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BLURB


After pissing off the head of the supernatural lab, failing at befriending my fellow inmates, and pitching a temper tantrum in the underground cafeteria, it was only a matter of time before I had to do something about this whole captivity thing.

For me, Cassandra Thorn, being born as a human, raised by an elite group of supernaturals, and struggling to reach my twentieth birthday was far more fun than this.

Then again, anything would be.

In this case, “this” refers to being taken against my will—kidnapped—and trapped in an underground lab for supernatural shifters. Pretty ridiculous, considering I was a mere mortal.

Or so I was told.

Turns out there are a lot of things I was told, not all of them true. Now a family secret has been revealed and destiny is just waiting for me to fulfill it…but I was stuck in Prison Boringville with a bunch of not-so-friendly detainees.

Being a supernatural inmate isn’t my style, so with the very new powers bestowed upon me, I was getting my booty out of this hellhole. Unless Adonis the sexy incubus, Dominick the deadly fae master, Otis the death-seeking vampire, and Tristan the sly shapeshifter bust me out first.

Supernatural Inmate is the first book in the Supernatural Captivity series, a Paranormal Prison Romance.
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Lingerie Shopping With My Supernatural Brothers


“Cassandra? How long does it take you to get your ass into a pair of hipster panties? I’m going to die from starvation.”

“Stop complaining, Tristan. I was trying to concentrate!”

“On what? Your butt?”

“Yes! On my butt. Now shush so I can concentrate!”

Men. Never understand the importance of having your eye on the prize.

“What’s taking our Princess of Lingerie so long?”

I smiled at Dominick’s inquiry, knowing damn well he’d join in the bickering. As long as Otis was still roaming around the five-level clothing store, I was safe to continue my detailed observation.

“Cass is trying to determine if her ass has expanded by a centimeter.” Tristan let out a long sigh. “I’m hungry. Save me.”

“You eat too much,” Dominick commented. “And didn’t Cass start her squat challenge like three days ago?”

“And then ate an entire cake yesterday.” Tristan’s comment made me open the door wide, the two of them turning their attention to my red-and-blue lace bra and hipster panty combo. I put my hands on my hips in defiance as I stared between the two of them.

“Just because I started three days ago, it doesn’t mean anything! Progress is progress!” I angrily emphasized before pointing at Tristan, who was sitting on a fluffy pink chair with his legs on one armrest, while the back of his head hung over the other side.

He had a bored pout on his attractive face.

“Also, yesterday was my birthday! I was allowed to eat cake.”

“Allowed to eat a slice of cake, my dear. Not the whole damn thing. Couldn’t even save some for the four of us.”

I flicked my long brunette locks and gave them an unapologetic look.

“I regret nothing.”

“Madness, I tell you.” Tristan shook his head. “You gained weight in your thighs, by the way.”

I stood there for a full five seconds and Dominick sighed.

“It’s like you want us to die early.”

“No regrets.” He shrugged. “I can shift into anything. I have the highest survival rate.”

“You know you can still die, though, right?” Dominick reminded.

“Oh…” Tristan frowned and gave me a sheepish smile as I narrowed my eyes at him. “Thick, beautiful one. Don’t kick my ass…or kill me…or punch my face. I still need to look good to ace that job interview on Monday.”

“Asshole,” I huffed, and turned around to check the mirror. “I only gained half an inch. You’re lucky I’m in a good mood or it would be game over for you.”

Looking at the mirror, I assessed my overall appearance and grinned.

A little bit of thickness doesn’t bother me anyway.

Sweets were the devil when it came to making me gain weight in my thighs and hips. If not for the “Thorn metabolism” blessed to me by my biological parents, I was sure I wouldn’t still fit into my size six jeans.

Stretchy size six jeans. A girl needs room for ice cream and chocolate.

Cassandra Thorn was written on the birth certificate left in my basket that fateful night my parents abandoned me, having decided I was too much to handle in the middle of the 2035 financial crisis period.

Stocks for human companies plummeted as the supernatural races’ soared in comparison, leaving most humans out of work in the heart of winter in New York City.

It was at that time that supernaturals took over with a snap of their fingers and proved their superiority by fixing the chaos created by the greedy humans running the place. That simple move on the supernaturals’ part left us humans with two choices: submit and work along with the supernaturals or hide and try to find a way to fix the financial crisis.

It ended up being a fifty-fifty split, and my parents decided that finding their way back to independent financial stability was far better than working alongside any paranormal race.

Which meant bye-bye, baby Cassandra.

The only problem with that plan was that I, their not-so-beloved child, was human, just like them.

Where did that leave me? Luckily, not on the harsh streets of NYC, because Everett A. Johnson with his big heart of gold took me in.

Anyone could have done it for the bonus government paychecks, but as I grew older, I came to realize that he was genuinely a loving man who took in shifters from struggling families or abandoned corners of the dangerous streets.

Everett was a supernatural, just like the majority of the children he took in. As a bear shifter, he was inherently nurturing. He always said that he got the most hate when he took me in but paid no mind to the background talk. It was all rubbish to him when it came to helping someone in need.

An outlook that could have potentially gotten him killed, but his ongoing generosity over the last few decades had earned him immunity and enough money to hire protection.

Being in his care brought me into the circle of four supernatural powerhouses, and together, we were raised under one roof. How did the little human me survive a home with four bratty boys?

Tantrums, chocolate, and using the puppy eyes technique as a final resort. Let’s be real. No boy nor man can stand it when a woman cries.

However, with my anger issues, all bets were off if I reached a certain point of blinding rage.

I had an actual diagnosis for it: Blind-sighted Tantrum Syndrome. BTS for short, and I was not referring to the greatest KPOP band in history. It might have been the reason my four supernatural bros were actually frightened of me when I got mad.

Doesn’t stop them from picking on me half the time.

“I think her butt actually got firmer, though,” Dominick said. “If you look very closely, you can see a one percent difference.”

“I feel as though you keep forgetting I’m a shapeshifter, Dominick, and not a fae with supernatural eyesight.” Tristan put his hands behind his head and kicked his legs up and down. “Can we go yet?”

“No,” I announced. “I still have three more sets to try on.”

“Ugh,” the two of them said together. “Where are Otis and Adonis?”

“Oh no, no, no.” I twirled right around on one foot and widened my stance to give them a vile glare. “Don’t you dare summon Mr. Apocalypse and his smooth-talking brother.”

“What’s taking so damn long? At this rate, the moon will come out and it’ll be time for my night shift.”

The three of us glanced to our left to see two identical pairs of plum eyes staring back at us.

“I might as well summon the moon now so it can rise and make me into a glittering ornament.”

“That’s what humans call a disco ball, Otis, and that whole vampire glitter stuff was a myth with the sun. Not the moon. Well…except for that Edward guy. He actually glitters during the full moon. I can’t believe humans got that all mixed up. He’s a celebrity in the vampire world. Otis still has his autograph on his wal—”

“Not the point, Adonis,” Otis snarled and looked my way. “Why is Cass naked?”

“When is Cass not naked?” Adonis smiled seductively at me. “She might as well give up on buying lingerie. She always finds a way to rip them to shreds.”

“I am not naked!” I fought back as I pointed at them. “Let me correct your statement, Adonis. Why is it that my lingerie gets ripped to shreds? Oh, I don’t know. Maybe because someone’s long nails destroy them, which always leaves me naked with no lingerie!”

Adonis lifted his hands to stare at the source of my lingerie crisis.

“Hmm. My nails are kinda sharp. I really got to get them done. What color should I go with, guys?”

Tristan shook his head. “You’ve asked us the same question for seven years and you’ve yet to venture out of the purple and black department.”

“Why not try red?” Dominick suggested.

