpse over my shoulder, I find my mom busying away over the stove, so I search for Rhea’s number on my new cell. The tone only rings twice before she picks up and her voice is in my ear.

“Harmonia?”

“Hey, Rhea,” I murmur in response, beyond happy to hear her voice, even if she did sound concerned simply saying my name.

“Are you calling for me to come and rescue you from the three grumps of Hollow Pier? Cause I have my shoes on and I can be there in seconds.” I grin at her words even though I can hear the seriousness in her tone.

Shaking my head like she can see me, I chuckle, a grin taking over my face as the stress of the world falls from my shoulders. “Not yet.”

A snort rings down the line from her end at my response, making me giddy. “Fine, I can hold off. But you better catch me up to speed with what’s going on in the world of Harmonia because all we’ve been doing here is discussing potential changes to the Academy and my head is ready to explode.” There’s a playfulness to her words, but I can sense the stress looming over her.

“No it’s not. Stop being so stressy, Baby.” I hear Adonis in the background and it makes me grin. None of them like her worked up over trivial shit and he’s the best one to pull her out of it with his humor and sass. I love it. Even if I did think they were the worst possible choices for her when she arrived. That is the most wrong I have ever been, and I’m so glad for it.

“Whatever, Adonis,” Rhea grumbles, making me grin before she addresses me again. “So, Harmonia, get me up to speed.”

I dread the words leaving my lips, but if anyone can understand it’s her. “I killed someone, Rhea.” The words don’t weigh as heavy on my chest as I expected them to, but as the line goes quiet on the other side, worry starts to burrow its way into my veins.

“Are you okay?” Rhea’s voice is filled with worry too, for me and my mind. Not like my worry, which was second guessing my actions.

Releasing a heavy breath, I brush my fingers through my hair. “Yeah, I was defending myself, but—”

“Why the fuck weren’t they defending you? I’m on my way to—”

“No, it’s okay, Rhea. Honestly,” I interrupt, her anger burning through the phone as I shake my head. Her rant quiets as I try to find the right words to explain.

“They were defending me, we were defending each other, but it was a sudden attack no one expected,” I try to explain. “Besides, I’m back at the house now with my mom and there are guards patrolling outside while Alexi, Malik, and Talon do some investigating.”

“Investigating for what?” I roll my eyes at my best friend, not surprised that she took that piece of information out of all of it. I clearly don’t answer her fast enough because she repeats herself, slower this time. “Investigating. What. Harmonia?”

I know I may as well get straight to the point with her, but I have a feeling she’s only going to get even more angry. Releasing a sigh, I sit taller in my seat. “Furies are tasked with killing those who bear the Mark of Death.”

“Okay.” She drags the word out, no clue where I’m going with this as I try to piece together the facts.

“When I defended myself and killed the Redvellion, a mark appeared on my arm.” I look down at the offending ink as she shouts down the line.

“No it fucking didn’t!” I can tell her head has gone exactly where mine did to begin with, so I quickly skip to the important factor.

“It did, but it’s a fake, Rhea.”

“A what now?” Despite the situation and the seriousness around us, I almost giggle at her outbursts.

“I don’t fully understand everything yet, and honestly, neither do the guys, which is why they’ve left. But I do know Alexi is adamant it’s not the official Mark of Death, so they’re determined to find out who put it there.”

A pause greets me and I can practically hear her brain ticking through everything from here, but I give her a second to process.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to come and get you?” I smile at her offer once more, her care and love for me just as fierce as mine is for her.

“I’m sure, but there is something you could do for me.” I don’t want to ask for things unnecessarily, but since I was attacked I know I need it with me now more than ever.

“Anything.” That single word passes her lips without missing a beat, settling my soul and heart at once.

“My gift from Pandora’s Box, I left it in Hell at your… at Nyx’s.” My eyes close slightly as I cringe at myself for that close slip.

A sigh rings down the phone, making me worry even more until she speaks. “You can say she’s my mom, Harmonia. The crazy woman hasn’t left me alone.”

My chest warms as a smile spreads across my face. “Good. I’m still mad at her on your behalf though,” I reply, and a chuckle slips past her lips.

“Excellent, so am I.” Another giggle vibrates against my lips as I hear my mom clearing her throat from behind me.

When I turn to look over at her she’s grinning at me like she’s finding the pair of us entertaining. “If your gift is still at Nyx’s, I can transport it here now,” she offers, my eyes widening in surprise.

“I’m assuming it’s still there,” Rhea adds, clearly hearing my mom’s offer and I nod at my mom.

With a snap of her fingers, I feel a small weight in my free hand and I know exactly what it is instantly. “Thank you,” I murmur, watching my mom nod and turn back to the kitchen as I look down at the object in my hand.

“Have you got it?” Rhea asks, and I nod like she can see me before I find my tongue.

“Yeah.”

“Are you going to share with the group?” From anyone else, that question would be offensive, but with Rhea it’s different. I’ve seen hers and all of the Elite’s gifts and it’s only fair they know mine too.

Turning the small pendant over in my hands, I run my thumb over the intricate detail that greets me on the other side. “It’s the talisman of Medusa,” I start, speaking the words I’ve never actually said out loud since I learned what it could do. “It’s a pendant with the goddess’s face and hair etched into the metal, and with a rub of my thumb over her face and the murmur of someone’s name on my tongue, they turn to stone.”


Chapter 23

Malik


My eyes scrunch together as I press the tips of my fingers into my temple, attempting and failing to ease the pressure that is still there. It’s never good when someone’s been in my head. It hurts like a damn bitch afterward, putting the word migraine to shame. I know this shit isn’t going anywhere anytime soon either, so that only irritates me more.

Blinking my eyes open, they remain pinched at the corners as I glance over my shoulder to watch Talon and Alexi give orders to the men we brought with us. Their attendance wasn’t necessary, but a precaution we felt better taking. Usually, it’s me that gives the debrief, but there’s no chance I’m participating with my head screaming like this.

I turn away again, looking over the mountain range and the calmness that this place lures you in with. Scrubbing a hand over my face, I let my thoughts consume me. On top of someone getting access into my head, my magical weakness, my mind drifts to my other weakness.

Harmonia.

Being caught off guard by the Redvellion getting in my head is only worsened by the fact that we were ambushed earlier today. They managed to get through my ward, and subsequently, they managed to hurt the person that means more to me than anything else in the world.

My soulmate.

That mark is on her skin because I gave them the opportunity to fucking do it, and that pisses me off to no end. My nose scrunches as my emotions build inside of me, making my chest squeeze and my heart race as I accept the fact that I’m a worthless piece of shit.

Harmonia deserves someone who can protect her, without fail, and offer her the world. Yet I just allowed that all to—

“Hey, asshole, get the fuck out of your head.” Talon’s voice is firm as he squeezes my shoulder, moving around to stand in front of me. Alexi moves to my other side, telling me the team has disbursed, leaving the three of us here alone, but all I can do is grunt in response.

Stuffing my hands in my pockets, I don’t lift my gaze, not wanting to see the emotions in their eyes when I feel this irritated with myself.

“Hey, stop. I mean it, Malik,” Talon pushes, nudging my shoulder with his fist lightly as he stands toe to toe with me, not letting me get away with anything. “We have something to live for, Mal, now more than ever. Don’t let the darkness seep into your body again. It’s not worth it.”

My hands clench at my sides, my lips twisting with annoyance at the fact that I know what he’s saying is true, I just don’t want to believe it. The darkness has a way of seeping into my bones whether I like it or not, but in the same breath, if anyone understands, it’s these two right here.

Heaving a sigh, I run my fingers through my hair as I finally lift my head to look him square in the face. “My head is fucked with them getting to me,” I admit, crossing my gaze to Alexi, who stands quietly to my left. “The fact that the Redvellions also managed to break through my ward earlier is what ultimately led to all of this, and that’s weighing heavy on my shoulders, man.”

Alexi’s brows furrow. It’s not often I’m open and blunt with what’s going on in my mind, opting to keep it trapped behind myriad walls, but with Harmonia involved now, I have to do whatever it takes to protect her. Even if that’s from me.

“That wasn't your fucking fault, Malik,” Alexi grunts, glaring at me like I just spat in his face or something. I know he means what he says, but that doesn’t mean the voice in my head believes him.

“It fucking feels like it,” I grumble in response, looking away again, but Alexi doesn’t let me get away with it, bringing his hand to my shoulder and turning me away from Talon to be chest to chest with him now.

“I don’t doubt that, Malik. We’re all feeling guilty in one way or another. Am I right, Talon?” He doesn’t look away from me as he addresses my other brother, eyebrows raised as he gives me a pointed stare.

“One hundred percent.” Talon is as certain in his words as Alexi is and I can’t deny that it eases a little of the weight resting on my mind.

“It’s clear the Redvellions have some deeper shit going on right now and it’s frustrating as Hell, but we need to remain focused and one step ahead.” I nod in understanding at his words as they resonate through me, making me stand a little taller and square my shoulders defensively. “We can’t do either of those things if we stand here feeling like they have the upper hand and are winning. That’s never the case, ever, so we can’t fall into that mindset now.”

He’s right. He’s so fucking right it’s embarrassing. Not that I’ll tell him that fact though, his ego definitely doesn’t need the boost.

“Now, are we good?” His thumb presses into my chest where his hand is still clamped on my shoulder.

I nod, meeting his eyes as I reply, “Yeah.”

Talon calls out at the same time as I do, solidifying that we’re all on the same page.

With the acknowledgment from both of us, Alexi nods, taking a step back as he holds his hand out to reveal a singed piece of paper in his hand. “Good, because our request has been accepted.”

With that, he snaps his fingers and the ground shifts beneath my feet. The motion does nothing to help the pounding in my skull as we move, but it’s only moments later that our new location appears before my very eyes.

The familiar tones of reds, oranges, and browns don’t offer a sense of calmness like most familiarities do, but I don’t think that will ever be the case.

Not when it comes to Hell.
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Every part of Hell that I’ve ever seen is as dreary as the last. It feels like walking in a rocky void or something. There are barren cliffs and coves randomly scattered across the ground, making you feel like a tiny ant among the landscape.

When I first came here, I must admit that I found it intimidating, but now, it’s just annoying as fuck. We try to avoid coming here at all costs, but there are always times, like now, that we need answers and only one man can give them to us. Especially with regards to the green ash.

Spinning on the spot, I turn to face Talon and Alexi, who are both staring at the huge fucking house that stands behind me. It looks completely out of place with its deep blue walls and floor-to-ceiling windows, but I wouldn’t expect anything else from the God of the Underworld.

Without wasting any more time, Alexi knocks on the large wooden door, the noise echoing around us as we stand and wait. It’s no surprise when he doesn’t answer within a minute, or two, or even five, but we don’t knock again.

After an eternity passes, Alexi begins to grow agitated, slipping his hands into his pockets as he taps his foot impatiently while Talon starts to slowly pace in front of the door. Seeing the two of them lose their patience so quickly sparks annoyance inside of me too.

“Why does he always have to keep us waiting?” Talon grunts, spinning on the spot to pace in the other direction before repeating the motion as I sigh.

“It’s mind games, man. That’s all it is. Power, control, setting the pace to make sure we know we're here on his terms and all that shit.” I shake my head disapprovingly as I heave another deep sigh.

“It is.” The voice is all too familiar as the three of us look up to the small balcony that sticks out above the door, finding the man himself staring down at us with a grin teasing his lips. “Watching and waiting to see what people will say about me is also far too entertaining, if you ask me.”

I roll my eyes as a grunt sounds from Alexi’s mouth. “Of course,” he grumbles, impatiently raking his fingers through his hair as Hades makes his grand entrance by stepping off the balcony edge and floating down to the ground.

His God-complex is so big it almost knocks me off my feet, his ego far too large, even for such a huge house. Asshole.

“What is it I can do for you gentlemen? Your message seemed urgent.” He steeples his fingers together, cocking his brows at the three of us as he rakes his eyes over us one by one.

“It is,” Alexi bites, making Hades’s eyes sparkle with a glimmer of anticipation and mischief.

Before anyone else can utter a word, Talon tosses the item in his hand toward Hades and he catches it, the slapping sound of flesh on flesh making me cringe as I watch Hades look down at the body part in his hand.

He doesn’t drop it in disgust or glare at Talon, instead holding it up a little higher so he can get a more detailed look at it. After a few moments pass, he sighs, looking back at the three of us with the flesh still in his hands. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to be looking for.” He almost sounds bored and that pisses me off.

“You’re looking at a fake Mark of Death,” I grumble, before forcing myself to inhale and exhale slowly, the pounding in my head worsening as my brows pinch together. Not that Hades is paying any attention. His focus is back on the flesh in his hand, the mark much closer to his face as he observes it.

“Ah, yes, I see. The ember,” he states, like it’s a quiz that we’re here for and I roll my eyes as Talon groans and Alexi sighs.

“This is the fourth one we’ve come across, Hades. This is the third one out of the four that has been cut from their body and delivered to us in one way or another,” Alexi explains, trying to give Hades the bigger picture.

“We also found it with this,” Talon practically growls, tossing the vial of green ash at him this time and, again, the god catches it without lifting his gaze.

Hades twirls the vial in his hand without looking to see what it is as he observes the skin a moment longer before finally lifting his gaze to Talon.

“You know, it never ceases to amaze me how much gall you have with me. As if I’m not Hades, God of the Underworld.” There’s a hint of charm in his voice and not a single touch of malice, which surprises me. Like it impresses him, almost, but that doesn’t mean he’s not pissed off beneath the surface. If this man is anything, it’s unpredictable, and we’d do well to remember that.

With a sigh, he turns his attention to the vial in his hand, his eyes giving nothing away as he looks between both items before settling his gaze on Alexi’s.

“Do you have an explanation for this?” I ask, fed up with the pauses and bullshit that doesn’t lead us directly to an answer.

“For what?” He quirks a brow at me once more, like he’s almost confused why we’re here.

“Why the Redvellions keep appearing with these fake fucking marks and this time we stumble across the green ash too, and we all know that comes from one place and one place only.” My agitation is noticeable in my tone, revealing a hint of my emotions, which only irritates me more.

“Hell,” Hades answers, again, like it’s a damn quiz, and I’m losing the fucking will to live.

“The deep dark corners of Hell,” Talon clarifies, but Hades doesn’t do anything to acknowledge him.

Silence descends over us, Hades's gaze flicking between the flesh in one hand and the vial in the other, while the three of us observe him, waiting for any kind of response.

“Hmm… the fourth mark, where is that one?” His question makes my brows knit together, but it’s Alexi who manages to respond first out of the three of us.

“What do you mean?”

I subconsciously take a small step closer to them, my head tilting slightly to the side as I try to figure out where he’s going with this.

“You said three out of four have been removed from the bodies, where is the fourth?” He looks at us pointedly once more as the three of us glance at each other. My heart rate increases at the thought and my throat dries with worry.

Before we can even consider silently communicating between the three of us, Talon turns back to Hades with his shoulders rolled back and his hands clenched at his sides. “It appeared on Harmonia’s arm earlier today.”

The four of us pause, my heart ready to lurch from my chest as I spy Alexi’s face reddening that the truth so easily slipped from Talon’s lips, but he doesn’t understand. Talon and I, we’ve sealed our souls to this woman, we know the fucking difference, how it makes us feel inside, and if we have to concede some information to help her, then we fucking will.

Hades moves the vial into the same hand as the flesh before snapping his fingers, making both objects disappear from sight. “Harmonia, as in Rhea’s best friend Harmonia?” he asks slowly, and the three of us nod in response. “As in, Rhea whose soul is sealed to my son’s, Adonis?”

“Yeah,” I murmur as Talon clears his throat, and I know what he’s going to say before he even opens his mouth.

“She’s also our sealed soul.”

That fact makes Hades’s eyes widen in surprise, catching him off guard for the first time in forever as he wipes a hand down his face before looking at us with a hint of uncertainty flashing in his eyes. He knows we learned who our sealed soul was and he knows we returned to him to face our new lives alone.

He never asked who it was and we never divulged the information. Until now.

“Well, fuck.”


Chapter 24

Harmonia


I’ve definitely found my comfort seat at the kitchen island. The seat to the right away from the stove offers a perfect view of the countryside and city if I tilt my head to the left, and if I glance to the right I can watch my mom cooking.

With a hot mug of cocoa in my hands, a smile spreads over my face as I recall my phone call with Rhea earlier and the sheer shock in her voice when I explained how I found out what my pendant could do.

During Christmas break, while Rhea was back at the Academy, softening for the Elite’s and sealing her soul to Xander’s, I went home to my mom. Given my mom’s job within the supernatural world, she was present when I touched Pandora’s Box, receiving my gift and confirmation that I had magic within me.

It’s no lie when I say I cringed at the sight of it at first, especially after seeing what other people were being gifted. Shit, Rhea has a fucking dagger, Adonis a trident, and Zen a shield. While all I got was a pendant no bigger than the palm of my hand with Medusa’s face engraved into it.

I’d been so deflated by it that I hadn’t even bothered to bring it with me to Saints Academy, and it was by complete coincidence that I stumbled across it on Christmas break. The fluke of learning it’s ability still makes my mom shake her head because I had been mindlessly rubbing the metal in my hand as I called out her name. When she didn’t respond and I had to go in search of her, that’s when I found her in the kitchen, frozen in place as she was mid-move stepping from one counter to another as she cooked for us. Only she’d been made of stone from head to toe.

“I hope you’re not still grinning at the fact you turned me into stone, honey. Otherwise I’m taking the mac and cheese home with me.” My mother’s voice breaks through my thoughts as I gape at her in horror.

“You wouldn’t dare,” I say with a gasp. “Besides, I was technically grinning at the shock from Rhea when I explained it to her earlier, not so much the event itself,” I clarify, and she shakes her head at me, a small smile on her lips.

She turns away from me, placing the last few containers in the fridge, perfectly lined up, and an overwhelming sense of contentment washes over me. Despite the madness unraveling at my feet, I can’t help but believe I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be. Here, in this house, with my mom helping, and my men… fuck, my men coming home soon. I hope.

Those two words somehow have the power to leave me filled with butterflies in my stomach and tingles through my veins.

My. Men.

Is that what they are now? That’s what I want them to be. My soul literally fucking feels like a magnet, tempting me nearer when I’m in close proximity to Talon or Malik now, and I love it. Alexi, as much as there’s still distance between us, was still the one who chose for me to be here, and the only way I can take that is with a pinch of hope.

Swiping my hair back off my face, I watch as my mom closes the fridge door and turns back to me, but before she utters the words on the tip of her tongue the sound of her phone ringing interrupts her.

I relax back in my seat, watching as she pats her hands dry on the apron before answering the call. “Hello…? Yes… uh-huh… yes… no. I don’t think I can be available that quickly, I—“ Her words stop suddenly and I frown, rising from my seat as I wave my hands at her.

“If you’re needed somewhere, Mom, it’s okay. I’m fine here, you’ve helped me more than I can explain, being here with me like this, but I’m good.” I keep my voice low so only she can hear me and not the person on the other end of the phone in case she really doesn’t want to go. Her lips twist as she considers my words and I know she needs a little more encouragement. “Honestly, Mom, there are people patrolling outside, I’m safe.”

I watch as her shoulders sag at my words before she offers me a wide smile and talks into her cell again. “I’ll be there in thirty minutes.” She ends the call as she takes the few steps needed to come to a stop in front of me before tightly wrapping me in her arms.

I’m not ashamed to admit I squeeze her back extra tight, absorbing her naturally lightening aura, before taking a step back. “Is everything okay? I probably should have led with that,” I ask as I move toward the door with her at my side.

“There’s an issue with someone who has touched Pandora’s Box without permission. I need to get down there and hopefully use my head to get some answers to help them,” she explains, sending a bolt of worry through me as I nod in understanding.

“You’ll do your best, Mom, you always do,” I murmur, wrapping my arm around her shoulders and pressing a kiss against her temple as we reach the front door.

“Thank you, honey.” We take a moment to stare into each other's eyes, understanding the enormous changes that have happened around us lately, yet we still get to stand here with each other. Happy, loving, and caring.

I’m everything I am because of her.

“I love you, Mom. Be safe.”

“You too,” she whispers back before leaving. The door closes gently behind her, leaving me alone, but this time, these four walls don’t make me want to claw my eyeballs out.

One thing is for certain though, I need to keep myself busy, otherwise the peace my mom has helped bestow upon me will be diminished.

I hover at the bottom of the stairs, my mind flicking back and forth between taking a nice warm bubble bath or making another fresh batch of cookies. My lips twist as my gaze moves from the top of the stairs to the doorway leading into the kitchen and back again.

If the guys come home, I don’t want to be in the bathroom. I want to be able to get answers from them as soon as possible.

Cookies it is.

As I make my way back into the kitchen, I beeline for my hot cocoa first, drinking what’s left in my mug before I start to gather up the ingredients I need. Lining everything up on the center island, a shiver runs down my spine as I recall the last time I made cookies and what that led to with Talon.

I press my lips together, trying to calm myself down as need beckons me from my core. That would definitely be the most perfect distraction, but admittedly, they’ve been gone for hours and I have no idea what has happened with them. I consider giving them a call, Alexi did program their numbers into my new cell, but I refrain, not wanting to interrupt anything.

Shaking my head, I focus on the here and now, activating the sound system so my latest playlist filters through the air. I start combining the ingredients together as I smile along to the music. I’m a classic pop queen, anything with a fun beat that makes my hips sway of their own accord is a hit with me.

Once the cookie dough is ready, I start cutting it into small balls, which is about the time my eyes land on the mark on my arm, making my stomach twist with a mixture of frustration and uncertainty. As much as I can distract myself, it still doesn’t take away the root cause of it all.

Twisting my wrist from side to side, I consider my options. I can leave it there to glare back at me or I can cover the damn thing up. The consideration of burning the motherfucker off skips through my mind, but my gut tells me that will only cause me pain and do nothing to the mark. Anger ripples through me, spoiling the fun-loving mood I had going on, and I know I need to cover it up if I want to keep my good vibe.