“Or pink. Or any other colors in the rainbow,” I offered.

Adonis bobbed his head in thought.

“I’ll go with…purple.”

“Ugh,” the three of us groaned.

“What?” Adonis gave us a teasing grin. “It complements my skin.”

“Of your hands, not your face,” Otis reminded.

“Yes, but a little splash of color goes a long way,” Adonis concluded. “I still think our parents were fools. Why name me after the god of beauty and desire when I still get pimples and the rest of you look ten percent more attractive than I do?”

I smirked and leaned against the door frame of my change room, arms crossed. “They knew, like the gods above, that you’d have too much seduction in your bones to have perfect looks. If they did that, you’d get cocky instead of having a hint of humility somewhere in that brain of yours.”

“My brain is rather talented, thank you very much. I’m the smartest in the group, remember?”

“The brain that loves to signal you to rip my lingerie whenever you get a chance,” I muttered. “And since when are you the smartest?”

“Since last week when he beat Dominick’s perfect score with a bonus star.” Tristan chuckled.

“Bonus star? Aren’t we supposed to save those during the year and use them to boost our grades at the end?”

“Yup.” Dominick seemed pleased. “Should have seen his proud face. Made all the girls faint in the cafeteria.”

“It’s not my fault that I was blessed with the ability to hoard my stickers and steal Otis’s.”

Otis side-glared at him, but Adonis didn’t care. “Now, are we heading out to eat? Otis is serving an extra glass of crankiness due to his lack of blood. I’m thinking of grabbing him a Bloody Mary from Vampy Dee’s.”

“I will never understand how identical twins can carry completely different supernatural traits,” I voiced as I looked between the two of them.

Otis Von Dolorosa and Adonis Von Dolorosa. Identical twins, and yet one was a vampire and the other was an incubus. The mystery behind it all would never be solved, seeing as their parents offered them up to the nearest dumpster when the twins didn’t turn out to be hybrids as desired.

Just as with my predicament, Everett had been at the right place at the right time and took them in.

“Genetics, Princess,” Adonis remarked while his plum eyes checked me out. I expected him to add another comment about my almost-naked appearance, but he moved his gaze to Tristan and Dominick. “Did Cass gain weight? It was the cake, wasn’t it?”

“Yup,” Tristan and Dominick responded like it was Jeopardy’s latest Let’s Remind Cassandra Thorn of Her Flaws special edition.

“Fools,” Otis insulted. “This is the one time I’ll flee Death.” He turned right around and slipped his hands in his pockets. “Hurry up, Cass. I have shit to do. If I end late for my night shift, I’ll let Mr. Drack-A-Lot suck your blood like he’s been wanting to since you were four.”

I cringed at the thought and reached out for the closest man of the three, which was Adonis. “Hell to the no, no, no! That creep of a stalker isn’t getting near me. He’s a panty stealer!”

Otis looked over his shoulder; his usual emotionless expression remained.

“Says who?”

“Uh, everyone. Right, Adonis?”

“The women who fawn all over me at the club always bring him up.” He put an arm over my shoulder and brought me close to him. “Cass is right on in that department. Drake’s a perv. Plus, I’m surprised he hasn’t gotten arrested for all the times he’s tried to drink a girl’s blood on sight. Why is he still working at the Blood Protection Services when he can’t even purge that craving for strawberry juice?”

Strawberry juice was the code name for blood among most supernaturals when they were around humans. The guys were still getting used to saying blood around me, something Everett wouldn’t allow them to do until I got my period.

Silly, right? It must have been in one of those “How to Raise A Human Child Correctly” handbooks he carries around all the time. The previous edition was so outdated.

“Anyways, get moving Cass.” Otis got back to the point.

“I still have three more sets to try.”

“It’s the same shit.” Otis was going to pop a blood vessel with his impatience. Typical.

“No, it’s not,” I argued, clearing my throat.

“Oh, no,” Tristan interrupted. “Here comes the lecture on Panties 101.”

“I’m glad you’re prepared,” I sweetly replied and gave him a wink.

Dominick walked over to stand next to Otis. At 6′2″, he had a few inches on the twins.

Fae had the ability to grow taller or shorter if they chose to. Dominick loved to be tall, especially because he worked as a model at multiple agencies and had been on covers like GQ, Men’s Health, and other high-profile magazines. It was a good height for him anyway, unless he landed a role in a movie full of badass, 6’6” warriors.

Dominick looks good in gold armor. What was I about to talk about again?

“I’m heading to the men’s department. I need some boxers.”

“Coming!” Tristan scrambled out of his seat.

“Hmph.” Otis was already walking away, not caring where they went.

“Hey! I didn’t start my lesson,” I called out.

“Hurry up!” the three of them replied and then were out of my sight. I looked up at Adonis as he gave me a flirty smirk.

“Looks like I’m your only student, Professor Thorn.” He winked and waltzed over to the chair Tristan had been sitting in. Lowering into the pink fluffiness, he leaned back like he sat on a throne and graciously lifted his right leg to rest on his left, his eyes absorbing every curve and line of my body.

“Proceed with your lecture as you try on the remaining three sets. I’ll wait.”

“Tease,” I muttered, annoyed with how sexy he could be using that seductive voice of his.

It was the one thing about incubi that made them so dangerous. Whether they looked like gods or sewer monsters, all they had to do was use that low rumble voice of theirs and sold. You’d automatically find them attractive, and whether you kept your panties on or off was entirely in their hands.

Dangerous or not, Adonis was one of my four “brothers,” or bros, for short. Obviously, we were all from different family backgrounds, and Everett never officially adopted us. He didn’t think we deserved to be locked down into a family simply because we’d been gathered together by circumstance.

Not adopting us gave us the freedom to keep our family names, something that was still important in the supernatural world, even though our parents had discarded us. It also meant that if we suddenly didn’t meet eyes with Everett anymore, we could go our separate ways with no hard feelings.

We all knew that wouldn’t happen, simply because Everett was the calmest supernatural I’d ever met.

Unless you stole his jar of honey as a prank. Then you might as well dig your grave, lie in it, and cover yourself up before he finds you.

Anyway, my brothers were as different as they came. Tristan Cardinal. Twenty-four, laid-back shapeshifter. He was the playful one of the bunch. Never too serious unless he wanted to commit a murder. The dangerous thing about shapeshifters was they could literally shift into anything they wanted.

A boy, a girl, your ex, a damn tree. From what he’d gathered from Everett regarding his family, they were some of the top shapeshifters in their community. As to why they’d decided Tristan wasn’t a good fit for them was a mystery.

Everett had found him during the one of the worst snowstorms in NYC. I was surprised he hadn’t frozen to death, but then again, what did he decide to magically shift into? A campfire.

It seemed completely odd for a bear to roam through the blizzard and see a burning flame in the corner of an alleyway, but it had happened. However, shifting into objects was something only a few shapeshifters could do, and it was costly on the body.

Tristan had almost died after having a two-week fever once he’d changed back. In his normal appearance, he was 6′0″ like Otis and Adonis, and was frequently mistaken for an angel supernatural due to his last name, blue eyes, and shoulder-length blond hair.

Why he doesn’t just change it is beyond me. I personally think he likes messing with people.

With his caramel complexion, it was hard for people to tell what ethnicity he was, and to be honest, none of us really knew either. He was a shapeshifter, after all, and that meant if he wanted to be Caucasian one day and African the next, he literally could.

Another thing that makes him dangerous. He’s constantly being asked to join various police forces, navies, and secret ops organizations.

Then there was Dominick Goldenmoon. Twenty-three, and a smart cookie with perfect skin and flawless features. He’d been voted the sexiest fae alive for three years running.