I leave everything where it is as I rush to the laundry room, which is closer and quicker than heading downstairs to my things. The second I flick the switch, a pile of clothes presents itself to me on top of the dryer and I grin, grabbing the hoodie off the top.

Glancing down at my outfit, I decide to strip to nothing before slipping the hoodie over my head and grabbing the pair of boxer shorts that were sitting beneath the hoodie on the pile. Even though they’re freshly cleaned, it still smells just like them, and I can’t help but bring the material to my nose and inhale long and deep.

Pleased with myself, I roll the cuffs back so the sleeves don’t drape over my hands before practically skipping back to the kitchen. I find my place again, getting back into the swing of shaping the cookies while the music continues to blast around me and I grin wide from ear to ear.

With the cookie dough lined perfectly on the tray, I place them in the oven. Next job is to tidy up my mess, which is never a problem when I’ve got music in my ears and a sway in my hips. Dancing along as I sing happily and freely, I feel lighter with every beat.

There’s nothing that a good dose of dancing and singing can’t fix—and I’m an awful singer, but that doesn’t spoil my fun.

Maybe I need to convince Rhea and the twins that we need a girls night out soon. Some alcohol, some dancing, and some laughter, that’s definitely what we need. I’m pretty sure I can get Talon and Malik on board, but I would have my work cut out for me with Alexi.

“Fuck.”

My eyes widen as I freeze on the spot for a second before whirling around to the entryway to find three gaping Furies staring at me.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

My hand instinctively lifts to my chest, feeling my heart racing beneath the surface as I try to catch my breath.

“Oh my gods, don’t do that. You scared the Hell out of me,” I say with a gasp as Alexi snaps his fingers and turns the music off.

Malik is the first to move, wincing slightly as he raises his hand to his temple while heading around the kitchen island to me. Talon is hot on his heels, an exhausted look on his face, but he still manages to offer me a smile while Alexi remains at the door, arms folded over his chest and a tightness to his jaw.

Why do I get the feeling I’m in trouble?

Before I can consider asking, I turn just in time to face Malik head-on as he wraps me in his arms. I melt into his hold, squeezing my arms around his neck as I feel him slowly relax.

“Is everything okay?” I ask, feeling something’s not quite right with him.

He leans back, a soft smile on his face as he cups my cheek. “I’m good, Mona, I just have a crazy fucking headache right now. Do you mind if I bow out and sleep it off?”

My brows pinch together as I glance over his shoulder to look at Talon, who nods along with what Malik’s saying, confirming that he’s not lying, and I relax.

“Of course. Do you need me to do anything?” I offer, but he immediately shakes his head.

As he takes a step back, I hear Talon take an exaggerated inhalation and I grin before he even opens his mouth. “Are those cookies I smell?”

I nod eagerly as I watch a smile spread across his face, but I can’t help but get a sense of feeling that there’s a huge ball of tension radiating around me. It’s confusing as Hell, making my eyebrows knit together even further as Talon pauses beside me.

His eyes rake over me from head to toe, widening slightly as he takes me in, before he curses under his breath.

“What’s going on?” I murmur, keeping my voice low, even though I don’t really know why.

Talon rubs the back of his neck as a slight smile tilts the corner of his mouth. “I’m not entirely sure, Harm, but something tells me it has everything to do with the fact that it's Alexi's hoodie you’re wearing.”

The blood running through my veins freezes at his words and I gape at him. I feel a hand on my shoulder and glance back to see it’s Malik with a concerned look on his face.

Shit.

That would explain the feeling in my gut telling me I’m in trouble. But surely there’s more shit going on right now that overshadows the fact that I’m wearing his hoodie, right?

As if sensing my internal thoughts, Alexi clears his throat from his position at the door. “Everybody. Get. The. Fuck. Out.” The words are hissed through clenched teeth, making my eyes widen in surprise and a bolt of uncertainty swirl through me, but I know when to stand my ground and when to bow out, and now isn’t the time to assert my boss bitch vibe.

I have no idea what happened while they were out, and I definitely don’t want to rile him up any more than necessary. So with my head bowed down, I move toward the door, hoping like Hell he’ll move out of the way when I get there, but it’s just my luck that he stops my movement by placing his hand on my shoulder and halting me in my tracks.

With my heart racing in my chest, I look up through my lashes at the pain in my ass that stands before me.

“Everyone but you, Baby H.”


Chapter 25

Alexi


My jaw tightens as my hand remains firmly planted on her shoulder, pinning her in place. She doesn’t push me off or attempt to take a step back, instead staying stock still before me, looking up into my eyes with a hint of uncertainty flashing in her pink eyes.

She consumed my thoughts the entire time we were gone, every second filled with her. From her heart-warming smile, to the sound of her laughter, right down to the pain that flashed in her eyes before we left; not for herself, but for us, and what killing her would do to us. That thought hasn’t stopped running through my mind.

Chiseling away at my cold heart, it left me exposed when Malik admitted to Hades that she’s our destiny, our sealed soul. My gut twisted with pain as I realized the two of them got to say that with certainty, yet I’m not tethered to her at all. Not even a little.

I’ve been an asshole. A huge one, and as much as my emotions are twisted up in knots, I know I need to make a change, but admitting that out loud or figuring out what it entails is beyond my mental capacity right now.

Especially since I walked through the front door to find the very woman consuming my thoughts, dancing and singing along to a song on the music system in nothing but my hoodie.

My. Fucking. Hoodie.

I can still hear the retreating footsteps of Talon and Malik, and I don’t move an inch until I hear the click of both of their bedroom doors close. Not that it relaxes my shoulders or allows me to release the breath I’m holding. If anything, it only winds me up tighter.

My grip on her shoulder tightens for a moment as I watch her eyelashes flutter before she looks back up at me, eyes locked on mine as she waits patiently for me to figure things out.

She clears her throat, looking away for a second before turning her attention back to me as she rolls her shoulders back. “I’m sorry, Alexi,” she mutters, lifting her arms slightly at her side. “I didn’t know it was yours, otherwise I wouldn’t have put it on,” she rambles, uncertainty flashing across her face as she speaks. “I’ll change it now, I just didn’t want to look at the mark on my arm for another second, and it was—”

Her words stop as my mouth crashes into hers, my hand moving to her chin to hold her head in place as my other moves instinctively to her waist, pulling her tight against my body. Our mouths mold together so fucking perfectly, her sweet, soft lips turning me to mush as she kisses me back after a moment’s pause.

I feel her fingers wrap around my neck as her lips claim me as much as mine claim her. It’s intoxicating, it’s world-shattering, it’s fucking everything. Yet it’s only a kiss. My mind is ready to explode and my cock stands at full-mast as need swarms through me like I’ve never felt before.

It’s too much.

Moving my hand from her chin to her hair, I twist the soft white strands around my fist before tugging her head back, separating our mouths as I struggle to fucking breathe. She blinks up at me in a daze, her pupils blown as wide as mine likely are as I take a step back, releasing my hold on her as I rake my hands through my hair.

“I need air,” I rasp, the words barely more than a whisper, but I don’t stick around to see if she hears them as I practically sprint to the glass doors.

Opening the bi-folding doors just enough for me to slip through and rush out into the night air, I allow the soft breeze to sweep over my skin and gulp back a heavy breath. Stumbling to the center of the perfectly-cut lawn, I come to a stop with my hands on my hips and my gaze lowered to the ground.

I need a second to think, to regroup, because my body, mind, and soul aren’t aligned. Or maybe my soul and body are, it’s just my mind fucking with it all. My emotions are heightened, my need for her outweighing the negatives I’ve always placed between us.

Fuck.

I fall to my haunches, head resting in my hands as my fingers grip the ends of my hair tightly. How the fuck am I supposed to explain my thoughts, my feelings, my bullshit, if I can’t even form them properly in my own head?

I’m the asshole of the group, always have been, always will be, and if I’m honest about it, that’s exactly how I like it. I don’t need people thinking I’m approachable or open to any kind of relationship with them. I have my inner circle already, no one else is required.

Except her.

I need her more than anyone else.

At the mere thought of her in my mind, admitting the truth I’ve kept under lock and key, I feel her presence before me, followed moments later by the feel of her fingers running through my hair between my hands.

I don’t lift my head, not ready to face her, but it doesn’t stop her from releasing a sigh and speaking anyway. “I’m always going to be here, Alexi. No matter what. Even when you hate me, I'm still going to be here. I’m not going anywhere. Being here with the three of you is who I am, who I’m meant to be, who I’ll always be, where I’m supposed to be.”

Her voice is soft, angelic, and melting my cold demeanor more and more. How am I ever meant to do anything but succumb to her?

Moving my hands from my hair, Harmonia continues to run her fingers through the strands as I look up at her through my lashes. There’s a soft smile on her lips, which bewilders me. Even when I push her away she remains here, unwavering and supportive.

Maybe it’s not that she deserves to break down my walls, but more that I’m undeserving of her doing so. One thing is for sure, I need to clarify something right now.

“I don’t hate you, Harmonia. I think the fact that I don’t hate you, despite everything in our past that has led to this point, is what I hate the most.”

A hint of understanding washes over her face as she runs her hand from my hair, down my face, and cups my cheek. My chest swells, my body tingling from head to toe as I watch the night breeze ruffle her hair slightly, the moonlight shining down on her, and casting her in the most perfect light. Seeing her like this, vulnerable, wearing her heart on her sleeve, just her, has my mouth moving again.

“I’ve never hated you, Harmonia, not once. You’ve had this indestructible hold on me for as long as I can remember, and it frustrates the Hell out of me. The weakness you represent to my heart and my soul… fuck… and the fact that I don’t care about any of that, despite the vulnerable state it leaves me in, blows my mind.” My chest rises and falls sharply with every breath as the truth stumbles from my lips, unfiltered for the first time. “I didn’t come searching for you, needing the distance between us to believe I had made the right decision in leaving without you, but the moment I saw you in the gym with Nyx and the others I knew I was wrong. I just wasn’t ready to admit it yet.” My hands move to her waist as I gulp down another breath, almost lightheaded with the revelations I’m admitting to myself at the same time as I am revealing them to her. “I love you, Baby H. I love you now, I loved you then, I’ve loved you forever.”

Despite her eyes being wide with surprise, the warm smile on her lips heats my own heart.

I don’t know what I need more, the chance to show her how much I mean those words or some fucking sleep to overcome the exhaustion of speaking them.

Harmonia clears her throat, softly running her thumb over my cheek as her smile widens. “You’re a fool, Alexi. A crazy, domineering, self-centered fool who I somehow love with every ounce of my being.” My grip on her waist tightens as the words slip from her mouth and I feel like I can’t breathe. “Maybe in the future we can work on how you show those emotions instead of being king of the assholes all the time, huh?” Her soft smile spreads into a knowing grin as she eases the tension around us.

I drop to my knees at her feet, my forehead coming to rest on her stomach as I cling to her. I feel her hands move to the back of my head, cradling me as she swipes her thumbs back and forth in a soothing motion I didn’t know I needed.

Time slows or speeds up so fast I have no consciousness of it as we remain in place for what feels like an eternity.

My hands glide down her hips to the bare skin of her thighs where the hoodie stops and I relish in the feel of her skin against mine, loving the goosebumps that rise in the wake of my touch. It seems I definitely affect her as much as she does me.

With my head still against her stomach, I slowly run my hands higher and higher up her thighs, until I realize she’s wearing a pair of boxers underneath. I can tell by the softness of the material that they’re mine and I can’t stop the small groan from falling from my lips.

She’s driving me insane and she’s doing nothing at all.

Slipping my palm under the boxers, I don’t stop until I’m just below the globe of her ass, feeling her shiver at my touch as I do the same with the other hand.

I lift my head from her stomach to look up at her, only to find her gaze fixed on me already. “I’m going to need you to give me my hoodie back now.” My voice is thick and husky with need as she moves to take a step back, clearly confused with what I really want here. “No, Baby H, here,” I add, watching as her mouth falls open slightly before she stands a little taller and gulps. She glances over her shoulders, wetting her lips, and I understand her uncertainty instantly. “I sent everyone home, it’s just you and me.”

Her eyes settle back on mine as she tucks a loose tendril of hair behind her ear, before she reaches for the hem of the hoodie. In one swift move, she pulls it over her head at the same time I slip my hands into the waistband of my boxers that she’s wearing and drag them down her legs.

Still on my knees, I lean back, observing every inch of her as she stands before me, naked, confident, and heavenly.

“You’re so fucking beautiful, Harmonia,” I breathe, watching how her body shivers at my words mixed with the breeze fluttering around us. “Now I’m going to make you mine.”

I hear the gasp like a whispered prayer as it falls from her lips, making my cock throb with need as I lean forward and press a soft kiss against her belly button.

“Alexi…”

Fuck. My name like that on her lips is beyond a fucking dream, especially when she plants her hands on my shoulders and digs her nails into my skin slightly.

“Say it again.” In my head, my voice is raw, demanding, but in reality it is way more pleading than I care to admit. But either way, she knows exactly what I mean and right now, that’s all that matters.

“Alexi. Please.”

I’m a goner.

I stare at the woman before me as her hair dances in the wind and her skin prickles with the chill of it, I burn for her. Not wanting to delay what I’ve desired for so long, I move my fingers to find her core without breaking eye contact, and thrust two deep inside her in one swift move.

Her breathy panting meets my ears, and I grip my cock through my pants in a deathly hold that has me wanting to come now so I can do it again inside of her, but I can’t bear to tear my attention away from the beautiful angel before me.

“Such a good girl, H.” My voice is barely audible, but she hears me well enough, nails clawing into my shoulders through the t-shirt I’m wearing as a moan slips past her lips.

“Fuck,” she breathes, head tilting to the sky as her legs move further apart to accommodate me. Seeing her so willing, as needy for me as I am for her, has me on the brink of turning savage.

Without thought and with far less care than should be involved, I retreat from her sweet pussy, pleased at the muffled cry from her lips, before I grab her waist and pull her down to the ground with me. Rolling us instantly, I make sure to cradle her head before laying her down on the lawn, white hair fanning around her face like a fucking halo.

Her eyes are wide, lips parted and pulse racing at her throat, and it makes a grin spread across my face. This is her reaction to me, to us, and it forces me to grip my cock—hard—before I explode.

As I nestle between her open thighs, her fingers run over the material of my t-shirt and I quickly snap my fingers, eliminating the clothes covering my body so I can feel her skin pressed against mine.

I watch with raw desire as she takes me in, fingertips running over my skin as she sinks her teeth into her bottom lip and runs her eyes over me. If anyone can make you feel like a million bucks, it’s this woman right here.

My woman.

Bracing myself on one hand, I lift the other to her face, placing a gentle kiss on her soft lips before pulling back. The pout I know is about to take over her mouth is paused when I run my hands from her jaw, down to her collarbone, before leisurely running my fingers down the valley between her breasts.

The shiver that runs through her body is noticeable as her jaw goes slack.

I make a mental note for future reference that there are other ways at making this woman speechless which don’t involve pissing her off. Like this, now. Raw sexual tension and a desire to come also has the same powerful effect.

My gaze settles on her taut nipples, her tits luring me in as I lean down to swipe my tongue over them one at a time. Her back arches off the grass as another soft groan slips from her lips.

“Please don’t tease me, Alexi. You’ve made me wait forever already.” My chest tightens and my cock flexes in her direction, understanding rippling through me as I look up into her eyes.

The core part of me wants to delay the inevitable, pushing back at her like I always do, but in this instance, she’s not fucking wrong.

“I don’t know what the others have offered you, H, but you don’t get to come until it’s on my cock,” I mutter, pressing my lips against her ear as she clings to me, a shiver running down her spine as she wraps her thighs around my waist.

Holy. Fucking. Hell.

“Then don’t keep me waiting.” Her response has a grin spreading over my face, and I think I catch us both by surprise when I so easily give her what she wants.

Staring deep into her eyes, I line up my cock with her core and slam deep into her pussy. She’s tight but oh-so-fucking wet. Our groans mingle together between us as we freeze in place, relishing the feel of one another as I fight back the urge to come already.

“Sass me again, H, it only makes my dick harder,” I finally say, slowly pulling out of her center before thrusting straight back inside until I’m fully-seated once again.

The feel of the grass beneath my palms, the moonlight dancing over her skin as we claim each other, only makes every sensation even more heightened.

Harmonia’s hands remain on my shoulders as I slowly tease her with my cock, feeling every inch of her pussy against my dick as I make her mine. With every thrust though, comes a burning desire from my core, a heat I’ve never felt in my life as my pace increases of its own accord.

“Fuck, Alexi.” Her groan only seems to spur me on, my body taking full control as I slam into her harder and faster with every pass.

It’s uncontrollable, it’s undeniable, and it’s un-fucking-real.

My jaw is slack as I stare down at Harmonia, watching in utter awe as her eyes deepen to a fuchsia pink. Watching the transition resonates deep in my soul and I know that’s what’s at play here.

Our souls.

The veins in my arms protrude as I feel the cords in my neck tighten and my movements become almost punishing, but Harmonia doesn’t care. If anything, her body tightens further around me until she cries out in my ear.

“Fuck, Alexi, I’m coming! I’m coming.”

My eyes slam shut and when I blink them open, I know they’re as white as her hair as my thrusts become jagged and needy. Then another level of heat washes through me as I feel her climax on my cock, bringing us both to the edge of ecstasy as my body tumbles over the cliff after her.

“Ahhh, fuck, H. Fuck,” I growl, my voice hoarse and deep as I claim her as mine before slumping above her, our bodies a pile of limbs in the garden as we attempt to catch our breaths.

My heart is thumping in my chest, my pulse throbbing in my ears, yet my soul has never been so settled in my whole entire life.

Forcing myself to lift up onto my palms, I look down at the woman who drives me insane, tucking a loose tendril of hair behind her ear as I smile softly at her.

She’s my everything, and I’m going to enjoy correcting every mistake I’ve ever made with her.

Every. Last. One.


Chapter 26

Harmonia


Achill runs down my spine as I get comfortable, half asleep and half awake as I nestle into the heated body beneath me. My nose wrinkles when a breeze blows over my face, awakening me even further as I attempt to blink my eyes open.

Completely dazed, I open my eyes with a squint to find the bright blue sky looking back at me.

What the fuck?

Frowning even deeper, I lift up on my elbow, feeling the crunch of grass beneath my touch as I glance at my surroundings. I see the countryside view that greets me each morning, with the city off in the distance, and feel the breeze dancing over my skin once more.

It takes me a second to piece together why the Hell I would wake up outside, until I remember exactly what happened last night. Or more specifically, with whom it happened.

Pushing my hair back off my face, I glance down to find Alexi lying with his eyes closed, head tilted to the side as his chest softly rises and falls. My leg is still tossed over his thigh, with my hand resting on his abs as his arm remains tightly banded around my waist.

There’s a blanket over us that I don’t remember being placed there, but holy shit, I don’t remember much after climaxing around my sealed soul. The rest seems to fade to black. Like I was drunk on him, drunk on us, and it sent me into a sex induced coma.

I try to lift the blanket a little higher over me, since I’m still naked beneath it, as my mind races through the events of last night. My eyelashes flutter closed, letting the visual play against the back of my eyelids.

He was the demanding, growly, alpha asshole I knew he would be, and I loved every damn second of it. He was gentle yet firm, attentive yet strong, and all-consuming while making sure I was still present in the moment with him.

Three.

I have all three of my men sealed to me, and my damn heart has never felt so settled in my entire life.

That thought alone has my gaze drifting to my marked wrist, the tainted issue clouding what should be a happy and joyful time. But despite its presence, I still smile from ear to ear, feeling complete for the first time in my life.

Another thing niggling at my mind though, is the man asleep beside me. Last night he was a different man, or another side of the man I have loved forever. There were no walls between us, no barriers or underlying miscommunications stopping us from being our true selves, but I have no idea if that’s still going to be the case when he wakes.

“You’re thinking too hard.” The grumble comes from beside me, making my eyebrows rise as I look down at him in surprise.

He gives me a pointed look, even though his eyes are barely open, and I decide to be completely open and honest about my worries. If I want to see him vulnerable, I have to be vulnerable too, instead of putting on a hard exterior that makes me think I’m strong, but ultimately adds another barrier between us.

“You’re you, Alexi. It’s impossible to know how things will be today. Yesterday was just that: yesterday. Who you choose to be today is out of my control, and I’m trying to decide if I need to brace myself for impact.” My lips slam shut after rambling embarrassingly, my hand clenching on his abs as I move away, only for him to roll us over in one swift move.

With my back nestled into the grass beneath me, Alexi braces on his elbow and hovers over my body, his eyes aligning with mine as he stares deep into them. Slowly, as silence continues to descend over us, he lifts his hand to my cheek, cupping it gently while I stare up at him in surprise.

“I’m not a saint, H. I never claimed to be, and we both know I never will be, but yesterday was everything to me,” he states, his dark eyes swirling with a hint of white as his magic bubbles to the surface and I shiver beneath him. “I’m always going to choose to be the person deserving of you, but that doesn’t mean I’m not going to be an asshole on occasion.”

A grin spreads across my lips as I look up through my lashes at him. “Only on occasion?” I sass, making him roll his eyes at me, but he can’t hide the slight smirk tilting the corner of his lips in response.

“I mean, I could be an asshole now, or I could remind you what my cock feels like buried between—”

“That’s enough. You two are driving me insane and you’ve had her to yourself for long enough, Alexi.”

My heart gallops in my chest from Alexi’s sultry voice that was interrupted by the teasing tone in Talon’s. He may have put a temporary stay on Alexi’s offer, but it definitely hasn’t stopped my core clenching with desire.

Running my tongue over my bottom lip as Alexi continues to look down at me, I tilt my head back a little so I can see both Talon and Malik standing side by side at the open glass doors. Their arms are folded over the chests, their jaws set tight with a mixture of annoyed relief, but the glimmer in their eyes tells me they’re happy to see us like this.

“Fuck off, assholes,” Alexi says with a groan before tucking his face into the crook of my neck. That simple move alone has my back arching up off the ground and I feel him chuckle against my skin before placing a small kiss in his wake.

“Nope, sharing is caring and all that bullshit,” Malik grunts, clearly on team Talon, and despite the desire coursing through my veins for Alexi’s unfinished offer, I chuckle at them.

It’s uncontrollable and I feel a sense of lightness wash over me like never before. I bask in the carefree moment, still laughing when Alexi lifts his face from my neck to glance down at me with a shake of his head.

“You’re cute as fuck, H,” he mutters, pressing his lips against mine in a quick kiss before leaning back.

I watch in awe as he gets up, the blanket dropping from his body as he stands naked before me. The groans coming from Malik and Talon make me smile as I appreciate the view.

He looks down at me with a softness in his eyes that melts my soul before offering me his hand. The second my fingers touch his, he snaps the fingers on his other hand and I look down to find myself dressed in his hoodie and boxers.

Heat rushes through me as he pulls me to my feet, a giddy smile stretching across my face as he pulls me into his chest.

“Never mind covering her, that’s a view we would appreciate, cover yourself or your dick is about to shrivel up and fall off,” Talon hollers, making us both chuckle at him, but our eyes don’t leave one another as he wraps me in his arms.

My hands fall to his chest and I look up at him, completely intoxicated by his closeness as I quirk a brow at him. “So you weren’t really all that mad that I was wearing your clothes, huh?”

Alexi’s eyes darken as his smile falls and he drags his tongue over his bottom lip. “Oh, I’m forever going to be mad that you’re wearing any clothes, especially now that I know what’s underneath them, but if any material is gracing your skin right now, it’s coming from me.” He offers me a wink, knowing exactly what he’s doing to me, before pulling me toward the house.

I struggle to keep my balance, my legs not working quite right as I stumble to keep up with him. My brain is still locked on the words he said oh-so-casually before taking off like it was nothing.

Who the fuck is this guy?

I have no fucking clue, but I like it.

Slowly managing to pull my head into focus, I continue inside with Alexi, only to be swept out of his arms by Malik as soon as we get to the doors. Surprisingly, Alexi lets me go without complaint as Malik wraps his arm around my shoulders, pressing a kiss against my temple as he holds a mug of coffee out in front of me.

My eyes light up as I take it from his hands, bringing the drink of the gods to my lips with a contented and happy sigh. Malik runs his hand down my spine as I hear Talon call out my name. Turning my attention to him, I find him standing beside the table with a plate of breakfast in his hands and my stomach growls.

“Come and eat, Harm. We all know this asshole will have used all of your energy without replenishing you,” he accuses, glaring at Alexi, who is now wearing a loose white t-shirt and a pair of gray sweats as he takes a seat at the table.

He scoffs as he shakes his head, neither denying or accepting Talon’s taunt. I grin as I move to join them, Malik hot on my tail as I pull out my chair to take a seat.

Before my butt hits the seat, Malik wraps his fingers around my arm, pausing my movement as he drops down on the seat before pulling me into his lap. Talon and Alexi both glare at him from across the table as he adjusts me on his knees so I can eat comfortably.

“Eat, Mona,” he murmurs, ignoring the looks coming off the other two, and I do as he says, digging into the bacon and eggs piled high on the plate.

Silence descends around us, a sense of calmness coming with it as we all eat. Malik is completely unfazed by the angle at which he’s having to eat. The way his arm bands tightly around my waist tells me he doesn’t care as long as I’m here in his lap, and it makes my heart swell.

It’s not until we’re all finished that Talon clears his throat, looking at each of us with a hint of curiosity in his eyes before speaking. “So, is anyone going to discuss the ripple we all felt last night?”

My brows knit together as I look at Malik, who is pulling the same expression, before turning my attention to Alexi and Talon.

“We?” Alexi asks, leaning back in his seat.

Talon nods as he braces his arms on the table. “Yes, we.” He rolls his eyes like we’re being crazy before continuing. “I’m quite sure I’m aware of the exact moment you two sealed your souls because my veins were practically on fire with a burning ripple coursing through me.”

My eyes widen as I gape at him. Alexi stares at him in surprise too as Malik seems to hold me closer to his chest.

“I know what you mean,” Malik murmurs, shocking me even more as I turn to glance at him, only to find the corners of his mouth tilted up in a smile.

“So it wasn’t just me who felt that?” I ask, my voice quiet as I try to process the fact that Talon and Malik felt what I did, and as I look at Alexi for a moment, I know he felt it too.

“No, it was all of us, Mona,” Malik breathes, placing a kiss to the corner of my jaw as he flexes his fingers at my waist.

“What does that mean for us?” I don’t expect any of them to have the answer to that, but I’m completely bewildered by it all and thinking out loud.

“I don’t know,” Alexi answers, rubbing his hand over his chin as he offers me a small smile.

I sigh, despite the contented atmosphere, pushing my hair back off my face as I look down at my coffee mug on the table. “Just another thing we’re not completely sure about to add to our ever-growing list.”

Talon’s arm quickly stretches across the table, palm up as he silently requests my hand. I place mine in his as he waits for me to look him in the eyes before speaking. “We’ll figure it out, Harm. We always do.”

I nod, trying to encourage reassurance into my thoughts as Alexi cuts through them, steepling his fingers on the table. “We know it’s the Redvellions that are somehow creating the marks. Noose came to us to begin with as a distraction, likely to see if we noticed the difference or not, but last night confirmed it.”

My eyes widen at his openness, as he offers me information without me having to pry it out of him. “You’re sure?” His nod is instant, as is the flare of his nostrils and squaring of his jaw.

“Last night, there was green ash with another slab of flesh that had the fake marking on it, and green ash only comes from Hell,” Malik explains, my own mark feeling like it’s heating under the sleeve of the hoodie at the mere mention of it.

“Hades said—”

I wave my hand out, pausing Alexi as I try to confirm what he just said. “You went to Hades? What the fuck happened last night?”

It’s almost embarrassing that I didn’t think to force answers to these questions last night instead of letting my need take over. It’s even worse that I had forgotten all about it this morning when I woke, my brain locked on the memories of last night instead.

I feel foolish.

“Stop overthinking, H,” Alexi states, cutting through my internal stresses and making me focus on the here and now. Once he’s sure he has my full attention, he swipes a hand down his face and catches me up to speed. “We went to the Redvellions camp last night, only to find five men, each there to try and kill us or, at best, slow us down while Noose and his main men got away.” My eyebrows rise to my hairline as I sit silently and listen. “Once we slaughtered them, we found another sliced off piece of flesh with the marking present, and green ash scattered everywhere. So we arranged a meeting with Hades, hoping for answers, but he was just as surprised as us.”

That fact doesn’t please Alexi, and seeing the frustration and anger washing over his features as his lips twist and his shoulders bunch together, I feel my own agitation rising to the surface as I clench my hand. The bite of my nails into my palm does little to calm me as I shake my head in frustration.

“I didn’t expect Hades's involvement, if I’m honest.” I’ve only seen the man a few times, but it’s enough to know that he is higher than high on the food chain. So knowing he’s aware of our situation catches me by surprise.

Clearly seeing the shock in my eyes, Talon squeezes my other hand in comfort. “Hades was the first supernatural to greet us after we learned we were to be Furies,” he explains, making my jaw fall slack as they reveal another piece of their history.

“He’s also aware that you’re our sealed soul and an important person to his son’s sealed soul too,” Malik adds, making my eyes widen and my cheeks warm.

“That’s crazy as Hell, but does that get us any immediate answers?” I ask, my pulse ringing in my ears a little.

My eyes fall to Alexi, who shakes his head in disappointment before fixing his stare on me. “This very second? No, but it gives us more people willing to find them, H. And we won’t rest for a single moment until we have destroyed whoever dared to mark you.”


Chapter 27

Harmonia


Igroan in frustration as I slump back in my seat, still only wearing Alexi’s hoodie and boxers. I haven’t moved from the seat I took at the table hours ago. Apparently, deciding to come up with a plan and actually having one are two entirely different things.

Alexi left the table a little over an hour ago, murmuring something about research while Malik left to handle other business they needed to take care of. They didn’t say it with so many words, but I know what it entails.

Death.

It’s almost like they think the prospect scares me, but I see the roles they’ve been given and the balance they bring to the world. What they do is selfless, painful, and tiresome. Not that they’ll admit to any of that, of course.

Talon clears his throat from his seat across from me, pulling my gaze toward his as he snaps his fingers and produces a hair tie, offering it to me as I rush to grab it. Murmuring my thanks, I sigh heavily as I sweep my hair back off my face and secure it in a ponytail.

I know my fingers have been brushing my hair back off my face constantly and it seems he noticed it too.

Taking a deep breath, I glance down at the sheets of paper scattered across the table before me, all the words blurring together from looking at them all for so long.

There are notes on various members of the Redvellions, including Noose. There’s information on locations as well as small details referring to the new Mark of Death, but none of it seems to give us what we need. The answers we need.

Reaching for my mug of coffee, I cringe in distaste as the cold liquid touches my lips. A shiver runs down my spine from the surprise, and I can’t even remember when it was originally made. Wrapping my hands around the mug, I let the heat flow through my palms, warming the coffee back up so I can enjoy it again.

“We need to move from this spot, let off some steam or something,” Talon states, rubbing the back of his neck as he looks up through his lashes at me.

I take another sip of my coffee before I respond. “What I need to do is ease the magic inside of me. It feels haywire this morning, skittering under my skin with the need to bring down the person that put this goddamn mark on me.”

My words surprise even myself, the truth flowing right past my filter and straight out of my mouth. But it’s the truth, and the way Talon nods at me in understanding makes my shoulders relax. I hadn’t even realized they had bunched up so tight, but my mind and body this morning are highly charged by the power running through my veins.

Placing my mug back on the table, I sigh again, frustrated with myself to the point that I almost feel jittery. The scraping of a chair dragging across the floor pulls me from my thoughts as I look up to see Talon moving around the table. Holding his hand out toward me, I place my palm against his without hesitation and he lifts me to my feet.

I let him pull me along, his steps leading us toward the open glass doors before taking us outside. Before I can question what he’s doing, he snaps his fingers and I watch in shock as dummy targets start to appear around the open space.

“I might not be able to give you the real thing right now, but I can give you some targets to work off some of that excess magic that’s driving you crazy.” I look at Talon, a soft smile gracing my lips as I lift up on my tiptoes to place a kiss at the corner of his mouth.

“How is it you know what I need better than I do?” I ask, not expecting an answer as his hands fall to my waist and he pulls me close against his chest.

“Because I love you.” My heart practically stops before beating so hard and fast that I’m sure it’s going to explode from my chest. “Now, let’s blast these fuckers to dust,” he adds, not waiting for me to declare my love in response.

His hands slip from my body as he turns to the dummy on the far left, thrusting his arms out in front of him as I watch an icy blue gust burst in that direction. Moments later, nothing remains of the dummy and it sends a jolt of excitement coursing through me.

Yeah, he’s right. I definitely need some of this.

With the promise of those three magic words playing on the tip of my tongue, I save them for later as I turn to the dummies set up to my right.

Planting my feet shoulder-width apart, I roll my shoulders back before extending my arms in their direction. I feel the heat rise from my toes, dancing over my skin, before I channel it toward the target. A red ball of flames leaves the tips of my fingers, setting the dummy on fire in one swift move, and I smile from ear to ear.

Without care, I move on to the next target, repeating the motions as the fire seems to burn hotter and brighter. I get lost in the rhythm. Every time I destroy a target, another appears in its place, and I find myself going around the makeshift training ground again and again, unleashing the magic roiling within me.

I’ve never felt as agitated as I do now, the feeling of helplessness trying to consume me, but it’s like my magic is fighting back with a vengeance.

I have no idea how long I stand here aiming my frustrations and power at the targets. I get lost to it all in the best way possible, but when I don’t seem to be calming down, I feel a different kind of fluttering deep in my gut.

The flames stop as I twist my hands around so I can look at my palms, my head tilting to the side as my magic swirls inside of me in a completely different manner than I’m used to. I haven’t had my powers for very long but I’m highly attuned to them, and this… this feels like something else entirely.

“Everything okay?” I can hear Talon’s voice, but I’m too focused on my hands to turn to him, or even respond at all.

My eyes widen as my shoulders relax back, my breathing slow and labored as I slowly twist my palms outward again. It’s like the world stops around me as my mind and body focus on my power, the fluttering from my gut spreading to my toes and fingertips before blasting from the palms of my hands.

There are no red embers, not even a hint of heat leaving my fingertips, only an icy blue stream, just like I saw leave Talon’s earlier.

What the actual fuck?

My power consumes me, blasting toward the next target, but this time it’s a black streak of smoke extending from my fingers. I watch in a mixture of shock and awe as the billowing black smoke consumes the target before disappearing into thin air.

What on Earth is going on?

I spin on the spot, locating the next target, and my body moves of its own accord, magic taking the lead as I drop my hands, letting them hang at my side for a moment before I lift my left hand to my chest. It feels like an out of body experience, like I’m watching someone else control the magic with ease. Then my middle finger presses against my thumb as I snap my fingers. An echoing boom causes the targets to explode one by one before my very eyes.

With wide eyes and a slack jaw, I heave in a breath as my powers simmer for a moment, giving me a chance to search out Talon. Whipping my neck around, I find him standing by the open glass doors with Malik and Alexi.

His wide eyes match my own, a frown line marring his forehead as he stares from me to the yard and back again. Clearly, I’m not the only one surprised. Forcing my gaze to Malik’s, I find his hand cupping his chin as though he’s deep in thought, staring at me through a new lens as he shakes his head in shock. Alexi, on the other hand, has his hands fisted at his sides as his lips twist, eyes watching my every movement.

My breaths come faster and heavier with every passing second, confusion at the overwhelming power circulating through me leaving me a crumbling mess. I can’t imagine how I look, standing in the garden with my bare feet sinking into the grass, in only a hoodie with my hair tousled with the breeze. I know without a shadow of a doubt that my eyes will be fuchsia with all the magic coursing through me, but how did any of this happen?

Fixing my eyes on Alexi’s, despite his cool demeanor, I say the two words that are repeating in my head over and over again.

“Help me.”

I feel weightless and light-headed, the expulsion of magic and power leaving me with little energy remaining as I sway slightly on the spot.

Malik is at my side in an instant and I hear the sound of one of the others snapping their fingers. I relish in the feel of Malik’s arms around me, keeping me upright and soothing me all at once.

“It’s okay, Mona, I’ve got you,” he breathes against my ear before placing his palm on my face.

I feel the magic rippling from him to me and I sigh softly as my body slowly comes back to reality. When I’m able to stand unaided, I glance around to see both Talon and Alexi standing much closer now, only offering a foot or two of room while Malik helps me, but the second he’s done, they’re right in my space.

“What was that?” I manage to ask, the three of them forming a small circle with me as they check me over, but the raised eyebrows I get in response tell me they’re not entirely certain. Until Alexi cups my cheek, tilting my head back slightly, and a curse falls from his lips.

“She has the mark,” he murmurs, confusing the Hell out of me because we already know I have the fucking mark on my arm, but that’s surely not going to empower me.

As if sensing the uncertainty in me, Talon glances at the side of my face before nodding in agreement. “She has it, Malik, the mark of a Fury.” He says the last part looking directly into my eyes, caressing my damn soul as I gape at him, slowly trying to process the words falling from his mouth.

“What does that mean?” I ask, even though I know the answer deep down inside.

I created magic exactly like Talon did, like they all do. Something has been unleashed inside of me, giving me abilities I didn’t have before.

“I think we may need to consider what else Hades mentioned last night,” Talon mutters, pulling me from my thoughts as he looks between Malik and Alexi, leaving me out of the loop.

“What did he say?”

I turn my question to Malik, hoping he’ll explain it to me, and with a heavy sigh he thankfully does. “He explained that once the four of us have sealed our souls, we may want to consider having some much needed fun as a group if we want any chance at appreciating any sense of calmness.”

Have these men always talked in riddles and I’m only just now noticing it? Or are they trying to make my head spin again on purpose?

“You’re going to have to expand on that,” I grumble, looking from one to another before Talon clears his throat and holds my gaze. The way his lips tilt up at the side tells me he’s not too worried about what is going to follow.

“It means you better get your sweet ass back in the house, Harm, because there’s no way in Hell I’m rolling around in the grass like you two animals did last night.” He tosses me a wink before taking a step back and heading inside, leading the way to gods only know what. But when Alexi offers me his hand, falling into step with Malik, my footsteps fall into sync with theirs too.


Chapter 28

Talon


Ican feel their presence behind me with every step I take up the stairs. Yeah, I could use my magic to make this quicker, but I can’t deny the fact that I love the way the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end from feeling her watch me.

The fact that Alexi isn’t being an asshole and putting up a fight over who’s in charge here makes me grin too. She’s ours to share, and I know he isn’t always going to want to do that, but when it matters, he’s as present as Malik and I are.

Just like she deserves.

Reaching the top of the stairs, I make a beeline for my room as I wipe my hand down my face. Yesterday, when Hades muttered those words to us, after learning Harmonia was our soulmate, I remember thinking this man is as crazy as everyone says he is, but now, it all makes sense.

She has our magic, our powers and abilities, which is phenomenal on one hand, but on the other, it leaves me consumed with worry. I can’t help but wonder what her strengths and abilities may be, so we can learn to protect her better, but the other fact that plays on my mind is what may be expected of her. As it is expected of us.

Fuck.

Shaking my head, I roll my shoulders as I kick my door open. I have plenty of time to analyze and assess what everything means later. Right now, I have to do what the God of the Underworld recommended.

He may have used far more words than what my brain remembers, but the fact that computes remains the same: I need to love my woman.

Reaching the end of my bed, I turn to face the door at the exact moment the three of them step into the room. Alexi, Harmonia, Malik. In that order.

Harmonia’s cheeks have flushed since I looked her in the eyes moments ago, but the desire that shimmers in her pink depths tells me she loves it even more than I do. The usual soft pink of her pupils is swirled with the deep fuchsia that comes forward when her magic appears and I make a mental note that sealing our souls and connecting with our powers hasn’t turned her eyes white with magic.

I watch as she sinks her teeth into her bottom lip, toying with the hem of Alexi’s hoodie that stops mid-thigh on her as she looks at each of us. Gone is the girl I thought would be shy and coy, eyes fixed to the floor at the murmur of anything sexual. In her place is a sultry siren who begs to be desired. The woman who used her magic to hold me in place as she wrapped her sweet mouth around my cock.

At the mere thought, my cock pulses in my pants, begging to be released. “Tell me, Harm, do you want all of the teasing that the three of us can offer you, or are you hoping to get straight to it?”

I know what I want the answer to be, and what it likely will be, but watching her eyes lighten as they widen sends another rush of need to my dick.

She releases her hold on the hoodie, almost like she’s shaking her arms out as discreetly as possible, but before she can respond, Alexi beats her to it. “Let me answer that for her. She wants all of the teasing in all of the places, and we’re going to enjoy worshiping our angel, aren’t we?” He doesn’t lift his gaze from hers as Malik and I greedily nod in agreement, watching as she visibly shivers at his words.

I’m here for it, every last drop, but even if we’re going to enjoy dragging this out a little, that doesn’t mean I have to wait five hundred years for her to finally be rid of Alexi’s hoodie. With that in mind, I snap my fingers and watch with pure delight as the material covering her skin evaporates, revealing every inch of her from head to toe.

Her nipples are taut, desperate to be tasted, and her thighs are clamped together, praying for the friction she desires. I hear her clearing her throat and reluctantly lift my gaze from her tits to find her expectantly staring at me with her eyebrows raised.

I pucker like a fish for a second, attempting to find the right words as both Alexi and Malik stare at her the same way I am. “Well, we can’t do any worshiping with so many clothes in the way now, can we?” I shrug, offering her a wink as she shakes her head at me, but the smile that brightens her face tells me all I need to know.

Stepping toward her, I only get two steps closer before I pause, watching as her head tilts to the side as she observes me. She’s thinking about something, I have no idea what, but before any of us can ask, she answers all of us.

Slowly, she lifts her hand so it’s in front of her face, eyes tracking every movement as she pushes her thumb and finger together, just like she did downstairs. Only this time, instead of destroying each and every one of the dummies, she plays my own trick back on me.

With the snap of her fingers, Malik, Alexi, and I stand before her as naked as she is, each of our cocks standing tall and pointing desperately in her direction. The satisfied smile on her face tells me she's far too pleased with herself.

“Wow, I could definitely get used to that,” she breathes, running her hands along the length of her ponytail.

“Or maybe we can just stay like this forever. I can’t say I’ll be complaining,” Malik murmurs and she turns her head to him, but before she can open her mouth, Alexi moves to stand between them, his hand is in her hair, grabbing at the ends so she has to look up at him.

Hot. As. Fuck.

She is divine under our touch, our command, and she loves it.

With her hands on Alexi’s chest and her neck elongated as she stares up at him, I think I might come just from looking at her. My fist tightly wraps around my cock, holding back the desire building inside of me already.

“I like your hair like this.” Alexi gives her hair a small tug as she gasps and I can’t hold back any longer, I need to be closer to her. Now.

I cut the distance between us, placing myself at her back as Alexi scoops her ponytail to fall over her shoulder, and my hands instinctively go to her waist, kneading the flesh beneath my touch. I can’t help but press every inch of my body against hers, basking in her heat against me, before I bring my lips to the point where her shoulder meets her neck.

Small, soft kisses run over her shoulder and back as I take my time. It’s not until I’m perfectly centered behind her with my lips pressed against the top of her spine that I add any further pressure, but once I’m there, all bets are off.