His has an unusual, emerald green, butt-length hair. Top it all off with tiny strands of gold tinsel that changed color on his every command, and you had yourself a walking Christmas god.

Let’s be real. If you hate Christmas, it’s because you couldn’t get an autograph from this hot thing of a fae.

Orange eyes like sunsets (complete with gold stars for a little added romance) and his ability to shift his height simply added to the fantasy he gave women — and men — every day with his face up on billboards and wall art.

And why had his parents given him up? Because he was too cute.

His parents said he attracted way too much attention with his cuteness, and due to their status and jobs at the time, it was necessary to keep him out of the public eye.

Or just everyone’s eye.

Who knew if they were undercover spies, or maybe just didn’t want to carry the burden of raising Dominick, but whatever the case, I had always wondered if they regretted it with how famous and successful Dominick had become.

He was the youngest billionaire in the world, and even with his jaw-dropping, panty-throwing looks, he could walk around the mall without getting mobbed. He might have to deal with a few autograph-seekers and human stalkers, of course, but the one thing about supernaturals was that they respected one’s space.

Unless they’re sent to kill you.

We’d only had one close call with a crazy stalker, but many forgot that Dominick was a fae and what they called a master. It was a fancy title to say he had the ability to control all the elements connected to nature. So fire, water, earth, the cool stuff.

He’s basically a sexy Aang from Avatar. The animated series, of course.

Then there were my Von Dolorosa twin bros.

Otis and Adonis, twenty-five-year-old identical twins who somehow each took the entire genetic pool of one parent. Otis was a vampire like his father, while Adonis took his incubus trait from his succubus mother.

Their parents had obviously enjoyed a fling, a common activity among supernaturals to create potential badass hybrid children. When they gave birth to the twins, they expected both would be hybrids, and take over their fortune and coven while also having the ability to control with merely their voices…but their baby cocktail didn’t go as planned.

Which was why the twins were ditched and raised by Everett.

The looked exactly the same with their short black hair — that they either spiked up or gelled back depending on their moods — and their daunting purple eyes, but they were complete opposites.

Adonis was chilled back and only cared about having a good time. He took things slow unless it meant getting to the bedroom faster, and he could whisk any supernatural off their feet with a little hint of tune.

Adonis was actually a balladeer who sang deep, soul-hitting romance songs. Some could break your heart and others could get you from zero to one thousand in the bedroom with the first three words.

Seeing as he only started at the beginning of this year, he was only a millionaire at the moment, but I was sure he’d end up on the Forbes list with Dominick by the new year.

Though he was relaxed most of the time, he actually was a hard worker when he wasn’t reading or writing lyrics.

Or slicing all the lingerie I own for shits and giggles.

He also loved to paint his nails the aforementioned black or purple. No one ever teased or questioned him as to why he liked to do his nails, and it really wasn’t anyone’s business. It made him happy, and none of us cared.

Unless he ever chooses another color. Then we’ll have questions.

His brother, on the other hand, was the complete opposite.

Otis was a jackass. No, that word wasn’t close to defining his asshole personality. Maybe it was a vampire thing, or maybe he just liked being an angry jerk, but he was the definition of anger management problems.

His only two expressions were a frown and an emotionless glare, and if he did crack a smile, it was either because he was genuinely happy — which happened about three times a year in our group — or because he was excited to stab people with his nails and drain every bit of their blood.

To donate…

That was one of the odd things about Otis. Though his outer appearance was like a harsh whip of approaching death, he did a lot for the supernatural community, especially for vampires.

He was the youngest CEO of the biggest blood supplier in the world, with his biggest lab right here in NYC. Even though it was a multi-billion-dollar company that donated globally to both humans and supernaturals alike, he still went in to the office to personally make sure everything went smoothly.

Heck, sometimes he even helps take blood from volunteers.

He was an attractive beast with unblemished pale skin that made his purple eyes pop, except for the rare occasions that his eyes turned striking red, and ninety-five percent of the volunteer blood donors were women.

Not to forget that Model Companion Collab Otis and Dominick did on Valentine’s Day that broke donation records across the world.

He may have been an ass, but he had a big heart, and that was all that mattered.

My four bros were impeccable supernaturals in society, and I was, well…me.

Cassandra Thorn. Just turned twenty; 5’7” with a small waist but one inch gained on the thighs and hips. Unemployed human with a sassy attitude, a lip that wouldn’t shut up even when I needed it to, and top-notch sarcasm.

Don’t get me wrong, though, I had some good qualities aside from my BTS diagnosis.

I had a knack for kickboxing or anything athletic, really. I could eat like no other girl, beating the record at the latest Japanese restaurant competition and earning all of us a free dinner pass for next year. I was good at drawing symbols, but anything more than that was asking too much. And I could sleep through wars.

Did I mention I was incoherent as fuck when I was half asleep? Wait…not a good quality.

Despite all my amazing positives, I had very few job qualifications, and even though I got into the supernatural university the guys went to for fast-paced studies, I still couldn’t find a job I liked.

Now that Tristan had lined up a job interview with one of the best secret op agencies in the world, I was soon to be the only one in the group without employment.

It would only be a matter of time before things got boring. I had a hint of ADHD, so the whole staying home and doing nothing all day long wasn’t going to last me long before I went insane.

No one wants to deal with insane Cassandra. She’s bad. Believe me.

That left me with very few options, but in Princess Cass style, I’d shove them to the side and worry about them tomorrow.

It wasn’t like I desperately need money. Having a rich guardian to look after you meant getting a weekly allowance that was far too much for the average human.

For a supernatural though, it’s probably pennies — or should I say five cents, seeing as they got rid of those coins. Were too human for the supernatural government.

It was only a matter of time before hundred-dollar bills became the new ten dollars.

Most supernaturals were rich, and those who weren’t had either lost the chance by committing a crime or had sided with the humans during the first wave of changes.

It wasn’t necessarily hard to earn money, but it was easy to lose it all.

Like by buying lingerie every week, for instance.

“I know I love looking at myself when I’m not having a pimple party on my face, but how long are you gonna stare at the mirror for, Cass?”

Slowly turning my head back to look at the seduction god of an incubus, I stuck my tongue out. “Did you know if you stare at yourself every day, you can change your perception of yourself? I’m doing that. It’s part of my ritual.”

“If you think that’s what’s going to get you a plump ass, go back to the squat challenge,” Adonis concluded. “At least I can watch how low you can go.”

“Pervert,” I grumbled under my breath. “Let me try the other sets.”

“No one’s stopping you,” he practically hummed. I had to shiver off the tingling sensations that ran up my body and reminded me that I was a girl and not immune to his gift of seduction.

“Hold that musical tongue of yours,” I grumbled but went right back to changing.

After trying the other two sets that weren’t my style, I was wearing the last set when I overheard some girls squealing.

“Ah! Isn’t that Adonis in the VIP waiting section?!”

“Oh goodness, yes! His voice is so amazing. I have every single track. You wouldn’t believe how epic my sex life has been with his music playing in the background.”

“Seriously? Those rumors are legit?”

“Yes! Hands down the best thing you can add to your relationship! You can have pizza delivery and play it in the background and your partner will love you! It sets the perfect mood. Adam and I haven’t fought in MONTHS! We used to fight every day.”

“That’s sensational.”

“Damn right.”

“What’s he doing here? He has a girlfriend?”

“Nah. He’s probably with his sister.”

“He doesn’t have a sister.”

“Yeah, the girl that’s always around him and the other three epic supernaturals. Adonis, his twin brother Otis, Tristan Cardinal, and Dominick Goldenmoon. They’re like the Supernatural Bros of NYC. Aside from the twins, they’re from different backgrounds and obviously different supernatural traits, but together, it’s like looking at a piece of art. They’re all powerful, talented, and filthy rich!”