She shivers as I make my way down her spine, my hands remaining in place at her waist as I drop to my knees. I sense shuffling from the other side of her, and I notice Malik is closer now, teasing her in tandem with Alexi as I pepper kisses over her ass cheeks one at a time.

A groan ripples through her, making me glance up to see Alexi claiming her mouth and Malik getting a generous taste of her breasts. I don’t think she’s going to be able to handle staying on her feet for much longer, but I’m going to help coax everything out of her before we shift to the bed.

Running my fingers down her thighs, all the way to her ankles, I lean further down to kiss the inside of her knee, slowly dragging my lips over her skin until I’m at the apex of her thighs, before repeating the process on the other side.

I’m obsessed with the taste of her on my tongue.

This time when I kiss up to her waist, I sink my teeth into her ass, making her jolt as a deep groan burns past her lips, and a satisfied smile spreads across mine. Working my way up her spine once more, I let my fingers ghost over her skin, heightening her senses until my lips are pressed against her right ear.

“You are the sweetest honey I’ve ever tasted, Harm. My favorite flavor.” She leans back into me, even with Alexi cupping her chin in his hand and Malik raking his teeth over her nipples.

Her legs start to buckle slightly beneath us and I know it’s time to get her comfortable. By the time we’ve finished, she won’t be able to stand at all.

As if sensing my thoughts, Malik speaks. “Let’s lay her on the bed before she falls over.”

I nod in agreement, but it’s Alexi who swoops her up off the floor and marches her over to the bed. He’s whispering in her ear, not to tell a secret, he knows we can hear, but it only makes it sexier to watch her back arch beneath him as he speaks.

“How are you going to feel, sweet H, with your pussy filled, your ass devoured, and a cock resting heavy on your tongue?”

I have to pinch the end of my dick again as I watch her eyes blaze with need and desire. “Like I’m in Heaven,” she replies, making my head fall back as I take my next needy breath.

It’s almost laughable that we thought we could survive without her.

“Your ass is mine, H. And I say Malik gets to feel your hot mouth around his cock as Talon fucks you through it all. What do you say?” She looks over his shoulder with half-mast eyelids, running her tongue along her bottom lip seductively as she slowly nods in response.

“I say, what are you waiting for?”

A burst of laughter bubbles from me as I smirk, cutting the distance between us as I join them on the bed, Malik right behind me as Harmonia lures us closer with a simple smile.

On the surface, she looks every inch the innocent angel she is, but as you delve deeper, she burns hotter and brighter than any shade of white or pink could represent. No. She’s crimson red inside, and all ours.

Alexi snaps his fingers, producing a tube of lube in his hands as I wrap my hands around Harmonia’s ankles and drag her to the bottom of the bed.

“Oh my gods, Talon.” Her gasp makes me smile as I place her legs at my waist, relishing in the feel of her instinctively wrapping them around me.

“If you keep saying my name like that, I’m going to come quicker than you’ll appreciate.” I wink at her as she grins, but her response is halted by the sound of Malik’s voice.

“Don’t worry, Mona, there are two more cocks here for you to choose from.”

I spin my head to look at him, glaring the fucker down, but he simply smirks as Harmonia chuckles from beneath me.

Assholes.

Turning back to her, I grab her waist, hoisting her in the air as I spin on the spot. Her giggles continue until the moment she feels my cock nudging at her entrance and she gasps. With her hands braced on my shoulders, she leans back a little, eyes searching deep into mine before she maneuvers herself with precision to fill herself up with my dick.

“Fuck.” The curse falls from my lips before I can stop it. My muscles bunch together as I remain stock still, letting her lead the way, inch by inch.

She’s slick for me, her sweet pussy drenching me in heat and desire, and I’m desperate for more of it. I want to feel her pussy clench so tight around me that I can’t help but come despite my best efforts.

When she’s fully seated, eyes wide as she trembles in my arms, I grip the back of her thighs as I lift her up all the way until only the tip remains before slamming her down at the same time as I thrust up, making the pair of us groan with ecstasy.

“Don’t keep her all to yourself, asshole,” Malik bites at the same time as Alexi comes to stand behind us.

No one responds to Malik as Alexi teases Harmonia, her back arching slightly before a low groan ripples through her. I instantly know that Alexi is claiming her ass as his own, and the way the flush creeps up her neck and over her cheeks, I know she’s enjoying this just as much as we are.

“Never mind,” Malik mutters, moving to the side a little more, hand engulfing his cock as he works himself over, eyes fixed on our woman as he nods. “I want to see her make that face again and hear that groan ringing in my ears.”

Not wanting to disappoint, I remain deep inside of her as Alexi works his magic, making her pant, gasp, cry, and tremble between us. Sweat clings to me and I’ve barely moved, but it’s from the tension rising within me and the need to feel her.

“Fuckkkk,” I hiss, digging my fingers into her thighs as I lean my head forward, resting my forehead against her chest as I cling to my sanity.

“Please, Alexi. Please.”

This time her pleading words register in his brain and he relents, taking a step back as he meets my gaze before nodding at the bed. I know what he wants me to do without him uttering a word, so I quickly climb onto the bed with Harmonia still in my arms and my cock still buried inside of her. Lying back, I settle into the sheets with Harmonia above me.

She smiles down at me and my heart soars. She’s too fucking perfect.

“Are you ready?” I ask, but she doesn’t need to respond with words as she places her palms flat against my chest, using me as leverage to slip to the end of my cock before dropping right back down.

The tingling at the base of my spine is already happening, and I’m about to lose my fucking mind over coming too soon, but she freezes as soon as she is seated on my dick. I have to blink a couple of times to understand why, fighting my way through my sex-induced haze to see that Malik is now kneeling beside us, cock aimed in Harmonia’s direction as Alexi takes the spot right behind her, his chest flush against her back.

“You heard him, H. Are you ready to really be ours?” Alexi breathes against her ear, making her shiver between us as she nods eagerly.

“I’ve always been yours.”

A groan echoes around the room as her words affect the three of us. All at once, we move in synchronization. Harmonia grinds down on my cock, angling herself better for Alexi as he teases her ass, and in the next moment he’s pushing inside of her.

Her jaw goes slack as she gapes at me in surprise, but she doesn’t pause in the moment. No, she still wants more. She wants everything we promised her. With a big gulp of air, she twists her head in search of Malik, who is eagerly waiting with his cock poised toward her lips.

Her body tenses as Alexi fills her more and more, but she still doesn’t stop leaning closer to Malik until he cups her chin to hold her in place.

“Take another deep breath, Mona. I want you completely comfortable before you take me too,” he states, running his thumb over her cheek as I feel Alexi’s cock inside Harmonia.

It’s a new level of sensation for me, so I can’t begin to imagine how it’s making her feel, but instead of agreeing with Malik, she squints her eyes at him and pouts her lips.

“I’ve always been yours, so you’ve always been mine. I’ve waited six years longer than was necessary, don’t make me wait a second longer to feel complete.”

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

This woman is something else entirely.

No one has the ability to shock and stun us like this. No one but her.

“As you wish,” are the last three words spoken from Malik’s lips before he gives our woman exactly what she wants.

I watch in awe as her lips latch onto the end of his dick instantly, sucking and teasing with excitement as she gasps and groans at Alexi’s movements until he’s fully seated inside her.

The pair of us remain still inside of her for a moment, giving us all a chance to adjust, but she continues to take Malik deeper and deeper in her mouth, and a second later she’s grinding between us.

“Fuck, Harm,” I grind out, hands clamping on her waist as I attempt to catch my breath.

My words make a soft giggle vibrate in her throat, strangled by Malik’s cock, and it kicks everyone into action. Harmonia somehow manages to balance perfectly between Alexi and I, allowing us to alternate thrusts as she cries out with pleasure around Malik’s dick.

The more we move, the hotter it gets, perspiration clinging to each of us as the sexual desire and need flourishes around us until our magic is brought forward.

“Oh, gods,” Harmonia rambles, still not completely taking her tongue off of Malik as she speaks, but I know what she means. Everything was already heightened, but this is something else entirely.

It’s like I’m feeling pleasure through my body, but also through my magic as we connect as one. The perspiration on Harmonia’s skin as her eyes flash fuchsia practically shimmers between us.

“Harmonia,” I rasp, unable to put into words exactly what I’m feeling, but the way she gapes at me in response tells me we’re on the exact same level.

“Come, Baby H. Now,” Alexi bites, his movements becoming more jagged as she does exactly as he says, shattering into a million pieces between us as the magic bursts inside my chest.

The second her pussy clenches around my cock, I know I’m a goner, toppling over the edge of pleasure right along with her. The groans that sound out around the room from Alexi and Malik moments later tell me we’re all at the same destination, riding wave after wave of ecstasy as our magic seems to stretch out the climax between us.

As the four of us struggle to catch our breath, our muscles giving out as we become a pile of limbs, I bask in the euphoria we’ve found. Or, more specifically, the euphoria we’ve been reunited with.

No matter what we may face next, the facts remain the same.

We’re one. We’re forever.

And just like that, we’ll be able to accomplish anything.


Chapter 29

Harmonia


Itake a seat at the small vanity area in my room in the basement, placing one foot into my new boots before doing the same with the other. Once they’re both zipped up, I take a second to feel each and every single ache that runs through my body from the experience we shared yesterday.

What started as a tense and frustrating situation, with my magic going a little crazy, quickly morphed into the memory of a lifetime. One I hope to embrace again and again going forward.

Feeling the three of them all at once was life altering. I feel connected to each and every one of them with every fiber of my being. My powers are so calm within me, so in tune with my body, it feels like I could find any one of them by simply closing my eyes.

Grinning to myself at that thought, I move to stand in front of the mirror as I check my outfit over. Black skinny jeans tucked into my chunky black boots, with a mint-green knit sweater finishing off the look. My hair is pulled into another high ponytail and my face is makeup free. As much as I enjoy doing my hair and makeup most days, today needs my focus more than anything, and that’s what I plan to concentrate on.

Just as I’m about to step away and go in search of the others, one of them appears behind me. In his crisp navy suit and white shirt, he looks as handsome as ever. I stand frozen in place as I watch him pause, his eyes raking over me from head to toe before his gaze finally meets mine in the mirror.

He runs his fingers through his hair as he moves closer to me, his steps slow and deliberate as his gaze drops from mine, only to settle on the necklace that has hung around my neck every day since he gifted it to me.

Alexi clears his throat as he finally comes to a complete stop behind me. He’s not close enough that we’re touching, but I can feel his body heat radiating off him, coating my skin with his presence as I shiver with the close proximity and the memory of yesterday still so fresh in my mind.

“Are you ready to head into the office? We need to figure out what is going on and do some more research, and there are more resources there…” His hand finds my waist as he meets my gaze and the mark on my arm tingles like it knows we’re trying to get rid of it.

“Still nothing from Hades?” I ask, already knowing the answer as his jaw tightens and his mouth forms a thin line. “Then into the office we shall go.” Spinning on the spot, I place my hands on his shoulders as I rise onto my tiptoes to kiss his lips. It’s quick and sweet, not the tantalizing hotness that enthralled us yesterday.

A small smile peeks at the corner of his mouth as he takes a step back and offers me his hand. My fingers lace with his like they’ve done so a million times and I fall into sync with his steps as we head for the door.

“I have to say though, it completely blows my mind that your roles are basically the epitome of gruesome and gory, yet you work casually and inconspicuously out of an office.” A soft chuckle passes my lips as I glance at him. No one would know they literally live to kill those worthy of death from their office. It’s crazy.

The grin he offers in response makes my own spread as he shrugs. “It blows mine too, but you can’t tell me I don’t look good in the suit that comes with it.”

I shake my head as we head up the stairs, another giggle teasing my lips. “You’re right, I could never lie like that. You’re way too hot in this get up, but your ego isn’t going to fit through the door if you carry on,” I reply, pointing ahead with a quirked brow.

With a snap of his fingers, I watch in surprise as the doorframe at the top of the stairs widens, creating a bigger space. My jaw nearly hits the floor before laughter consumes me. I pat his arm in disbelief as I look up at him. “Oh, Alexi woke up with a sense of humor this morning, huh? I like it.”

His fingers tighten around mine as he grins down at me. “Keep that sass coming and I’ll fuck it right out of you,” he breathes, leaning a little closer as we attempt to stay in step.

I’d let any of these men lead me into the dark with them as my only guide. Up a set of stairs, down into the depths of Hell, and everywhere in between. Especially Alexi when he’s in this kind of mood. Who am I kidding? Even if he’s being a total asshole, he’s still my asshole.

My heart swells in my chest as I clench my fingers as tightly around his as he did to me before cocking my head to the side and giving him the cheekiness I know he secretly loves.

“Hmm. Promises, promises.”
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The ability to arrive at the office with the snap of our fingers definitely eliminates a lot of the risk factor. There’s no chance of an ambush like last time, that’s for sure. The memory of it threatens to invade my thoughts again, but I shake my head, pushing it back down.

We might have arrived without any issue, but that doesn’t mean we’ve all of a sudden found the answers we need. Far from it. From the conversations we’ve had as a group, our first order of business is to determine how they are even able to create these marks.

Sitting at the same conference table we were at last time, I glance at each of my men, seeing the same hint of frustration in their eyes. The answer isn’t screaming out at us, it’s hidden, wanting us to delve into a huge pursuit to find what we need, but where the fuck do we start? They’ve already been to Hades, who didn’t have the answers they needed. So where do we turn after that?

“Is there a reason you haven’t gone and talked to the Keres directly?” The question slips from my mouth before I even process the realization that I haven’t asked that already. The grim smile I get from Talon sitting across the table from me tells me there is, but it’s Alexi who answers me.

“Because that’s not how it works. That’s never been how it works, H.” His jaw somehow manages to tighten even more than it already has as he taps his fingers on the table.

“Hades is the only contact we’ve ever had,” Malik expands, placing his palm on my knee in comfort as I turn to look at him. “And despite the fact that he’s the only kind of authority we can discuss the situation with, the only person with the chance of having any answers at all, I believe him when he says he doesn’t fully understand what’s going on either.”

I look at the others to see them nodding in agreement as a heavy sigh blows through my lips. This is an entirely new world to me, away from Saints Academy, deeper and darker corners of the supernatural world than I’m used to, and I have no idea where I should be looking.

Pressing my fingers into my temples, I close my eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath before I blink them back open again. We’ve been here for over two hours and the new setting definitely hasn’t aided us in finding the information we need.

“I need coffee,” I mumble, squeezing Malik’s hand on my thigh before rising from my seat.

“Need help?” Talon offers, but I shake my head. Making coffee is mundane as Hell, but it’s a simple task that I can actually achieve right now.

“No, I’m good. You guys keep thinking.” I point at the freshly-scattered papers covering the desk. “Does anyone else want some?”

The three of them decline in sync before I turn on the spot and head for the door. Stepping out into the reception area, I take a second to remember which room is the kitchen before walking around the receptionist's desk to the other side, slipping through the open door.

I fall into a rhythm as I set up the coffee machine, the sound of it whirling into action settling me a little. Reaching for a mug, I grab a random white one, and my moment of calmness is shattered when a sickly sweet perfume hits my nose. Glancing back over my shoulder, I internally roll my eyes when I find the receptionist standing in the doorway.

The tension is instantly palpable, but I still offer a tight smile before turning back to what I’m doing. Maybe if I don’t engage with her she’ll go away, but something tells me I’m just not that lucky.

What did Talon say her name was again? Greta?

When I don’t sense her leaving, the smell of her perfume getting stronger as she moves closer, instead, I take a deep breath before turning to my right and finding her staring me down. She’s wearing a yellow blazer with a matching skirt and a white shirt with nude heels. Her hair is twisted back into a bun and her makeup is set to perfection, from her bright pink lip to the highlighter dusting her cheekbones, she definitely put effort into coming into the office today.

It’s almost on the tip of my tongue to offer her a mug of goodness, but the way she folds her arms over her chest, pursing her lips as she flicks her gaze from me to my chest, I refrain. When she still doesn’t speak though, I can’t hold back the need to check in with her.

“Can I help you?” The irritation is clear in my voice and I don’t attempt to cover it up. She’s been rude to me every time I’ve seen her. It’s annoying, and I really don’t have time for it right now, so the quicker we get this over with, the better.

She doesn’t startle at my question, but her eyes remain fixed on my chest and I glance down to see her staring at the necklace Alexi gave me. Before I can repeat my question, her eyes flash to mine.

“When I was asked for my opinion on the necklaces brought to the office, I assumed that it was for me. Me. So imagine my disappointment when I see it around your neck. If I had known that’s where it was going, I wouldn’t have chosen that one.”

I squint at her, watching as her eyes blaze with anger. “I’m sorry, what?”

In a flash, her hands are at my neck, gripping the pendant tightly in her hand as she keeps her gaze fixed on mine. “I. Picked. This. Out. With. Alexi,” she spells out slowly, her tone deep as she practically snarls at me. “I picked it out for me, not you.”

This woman is insane. Lifting my hands, I push her away without thought. To my dismay, she doesn’t release her grip on the necklace. It all happens so fast, but I feel the tightening of the chain on the back of my neck moments before it tears from my body, clattering to the floor as Greta drops it in surprise.

“Are you fucking crazy?” I bite, my body tense as I stare her down. I watch her gaze flick from me to the necklace, and as much as I want to reach down and grab it, I refrain, not wanting to give her any opportunity to do anymore damage.

Her hands fist at her sides as she scoffs in response. “Please, the only crazy person here is you, for thinking you are going to last more than two minutes around here. If anything, I’m doing you a favor. You’re. Welcome.”

My face scrunches in confusion as I gape at her. Is she for real? She clearly doesn’t know that my soul is fucking sealed to theirs, and I rather like it that way, but she doesn't get to go around making assumptions about me.

Rolling my shoulders back, I take a deep breath as I take a step toward her, the necklace now at my feet as I tilt my head to the side. “What the fuck is your problem? I really dont have time for your playground bullshit, and your incessant whining is giving me a fucking headache.”

Folding her arms over her chest again, she taps her foot as she shakes her head at me. “Did you not hear the part where I said I chose the necklace you were wearing?” My chest tightens, not wanting to fall for her bullshit, but she’s not wrong. Something about it makes my gut twist in disappointment. Maybe distaste? Fuck, I don’t know what because I don’t have a moment to process it. “Now listen, bitch,” she pushes, but I raise my head, cutting the remaining distance between us as I interrupt her incessant voice.

“Let me stop you right there. I’m not joking when I say I really don’t have time for your bullshit. If you want drama, you’re going to have to get it from somewhere else.” I’m slightly impressed that I’m not encouraging this craziness when the magic floating through my veins is eager to beat a bitch. But it’s short-lived as she starts wagging her finger in my direction in the next moment, and I've reached my limit.

Before she can do a single thing, I thrust my powers at her, freezing her in place from head to toe. My teeth clench together as my nostrils flare. “Fuck. Off. Greta.” She can’t respond in any way and my shoulders relax with the quiet and calm that follows. Releasing another breath, I smile wide at her. “Now, you can stay right there while I take a minute and get some much needed air.” I offer her a small wave as I completely disregard the coffee machine and step back into the reception area.

My body is still tense and my mind is going a mile a minute. I spot the guys in the conference room and I know I need a second before I go back in there. I need to sort through my thoughts and feelings after the bullshit she just pulled.

As much as I don’t want her words to get to me, they did their job perfectly on her end.

I need some real fresh air, just a moment outside to regather myself.

With my mind made up, I step to my left toward the portal, letting the billowing smoke consume me for a second before I appear on the ground floor. I try to remain as calm as possible, but the longer I’m in the building, the tighter my chest gets. Thankfully it’s quiet down here and I don’t have to clamber through a herd of people to get outside.

The second I step through the glass doors I inhale a huge breath, finally feeling a sense of relief. Stepping to the side, I let my eyelids fall closed as I take in another and another.

Am I mad that Alexi asked for help picking out my necklace? I don’t know, but I can’t deny that out of all the people in the world I wish it wasn't her. Why couldn’t he have asked his mom, or fuck, my mom, gods, even Rhea for goodness sake.

As much as it irritates the Hell out of me, is it really that important when we’re dealing with everything else?

Shit.

I hate that she’s making me make an issue out of this. I just need to go back inside and talk it over with them.

Shaking my head, I open my eyes, the sound of the cars and people finally filtering into my brain as I become more present in the here and now and not so trapped in my head. But as my vision clears, I know I’m not alone.

The man standing in front of me with a sneer on his lips is someone I’ve only seen once before. The man that appeared in the office before Malik got me out of there. The man I now know is the leader of the Redvellions.

Noose.

Fuck.

“Ah, good. The little bitch told me that she could definitely rile you up enough to get you outside alone. I didn’t think she had it in her, but here you are,” he says with a cunning smile on his face. “Pity she won’t last more than five minutes once the Furies realize what she’s done.” His grin only widens as he tucks his hands into the tattered jeans he’s wearing. The leather jacket covering his black tee underneath looks like it’s seen better days too.

As much as my insides are trembling at his sudden presence, I bottle it up and stand tall. He clearly planned on getting me out here alone, but for what? “I’m not going anywhere with you,” I blurt, quirking an eyebrow at him as he simply laughs in response.

“It’s almost cute that you think you have a choice, Harmonia.” My name on his tongue sends a shiver of disgust down my spine, but I use it to strengthen my confidence as I stare him down.

“I’m nobody’s fucking hostage.”

This time it’s his turn to raise a brow at me. “Who said you were being taken as a hostage? I’m quite sure you’re going to come willingly.”

My head rears back before I can keep my emotions and features in check. “And how do you figure that?”

“You’re wearing my mark. You wouldn’t want me to kill you in front of them now would you?” A jolt of fear ripples through my veins at the mere thought of it, but in their presence he would have no chance of getting his hands on me, I know it.

“You’re going to kill me either way. I don’t see why you think I would give you the chance to take me rather than stand with them and fight you.” My heart thunders in my chest as the words leave my mouth, but I mean them all the same. I would fight anyone if it meant I got to stay with the men I love.

“Ah, you see, I don’t quite have time for that because I actually do have a hostage and she’s waiting on your arrival.”

I freeze, searching his gaze for a hint of a lie, but I come up blank. What the fuck does that mean? “Who is waiting for my arrival?” I ask, the world around me fading away, the noise drifting to nothing as I wait for his next words.

The grin that spreads across his face as he pushes his hair back from his eyes tells me he’s been holding in his excitement to tell me.

“Harmonia, you either come with me now, or your mother pays the price.”

My breath lodges in my throat, my heart shattering into a million pieces at the mention of my mom. I try to remember the last time I heard from her, and I recall it was when she was with me at the house, she received a call that she needed to help someone who touched Pandora’s Box.

I haven’t heard from her since then.

“It was you.” The words leave my mouth before my filter can kick in, but it doesn’t make a difference to the outcome. The way he nods tells me all I need to know. My hands clench at my sides as I try to figure out a plan, but he doesn’t give me a chance to consider one.

“Tick tock, Harmonia, now or never.”

Swallowing past the lump in my throat, I push back the tears threatening to stream down my face as I meet his gaze head on.

“Lead the way.”


Chapter 30

Talon


Idrop the piece of paper from my hand onto the table along with all the other useless sheets. I don’t know why Alexi thinks there might be something to help us among all of this, but there isn’t.

Folding my arms over my chest, I cross my legs at the ankles as I glare at the mess scattered around us. “Looking at all of this shit is just pointless,” I grumble, drawing a pointed stare from Alexi as he leans back in his seat.

“Where do you suggest we look then? It’s as simple as that. If you have an issue with the plan, come up with a better one or shut the fuck up.”

Pursing my lips, I look up at the ceiling, not finding any answers there either. Despite his shitty attitude, I choose to let it go right over my head. “I don’t know, but there has to be something else because this isn’t getting us anywhere.”

Silence descends around us for a moment as we each get lost in our own thoughts before Malik finally speaks. “What about some of those books in your office, Talon? The ones that were left behind by the prior Furies. Could there be something in there?” My gaze whips to his in a flash, my eyes wide with a hint of excitement as hope bubbles inside of me.

“I’ve never really looked at any of them. They were filled with information they’d learned along the way. Things we didn’t really need, but I’ll go and grab them,” I state, rising from my seat as I glance at the time. “I’ll get them, then find Harmonia on my way back because she’s been gone for a while,” I add as Alexi scoffs.

“Yeah, but don’t get distracted with her, we have answers to find,” he grunts, shaking his blazer off his shoulders as I wiggle my brows at him in response before leaving the room.

If I want to get distracted with her on the way back then I fucking will. If anything, it’ll be a hard battle not too. And now that he’s mentioned it, I want to sneak her away even more.

With a plan devising in my mind, I grin as I walk around Greta’s desk to my office. It’s odd that she’s not there, but she must be off doing something work related. Stepping into my office, I purse my lips for a moment, placing my hands on my hips as I attempt to remember where I stored the books.

The space is a mess, it always is, but with the goblet in the corner constantly throwing out profiles of those marked, I haven’t figured out a system for organizing them. Squeezing my eyes shut for a second, I recall putting them in the filing cabinet in the far corner when we first set up here.

Opening my eyes, I find the cabinet I’m thinking of and rush over to it. Pulling the drawer open, I smile with relief when I find them neatly stacked at the back. With the four books in hand, I shut the drawer behind me as I head for the door, but just as I’m passing the goblet, it sends out another profile, another person on the hit list, and I sigh.

As the piece of paper floats toward me, I consider leaving it to join the others, but something inside forces me to grab it. Turning the sheet around in my hands, my eyes widen as I blink at the paper. After a few moments, when none of the details seem to change, I get a stirring in my gut that tells me something isn’t right.

Why the fuck has Greta been profiled, the details linking to Malik’s speciality?

Jealousy.

What the Hell has she done since I saw her this morning that warrants death for her actions?

With my pulse ringing in my ears, I march toward the door. I don’t have a good feeling about this, not one bit. “Motherfuckers, get your asses out here right now. I fucking need you.” The words are merely a whisper on my lips, but I know they have heard me.

Stepping out into the reception area, I find Greta still absent from her desk. “Greta.” My throat burns from yelling so loud, but that doesn’t stop me from shouting even louder with my next breath. “Harmonia!”

I have no idea where I’m going, my feet just carry me without my brain fully processing my actions as I move. Rushing for the kitchen door, I frown when it’s slightly ajar and I don’t see Harmonia hovering over the coffee machine like she usually does when she’s waiting for it to brew.

What does catch my attention though is a garishly yellow blazer that I know I saw on Greta this morning. Moving into the room I immediately turn to the right to find the woman in question frozen in place. Her hands are raised, her mouth wide, and her eyes pleading.

“What the fuck is going on, Talon?” I hear Malik ask, confusion clearly getting the better of him as he enters the room with Alexi hot on his tail.

I glare at the woman before me for a moment longer before calling out Harmonia’s name again. When I hear nothing in response, I glare at the bitch one more time, and that’s when I notice Harmonia’s necklace on the floor out of the corner of my eye.

What has this bitch done?

Anger and rage bubble inside of me, desperate to make her pay, even though I don’t truly understand the how’s or why’s, but I manage to calm myself a little as I turn to look at my brothers.

“I don’t know what the Hell is going on, but Harmonia is nowhere to be seen and her necklace is on the floor in front of Greta, who just so happens to be frozen in place,” I ramble, waving my hand in her direction as I watch both of them glance at the floor then at Greta, before turning their attention back to me. “And to top all of that off, the goblet shot out a new profile as I was carrying the books out,” I add, waving the piece of paper around before turning it so they can see the picture sitting center on the profile.

“Greta.” Her name is like a curse on Alexi’s tongue as he takes a step toward her.

Malik places a hand on Alexi’s shoulder, stopping him in his tracks as he snaps his fingers on his other hand, dropping the magic that holds her in place.

This bitch better have answers for me, and fast.

I watch as she pats her hands over her body as tears begin to stream down her face, pain and anguish taking over her features as she looks at me. “I-I didn’t do anything, I swear. She a-attacked m-m-me out of n-nowhere and ran off.” Her sobs are almost deafening and I almost consider muting her, but deep down I know she’ll have the answers we need. “You can’t k-keep her around anym-m-more. She’s crazy and unhinged.”

It’s impossible to stop the eye roll from taking over my face as I let her profile drop to the floor so I can fold my arms over my chest. “You’re lying, Greta,” I say with a bored tone, even though my brain is overwhelmed with worry for Harmonia.

“I’m n-not, honestly, I—” her words turn into a sob when Alexi shakes Malik’s arm off his shoulder and storms toward her. Before the next word can slip from her mouth Alexi’s hand is at her throat and pinning her to the wall. She’s probably getting off on it, despite the circumstances.

I remember how she acted around Harmonia the last time we were here. How she was rude and made her uncomfortable. That can’t be a coincidence, but to have her profile sent through can only mean something has escalated.

“What. Did. You. Do?” Alexi bites, shoulders rising and falling harshly as Malik rushes from the room. Greta hasn’t even answered before Malik appears back at the door, shaking his head.

He’s done a check of the building for Harm and she isn’t here.

Fuck.

My attention slips back to the bitch pinned to the wall as she stammers over her words. “I-I-I…”

“Don’t waste my fucking time. You have the mark on you and there’s nothing you can do about it. Now, tell me where Harmonia is,” I hiss, moving to stand beside Alexi, who keeps his fingers pinched into the skin at her throat.

Instead of answering me like I hoped, her sobs turn louder, strangled against the press of Alexi’s palm, but that doesn’t stop her efforts. Without warning, Alexi drops his hold on her, catching all of us off-guard as her body slumps to the floor. She manages to brace herself with her hands and, to my surprise, she seems to calm down a little, somewhat composing herself.

When she looks up, her eyes are red and puffy, her lips dry, and her hair disheveled. Nothing like the Greta we’re used to. But with the profile, it seems she was never the Greta we thought she was anyway.

“He threatened me and told me I had to do it,” she breathes, sniffing as she looks at each of us pleadingly.

“Who did?” Alexi asks, crouching down in front of her.

She rubs her lips together for a second before answering. “Noose.”

The blood in my veins stills, my heart lurching out of my chest as I squint down at her. Out of all of the names she could have said, of course it was the worst fucking one.

“You’re telling me Noose has Harmonia?” I grind out, hands flexing at my sides as the cords in my neck tense even more.

“I-I don’t know. Yes. No. Maybe?” she rambles, only irritating me further as I glance at Malik, who looks just as angry as me. Alexi, on the other hand, for the first time in his life, is the only one holding his shit together as he speaks to her.

“What did you do, Greta?”

She cringes as she looks up through her lashes at Malik and I, quickly diverting her gaze back to Alexi. I can’t quite see his face, but she fixates on him so he can’t be glaring holes into the side of her head like we are.

“He made me get her outside. Alone. There was nothing I could do. Nothing.” Her bottom lip trembles as she attempts some lame excuse along with aiming her puppy dog eyes at Alexi, while I shake my head.

She’s full of shit. “I have your profile, Greta. Which, if you need me to spell it out, even after all this time, means you’ve been marked, and that tells me a different story altogether,” Alexi says, almost soothingly, like he’s not reconfirming her death warrant.

At the mention of it, with her fingers trembling, she pulls back the sleeve on her left arm to reveal exactly what he’s talking about. Black ink stains her skin and the ember is most definitely tilted in the right direction.

“Now you’re going to pay the price for your sins.” The sinister words part my lips as my powers creep up my spine. I hate that it’s Malik’s job to take her down. I would love nothing more than to bring this bitch to her knees after she handed Harmonia over to Noose.

Fucking Noose.

“P-Please, I didn’t, I—”

“Malik, she clearly has nothing left to give us. So let’s not waste any more time when we need to find Harmonia,” Alexi murmurs. Rising to his full height, he keeps his eyes fixed on Greta’s and I watch as realization washes over her.

She thought she had a chance. She thought Harmonia was temporary. Little did she know, she just handed our everything over to the enemy. She should feel lucky we’re going to make this quick because we don’t have time to torture her.

“N-No, please,” she continues to beg, but I’m already moving toward the door, Alexi right beside me as we give Malik a little space to do his thing.

When I reach the doorway, I turn on the spot, my pulse thundering in my ears and my heart hammering in my chest as I wait to watch this bitch die. White smoke seeps from Malik’s fingers, trailing down to the floor before coiling around her limbs.

Slowly, her body lifts off the ground, consumed by the white magic that laces around her legs, torso, arms, and all the way up her neck. Her face goes red, then purple, her body struggling with the pressure as she shakes in the midst of the billowing smoke before she goes limp in its hold.

Malik takes the two steps needed to be right in front of her, gripping her head in his hands before snapping her neck. Once he’s sure she’s dead, the white smoke slowly makes its way home, returning to the pit of his stomach where his magic rejuvenates. Just like ours. And with the way things are going, we’re going to need to be at full power to find our soulmate.

Greta’s body slumps to the ground in a lifeless heap, but I’m already out the door.

“I don’t know where we need to go or who we need to seek out, but we need to do something and we need to do it now,” I hiss, Alexi nodding beside me as Malik appears to my right, wiping his hands down his jeans as he falls into step.

“First, we call her mom.”


Chapter 31

Harmonia


Fear flows through my veins as I step through the portal beside Noose. This might just be the biggest mistake I’ve ever made, and fuck, I’ve made enough of them to know, but Hell, what am I supposed to do when he claims to have my mom?

She has spent all of these years keeping some form of connection between the guys and me, and she’s raised me with so much heart and soul that it’s never going to be a question whether I run into the unknown for her. Always. The answer will never change.

Stepping through to our new location, the portal evaporates behind us as I nervously glance around the space. I don’t know what I was expecting, but it seems to be a large, derelict looking warehouse of some kind.

There are people everywhere, talking in groups, some hovering around tables together while others laugh and clink bottles of beer in the far corner. Blue metal steps lead to another level, a small balcony circling the open space, with doors leading off in every direction.

Noose doesn’t slow his pace as he moves through the room, and I keep my feet moving fast to remain at his side. If I want to see my mom, I can’t let him out of my sight. With every step, more and more people come into view. There must be hundreds in this space alone, and gods know how many more are in other parts of the building.

Fuck.

My hands clench at my sides, my nails digging into my palms as I turn to the asshole who has orchestrated this whole thing. “Where is my mom?”

The corner of his mouth creeps up as he glances out of the corner of his eye at me, still not slowing as he speaks. “What makes you think I’m going to allow you to see her now that I have you here?”

I scoff, matching his demeanor as my jaw tenses and I shake my head in disappointment, looking straight ahead instead of giving him the satisfaction of seeing the worry in my eyes. “Ah, I see how it is, not a man of your word. Even with the tactics you used to get me here, I thought there might have been a chance you were honorable, but you’re a feral motherfucker with a death wish. I understand now.”

I purse my lips, my nails digging into my palms so hard I’m sure there’ll be blood as I wait for his response.

“I can’t imagine how the Alexi handles your sass.” My brows pinch together at his words, my lips forming a tight line as I glance at him out of the corner of my eye to see him smirking. He definitely has a way of catching me off-guard, that’s for sure. I expect him to leave it at that, but to my surprise, as we get to the center of the room he taps a guy on the shoulder before pointing at me. “Basil, our guest of honor has arrived. Take her to see her mother.”

My eyes widen as I flick my gaze between the two men. Basil turns to stare me down with his nose turned up in distaste as he rubs at his jaw. With cropped hair and broad shoulders, he looks like he takes pleasure in pummeling people to death with his bare fists.

“I thought we were just going to make a show of killing her,” he grunts, causing my next breath to lodge in my throat as I stand tall, my body tense from head to toe as Noose grins.

“We were, but it’s going to be fun either way, so why not enjoy it before it comes to an end. Let’s give her one last dying wish, shall we?” He replies, winking at me while patting Basil on the shoulder again before walking away without a backward glance.

Basil regards me a moment longer before sighing heavily, taking a step in the direction I was already facing, waving his arm for me to follow. His boots hit the floor harder and harder with every step as I keep up with his long strides.

When we are near the other end of the large space, he takes the metal steps two at a time up to the next floor. Nobody else pays me any mind, which is bizarre as Hell. This entire thing is fucked up in the most deranged way.

Like, why hasn’t anyone searched me and made sure I have no weapons or my phone to…

My phone.

They’re either dumb fools or this is a setup. Either way, it’s worth the risk.

Glancing around as I slow my steps on the stairs, I make sure I’m still being ignored as I tuck my hand into my jeans pocket, feeling the device against my palm before I attempt to operate it without pulling it out.

I can only pray that I press the right buttons. Pulling my hand from my pocket, I feel something else brush against my fingertips and my confidence rises a little more.

“Hurry the fuck up,” Basil grunts from the top of the stairs, glaring down at me as I jog up the remaining steps. The second I reach the top, he’s gone again, leading the way down a long corridor.

It’s a complete contrast to the open warehouse space. The walls are painted a soft cream, and the mocha colored carpet makes it feel almost… warm and inviting instead of like a building occupied by ruthless supernatural criminals set on killing me.

Shaking my head, I force myself to take a deep breath, rolling my shoulders back as I take confident steps after him. I’m not dead until my heart stops beating. Being here isn’t the end, I refuse to let it be that way. It’s not convenient, but it’s not the end of my strength either. I might not know where I am or how the Hell I’m going to get out of here, but I’ll die trying, that’s for sure.

The door at the end of the hall to the right opens before Basil gets there and a blond-haired guy steps out, nodding at Basil before moving in my direction. He quirks a brow at me but doesn’t utter a word. My focus is on Basil as he steps into the room, and when I follow after him my jaw hits the floor in surprise.

Right there, on the center of the wall, is an enlarged image of the mark on my arm. My eyes almost bug out of my head as I gape at it before I remember where I am and glance around the room. There must be ten people in here, all standing around a table covered in profiles similar to those I’ve seen in Talon’s office, and it makes my heart clench with worry.

Are these other people they’re targeting?

“Keep up,” Basil grunts, drawing the attention of the mini meeting we seem to have walked in on. Every single one of the men look at me with a pointed stare before I quickly back away, following Basil to the left as he steps through another door.

“What was in that room?” I ask, not caring if it’s risky to bring it up or not. This fucker thinks I’m dying today anyway. “Were those the profiles of the people you’re targeting? People like me?” I push, but he ignores me as he cuts through the mini kitchen space through another door, only this one is locked and requires him to lift his thumb to the pad on the wall before it opens.

“Do you want the answers or do you want to see your mother?” He quirks a brow at me as he waves his hand in the direction of the unlocked door before heading inside. He knows he has me with that question, and despite my intrigue in the prior room, the thought of seeing my mom, of making sure she’s safe, outweighs everything else.

Rushing into the room after him, I gasp when I see my mother sitting on a bare mattress in the far corner. She’s still in the same clothes as when I last saw her with her hair tousled and straggly around her face.

“Mom.” Her name falls from my lips like a gut-wrenching prayer as her tired, puffy eyes find mine and a sob breaks past her lips.

“No, Harmonia. No, no, no,” she cries, and I cut the distance between us, wrapping her in my arms and squeezing her tightly. She shakes in my hold, sobbing into the crook of my neck as I rock her soothingly from side to side.

“It’s okay, Mom. I’m here, you’re not alone. I’m so so sorry this happened to you,” I whisper into her hair as tears threaten to prick the back of my eyelids.

“You shouldn’t be here, Honey. It’s not safe, not with that mark on you,” she cries, leaning back and bracing her hands on my shoulders as she looks into my eyes.

I shake my head at her, a soft smile on my lips as I tuck a loose tendril of hair behind her ear. “It’s okay, Mom. Everything is going to be okay,” I repeat, reassuring the both of us with hope. I glance back over my shoulder to stare at Basil, who is tapping away on his phone, completely ignoring the pair of us. “I’m going to need you to release her now,” I state, my gut furiously clenching around the magic swirling in my stomach now I know my mother is safe.

I can’t believe she’s here. It could have been a lie, a ploy to get me here, but the way Noose said it so confidently told me I couldn’t risk it. At least she doesn’t seem injured, but I can’t guarantee that completely right now. I just need to remain focused on the present if I want to have any chance of getting us out of here.

“That’s not how this works,” Basil says with a scoff, not even bothering to look up from his phone, and it pisses me off.

“Then tell me how it works.”

I squeeze my mom’s hand on my shoulder before placing it in her lap as I rise to my feet. Turning to face him head on, I watch as he sighs, tucking his phone back into his pocket before meeting my gaze.

“It’s simple. You don’t make any demands and die with that mark on your arm and we continue to fuel Styx.” He shrugs like it’s really that simple, but I’m still locked on the details he just dropped so casually.

“Styx?” The word passes my lips before I’ve even processed everything he’s saying.

“Yeah, Styx. You’ve heard of her, right? I bet if you were at Saints Academy like Noose said you were then you might have heard of her blood relative, Zellus.” Wow. He really does drop fact bombs like he’s describing the weather. The smirk on his lips tells me he’s expecting me to quiver in fear at the mention of Zellus’s name, but I refuse. Even in death, that guy is a pain in my ass, and I can’t deny that I’m surprised.

“Zellus.”

“Stop repeating everything I’m fucking saying,” he grunts, sweeping his hand through his cropped hair as he glances at the watch on his wrist.

“None of this makes any sense,” I mutter, almost thinking out loud as I look at my mom before turning back to him. Her eyes are wide. She’s as surprised as I am by that fact. It seems they’ve kept her locked away in here without giving her any details either. Assholes.

“It makes perfect sense.” Basil grins as he tucks his hands into his pockets and my nails dig into my palm once more as I ball my hands into fists. “To overrule the Keres we have to fuel Styx enough to tip the balance between them. Then we can taint the world with her hatred, slaughter the great Keres, another offspring of Nyx’s on the death list. Good riddance.” He fist pumps the air like he’s already achieved it, while all I can do is stand and gape at him in surprise.

This man needs to give me a minute to process all of the shit he's blowing in my direction. I’ve gone from knowing nothing to everything in a split second.

Wiping my hand down my face, I turn to my mom, seeing her mouth wide open in shock as she glances between the two of us. I know he definitely said what I think he said.

I turn back to him with my hands on my hips as I take a deep breath. “Keres is Nyx’s child? Children? Whatever,” I ramble, acting like I have no fucking clue, making Basil roll his eyes at me as he claps his hands.

“Okay, this history lesson is over. It’s time to head back to Noose so we can add to our growing pile of dead bodies,” he says with a sinister grin pulling at the corner of his mouth and my mom cries out.

“No! Harmonia, don’t go anywhere with him. Please, leave her alone,” she begs, rising to her feet and stumbling to my side. She clings to my left arm, struggling to stand, her body in need of nourishment, and that only makes me angrier.

“And shut that bitch up before I do it for you,” Basil bites, pointing a finger at my mom. And I’ve had my fill of him now. Fuck this asshole.

Slipping my right hand into my pocket, I search for the object that was with my phone earlier. Once I have a grasp on it, I start to shake my head at him. “I’m sorry,” I start, taking a step to place myself in front of my mom at the same time I pull the object from my pocket. “That’s not going to work for me, Basil.”

At the sound of his name on my lips, I rub my thumb over the face of Medusa on my pendant and watch as he transforms before me. Inch by inch he turns to stone, the shock still visible in his eyes right until the last second.

My mom clings to me from behind, another sob falling past her lips as I place my hand over hers. “Don’t worry, Mom, it’s going to be okay. I’m going to get us out of here.”