“So the girl is just their sister? Well…like not biologically, but hangs with them?”

“Think of it like a girl who’s their friend type deal.”

“They’re not dating or friends with benefits?”

“Nope. They’re a crew and she’s the sole female in a group of testosterone-flowing gods.”

“Lucky. I’d die if I was within touching distance of Adonis. My heart is already palpitating like crazy. Imagine being around all four of them?”

“Hashtag dead.”

They continued to gossip while I waited in front of the change room door, my fingers lingering on the lock I’d turned but held to keep the door closed.

That was the one problem with being in a group of guys. The question of the century was whether or not you’d fall in love with one of them and screw up the dynamic entirely…or maybe fall in love with all of them.

My feelings had always been neutral when it came to romance with my bros. I’d had my share of dating both human and supernatural individuals, and it usually ended with their asses getting kicked by my bros for breaking my heart and me eating a tub of ice cream.

Okay, five tubs of ice cream but who keeps count of those things. Tristan does, but he only tracks it to make fun of me.

The guys had also had their flings, but supernaturals got bored easily, and when you truly were blessed with it all, you wanted more from a relationship than a partner to travel around the world with.

I wanted a guy with character. One who could hold a conversation and was willing to learn new things. If he was attractive, that was a bonus, but generally speaking, it wasn’t a deal-breaker for me.

I guess being around supernaturals all the time lifted my standards just a bit in terms of dating humans, but really, I just wanted to find a guy who wanted more than a quick fling in the sheets.

He would have to be approved by the bros to stand a chance after all my failed matches, but maybe that would mean I’d have a chance of lasting at least six months with him.

My real dating life aside, the gossip channels loved to debate whether I’d date all my bros or be the one to ruin their group dynamic.

The pressure from it all was the reason I tried to not think of them as romantic interests, but once I reached eighteen, things got a little harder.

My hormones kicked in.

I thought sixteen was a pain when I finally got my period, but nope. Eighteen was when your body stopped listening to you and made you practically psycho in the process.

Do I like-like Adonis, Otis, Tristan, and Dominick?

I still didn’t know, and it was another thing to push to the corner of my mind until I needed to face it.

The door opened, snapping me out of my thoughts as my body jerked forward and right into a wall of clothed muscle.

“Adonis,” I groaned against his chest, recognizing him by the scent of his latest Louis Vuitton cologne.

Incubi and succubi loved to smell good. If they had a hint of stench on them, there would be hell to pay if they couldn’t bathe or at least drench themselves in fragrance.

“Stop listening to stupid stuff and let me see you.”

“Who said I was eavesdropping?”

“You should apply to be a reporter,” Adonis suggested. “You’d get all the goodies for big companies to gossip about. Now turn around so I can see if these panties make your ass look great.”

I giggled and shook my head. “Weird incubus.”

“That you adore,” he added and helped spin me around like we were on a dance floor. Letting go of my hand, I saw in the reflection of the mirror that Adonis took a step back and crossed his arms over his chest in observation.

“Good. Like this one and the first set.”

“I never let you see the other two,” I noted.

“Don’t have to.” He shrugged. “I knew from when you picked them up that they weren’t good choices for your body type.”

“Why does that make me feel like I’m fat?” I pondered more to myself.

Adonis’s playful smirk made me want to count my blessings. I really didn’t understand how I hadn’t fallen for him like any other human.

“Because you sometimes forget you’re a sexy woman with a small waist, amazing curves, and the perfect ass.”

“Yet I’m doing that squat challenge because?”

“I don’t know.” He shrugged. “It was your idea to make yourself suffer every day by dropping it like it’s hot.”

“You could have told me that.” I slapped my forehead in annoyance.

“And miss all the squatting? Why in the devil’s name would I do that? I’m an incubus, not an angel. Keeping doing them.”

“For your entertainment.”

“And the rest of the guys’. We’re betting to see how long you’ll last until you not-so-secretly eat another entire cake.”

“My birthday is a year from now,” I reminded.

“And when has that stopped you from passing by the bakery to grab a cake or two?”

“It’s not my fault,” I argued. “The owner makes good cakes.”

“And is also a succubus who sprinkles addictive magic on top of her stuff so you all go back and make her bank,” he concluded. Slapping my ass, he grinned at my flustered face.

“Go away. I was going to change.”

“Why is that stopping you? I’ve seen you naked before.”

“Which is silly! I’m twenty now.”

“A number doesn’t change anything.”

“Stop arguing. I don’t want you here,” I concluded and crossed my arms as I moved my head to one side in pure defiance.

When he didn’t speak, I poked an eye open, to see he was hovering over me with that sexy smile of his.

“You really don’t want me, Cassandra?” That oozing delicacy of hotness had my every goose bump popping up as I stared at him like he was the next chocolate cake on my list.

“I do…I mean…no! Dammit, Adonis! Take your seducing voodoo out of my change room.” I pushed him slightly and he chuckled.

“Boo.” He leaned in so close that my body froze. “That’s no fun, Cassandra.”

This lethal man knows I like it when I’m called by my full name…in bed.

I felt my bra loosen then, and I watched it drop to the floor like it had lost its purpose in life. My eyes returned to the culprit, noticing how his index finger returned to his pressed lips, that sharp fingernail shining it had won a bloody reward.

“Oops. I’ll pay for that.” With a wink, he was out of my change room. I was ready to run out and beat his ass up, but I really didn’t want my girls to be on the next cover of Supernatural Daily.

Damn you, Adonis!

With a huff, I locked the door and began to change into my black yoga tights and red crop top.

“Did you hear supernaturals are getting kidnapped lately?”

“Huh? No way.”

The sudden gossip made me pause as I readied to unlock the door once more.

“It’s in the hidden news articles. They don’t want to bring it to the public eye yet because they’re not sure if they’re kidnapping innocent supernaturals or criminals working for organizations. It’s an apparent mess. I overheard my boss talking about it.”

“That’s scary, but I guess it’s nothing we have to worry about.”

“Being a human is hard when the rest of the world is better than you, but I guess you have a point.”

“C’mon, let’s go cheer ourselves up with ice cream and some more shopping.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

With a frown, I pondered what they had just said.

“Why would anyone kidnap supernaturals?” I quietly questioned. With a shrug, I picked my favorite sets and left the change room.

I only lasted five steps before something kissed me on the cheek. My whole face burned hot as I slowly looked to see Adonis now leaning against the wall of the entrance to the changerooms.

“Your butt looks extra cute in yoga pants, too.” He nodded in agreement. “You also forgot to put underwear on.” I rushed back to the change room to see the underwear I remembered putting on was on the floor with a clean cut at the waistline.

One thing I always forgot about the twins. The two could exchange powers with little effort.

In this case, Adonis was using Otis’s supernatural speed.

“Adonis von Dolorosa! You’re a dead incubus! Those are my favorite!”

I already knew he was gone, running like his life depended on it, but I’d get him back for this. I always got payback.

Shaking my head, I crouched down to pick up the lace panties, had a moment of silence for their loss, and threw them in the garbage on the way out.

Note to self. Never bring my supernatural brothers lingerie shopping.


Friendly Reminder Of Where You Stand


“IGOT THE JOB!”

My left hand paused on the half-filled page of symbols. My eyes darted to the doorway of our living room, seeing a beaming Tristan.

I took a long look at him, licking my lips unconsciously at the shapeshifter in the perfect navy blue suit. With gold cufflinks and tie, and a silky blue dress shirt beneath the fitted ensemble, this man right here wasn’t playing around in the professional department.

Of sexiness.