She doesn’t reply, but she doesn’t need to. I just need her to be okay. That’s all that matters here, nothing else.

Digging my hand back into my pocket, I swap the pendant for my phone, turning it in my hand so I can see the screen and I sag in relief. We don’t have a lot of time. The Medusa pendant will wear off eventually, it’s not permanent. If it was, my mother would still be at home turned to stone in the kitchen.

Fuck.

Wrapping my other hand around my mom’s trembling fingers, I lift the phone to my ear before I speak.

“Hey, did you get all that?”


Chapter 32

Harmonia


Stay low and out of sight. We won’t be long.

I repeat their words in my mind again and again, taking another deep breath as my fingers run over the denim of my pocket once more. The feel of my phone secured in there gives me a boost of confidence to get through this.

Turning on the spot, I find my mom sitting on the mattress again, arms wrapped around her legs as she slowly stops sniffling. “It won’t be long, Mom. We’re going to get out of here, okay?” I force a smile to my lips, rocking the whole ‘fake it ’til you make it’ vibe as I exhale heavily again. I’ve always seen my mom as a badass bitch, but she’s also been holed up here for days, and that can change anyone.

Of course, Noose isn’t as stupid as I thought, placing a ward over our location. If I wasn’t disoriented already, that just makes figuring out where we actually are even harder. Especially when my guys can’t use their magic to get here so easily.

Time. We just need time.

Fuck.

Pressing my fingers into my temples, I hear my mom clear her throat and I turn to look at her. She rubs her lips together as she looks up at me and I take a moment to sit beside her, wrapping my arms around her shoulders.

“Harmonia, what are you doing here?” Her question makes my head rear back as I look deep into her eyes. Is she crazy?

“Noose told me you were here, Mom. He showed up and threatened your safety. What happened?” I ask, even though I may have come to my own conclusions, I want to hear it from her.

“Oh, Honey,” she whispers, wiping at her eyes before looking back at me. “The second I arrived at the town hall in Phoenix Valley I knew something was off. I was a fool for taking the call, I should have stayed with you.” I squeeze her arm supportively as I hold her tighter, waiting patiently for her to continue. “When I went inside, there was no one there but Noose and I didn’t stand a chance against him. I’ve been here ever since.”

My eyes slam shut as anger courses through my veins, and when I open them again, my gaze settles on the stone statue that was Basil. I don’t know how people can live like this, uncaring and purposely destructive to others.

“Don’t worry, Mom. We’re going to get out of here,” I breathe as my mom rests her head on my shoulder.

“What are we going to do about him?” She points at Basil and I cringe. There’s literally nothing I can do about him right now. I won’t be able to move him even an inch.

“It’ll be best to just leave him. I already killed someone and got a mark on my arm, I don’t want to make that worse,” I mumble as my mom sits up straight again. “Besides, we’re going to wait here anyway,” I add, and like the fucking world is against me, the door nudges open a second later.

I jolt at the movement, rising to my feet as fast as I can to see a random guy peeking his head around the room. His eyes flick from me, to Basil, to my mom, back to me, before settling on Basil once more.

His eyes widen in slow motion and before I can do anything, he yells at the top of his lungs.

“Noose!” The floor vibrates beneath my feet with his holler, making my arms flail out at the side to keep me balanced, but I panic when I hear my mom cry out in surprise.

I can’t use my pendant on him, I don’t know his fucking name, so I do the one thing I just said I shouldn’t. Thrusting my hands in his direction, fire burns the tips of my fingers before shooting in his direction.

His own palm rises to stop me, but he’s not quick enough, and I watch as my magic consumes him, burning him on the spot.

So much for laying low until the guys get here.

Fuck.

“Mom, come on,” I mumble, turning to find her standing directly beside me already.

“You’re right, we need to get out of here, Honey. Let’s go.” She sounds a lot more confident than moments earlier, a glimmer of herself shining through, and it boosts me with the confidence I need.

We barely get two steps toward the door when Noose appears directly in front of us, blocking the only escape from the windowless room. Halted in place with my mom’s hand clenched in mine, I watch as Noose looks from the burning flesh to the stone statue before fixing on me.

“What the fuck did you do?” The bite in his tone makes me scoff.

“What did you expect me to do? Nothing? Be real. You already marked me once,” I shout, lifting my marked arm as I shake my head. “You did that because I killed one of your men that was trying to hurt me. How did you think this was going to go?”

He continues to look impassively at me, but the tightness of his jaw and his clenched hands tell me he’s raging inside. Taking a step toward me, he tilts his head to the side and bares his teeth at me. “I’m going to have fun tearing you apart, limb by limb. Hopefully, the Furies will turn up and get a good view of it happening.”

I squint at him in a mixture of confusion and anger, but before I can say a single word to him, he extends his arms out to the sides before swirling them round in a large circle. The room tilts with the movement and I stumble a little as the space around us changes before my eyes.

My hands fly out to my sides in an attempt to keep my balance at the same time I glance over my shoulder in search of my mom. She’s right here with me, her stance similar to mine as she looks around in confusion.

“If you told the Furies where we were, they’re going to be heading in the wrong direction,” Noose hollers with a laugh, but I don’t respond straight away, taking in our new surroundings instead.

It feels like we’re outside, but the sky is no different than the rocks, boulders, floor, and cliffs that surround us. A creamy color with hints of brown and burgundy envelops us. There’s not a tree or any other kind of shrubbery in the area, leaving me even more confused as I settle my gaze back on Noose.

“You didn’t give me a fucking clue where we were to begin with,” I grunt, flexing my hands at my sides as I try to remain as calm as possible.

Noose stands a couple of meters away from me, shrugging indifferently. “Either way, I thought it would be fun to kill you in my favorite place.” His eyes shift around the space as he throws his arms out wide again. When he doesn’t spit it out, I know he’s waiting for me to ask.

With a sigh I roll my neck as I keep my eyes fixed on him. “And where might that be?”

“Hell, of course.” He replies as my eyes widen, realization dawning on me. Of course. It’s similar to Nyx's home, but the tones were much darker around hers.

I take a large gulp of air and I look back at my mom as she places her hand on my shoulder. We’re here together, he isn’t going to tear us down. I refuse to let it go.

“Now, are we making this easy or hard, Harmonia?” Noose asks, and I know this is the moment where I either let this fucker bring me to my knees or I give him all I’ve got. It’s not a question of which though, it’s a question of what I throw at him first.

Squeezing my mother’s hand on my shoulder, I lift her fingertips to my temple so I can speak to her directly. Her main ability is to speak into people’s minds, and that’s the only place I want her to hear my voice right now. I don’t want Noose tainting my words.

Her eyes settle on mine as I offer her a soft smile. “I love you, Mom. The strength and grace you have shown and guided me with have made me the person that I am today. I may be full of fire and rage right now, but that is fueled by my love for those close to me and my desire to live.”

Her eyes well with unshed tears as she murmurs straight into my mind. “I’m here with you every step of the way, Honey. Let’s tear this fucker down.”

I almost laugh at the curse word she projects into my mind, but that would give Noose the wrong idea. She comes to stand beside me as we both face him head on, and her hand finds mine as she squeezes tightly in a sense of silent support. In complete sync, I experience a burning sensation at my spine that I’ve never felt before as my angel abilities rise to the surface. Before I can figure out what’s happening, my mom gasps beside me and my field of vision is filled with her yellow feathers.

Angel wings.

In the next breath, the slight pain down my spine dissolves as white feathered wings surround me. My heart is lodged in my throat, surprised at the natural instinct of my powers taking over in this way. I’m rooted to the spot, but Noose speaks a moment later, shattering the moment.

“Ah, you want to die in your natural form, I see,” he mutters, still grinning from ear to ear as I look at him and I scoff, creating a ball of flames in the palm of my hand.

“No, I want to kill you in my natural form.” My correction makes the smile drop from his face, but it’s quickly replaced with a sneer as he takes a step back, letting his magic glow around him as he raises his hands.

“Hard it is then. I do love a challenge, but I have a feeling you won’t be much of one.”

It’s almost impossible to hold back the eye roll desperate to take over my face, but I somehow manage to keep it at bay. I can barely take him seriously when he makes stupid comments like that, but it’ll make bringing him down all the better for underestimating me.

Relaxing my shoulders, I offer him a calculated smile before throwing a ball of flames toward him. I catch him off-guard, but he still manages to dodge the embers as green smoke flares from his fingers.

I hate that I never considered asking the guys what Noose’s abilities are, especially when that information could be vital right now.

Circling him, I step to the left as my mom moves to the right, neither of us walking directly toward him as my mom whips her hands in his direction. The green smoke comes into play again, dancing over his fingertips as he manages to blast my mom’s attack away.

As well as being able to delve into your mind, her other ability is a little more sinister. She could delve into your mind and drive you insane if she wanted, but the yellow flutters that flow from her hands have the ability to melt your bones into nothing.

She’s all sweet and cute on the outside, with her eccentric outfits and bright hair, but her powers are the complete opposite when used in the right way. Or the wrong way, whichever lens you’re looking through.

I glance down at my hands, summoning another ball of fire as I glance across at my mom, a nod flitting between us as we both send our magic in his direction this time.

“Fuck,” he grunts, circling his arms out wide as the green smoke cascades around him. He manages to deflect my mom’s magic, but my fire ball catches his shoulder, making him stumble backward as he curses in pain. “Stupid bitch.”

His eyes grow wild, a golden glint flashing in his orbs as he regards me. Without taking his eyes off me, he flings his arms behind him, making my brows pinch together in confusion until I realize he’s aiming for my mom.

Before I can even call out her name, the green smoke coils around her body, her eyes wide and jaw slack as she falls to the floor, consumed by the magic.

“What the fuck did you do?” I take a step toward him, ready to tear him down, but my eyes continue to flicker to my mom lying helpless on the ground. The smoke still coats her skin, just like the fear trickling down my spine, but I use that to work against him.

The magic that churns in my gut is different, not like my fire, and I let it consume me as I blast my hands in his direction, a cry falling past my lips as green smoke leaves my hands. Noose’s eyes widen in surprise, his teeth grinding together as he pushes his own magic at the oncoming attack, managing to block it again as I groan in frustration.

My chest heaves with every breath I take, my heart racing wildly as I glance around me, making sure it’s still only the two of us in the middle of fucking Hell.

“No. I don’t believe it. It can’t be true.”

I glance back at Noose to find the same facial expression on his face still as I tilt my head at him. What the fuck is he rambling about now?

I don’t really give a shit, I need to get rid of him so I can help my mom.

Thrusting my arms at him once more, it’s the green smoke that barrels toward him instead of the fire as I take another step in his direction. Frustration rises inside of me as he manages to avoid the attack again.

I didn’t expect it to be easy to bring this man down, but fuck, it’s harder than I hoped.

“No!” His voice is desperate as his hands glow green at his sides, his eyes brightening as he tracks my every move. “It’s impossible for you to be able to do that. Not unless you’re…” His words trail off, which pisses me off more.

“Not unless I’m what?” I bite, my nostrils flaring with agitation at the fact that he’s able to lure me in with his words.

“Use my own magic against me. That’s only possible if you’re a Fury.”

The guys may have mentioned I have the mark of a Fury, but we haven’t had a chance to really discuss it further, so hearing him say it out loud catches me off guard. Despite my frozen position, my magic ripples to the surface of its own accord. Instead of retaliating or diverting his magic, my power drags me down to my knees, my fists slamming into the ground as the earth beneath me rattles.

I’m sure the shock and surprise is visible on my face as I look up at Noose, who is much closer than he was a moment ago. Unfortunately, my magic doesn’t aid me when he grabs the collar of my t-shirt, dragging me to my feet, but when I plant my hands on his chest, they instantly ignite with flames and he screams at my touch.

It’s low, throaty, and filled with pain, but after a moment of shock he manages to step back, releasing his hold on me as he staggers further. His top is burned, his chest raw and sizzling before my very eyes. If it was anyone else, I’m sure I would feel remorse, but I don’t feel anything but hatred for this man.

“Release my mom,” I demand, my gaze flicking to her for a beat before I return my eyes to him, not wanting to let him catch me off-guard again.

“Not until you tell me how you have the abilities of a Fury,” he demands, stepping closer, his finger pointing in my face. I create another ball of flame in my palm, my brow quirked as I dare him to get closer to me.

I manage to keep him at a distance, but the anger in his eyes remains, not flickering for a second as he waits me out.

“Release. My. Mom.”

He shakes his head dismissively, before thrusting his arms out to the side. “Have it your way. Taking you down is even more imperative now, and I’m not afraid to call upon my men to make it easier,” he states, and I notice a purple flicker in the distance, a portal, I think, and it spikes fear into my soul.

I’m only just managing to handle him alone. Any more and I’ve got no chance of surviving. I can’t take that risk. I won’t. Not when I’ve had a glimpse of the life I could live with my men.

Never.

This is my moment to win or it’s going to be a downward spiral from here. My heart, my soul, and my magic all feel the same. My body is aligned, my chest lightening in a way I’ve never felt before as my wings spread wide behind me. My feet leave the ground as I hover before Noose, my body a simple vessel for the magic at play inside of me as my hands ball into fists at my side.

“Don’t think your wings are going to save you, bitch,” Noose growls, green smoke circling him as I notice people emerging from the portal in the distance behind him, and panic fuels me.

“Fuck. You.” I spit the words out as my magic casts me into the sky, the view the same for miles and miles as the yellows, browns, and burgundy colors swirl around us like a vortex. The tops of the cliffs look no different to the ground below, everything merging into one from my vantage point.

I have no idea what I’m supposed to do next, but the magic flowing through my veins is in control anyway.

A heavy exhale leaves my lungs, an overwhelming sense of calmness washing over me as my wings stop fluttering. Instead, the feathers wrap around me so all I can see is layer after layer of them, before I feel myself falling.

Hurtling toward the ground, I expect my body to tense, to brace for impact, but it’s like the power controlling me is leading me into a false sense of security as I remain the calmest I have been in my whole life.

As I near the ground, my wings open slightly, enough for me to see Noose blasting his powers in my direction again and again, but to no avail. Continuing toward him, I see his eyes turn jet black just before my body hits the ground. The rumble is almighty, the boom rattling in my ears as dust flies up around me, blocking my vision and leaving me unaware.

My chest rises and falls rapidly as the energy flowing through me slows, revealing the true panic and fear that was fueling my every move as I drop to my knees. As the dust settles, I slump forward, my hands pressing into the ground as I struggle to deal with the change in adrenaline levels. I’ve gone from zero to five thousand in a split second and it’s leaving me light headed.

Blinking my eyes open, my gaze lands on Noose, who is lying flat on his back, mixed in with the rocks and stones of Hell. In slow motion, I watch as green smoke slowly starts to trail out from his chest, floating up into the air before shattering into a firework of shards of glass.

My heart lurches in my chest as a sob breaks past my lips.

He’s dead.

I know it. I can feel it in my soul. Like my magic feels accomplished in its actions. It completely drains from my body as I slump further forward beside him. I can’t stop my face from planting in the dirt, the pain not really registering among the explosions going off inside of me.

I killed him, and I quite frankly believe I’ve killed myself in the process.

I should feel sadness, pain, emptiness, but a sense of relief that Alexi, Malik, and Talon will never have to deal with him again resonates deep inside of me.

“Harmonia! Harmonia!”

I hear my name being called above the ringing in my ears as I struggle to move a single bone in my body, let alone respond with anything more than a breath. Even that’s a struggle. Keeping my eyes open is another.

My magic beckons deep inside of me, and I let it lead the way. It’s never served me wrong thus far, it can’t do it now.

The deeper I follow it, the darker it gets, until everything turns to pure black.


Chapter 33

Alexi


My hands clench together as anger, frustration, and worry course through my veins. Being on the other end of the cell phone while your fucking soulmate is held captive by the leader of the Redvellions is Hell. I don’t think I can take much more, until Harmonia’s voice becomes clearer.

“Did you get that?”

I practically sag in my seat with relief at the hope in her voice as I swipe my hand down my face. “We did, H. We did,” I murmur, finally lifting my head from the cell phone laying in the center of the conference table that we’re all sitting around.

“Thank the gods,” she murmurs back in response before consoling her mother a little.

“Harmonia, you’re going to have to give us some kind of hint as to where you are,” Malik states, his voice tight with concern and fury as he scrubs at the back of his neck.

“I know, I know. It’s hard, the portal leads to what seems like a warehouse of some kind. I don’t know. But did you get all that, about Styx and Keres?” I roll my eyes at her, but it’s so typical of the woman that consumes me that I shouldn’t be surprised. Always worrying about others instead of herself.

My gaze flicks across the table, waiting for the same response Harmonia is. She’s not waiting to hear us respond, she’s waiting for her.

“I did, Harm. But that’s nothing to worry about for now. Once we get you to safety then we can delve further into that.” I nod, approving of her response as the guy beside her glares at me.

“I know, Rhea, but that’s important to—”

Rhea’s hands slam down on the conference table in frustration, making my eyes widen in surprise as she interrupts Harmonia. “Where the fuck are you, Harm? That’s what's important right now.”

My lips purse, considering the way she just spoke to my soulmate, but the squeeze to my right shoulder from Talon tells me to keep my mouth shut. I know in my gut it’s coming from a good place. A place of care and love.

My crazy-as-Hell woman somehow managed to conference call both me and Rhea, and by the sounds of it, without actually looking at her phone. Especially since the conversation was harsh when the call connected and it wasn’t aimed at us.

The moment we realized what was happening, Rhea’s voice boomed in my head, demanding our location so she could get to us. If it was just my head she was in I probably wouldn’t have given it, but she obviously delved into both Malik’s and Talon’s too. One of those fuckers gave up our location and the five of them were here seconds later.

Assholes.

But despite all that, she dropped everything to be here for my woman, my soulmate, my everything, and as much as I’m a proud asshole, I can admit in this moment that we can use all the help we can get.

“I’m waiting,” Rhea adds, the blond I believe is Adonis beside her covering his mouth to smother the laugh threatening to burst past his lips.

Of course Harmonia would only attract people who love as fiercely as she does. It’s who she is.

“I don’t know, Rhea. I just… the only person I could ask is standing before me made of stone so I’m not going to get an answer, and asking anyone else isn’t going to work in my favor, I don’t think,” she adds, clearly as frustrated as we are.

“Is there anything there that you can see that might help narrow down our search?” Despite the good question, I still glare at the angel who sits on the other side of Adonis, which earns me death stares from the wolf and vampire on Rhea’s other side, but I pay them no mind.

“Okay, let me see.”

“Let me look with you, Honey,” Harmonia’s mom murmurs, and only the sound of them searching around is what plays out around us for a few moments. “There’s a coffee mug here from some place called Vince’s.”

Rhea’s eyes widen as she rises from her seat in surprise. “They’re in Phoenix Valley.”

“How many warehouses are there?” Talon asks as he stands too, and Rhea shrugs in response.

“Not many that are still standing,” she mutters as Malik pulls his cell phone from his pocket and starts tapping away.

“There’s literally one. We need to get there, now,” he orders, and everyone else rises from their seats.

“I’ll open up a portal,” Xander advises, not wasting a moment of time, but as he swirls his arm around, nothing seems to happen.

What the fuck?

“If it’s not working then we’ll just transport ourselves there,” I grunt, quickly glancing at Malik’s cell to see where it is I’m visualizing, but when my fingers snap together, nothing happens again.

“Shit,” Talon hisses, pinching the bridge of his nose in agitation. “There must be a ward up or something.” His statement has everyone in the room groaning in anger.

“That’s fine, we just need to figure out how close we can get,” Rhea says reassuringly as she tightens the hair tie holding her brown locks back off her face.

“Please hurry.” The uncertainty in Harmonia’s voice as it trickles through the line tightens my chest.

“You’re going to be absolutely fine, H,” I reply instantly as Malik does too.

“You’ve got this, Mona. We believe in you.”

Talon, however, reaches across the table to grab the cell. “Harm, baby, put your cell back in your pocket now. We can hear everything clearly from here and you can focus on what’s happening around you, okay? Stay low and out of sight, we won’t be long.”

It takes a moment for her to respond, but a sigh sounds through the line before she mutters her reply. “Okay… I love you.”

The sounds that follow are her tucking the device away, not giving anyone a chance to respond or say a single word, like she didn’t just say those sweet three words to us.

I hear the murmurs of Talon communicating with some of Rhea’s men on coordinating where we need to go, but my gaze remains fixed on the cell phone now back in the center of the table. My ears are perked up, listening for any rustle or voice on the other end of the phone, but all I can piece together is Harmonia chatting with her mom.

My heart continues to thunder in my chest as my soul clutches to those three words she uttered so casually a moment ago, but I’m far too aware that there’s no time for me to be distracted like this. Shaking my head, I brace my fists on the table as I lean closer to the phone, the noise in the room becoming distant chatter as I focus on the sound of Harmonia’s voice. Until the sound of someone else shouting at the top of their lungs ripples through the line.

“Noose!”

My eyes flash to Malik’s, the uncertainty in his eyes telling me he heard it too, and seconds later our concerns are justified as we hear Harmonia speak with the motherfucker again.

“Get me to them. Now,” I grunt, whipping my head to Talon before settling on Xander as I clench my teeth together in frustration. But it’s Rhea who steps in front of her soulmate, shaking her head at me as she points to her ear.

My brows knit together but I understand what she's saying as I focus back on the cell phone again.

“If you told the Furies where we were they’re going to be heading in the wrong direction.” Noose’s words rattle around in my mind for a second as my eyes flash to Rhea’s again.

“He’s moved them,” Malik mumbles, making my body tense until I hear Noose’s next words.

“Hell, of course.”

He should have stayed where he fucking was. What a fool. What a fucking Redvellion.

“If he’s in Hell,” Khaos starts, drawing my attention to him as I rise to my full height, nodding in agreement before he even finishes his sentence.

“Then there are no wards,” Talon interjects, beating him to it.

My heart soars with hope. “Does anyone have a safe passage?” I ask, praying to the gods that we don’t need to wait for Hades to accept our request, when his son, Adonis, steps forward with a smirk on his lips.

“I can make that happen.” He pulls a large coin from his pocket a moment later, and I take a deep breath as I crack my neck from side to side.

Finally, we can do something to help the situation.

“Excellent, let’s go,” I state, rubbing my hands together as I move around the table, but the tight smile that takes over Adonis’s face tells me it’s not quite that simple. “Spit it out, demon,” I grunt, folding my arms over my chest as I stare him down. He just rolls his eyes at me.

“Ouch, your nickname hurt my feelings,” he adds with a pout. But when he sees I’m not interested in his jokes, he sighs, taking the situation seriously again. “I’m going to need you to give me some kind of indication as to which part of Hell we’re talking about here, otherwise we could be wandering around in the wrong zone.”

Shit.

My hands clench into fists before I unfold them, scrubbing a hand down my face as I turn to look at both Malik and Talon, who are just as dumbstruck as I am. How are we supposed to figure out what part of Hell she’s in?

We’re totally fucking screwed.

Silence descends over the room as Talon starts to pace. Every step he takes drives me closer to the brink of insanity as his nervousness, infectious as it is, makes its way through the rest of us. I’m at a complete loss until Rhea clears her throat, rubbing at the back of her neck as she looks up through her lashes at me.

“Have you all sealed your souls now, or are some of you still being difficult?” I can’t decide whether I want to roll my eyes at her or glare, but I end up doing neither, giving her an impassive glance as I wait for her to continue. “I need you to answer me, asshole, otherwise I don’t know whether my idea will work,” she adds, folding her arms over her chest as she raises an eyebrow at me and her men instinctively move around her in a protective stance.

When no one seems set on moving, I sigh before nodding, but my response is left on the tip of my tongue as Talon speaks instead. “He’s always fucking difficult, but she still chose to seal her soul to his.”

I turn my death glare in his direction, but he only shrugs in response with a grin playing over his lips. The fucker.

“Good, then I think you need to dig deep in your souls and you’ll find her.”

My brows pinch together as I meet her gaze. There’s a hint of a smile on her lips and an openness in her brown eyes that makes me believe her words, but it surely can’t be as simple as that.

“That sounds too easy,” Malik states, saying exactly what I’m thinking as Rhea nods in response.

“One of the many times I was in danger, my soul called out to my unit.” I can’t keep the surprise off my face as I glance from her to my brothers, each wearing similar expressions to me.

It’s worth a fucking try, I guess.

Running my tongue over my teeth, I turn away from the group as I tilt my head down, looking at my chest before I close my eyes. I feel stupid at first, the room likely watching me, but for Harmonia, it’s worth it. And apparently Rhea isn’t just a good friend to her, but smart as Hell too.

I picture Harmonia in my mind, her long white hair floating around her as she looks at me with those pink eyes, both soft and fuchsia when her magic is flowing through her. She’s my everything, and she needs me. Now more than ever.

A sense of calmness washes over me as I take a deep breath, the blood pumping through my veins feeling a little erratic and wild, but before I even realize it, I’m muttering a location I’ve never even heard of before.

“She’s in the fifth circle; wrath.” My eyes fly open as I spin on the spot to glance at the others. Both Malik and Talon gape at me with wide eyes, but the curse that stumbles from Adonis’s mouth is what holds my attention. “What is it?”

“My coin won’t work that far,” he answers honestly, tension tightening in my chest as my heart begins to thunder against my ribcage.

No. No. No. No. No.

That can’t be it, not when she needs us. It can’t.

Rhea suddenly moves to Adonis, planting her hand on his shoulder as her face lights up with hope. “Use it to get to my mom’s, she’ll help us the rest of the way.”
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I stand stock still, my hands clenched at my sides as I glare at Nyx, who stands before me with a grin spreading from ear to ear.

“If I take you to Harmonia, does this mean you owe me, Alexi?” she asks, pissing me off even more as I grind my teeth together in agitation. It’s on the tip of my tongue to tell her to fuck off, but Rhea speaks first, trying to mediate the situation.

“Mom, this is about Harmonia. We don’t have time to waste.” She waves the cellphone at Nyx and we can literally hear her battling with Noose. It only serves to increase the rage simmering within my body.

Nyx doesn’t respond though, her gaze remaining fixed on mine as she folds her arms over her chest and quirks her brow at me.

Inhale. Exhale. Inhale. Exhale. Inhale. Exhale.

She doesn’t budge, not a single blink, even though my soulmate needs me right this second.

“Fine,” I huff, speaking through clenched teeth. “It means I owe you one.”

I sense the relief coming off Malik and Talon, who stand behind me, desperate for me to set aside my pride for what’s important. On this one occasion, I do.

“Good. Let’s go,” she breathes effortlessly, like it really was that simple for her to help us, but I know I’m likely going to regret it later down the line. That’s not for me to worry about right now though.

A portal appears before her and she steps through it without a backward glance. Rhea follows straight after her with Khaos and Zen hot on her tail, but before the other two step through, I slip in between them, desperate to get to Harmonia.

I blink at the change of scenery, noting the usual vibes of Hell. The sky, ground, and everything in between is a blend of similar shades of a single color. It’s still odd to me—no natural light or differentiation—but this time, my attention is quickly drawn to the people in the distance.

More specifically, the angel rising into the sky, white wings fluttering around them as they continue to go higher and higher.

“Holy fuck, that’s Harmonia.” Talon’s voice beside me pulls my attention away for a moment as I glance at him in surprise. There’s no way that’s… I turn back to the supernatural in the air and my jaw goes slack.

Holy fuck, he's right. It is her.

My gaze lowers, settling on Noose in the distance as he stares up at her too, repeatedly throwing magic in her direction, but it somehow bounces off her.

I remain grounded in place, hearing the others gasp in surprise as it all unfolds before us. It takes an eternity for me to kick into action, remembering that we’re actually here to fucking help her and not just spectate.

“Harmonia!” I yell, my lungs burning as I take off toward her. I don’t look where I’m going, my gaze fixed on her in the sky as I hear the pounding of footsteps behind me.

My heart races in my chest as I watch her wings envelop her, shielding her from everything and anything as her name is hollered from behind me this time.

“What’s happening?” Malik grunts, racing to my side, but I don’t have an answer for him.

“Use your speed, guys,” Rhea pleads, and in the next breath Xander and Khaos take off, their vampire and wolf abilities taking over, but it’s not quick enough. My pace slows as I watch her suddenly plummet before us.

Despite my desperation to get to her, my feet slow, fear trickling up my spine as she hurtles toward the ground. My stomach plunges as she nears the ground, her name brushing against my tongue once more before she makes impact and the earth shakes beneath us.

It’s overwhelming, overpowering, and world-altering.

The power blast from her fall takes me into the air, violently lifting me from the ground, but I somehow manage to land on my feet. I keep my eyes shielded the best I can as dust swarms around us, distorting my view until it slowly starts to settle.

I should look at my brothers, check on Rhea and her men—that’s what Harmonia would want me to do—but instead, my feet carry me toward her. My body moves of its own accord, my heart clenching in my chest with every step I take before dropping helplessly to my knees beside her.

Her soft white feathers frame her from head to toe like a cocoon, her matching hair fanning out beneath her and splattered with dust as it continues to settle around us. What on Earth did she do?

Wetting my dry lips, I inch forward, cupping her cheek as I whisper her name.

One breath, two breaths, three.

Nothing.

“Harmonia,” I croak, my body tensing as I lean closer, sensing the others nearing as I try to search for a pulse. “Harmonia,” I repeat, worry trickling into my tone this time, despite my efforts.

“I’m here, brother,” Talon murmurs as he drops to his knees beside me, his hands glowing a soft orange as he lifts them to her chest.

My brain tells me to lean back, give him some space to work, but my heart keeps me locked in place as Malik sits on the opposite side of our soulmate. I keep my gaze fixed on Harmonia’s face as I feel Talon’s magic swarming around us, but I don’t see the instant awakening I expect.

“What’s going on?” I ask, refusing to look away, but the feel of a soft hand presses to my cheek, pulling my gaze up as I find Harmonia’s mom hovering above me.

Tears stream down her face as she bites back a sob. “I think her magic may have consumed her.”

I startle, rearing my head back as I squint at the woman who has played such an important role in our lives. She would never lie to us, ever, but I refuse to believe the words falling from her lips.

“What do you mean her magic consumed her?” Malik asks, clearly a little more level headed than the rest of us right now.

“I mean, she was trying her best to adapt to her magic instinctually fighting back against what was attacking her, just like yours does,” she states, my jaw clenching with anger and pain all at once. “Noose knocked me out, but I was coming around as she began to rise into the air. The look in her eyes made it clear she wasn’t in control of the situation, it was her powers controlling her.”

My hands clench as my lips purse and I turn away from her pained face as I glance at Talon. If anyone can heal her, it’s him. So why the fuck isn’t it working?

“Let us help, we can—”

“No,” I bite, interrupting Rhea as she crouches down at Harmonia’s feet, worry and fury burning in her eyes as she looks down at her friend.

“We need something more, Alexi. Nothing I’m doing is working.” Talon’s whispered words make my shoulders bunch as I try to block out the truth behind them.

But she’s not gone.

I refuse for her to be gone.

Leaning over her once more, I bring my nose to hers as my eyelashes flutter closed. I inhale her, pleading with every beat of my heart for her to wake.

Nothing happens.

“Alexi…” Harmonia’s mom places her hand on my shoulder in a weak attempt to console me, when I know damn well it should be me consoling her at this moment, but I can’t seem to move.

She can’t even bring herself to finish her sentence, and no one else attempts to do it for her as silence descends over us. Pain runs like poison through my veins as I lean back, only for my eyes to settle on the leader of the Redvellions.

He’s dead, that’s for sure. Buried within the rocks beneath us with nothing in his eyes but darkness. Harmonia did that, she brought him down with her powers, but at the cost of her own being, and that only brings me even more heartache.

Emotions boil inside of me, turmoil and waves of agony and fear consume every inch of me with no way to escape. I’ve kept everything locked down for so long that it should be second nature, but it’s impossible in this moment. I can even feel my power tingling at the ends of my fingers and the tips of my ears, all the way down to my toes.

Before I can stop myself, my balled fists slam into the hard ground beneath me, the ground shaking with the force as a growl tears past my lips. My lungs are filled with razor blades as the growl turns into a deep, tortured and twisted scream.

“Ahhhh!”

The action makes more dust flutter around my face, but it makes no difference to me as I unleash every drop of emotion I have in one burst. My body seems set on releasing the pent up energy in my veins and screaming it out seems to be the most effective.

My eyes are squeezed so tightly shut they hurt, but nothing hurts more than the racing of my heart and the dagger tearing at my soul.

Still hovering over Harmonia, my fists in the ground on either side of her head, I lean back a little, but can’t bring myself to open my eyes.

“Alexi,” Malik murmurs, his large hand rubbing circles on my back as he tries to get my attention, but I can’t fight past the pain to look at him, so I simply shake my head.

This can’t be real. This can’t be happening.

“No, Alexi, look,” Talon adds, tapping my other shoulder as my face scrunches in confusion.

Inhale. Exhale. Inhale. Exhale.

I try to release the built up emotions consuming me as I attempt to blink my eyes open, but it’s not until the softest lips touch mine in the most delicate way that my eyes flash open.

“Hi.”

My heart is lodged in my throat as I glance down at the beauty before me, worried that my eyes may be playing tricks on me as I push away the loose tendrils of hair clinging to her face.

“Harmonia… how?”

Despite my reluctance, Talon pulls me back a little and I move, letting both him and Malik see with their own eyes that the woman who makes the world prettier and sweeter is fucking breathing and smiling up at us right now.

“You scared me, Harm.” Talon’s words are playful, but the undertone of fear is still there as my own heart continues to pound against my chest.

“I scared myself too.” Her pink eyes glance over each of us, a small smile ghosting her lips as she looks around to see her best friend here too. “I can’t thank you all enough for coming to save me,” she adds, making me frown in confusion.

Is this woman fucking crazy?

“Save you? Girl, you saved yourself,” Rhea states, beating me to it as I nod in agreement, and when I turn to look at her, I find her four men shadowing her and nodding along as well.

Harmonia scoffs, unable to find words to respond, and it makes me grin as I turn to look back at her. Relief floods me as I lean back on my heels before rising to my full height, just as Nyx comes into view.

I’m ready for her to start throwing out demands because of our new agreement, but to my surprise, she completely ignores me and kneels down beside Malik as she looks Harmonia over. “How is my favorite Nyx-hating angel doing?” A wry smile crosses her lips as she clasps Harmonia’s hand with hers. Her statement catches me off guard for a second until Harmonia chuckles back at her.

“You might not be so bad,” she mutters in response, not actually answering the question as her lips purse together at the same time her eyes widen in concern. “Did they tell you about someone called Styx and the whole Keres situation? I…”

Of course her initial instinct is to worry about everyone but herself. She wouldn’t be Harmonia if she didn’t.

“Don’t you worry about any of that, Harmonia. I’ll take care of everything.”

I turn my surprised gaze to Malik before glancing at Talon. “Unfortunately, we have to worry about that because she was marked by Styx,” I grunt, folding my arms over my chest as my heart simultaneously soars for the love of my life as she looks up at me so sweetly.

Nyx’s eyes darken, flicking from me to Harmonia and back again before she finally speaks.

“Then get ready boys, the battle isn’t over yet.”


Chapter 34

Harmonia


It feels unbelievably strange being back in Nyx’s home. It’s the last place I was before we stepped into the Furies’ territory, when Alexi struck the deal and I left with them. The memory of being placed in a cell in the basement comes to mind, but the harshness has melted away and I would, without hesitation, go through it all again.

“H, sit down, you need to rest.” I glare at Alexi and his babying that hasn’t stopped since we left the alternative planes of Hell. It’s sweet, but irritating too. Talon has healed me now and I’m fine, but apparently his earlier attempts to heal me didn’t go so well, so Alexi is still edgy.

When Alexi doesn’t back down under my stare, I roll my eyes and drop down into the chair at the end of the table, Rhea already sitting in the one to my right with her Elite’s completing the row, while Malik somehow manages to push Alexi from the spot to my left.

My friend grins at them, clearly amused by their childish fighting over me, and I can’t say that I don’t like it.

“What is it with this fucking man?” Nyx’s anger vibrates around the room, drawing everyone’s attention toward the doorway as she glares at the cellphone in her hand. “I’ve tried to reach out to him in every way possible and I’m getting absolutely nothing in response,” she adds, striding into the room as she pinches the bridge of her nose. “Sometimes your father is a real dickhead, Adonis. Don’t you agree?” Adonis laughs, but before he can form a response, she waves her hand dismissively. “Don’t answer that. We all know that answer is yes.” Nyx drops the cell phone onto the table with a sigh as Adonis spins the magic coin in his hand.

“I don’t know what is going on with him, I can’t even use this to get myself close to him. Something has to have happened. We just need to give him a little time,” he explains, and I note the fondness now in his tone when he mentions Hades. It’s a far cry from the anger that once ran through his veins at the mention of the God of the Underworld.

“Time isn’t something we have all that much of.” My glance turns to Malik at the sound of his voice and his hands move to my arm, holding it up to remind everyone of the mark that remains there.

The move only seems to stoke fire into my heart. We have to do whatever is necessary here. I can’t spend the rest of my life with this on my arm, someone always out for my blood. We saw it with Malik, Talon, and Alexi. When the world was done with the old Furies, they were quick to replace them. Noose will be replaced in a similar way and the target will remain on my back.

I can’t live like that.

I want to be free and whole, without anything holding us back any longer. Fuck, I deserve it.

They’re right, we need to be doing something and it needs to happen quickly while the Redvellions are weakened. Catching them at this moment should make it easier to get to Styx.

“We should cover that up.” It takes me a second to realize Nyx’s words are aimed at me, everyone trailing her line of sight to my arm. I meet her stare and she simply nods. “If they’re going to know it’s there, then they’ll know it’s there, but I want it covered.”

Her words aren’t a question, and despite my usual uncertainty when it comes to this woman, I find myself nodding.

“I’ll do it,” Talon offers, stepping up to my side and offering out his hand to me. My palm touches his before I even realize I’ve moved, and I watch in awe as he turns my arm so the mark is glaring between us. With a sweep of his hand over my skin, the ink disappears, making my chest tighten as a bubble of hope swells inside my stomach. “It’s only temporary, but it will do for now,” he murmurs, before leaning forward and placing a soft kiss against my temple.

“Thank you,” I breathe back in response, my eyelashes fluttering closed for a second before I look up at him.

I can see the concern swirling in his eyes, the need to promise me everything is going to be okay, even when we don’t know that for certain. Especially with what happened earlier. I place my finger against his lips, stopping him from making promises he can’t keep, at the exact same time a flash shines out of the corner of my eye.

We all turn in surprise as a navy-blue portal opens before us, every muscle in my body stiffening with the intrusion as I rise to my feet along with everyone else. I almost roll my eyes in annoyance when Hades comes into view, but the look on his face tells me it’s as serious as Adonis hinted it might be.

Instinctively, I glance over my shoulder at my best friend's demon soulmate, the worry knitting his brows together as he takes a step closer to his father. Turning back to Hades, I watch as he looks around in confusion, which baffles me since I know he’s been here before.

“Of all the places I expected to find you, Alexi, Nyx’s home isn’t one of them,” he states as Alexi pushes a hand through his hair, a heavy sigh falling from his lips as he looks from me to Hades.

“It’s not exactly where I expected to find myself either. How did you know where we were?” Alexi inches closer, almost bringing himself in front of me to form a barrier while Talon and Malik stick to either side, blocking me in.

“I set the portal to find the three Furies who were looking for answers with regards to the mark on your soulmate.” Hades lifts his eyebrow in question, a pointed look on his face as he waves his hand at me, and I have to bite back the giggle ready to take over at his demeanor.

“Do you have anything to go on?” Malik asks, his hand finding mine without him taking his eyes off Hades.

Slowly, Hades looks around the room, taking his time to size each and every one of us up before he settles his gaze on my men once more.

“I’ve got it all, but we have to leave now. I must warn you, this isn’t going to be pretty.” A shiver runs down my spine at his words as he takes a step back toward the portal, looking directly at Adonis as he continues, “I hope you’re ready for battle.”

With that, he steps through the portal, leaving it open for the rest of us to follow. No one moves at first, everyone looking at each other with a hint of trepidation floating in the air around us before my eyes settle on my men.

Clenching my hand tightly around Malik, I look at each of their now-white eyes as their magic forces its way to the surface. I clear my throat, roll my shoulders back, and smile wide as I take a step toward the portal.

“Here goes nothing.”
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I step through the blue portal with Alexi appearing right in front of me, Malik right beside me with his fingers laced with mine, while Talon steps through seconds after me. Hades is waiting to the left with an impatient look on his face as he taps his foot lightly, while Rhea and the Elites follow us through the portal with Nyx hot on their tails.

Alexi takes a step toward me, his hand landing on my arm as Talon presses himself against my back in the same breath. It’s like they all need to keep touching me to confirm I really am here. It makes my heart break with the worry they went through, but at the same time it makes my soul soar with delight.

Placing my free hand on Talon’s, which rests at my waist, I glance past the group of us to see where we are. Gone are the creams and browns from where Noose took me, and gone are the reds and burgundy colors surrounding Nyx’s home. Instead, everything is black and navy, with a hint of sky blue seemingly breaking up all of the darkness and casting a shadowed light as far as the eye can see.

“Where are we?”

“This is the deep, dark, depths of Hell,” Malik states from beside me, squeezing my fingers as he speaks.

“There’s a difference?”

The question slips past my lips before I can stop it, and I almost feel stupid for asking it, but I don’t know anything about where we are.

“You bet there is,” Hades states, glancing off into the distance as he searches for something. “Nobody ever wants to come to these parts, isn’t that right, Nyx?” He doesn’t glance back at her with his statement, but when I look in her direction I see a knowing smirk on her face. A smirk that tells me she’s been here a fair bit. Like, for twenty-two years or something, but I couldn’t be sure, even if my gut screams that it’s the truth.

“Why are we here now?” My eyes shift to Adonis as he steps closer to his father, Rhea and the other Elites right there with him as Hades runs a hand down his face.

“Because this is where it seems Styx has been hiding. In those parts over there to be precise.” My body tenses at the mention of the name holding the target over my head, and I struggle to gulp as I search Hades’s facial expression.

He doesn’t give anything away, but the way Adonis scrunches his eyebrows together as he looks at his dad tells me there may be something I’m not seeing. Adonis lifts his hand toward his father’s arm, but before he can get far, a booming sound vibrates around us at the same time as a flare from an explosion flashes in the direction Hades was pointing in, drawing our attention.

Holy fuck.

“She knows we’re here. There’s no time to waste.” Without another word, a hint of direction, or a goddamn plan, he takes off toward the chaos, and like the crazy fools we are, we follow after him.

My men continue to frame me as we move, everyone keeping in sync instead of using any abilities they may have so we can approach whatever is lurking in the darkness with caution. As we near the flames that continue to roar from the explosion, I realize it’s almost like a cave system over here. The black and dark blue swirls weave in a way that keeps them mostly hidden, but now that we’re up close, it’s much more noticeable. Especially with the flames burning.

“Who did this?” Rhea asks, nodding toward the flames as she continues to search the surrounding area like the rest of us. Hades is still in the lead, but turns to glance back at us as he speaks.

“Her hounds.”

Before I can utter a single word to delve further into what the actual Hell that means, a howl echoes off every surface around us, sending a shiver down my spine as I notice a figure standing to the right of the explosion.

At first glance, it looks like the outline of a man, but as my eyes adjust, I spot the distinct furry features slightly blurring the frame. Dressed like a man, howls like a hound. Of course this is something you would find in Hell.