His usual shoulder-length blond hair was now up in a perfect bun, telling me he made his hair a little longer just for this interview, and his piercing blue eyes shone brighter with his thrilling news.

Otis was sleeping on the sofa to my left and Adonis was midway through writing a new song on his phone on my right. Dominick sat on the floor watching the latest supernatural drama, right in front of where I was sitting with my legs crossed on the sofa chair and my sketchbook resting in my lap.

“Congrats, Tristan!” I was the first to congratulate him.

“Took your ass long enough to get a job,” Otis mumbled, his eyes still closed.

“You know he could have gotten a job eons ago but was being picky,” Dominick reminded.

“Secret Ops Agent, huh. Does that mean we’re never going to see you again? I’m trying to determine if I should feel happy or disturbed with your lack of presence in our lives after today.”

“Shut up!” Tristan was still beaming from ear to ear, and he literally skipped over to where I was. Going around the red suede chair, he leaned over to put his head on my shoulder.

“Thank you, Cass, for being the only one to congratulate me.”

“No one cares,” Otis huffed.

“Congrats, bro. We’ll go eat on your behalf. I’m hungry,” Dominick encouraged.

“You would have gone to eat regardless,” Adonis pointed out. “Congrats, Tristan. Now are we never seeing you again, or what?”

“I’m still going to be in you guys’ lives, so you might as well give up on all those hopes of getting rid of me,” Tristan concluded.

“The Universe is punishing us,” Adonis and Otis said in unison.

“At least he’s not an ass.” Dominick tried to lift up the mood.

I snickered as Tristan growled. “You guys are a bunch of dicks. Micro-penises.”

“From the guy with the smallest one,” Otis countered.

“Liar!” Tristan argued. “A shapeshifter’s got no problem in that department.”

“He says proudly while admitting he has the smallest one in the room,” Adonis concluded.

“How did I admit that? There were no rulers involved in this evaluation.”

“Don’t need one.” Dominick shrugged. “Can sense the guilt a mile away.”

“Stop using your fae voodoo on me.” Tristan hugged my neck. “Cass. I’m being bullied.”

“What am I supposed to do? Be a man and kick their asses?”

Tristan pouted. “I’ll let them off cause I’m in a good mood,” Tristan brushed off.

“My point is still valid.” Otis turned over so his back faced us. “Wake me up when we’re going out for dinner.”

We quietly laughed, and Tristan gave him an annoyed look before sticking up his middle finger at Otis.

“I saw that,” he grumbled, but remained where he was.

“Anyway, when do you start?” I inquired.

“Hmm, not sure. They’re mid-investigation with a bunch of stuff happening across the States and even Canada, so I gotta wait. I think they’re just happy to have me on board. Didn’t realize I was so in demand.”

“Did they tell you how many organizations had you on their list?” I asked. He walked around and moved to sit on the armrest of the couch Otis was lying on. Tugging his tie, he gave a sheepish grin.

“Five hundred.”

The three of us gawked at him, and I noticed out of the corner of my eye that Otis had lifted his head to look over at him. “Shut up. You’re lying.”

“Nope.” His grin widened like an excited little boy’s. “That’s out of those with high enough connections to get in touch with Everett. He’s was my main reference and connection control, so unless you got through him, it was an automatic no.”

“That means the preliminary organizations didn’t stand a chance,” Adonis concluded with a sly grin. “Aww. You’re actually useful.”

“One day I’m so going to beat you up,” Tristan warned.

“When that day comes, make sure it’s on a live stage so when he kicks your ass, you can play it off as fake wrestling,” Otis chimed in and relaxed against the mini pillow under his head.

“Go to sleep.” Tristan side-eyed the vampire twin.

“Yeah, yeah.”

Leaning back in my seat, I spun my pencil and wondered out loud, “Where’s Everett, anyway?”

“Should be home any minute. He promised we’d have dinner,” Dominick piped up. “That’s what he said this morning before he left.”

As if our conversation cued his arrival, the sound of the front door drew our attention, but even I soon realized he wasn’t alone.

Please don’t tell me it’s who I think it is.

My once-happy smile turned into a deep frown as loud clacking heels echoed down the hall of our three-story mansion.

“Ugh.” Tristan, Dominick, and Adonis let out heavy sighs.

“I’m not sleeping anymore. I died. Actually died,” Otis mumbled into the pillow.

“So, no one knows a spell to get out of here? Anyone?” I tried to lighten the mood, but my bros weren’t the ones to answer my joke attempt.

“Well, Cassandra Thorn. If you had a bit of magic in your veins, you would be able to do that yourself, rather than rely on us supernaturals like you must.”

Cue in the sarcastic responses in 3…2…1…

The sound of the heels came to a stop, revealing an older woman with grey hair at the doorway: the grumpy head of supernatural affairs, Margaret Widow.

She was a one-hundred-year-old snake shifter with a heart full of coal and a vendetta against me. Something about me not having respect for my elders, but it was really just her.

If she was in our beloved home, that either meant she needed Everett for something or there was a huge supernatural problem my bros needed to know about for their own safety.

I don’t count because I’m a weak human with a big mouth.

“Good afternoon, Ms. Widow. What a splendid day we’re having,” I greeted with a fake smile and a sweet voice full of sarcasm. “What could have possibly brought you to our lovely home at such an hour? I hope it isn’t bad news?”

Blinking my eyes innocently, I could feel the others’ approval of my overdramatic performance. None of my bros liked Margaret, and I was sure a good chunk of the supernatural race hated her guts.

She was always rude, nitpicky about the littlest things, and obviously favorited the snake shifters and any other reptiles that fell into the crawly category. I was sure she would have hated the guys if they weren’t so high up on the popularity chain.

Completely ignoring me, she walked farther into the living room, which only told me that whatever she had come here for was actually serious, seeing as she wasn’t continuing her beloved, ‘Let’s fight with the innocent human’ game.

Everett finally showed up, his 6′5″ frame emphasizing how short Margaret was in comparison. From his grimace and uptight body language, my gut was telling me this wasn’t a good time for my sarcasm anymore.

Something’s wrong…

Dominick rose from his spot on the floor, standing to my right as Adonis moved to stand next to him and Tristan rose up from the armrest of the couch to stand on my left.

Either Otis had actually dozed off or was faking it to see if this conversation was as important as it appeared to be. The tension in the room would be enough for him to determine how important this was.

“Tristan, Adonis, and Dominick,” Margaret greeted before looking over to Otis. “Adonis? Is your brother going to wake up anytime soon or do I have to force him awake?”

“Depends on the purpose of this meeting.” Adonis’s chill vibe was still on point and he shrugged to emphasize that he didn’t care enough to wake his brother unless the meeting proved to be vital. “Maybe you can enlighten us about what the problem is, and I’ll determine if it’s worth me getting yelled at for waking him up.”

“I would begin, but there’s an elephant in the room.” Margaret’s silver eyes were staring straight at me. I blinked innocently, my fake smile still going strong as I slowly looked around.

“Oh? Did we purchase an invisible elephant without my knowledge?”

Margaret looked like she was going to hiss at me, but Everett took a step forward, his movement enough to catch our attention.

“It’s fine if Cassandra remains. She’s usually with her brothers so it’s important that she’s aware of the situation,” he reasoned in my favor.

I gave him a genuine smile, and I knew he would have returned it if Margaret hadn’t turned her piercing gaze on him.

“Do I need to remind you, Everett, that she is but a human? She isn’t the target and the information I’m about to share is classified.”

“I’m aware of what Cassandra is. No one in this room needs yet another reminder of the blatantly obvious. We have a dinner to attend so I suggest we get to the point of this meeting.”

Ouch. Papa Dearest was not in the mood today. That actually meant this was bad, which only piqued my interest.