“Be ready,” Nyx hollers from the back before pushing up off the ground and floating into the air where she directs her magic toward the new target. My steps slow as I try to harness my constantly-developing magic. Thankfully, when I summon a ball of flames to my hand, it appears in an instant.

It’s my constant, my strength, and the core of my powers.

Rhea and her men dart to the right as Alexi stops in front of me, the four of us guarding each other as we look for any other threats heading our way. My heart races in my chest and I force myself to take a few measured breaths to gain control of it once more.

I must remain focused and be strong for my unit. They’ve always needed me as much as I needed them and now is no different. I’m their equal, I have the skills of a Fury too.

“To the right,” Talon bites, before a burst of white magic slips from the tips of his fingers in the direction, illuminating the target before obliterating the hound in an explosion of dust. My eyes widen in surprise, but at the same time, a sense of calm washes over me.

We’ve got this. We can do this. I repeat the affirmations to myself over and over as I watch Malik also bring down a hound without even breaking a sweat.

“Where is Styx?” I ask, eager to get to the important part. I look at Alexi, but startle when Hades appears in front of me in the next breath. He searches the eyes of each of my men before settling on me.

“She’s in the dark system behind you, through the open cave. You may have to go alone, though. I believe your fellow Furies are going to need to help me out here.” His words make me frown as I lean back, confused by everything he just said.

I completely brush over the fact he referred to Malik, Talon, and Alexi as my fellow Furies. “But there’s no one really out here, and I’m definitely not qualified to bring someone of her strength down by myself,” I admit, my hand falling to my chest with a slight tremble.

The incredulous look he gives me makes me freeze in place, and the way he tilts his head toward Alexi with a quirked brow only confuses me more.

“You need to get her up to speed with her abilities. Fast.” It’s an order, not a recommendation. I gulp so loud I can hear it echo in my own ears before he turns his gaze back to me. “And it has to be you so you can show your loyalty to Keres.”

He is gone in the next breath, leaving me panting for air as I try to wrap my head around what the fuck he actually just said. Turning to my left, I look deep into Malik’s eyes, hoping to find the answers waiting there for me without having to ask a single question, but there’s no such luck.

The sound of another explosion ricochets around us, the ground rumbling beneath my feet as I stumble. As the flames burn brighter in the exact same spot as the original mess, I notice the shadows approaching.

With every sweep of my gaze, my eyes widen more and more. The few hounds that I saw approaching moments earlier are still heading our way, but now there are easily hundreds, if not thousands, of them nearing us.

My jaw hangs loose, my body tingling with terror at the sheer number approaching us, but before I can breathe a single word about any of it, Talon grabs my shoulders and turns me to face him head on.

Worry flickers in his eyes, the rawness and realness only solidifying what’s happening here as he speaks. “I believe in you, Harmonia. Go, we’ll keep the hounds at bay.” I wet my lips as I numbly nod in response, unable to find a single word to respond with as his lips press into mine like he’s trying to relay every moment he’s ever loved me in that single second. When he leans back, there’s a fire in his eyes now as he grips my chin. “I love you.”

He just said what now?

Before I can melt into a pool of love and completeness at his words, Malik is filling his spot in the next breath, his back to the oncoming enemy as the world blends into the darkness around me. My fingers reach for his red hair as he kisses my forehead. “I love you more.”

I can’t be in Hell, definitely not. Not when the men I have longed for all of my life are professing their love for me. That’s something that can only happen in Heaven, surely.

I’m left speechless as Malik is shoved to the side and Alexi sweeps me up into his arms, nestling his face in the crook of my neck as he squeezes me tightly. I almost struggle to take a breath because he's clinging that hard, but then he brings his lips to my ear and murmurs against my skin.

“I love you the most.”

Yep. I’m dead. A goner. There’s no coming back from this. Ever.

My feet hit the ground again as Alexi leans back, tucking a loose tendril of hair back off my face as he offers me a small smile. My heart soars for the three of them, and I suddenly don’t have a single word to say.

“Now go. We’ve got this end taken care of, but remember, anything you wish is possible. You’re a Fury now. Your powers are limitless, your soul is guarded by us, and you can overcome every obstacle that lies before you.” His jaw tightens with every word, like he knows that I can handle whatever awaits, but he doesn’t want me to have to face it without them.

“I’ll go with her.” I turn to my right to see the determined face of my best friend as she eyes Alexi, Malik, and Talon, daring them to tell her no, but to my surprise Alexi physically relaxes in front of me.

“Perfect, but hurry.”

Rhea simply nods in response as she laces her fingers with mine and when I glance back to look at my three crazy assholes, I see the swarm of hounds drawing nearer and I know the longer I stand around here, the more of a distraction I become.

Taking a step back with my best friend at my side, I look each of them in the eyes before repeating those same words back to them. “I love you, infinity.”

Without a backward glance, I hightail it in the direction Hades pointed with Rhea squeezing my hand in silent support. As we near the wall marked in the exact same black and navy blue, I hear a battle cry from behind us as the onslaught from the hounds attempts to overpower both the Elites and the Furies. I falter, desperate to remain with them, but it’s Rhea who brings me back to the task at hand.

“Let’s go, Harm. The quicker we get in, the quicker we get out, and the quicker it’s all over.”

I nod at her words, nibbling on my bottom lip for a second before I finally start to move again, surprised when I realize there is an opening in the rocks. Our steps slow as we try to gather our bearings.

“It appears to be a tunnel system,” I murmur after a moment, pointing to the right where it seems to lead. Rhea pulls me in that direction without hesitation, the two of us falling into step as we make our way through the darkness. We have to be realistic, this is Hell, and not all is as it seems as we’ve learned.

Thank the gods for the sky-blue swirls dotted throughout the rocks, offering a glimmer of light in an otherwise minefield of total nothingness. With no actual sense of which direction we are supposed to be heading in, I feel overwhelmed, but I force myself to continue, even when I hear the murmur of voices up ahead.

Rhea pulls me to the side with her, our backs hitting the wall with a slight grunt as she brings her finger to her lips. The murmurs slowly get louder, but I have no idea what it is they’re actually saying. It’s like an entirely different language.

“Anything you wish is possible… your powers are limitless…”

Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath, feeling my magic flutter in my stomach as I think about what it is I want to do. After a few seconds nothing seems to change and I start to doubt Alexi’s words, but in the next moment, I can understand the murmurs completely.

“They’re here for her, we can’t allow it. The hounds are handling those outside, but Mita confirmed two managed to slip inside. We need to find them and kill them quickly. They can’t be allowed to get close to Styx.”

My heart thrums like crazy in my chest as I lean in close to Rhea, pressing her fingers to my temple as I repeat their words to her. I watch as her eyes widen for a second before determination takes over her features.

This girl is as crazy as they come, and I’m ready to face whatever is around this corner with her by my side.

“No barriers.”

With Alexi’s words repeating in my head, I roll my shoulders back and step out into the tunnel, hands poised and ready to attack as I take quiet steps toward them. I can barely make out the direction the path takes at the end of the tunnel, but watching the two hounds turn the corner from the left, directly toward us, I get my answer.

It takes a second for them to even realize we’re there, and I use that moment to get a good look at them. Their eyes are like mine and Rhea’s, but their bodies are covered in fur from head to toe, and not the soft kind. It almost looks like it’s been dipped in hair gel and set on fire, but most of it is covered by the layers of clothing they’re wearing.

“There they are!”

The sound of their voices has me jumping into action, the usual flames trailing across my fingertips before I aim it in their direction. A growl bursts from one of their lips as they slice their blades through the air, cutting right through the fireball I sent in their direction, and I watch the embers flicker at their feet.

Fuck.

Rhea steps in front of me before I can direct anything else toward them and my magic flickers to the very edge of my body, the hairs on the back of my neck standing on end as my head falls back and my wings tear from my body. Feeling the feathers flutter around me calms me at the same time as they propel me into action. With them around me, I somehow know I’m safe, even when I’m charging toward the enemy.

“Harmonia!” Rhea calls out my name as I near the two hounds, both of them snarling at me as I push up off the ground, floating through the air, before I land back on the ground beside them. I make a mental note to definitely learn how to throw a flip into the mix the next time I do that, but quickly push it to the back of my mind as I thrust my arms in their direction, sending two more fireballs right for them.

The hound to the left doesn’t react quick enough, burning up before my very eyes as the one to the right spits in my direction. The liquid that comes from its mouth barely misses me, my wings quickly defending me, but I watch in complete horror as it burns through a layer of feathers. A cry bursts from my lips, the pain in my body from the burn consuming me, like acid is tearing through my skin.

Motherfucker.

Before I can even consider how to retaliate, my powers take over and I charge toward him as the other hound continues to burn. A hint of pain ripples through my hand and draws my eyes down, only to find claws extending from my fingers just before I thrust my hand at the fucker before me, sinking the sharp edges into his throat as I pin him to the wall behind him.

He gurgles in agony, blood trickling down my talons as I sneer at him. At the same time, I lift my other hand and produce a ball of fire once more, hovering it inches in front of his face. Fury coils inside of me, dismay at my damaged wing causing a turbulent mixture of pain and sadness, and I use that to channel everything toward this asshole.

Just as I’m about to bring the embers of the flame directly against his face, I watch in complete surprise as he rots before my very eyes. I whip my hand back from his throat, gaping as he turns into a crumpled pile of black, decaying flesh and crumbling bones.

What the Hell?

I glance to my left to find Rhea right beside me, her chest heaving with every breath as she glares down at the motherfucker with me.

“Are you okay?” I blink at her question, unsure how to actually answer as I slowly retract the claws and fire from my hands.

“I will be,” I finally manage, hoping there’s something I can do to fix my wing once we’re done here, but I don’t say anything about it now, focusing instead on getting closer to putting this all to rest. “Let’s go.”

Rhea doesn’t argue, simply falls into step with me as we race through the tunnels faster than before. As we turn another corner, a bright green light up ahead catches me by surprise and my gut tells me we’re close. Very fucking close.

We continue to move quickly, even though our steps do slow, and as I round the corner I gape at what greets us. Green fire burns and flickers in a circle, a stone statue guarded in the middle, only… it’s not just a statue, the person’s head isn’t stone.

“You can’t kill me.” Her voice is threatening, mocking, and disgruntled as the stoney eyes slowly rise to mine. “I placed that marking on your arm. You’re the target, not the other way around,” she adds, confirming that this crazy bitch is Styx.

My arm itches at the mention of the mark, but I force myself to keep my face neutral as I shrug. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I don’t have a mark.”

Her bright green eyes widen as she tilts her head to the side, her jet-black hair bouncing with the move as she twists her lips in disgust. “Don’t try me, girl. That mark will remain until you're dead.”

I edge closer into the room, which is the exact same coloring as outside, and Rhea is right behind me with every step I take. Shaking my head, I look up at Styx with an innocent smile.

“I already died and, with the help of my friends and family, here I stand.” The words bounce around us, the confidence noticeable to even my own ears as I flash her my bare wrist, before doing the other too, just to make sure.

“That’s impossible,” she grinds out through clenched teeth, which only makes me smile even more manically at her. I don’t know what’s come over me. I’m sure my magic is leading me here, but either way, I’m sure of myself and that’s all that matters. “Zellus promised me everything when he managed to free my head from Medusa’s curse, but he wasn’t feeding me fast enough. I took it upon myself to reach out to Noose for assistance. There’s no way in Hell you’re going to defeat me when I have such powerful men doing my bidding.” She snaps her teeth at me and Rhea, her eyes flicking red before quickly calming to green once more.

My gaze snaps to Rhea’s, her eyes shining with the same knowledge I know mine are as I turn my attention back to the bitch who thinks she’s going to use me to get out of the mess she’s in.

“You don’t have to wait for Zellus any longer,” Rhea states, folding her arms over her chest as she stares the goddess down. It’s so crazy that they’re both goddesses, yet they look and act so differently. It blows my mind a bit. “You can join him in spiritual Hell or wherever it is the fucking scum of the Earth goes to when they die.”

It takes a second for Styx to react to her words, before she shakes her head adamantly. “He’s not dead.”

“Oh, he is,” I interject, a pleased smile on my face as I take another step toward her. “Just like Noose.”

The horror that contorts her face is almost comical, but with one look at her I know what I need to do, and I need to do it now. There’s nothing she’s going to say that will aid me any further.

Digging into my pocket, I feel exactly what I’m looking for and pull it out of my pocket as I speak the last words she will ever hear. “Goodbye, Styx.”

I make sure she gets a good glimpse of the pendant in my hand as I utter her name, watching as she turns to stone with a scream ready to tear from her lips.

“Holy shit,” Rhea murmurs, gaping at the fully-stone statue that now stands before us.

I can’t just leave it like this though, not after she’s managed to cause so much pain while incapacitated. I expected more of a fight, after Noose and the fucking hounds, this feels like a total fucking let down.

But despite that, I need to put an end to it once and for all. Taking a deep breath, I feel my magic dance along the surface of my skin once more as I whip my fist toward the chest of the statue. In the next breath, it shatters into hundreds of pieces around us, leaving nothing of the woman that had been there moments ago.

I heave a sigh of relief, my knees hitting the floor hard as my body gives out under the adrenaline, but this time I know I’m not going to pass out and nearly die from it all, which is a bonus at least.

A hiss passes my lips as my arm burns, a cry rising up my throat as I hunch forward. “Ahhh!”

I hold my arm out, begging the pain to go away as I watch the mark slowly disappear, but in its place remains a mottled scar that throbs with every speck of air that touches it.

“Oh my gods,” I sob, scared to cradle it in case I cause more pain as Rhea drops to her knees beside me.

“It’s okay, Harm, we’ll get it taken care of. I swear.” I trust her words, knowing she means them without any hesitation, but something tells me a scar like this isn’t so easy to erase.

“Harmonia! Harmonia!”

The sound of my name on Alexi’s, Malik’s, and Talon’s lips distracts me from the pain for a second as another sob escapes me, but this time for an entirely different reason.

Rhea calls out to them as I take a second to feel the weight slipping from my shoulders and joy fluttering deep in my gut once more.

I’m not a target. I’m not marked. I’m not edging closer to death.

Another sob touches my lips, and this time it’s filled with relief and happiness. Especially when I glance up to the opening in the wall to see Malik, Talon, and Alexi heading toward me.

Such a short time ago they came back into my life. They were pained, angry, and heartless, but now, nothing is the same.

I’m free. I’m theirs. I’m loved.


Epilogue
HARMONIA


Laughter fills the air as Rhea slaps her hand to her mouth, just as my head falls back and a full belly chuckle bursts past my lips. Gods, from the first moment I saw her I knew she would be important in my life, and I wasn’t wrong.

She changed the Academy right before my eyes, and I willingly got caught in the middle of it to stand by her side, the same way she raced into a cavern in the middle of fucking Hell for me.

We might not actually be soulmates, but that doesn’t make the bond we share any less special or important. She’s my bestie for life.

I can sense eyes on us, clearly intrigued by the giggling girls in the corner of the restaurant. There’s no alcohol in sight, just bottles of water and our finished plates, but we’re still being a lot louder than everyone else.

“You two are total menaces,” Thalia states, taking the bill from the server as I gape at her in mock horror.

“I am no such thing,” I splutter, barely able to keep my laughter at bay as I put on my best sweet and innocent face.

“I thought twins were supposed to be double trouble, but you two take it to a whole other level,” Cassandra adds, reiterating what her actual twin sister said as she smirks at me.

I want to point fingers at Rhea and tell her it’s all her fault. It was her idea for a girls’ afternoon that included the twins. I haven’t seen them since I was taken by Alexi in the deal to heal Cassandra. Now, she’s a fully functioning vampire without any manic frenzies overwhelming her.

The thought makes me smile and I can’t help but think about how everything happens for a reason, that there’s a positive behind everything, we just have to wait for it to happen.

“You’re right, but it’s Thalia’s fault for that gods-awful joke that set us off,” Rhea points out, wagging her finger between the two of them, which only sends another round of giggles floating around us.

I glance at my watch, not really wanting to leave, but wanting to be with my men more. It’s weird and makes no sense to me at all, but it’s like my soul can only stand being apart from them for so long before I have to find my way back to them.

Rhea catches the movement and clears her throat. “It’s time, girls. Harmonia needs to get back to her Furies before her soul starts driving her insane.” She wiggles her brows playfully, but there’s a sense of understanding there too.

“You are correct.” I rise from my seat, making sure to leave my share of the bill on the table as I quickly make my way around to give each of them a quick hug. “We have to do this again soon though, okay?” I make sure the three of them nod at me in agreement before I snap my fingers.

With my next blink, I’m standing in the entryway to our home and my shoulders sag as I bask in the familiar surroundings, happiness fluttering over every inch of my skin and I sense my angel wings wanting to make their presence known.

This Fury magic is something else, and it’s sometimes a battle to keep it at bay, but every day gets a little easier with the help of my men.

It’s a huge thanks to Talon too that my wing is perfectly repaired like nothing ever happened. My arm, on the other hand, is as burned and scarred as it was two months ago. There’s no healing it, and honestly, I’m okay with that. It’s a part of who I am, what I’ve been through, and what I’ve survived.

Footsteps on the staircase pull me from my thoughts as I kick my shoes off and look up to see Talon heading toward me with a wide smile on his face.

“Hey, Harm. I was just coming to get you. I was getting so itchy without you near me,” he admits, stepping up close and wrapping me in his arms. I hold him just as tight as I inhale his scent, letting it wash over me so my soul acknowledges I’m home.

“I know the feeling,” I breathe back in response as I nestle further into him.

“We may also have a little surprise for you.”

I tilt my head back to meet his gaze, eager to know what he’s talking about. Without any further prompt he takes a step back, my body missing his heat immediately, and offers me his hand.

I take it, letting him lead the way upstairs without a word, even though I’m dying to know more. He doesn’t rush us, just keeps our pace slow and steady, dragging this out more than I care for, but I play along for his sake.

Although, when we reach the top of the stairs I frown in confusion as I notice only two doors facing straight ahead instead of the usual four; two lining either side.

“What’s going on?”

Talon shrugs in response, playing coy as I squint at him, but we’re interrupted by Malik swinging open the door to the left.

“Get our woman in here.” Malik pulls the door open further as Talon leads me inside.

I gape in complete surprise as I find a huge room with the largest bed I have ever seen in my whole entire life. It could sleep at least eight people, I’m sure of it. My heart races in my chest as I take in everything, from the soft gray rug beneath my feet to the delicate pink curtains hanging over the large window that has a phenomenal view over the countryside and city below.

“What is all of this?” I ask, hoping, but needing confirmation as soon as possible, just as Alexi walks out of what looks like an adjoining bathroom.

“For us.”

Two words. It’s as simple as that.

“For our forever,” Talon adds, his eyes shimmering with unspoken emotions that I feel deep inside my soul as my heart soars with joy.

“This is a forever I’m totally down for.” My response gets a laugh from each of them as they hover closer, circling around me instinctively as they each touch me in some way.

Alexi’s hand is at my waist, Talon’s fingers are laced with mine, and Malik’s fingers are sweeping over my neck and down my spine. They’re making me breathless without even trying, but I’m pretty sure the fact that the bed is painfully obvious is the bigger problem.

Lifting up onto my tiptoes, my mouth goes in search of whoever is closest, desperate for a connection even deeper than this. Alexi inches closer, happily the first to taste my lips, at the same time an alarm sounds.

Fuck.

Another new addition since everything happened. An alarm system that sounds every time there’s a new profile sent through. Malik insisted it was essential after Greta worked for them and still found her way onto the bad side of Keres.

“Of course there’s a new mark just when I’m about to get fucked into oblivion,” I grumble, feeling Alexi’s fingers flex at my waist as he places a kiss to my forehead.

“They’re into delaying our gratification, Harm. It’ll be worth it,” Talon murmurs with a grin as he presses his lips to my temple.

I want to glare at him but I don’t. He would only smirk at me anyway. The motherfucker likes delayed gratification and I’m not a fan.

The four of us separate, knowing how important it is to check the profile first, and I use the moment to gather my thoughts and focus on the task at hand. But I can’t help but sass them as I head for the door.

My fingers wrap around the handle as I turn to look at them over my shoulder. “I’m just saying, there’s not going to be any extension of the delayed gratification when we get home, I’ll just take care of myself in the bathroom.” I can’t keep the smirk off my face as the three of them freeze, gaping at me in surprise before lust fills their eyes.

“I fucking love you.”

“I fucking love you.”

“I fucking love you.”

They each speak in sync, uttering the same four words and fueling my soul with so much love and happiness that I can’t even be mad that we’re being interrupted, because that’s all it is; an interruption.

We’ve got this forever, together, and there’s nowhere else I’d rather be.

“I fucking love you all too.”


Afterword


Our final trip into the world of Saints Academy has happened. For now at least, I do hope to write an extended epilogue for Rhea as a minimum. Plus, who knows, one day we could be diving into the same world once again. Anything is possible when it comes to my books. If you haven’t read Featherstone Academy, The Allstars Series, and The Emerson U Series yet, then just know they weren’t actually meant to be linked hahaha but these things happen!

It was fantastic writing Harmonia’s story, and feeling how different it was to Rhea’s, that’s always really important to me, to not follow the same path, otherwise is it really their story?

Another tough choice for choosing a favorite AGAIN, but they all had their own vibes, and I was totally down for our outdoorsy time with Alexi! The build up was worth ittttt.

By the time you’re reading this I’ll likely be knee deep in Redemption or just finished delving into their world, but let me tell you, I freaking love it.

Then we’re hopefully off for a trip into the land of Motorcycle Clubs, Assassins, and everything in between, before hopefully trying out our hand at another fantasy/paranormal series.

Thank you for being a part of this journey with me! It fills my soul like I can’t even begin to explain. I work tirelessly, giving this my all, my blood, sweat, and tears, but it’s oh-so worth it!
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