“Well, last time I checked, Otis didn’t want Cassandra being involved in anything classified,” Margaret proudly defended.

That’s new.

Glancing at Adonis, I noticed his eyebrow arch up in question, which told only me and the other two that the information being presented was missing a few key details.

“I can speak for myself.”

Tristan’s hand pressed against my mouth to muffle my gasp, as I was looking at Margaret and Everett across the room one second and the next Otis’s butt was in my face.

Don’t get me wrong. It’s a good view, but I didn’t expect the sudden movement.

Tristan moved his hand and I gave him an appreciative glance. He nodded, and we turned our attention to Otis as he carried on, “And I never once said that. I would remember. We vampires have good memories. Maybe it has to do with our slow aging process. Seeing as I’m only 25, I think my memory is still at one hundred percent.”

Margaret actually hissed. “You did mention that at the last meeting, at which you represented your brothers, because they were getting a certain human out of the fight she started,” she reminded.

I remember that.

Obviously, I was minding my own business like I always did before all hell broke loose . It landed me in the middle of the fight when a bunch of girls from my kickboxing class tried to jump me because…well, I kicked their asses in kickboxing class.

It was the dumbest reason to get into a fight with ten other girls, but it was only a big deal because half of them were supernaturals and I was still kicking their petty booties to the floor.

How that happened was always a mystery when my BTS kicked in, but I never got in trouble when fights broke around me, because my bros somehow arrived at the right place and time. That usually triggered an obvious surrender and quick clean up, and the place was back to normal like nothing had occurred.

Probably why I hadn’t yet been arrested for all the fights I’d had to deal with. I simply had bad luck. That was one of my usual excuses.

That and because I’m a boring-looking human who is easy to pick on. Thanks to the apparent fortune I must be carrying in my wallet because I hang with the supernatural bros.

None of us needed to see Otis’s expression to feel the rise of annoyance building up between the two.

“I stated, ‘Cassandra doesn’t need to be a part of our affairs if it puts her at risk,’ which was a statement approved by my brothers. I then followed up by stressing that on other occasions where Cassandra’s life is not in jeopardy, she may be included in all conversations that involve us.” His emotionless tone would make anyone quiver in fear. “Should I repeat myself just in case you misinterpreted my explanation, Ms. Widow, or should I retrieve the recording that was made on my brothers’ behalf due to their absence after the emergency call from one of your departments that stated a gang of supernatural females was ganging up on an innocent human?”

That shut her up really quick. I smiled like it was my birthday all over again, and my taunting eyes locked on hers.

She’s lucky I try to respect my elders, or I’d have a thing or two to mentally say to her.

“Let’s get to the point. What’s so important for us to know?”

Margaret still had a scowl on her face, but she began right away.

“Supernaturals are being kidnapped.”

“Nothing new,” Adonis acknowledged like it was a common thing. “What’s changed?”

Her disapproval of Adonis’s careless attitude was apparent in her eyes, but she continued. “They are being kidnapped and imprisoned in hidden locations across the country. Many important leaders, members of society, and even celebrities have gone missing in a matter of days. All secret services and crime-stopping organizations are doing their best to resolve the issue as quickly as possible, but it’s come to the point where we have to alert those of high ranking and public status.”

“So,” I began. “You guys are warning anyone you deem valuable and powerful, so they can hide, protect themselves, do whatever, before you tell the rest of the world — which will most likely leave humans in panic — that supernaturals, aka powerful beings, are being kidnapped by a mysterious group or organization. Which means we humans don’t stand a flying chance at surviving.”

“Essentially,” she dryly replied.

“At least you’re honest.” I leaned back in my chair and picked my pencil up. “You’re right, nothing to do with me seeing as no one is going to target me.”

“It’s nice to have some verbal confirmation that you know where you stand in all of this, Cassandra Thorn.” Her tone poked at the wrong nerve.

The one thing I hated was when people tried to talk down to me like I was nothing but a cockroach. I could handle the whole, ‘humans are weak and pushed to the side,’ but degrading me wasn’t going to fly and this woman was testing me.

So what better way to handle a test? Fail it gracefully.

I rose up, took my sketch pad and pencil, and headed toward her. I could already see the start of a gleaming smile on the vile woman’s face. It almost made me laugh because she already assumed she’d won.

Boy, is she wrong.

I stopped right in front of her, towering over her short frame as I purposely straightened my back to emphasize my 5′7″ height. Staring down at her, I narrowed my eyes.

“You may love to give me such friendly reminders of where I stand, Ms. Widow, but let me just remind you of who I am. Cassandra Thorn. Human child of the Thorn family, who so happen to be on the list of Top Ten Most Influential Humans in the USA. I may never understand why they abandoned me over something as simple as being human, like them, but hey. Maybe they didn’t think they would have a feisty daughter who could give a good kick or two. Until I one day have the time and care to search and ask them myself, I’m just going to continue playing along with your games. But remember this. I may be human, but I won’t let anyone make me feel invaluable. Not Everett, not my bros, certainly not you. So I suggest you remember this conversation. I don’t know, put it in the valuable part of your brain so you don’t need Otis reminding you. Now, if you’ll excuse me.”

I moved past her, only to walk to the opposite corner of the room where we had another reading corner. I sat down, crossed my legs, and straightened my back.

The problem with knowing the truth about your parents abandoning you and keeping your name was that you could easily track them down and discover if they were truly struggling or not.

My parents ended up making a fortune for themselves, and though they were human, they somehow became the most influential duo in NYC. Many liked to compare me to them, pointing out the similarities but mostly emphasizing the fact that the Thorn duo would have been proud to give birth to a child that was a combination of such talent. Not dash her into the wilderness like they clearly did me.

That’s what the human tabloids emphasized on a daily basis.

Their success didn’t bother me, for I lived an amazing life without them, just like my supernatural brothers. Did it hurt sometimes to acknowledge it or see their faces in a random interview? Yes, but who was I to butt into their lives? I was a grown-up who could take care of myself and I didn’t need them anymore.

It didn’t mean the thought never crossed my mind. To walk up to their front door or have that fateful encounter where I could prove to them that I’d already surpassed their standards of me because I’d been taken in by someone who saw all my potential and was willing to raise me.

I felt all six of their stares, and I smiled sweetly as I gestured with my hand for them to carry on. “Please, don’t mind me. I’ll be over here still listening in while I work on my rune drawing game. Never know when human witchcraft can come in handy.”

By the three smirking expressions from Adonis, Tristan, and Dominick, I knew I’d done exactly what they would wanted me to. Meeting Otis’s gaze, I noticed the tiny uplift of the left corner of his lips.

Tiny smirk means approval. I’ll probably get scolded by Everett later, but at least I defended myself.

They soon carried on with the conversation at hand, discussing ways to ensure they would be safe during public events and during their busy work schedules.

I ended up zoning them out, getting lost in the same symbol I’d drawn over and over again through the years since I could hold a crayon.

Rune magic had always intrigued me, especially now that there was a show on Netflix about a group of cat shifters that used different runes to create various magic spells. A human had yet to crack open the realms of magic through witchcraft, but it was another one of those things I dreamed of doing one day.

I quietly continued to sketch the same thick rune design, secretly hoping to get this tattooed on my arm when I was twenty-one. It was hard to describe, the thick lines reminding me of those tribal symbols some guys got tattooed on them. Almost like I was part of a pack of some kind.

With the new approved age for magic tattoos on human skin now twenty-one, I had one more year left before I could have the reminder embedded on me. Why this symbol meant so much to me was beyond my understanding, but my childhood was full of blanks that I sometimes wished I could fill and restore. Something about this symbol made me think that one day I could.

And yeah, sometimes I do wish I could be supernatural like the rest of the world.

I smirked at the ironic thought, doing my best to show that I wasn’t wounded by that grumpy old woman’s words. She could kick me down all she wanted.

Supernatural or human, I was someone who’d keep fighting to prove my rightful place in society.

With that in mind, I knew that good family dinner and a cheesecake for dessert would cheer me up in no time.

Whoever these kidnappers were, they wouldn’t stand a chance against my bros.

I’m not a worthy target, so I guess this is just a friendly reminder.


Supernatural Society And Surprise Betrayal


“Who thought this was a good idea? My feet hurt.”

“Stop whining like a little girl who lost her lightsaber.” I rolled my eyes, but continued to slow dance with my anger management vampire.

“What little girl has a lightsaber?” Otis argued.

“You guys bought me one when I was ten.” I smirked.

“Yeah, and then you sliced half the house down when I ticked you off.”

“No remorse.” I gave him an innocent smile as I blinked my eyes. “If you hadn’t triggered my BTS, that would have never happened.”

“I can’t believe that’s a legit diagnosis.”

“Saved me from making an excuse like ‘I was on my period’ or some other unrealistic justification men accept.”

“We don’t accept that.”

“Yeah, you do. Remember last time Everett was mad at me for giving him attitude all week? I told him I was on my period and bam, all charges dropped. It’s like you guys are scared of us throwing a tampon at you.”

“That is scary.”

“You’re a vampire.”

“That doesn’t mean I want to be hit by tampons.”

“Hmmm.” I thought about it. “I guess that’s kinda nasty. How did we get to this topic again?”

“I was complaining about why I have to dance with you,” Otis grumbled.

“Right, right.” I nodded. “That’s ‘cause you lost Rock-Paper-Scissors.”

“Why does everyone think that stupid game is valid enough to make crucial decisions like dancing with you?”

“It’s fair and usually means you’ll lose.” I grinned happily. I didn’t know what it was with the easy decision-making game, but vampires sucked at it. Maybe they were cursed or something.

We’d eaten a classy five-course meal at a restaurant near Madison Square, deciding we wanted to be in a busier location but still gain the quiet environment this restaurant delivered.

After the bitc- — ahem, Ms. Widow — took her leave, the guys determined they would have to either get extra security during their live events or start using tracker keychains.

Tracker keychains were these little keychains in various designs that people hooked up to their smartphones. Since their creation, it had become extremely difficult to get kidnapped, but someone must have figured out a way around that system if supernaturals were beginning to freak out.

From what Everett had implied on the drive here, the issue had reached the White House and they were now conducting an emergency meeting.

That must mean this is bad.

The guys didn’t seem worried about it, which told me it hadn’t escalated to something that we should truly be concerned about, but we’d at least have to proceed with caution.

I could just imagine being kidnapped and having to reveal the sad truth that they fucked up.

That would get you killed Cass…but it would be pretty funny.

Dinner was superb, and we were back to celebrating Tristan getting a job he was actually excited for. This restaurant had a lovely dance floor and after a few rounds of Rock-Paper-Scissors, I got to kidnap Otis — again — for some dancing torture.

“The house is going to be so boring now that Tristan is working as well,” I admitted, thinking about the idea of being home for the majority of the day.

I was pretty active, or at least tried to be. Mornings started off with an hour run to keep my stamina up. Breakfast and music while I read another volume of How to Be a Successful Human in a World of Supernaturals.

It was one of the inspirational books that ended up becoming a weekly volume series. I’d collected all the books and was waiting for the author’s tour to come to NYC in Feb 2056.

After breakfast, I did a kickboxing workout and showered, and the afternoon was designed for me to do whatever I wanted. Evenings were when I waited for the guys and Everett to come home and we’d eat together, watch a show or movie, and then all head to bed.

Since Tristan was usually at home, he’d work out with me or we’d spend the afternoon keeping active while having fun.

“Scared you’re going to be lonely?” Otis sounded amused.

“I never miss you,” I emphasized.

“Hmph.” An odd expression crossed his face, but he quickly covered it up. “I don’t care.”

“Deep down I know that’s a lie.”

“It’s not.”

“What if I was kidnapped?” I whispered like it was a sin to say in public.

“Still wouldn’t miss you,” he grumbled. “The house would be peaceful, and we wouldn’t spend so much money fixing what you destroy with your temper tantrums.”

“You’re supposed to be like, ‘Oh Cass. Of course, we’d miss you. Don’t jinx yourself like that’. Not, ‘You break shit all the time with your once-a-year tantrum.’”

“It’s not once a year.”

“All right, all right, like five times, but I was good this year and only had two,” I defended. “I can’t believe that snake witch tried to lie about what you said.”

“She’s not fond of you.”

“A lot of people aren’t fond of the human girl surrounded by some of the wealthiest and strongest supernaturals this generation has seen.” I hooked my arms around his neck and giggled. “I’m the perfect accessory.”

“You’re heavy,” he growled but kept his hands on my hips. “They want the four of us to join the Supernatural Society.”

I stopped moving at that, my eyes locked on his.

“What?”

The Supernatural Society was more elite than the damn government. It was an organization of supreme supernaturals. They were the people the government had to consult to conduct national supernatural events and such.

They were the founders that aided in the rise of supernaturals when the humans fell into financial crisis, and with a mere push, created the world we lived in today. The Society was in charge of ensuring all supernaturals had rights, a voice in the legal system, and were fairly represented no matter what part of the world they lived in.

Everett had assisted them on a few missions and they paid in millions. If you were part of the Supernatural Society, you were more than just a celebrity.

You were basically a god.

Their jobs were hard and whatever tasks they were assigned to accomplish could lead them straight into the morgue, but if they acknowledged you and wanted you to be a part of their world, it meant you were beyond valuable and in return, you would be treated like royalty.

Otis pulled me closer, turning us around until we were in a quiet corner. I relaxed against the wall but kept my arms where they were. From afar, it might have looked like we were making out, and I guess that was the perfect ruse if I was going to get any information regarding this sudden info bomb.

“They want us to join the S.S. They’ve been asking for months…but now that Tristan has secured the job with the Secret Ops, they have a good position where the four of us can be together. We still keep our jobs, obviously, but we’d also be able to do our part in protecting our people.”

“So…like the military?” I offered, trying to get a general picture of what they would have to do. “You’ll be like Everett, who picks up the missions or assignments he wants and goes away for a few days and then comes back, right?”

He didn’t answer.

“A few weeks?”

Again, his expression was cold, and my heart dropped.

“Did you guys agree to join?”

He knew I wasn’t going to put up with a silent answer for this one.

“Yes.”

“When?”

“Earlier when Margaret was talking with us.”

“I didn’t hear you guys talking about any of that,” I pointed out.

“Snakes have the ability to change what is being heard around them. Margaret must have made it so it sounded like we were talking just about the kidnappings. Plus, you zoned out for a bit, didn’t you?”

“Don’t turn this back on me,” I grumbled.

“Cass.”

“When do you guys start?” If they were going to tell me last minute, I’d kick the shit out of them.

No. That’s too easy. I’ll give them the silent treatment for weeks. No, months! Then they would see…and I’ll use their toothbrushes to pick my teeth! I’ll hide all their favorite things and—

“Tomorrow…”

My diabolical plan screeched to a halt, my eyes staring back at him in devastated shock.

“T-tomorrow?”

“What they want us to do is urgent. This kidnapping thing…there’s something more to it, and we can’t—”

“Tell me,” I demanded, my deadpan voice making him frown.

“Cass—”

“Were you guys even going to tell me? Or did you figure a human like me didn’t deserve to know?”

“Cass, we wouldn’t use you being human against you.”

“That old hag does exactly that every single time she comes to our house bearing news for only you guys. She decided I wasn’t worth being a part of the conversation that you guys are joining the Supernatural fucking Society and ditching me tomorrow for who knows how long.”

“Six months.”

“Six fucking months?!” I always swore when my temper was rising, and the second bomb had just erupted. “You guys are leaving for six months and decided that I didn’t deserve to know until now? No, let me rephrase that, you guys weren’t going to tell me, but as we were dancing you probably felt pity for me and decided to grace me with the news, am I right?” His frustration was obvious, but he remained silent, which only made me let out a huff. “Un-fucking-believable.”

“That’s not a word,” he muttered.

The glare I gave shut him right up, and I unhooked my arms from his neck. “I’m going home.”

“Cassandra.”

“Fifteen years,” I whispered, my voice filled with anger. This was a betrayal. The four men that I cared about were leaving me for six months and they truly didn’t think I was worth telling.

“Fifteen years and you guys don’t think I’d be okay with you leaving? That you couldn’t tell me right when you found out? I’m going to be by my lonesome self for six months, and you’re only telling me out of pity.”

“It’s not out of pity,” he interrupted, but I shook my head.

“Then why wait? What stopped you from telling me? It clearly isn’t hurting you or the others. We just had an amazing dinner in celebration and what? You’d wait till were home, relaxing in front of the fireplace, and then you’d drop the news?”

I took two steps forward, until my face was inches from his, my eyes burning with what I knew were tears. “Or would the four of you have left me with nothing but a farewell note — all for my safety.” I couldn’t keep the bitterness out of my voice.

He swallowed, his usual guard falling and allowing the bits of vulnerability and sadness I knew he fought not to share with anyone, not even his bros, to peek through.

“Cassandra. You’re…important. To us…to me.”

His words hit home, and again, I was reminded about that tiny part inside me that wanted more than just ‘this.’

Whatever ‘this’ is.

There were moments with Otis that felt different than the rest. Times when I got lost in his purple eyes that sometimes turned red the longer I looked into them. The way his presence seemed to wrap around me, and how I’d quietly wish we were more.

That we could put aside our personalities and…love.

I’d experienced those moments with the others, too. We’d get lost in each other’s eyes and wish that one of us would let go and break whatever internal promises we’d made to ourselves.

I didn’t want to be the one to break this. To risk a friendship that had blossomed into a nearly unbreakable bond.

But what can I do about this? Why does this…hurt so much?

This felt like more than just a betrayal. It felt like all the years of trust meant nothing. All because I couldn’t be like them.

Be special like them.

“If I was important, you would validate my worth with your actions and not your empty words.”

A tear fell then, followed by another, and by the way his guard fell completely, I knew it hurt Otis. I knew if I didn’t leave his space, he’d never let me go. He’d wrap me in his arms like he and the others always did when I cried.

It was always protective, or a way to apologize for what had been done, but this wasn’t something that could easily be fixed. They would leave in the morning, and who knew if six months would actually end up being a year, or two.

Or a few decades until I aged and faded away.

That was the most sensitive topic of them all. Death itself. In less than eighty years, if I was even granted that long, I would die, and they would live on for many centuries — together.

They would mourn me, and then they would move on. They could find someone to replace me. Someone like them. Someone they could proudly have at their side and take to their public events.

She’d be beautiful, powerful, and the talk of the town. She’d be able to take down the walls I’d put up and love one of them.

Maybe all of them.

I could be replaced, and that was what hurt me the most.

“Cassandra.” Otis’s voice was pleading with me, and I was sure he sensed where my mind was taking me. Vampires could feel others’ emotions if they had a close connection with them, but he wouldn’t know exactly how I felt unless he drank my blood.

Something he promised he’d never do.

I moved away from the wall, walking past him and toward the table where the others were in deep conversation. My arrival got their attention, only for the four of them to see the tears that rolled down my face as I grabbed my purse and stormed to the door.

“What the—” Tristan called out.

“Cass!” Dominick yelled.

“You told her here?” Adonis snapped, but I was out the door of the restaurant before I could hear the rest.

I had to think fast, knowing Otis could be here any second. My eyes scanned the streets, landing on the Uber that had just let someone out. Rushing over to the car, I hopped right in and closed the door.

“Hi. Uh…can you take me to Evander Manor on 5th Street? I can pay cash, but I’m in a tight situation. Do you also have one of those fancy buttons that block supernaturals from getting in the car?”

It was a new function that was being transitioned to all rideshare cars so that those who could teleport or had super speed couldn’t get free transportation.

The man wearing all black looked over his shoulder to peer at me.

“Sure.”

He reached out and pressed a button before he entered the coordinates to my address.

“It’ll be extra since I was on my way to pick another client.”

“Sure,” I agreed, and relaxed against the seat. With a sigh, I looked at my sparkling red dress and the mini purse in my hand.

My tears fell then, and I held back the sob that threatened to escape. I missed those assholes already and I’d just left.

How am I going to survive six months without my sexy crew? I can…I know I can, but what if they truly don’t come back?

“Ma’am. Would you like some music?” the driver inquired.

“Sure.” I didn’t care what I listened to now. My mind was a mess and I seriously wished to zone out and not think about the inevitable.

The soft melody began to flow through the speakers of the black car. I noticed the clean leather seats and the odd scent of cologne. The music was doing its job, my body beginning to relax as I settled back into the seat.

My head throbbed like I was getting a migraine, something I rarely got but when I did, life sucked. It must have been due to the overwhelming emotions from what had happened, but it grew worse and worse.

“Why does my head hurt so bad?” I whispered weakly, feeling sick to my stomach.

“Are you alright, ma’am? Rest. I will let you know when we’re at your destination.”

I was sure we should have already reached the street by now. The restaurant we picked was five minutes away from the private gate that led to the neighborhood where wealthy supernaturals owned mansions with acres of land.

“We…should be there…” I trailed off, the world spinning like I was on a twirling ride. The music volume increased, making the pounding intolerable as my eyes rolled back.

I slouched over to the side, my body hitting the leather surface before I let out a weak groan.

“Don’t worry, ma’am.” The driver’s voice seemed far away now. “We’ll make you feel right at home.”

My last thought was of Otis’s eyes and I wondered if I could get over this betrayal.


Psycho Kidnappers And Unknown Captivity


“She’s just a human?”

“That’s impossible. She responded to the music.”

“She could have drunk a tonic or something and it finally kicked in?”

“At that exact timing? I doubt it.”

“Maybe she has a glamour on?”

“Nope. Not a hint of magic on her. No aura. No shifter scents. She’s human to her very bones.”

“What now? We kidnapped an ordinary human. She won’t sell in the black market. Even if she has a cute face.”

“Got curves. Some old douche would spend big dollars for a little sex slave.”

“We don’t want a few thousand bucks! We could have gotten millions if we’d caught a supernatural. She’s just like us. Such a waste of time and effort.”

“We can’t kidnap someone else?”

“The tape only plays once. That damn leprechaun screwed us!”

“You said for sure she was a supernatural when you saw her enter the restaurant earlier.”

“Obviously! She was with that elite group. The supernatural bros or something.”

“I heard she was human.”

“Why would a group like that hang with a human girl? If they ain’t getting laid every night, then there’s clearly no point in having her around.”

“One of them is an incubus, isn’t he? If they were just after sex, they could get anyone they wanted.”

“So you think the rumors are true. That they hang with a human girl for shits and giggles? I can’t believe this!”

“Well, I can, and we better think of something fast before they find her and kill us.”

“They won’t be able to reach this place. The ocean scent is strong. Tracking her will be too difficult. Plus, she’s a human. No aura or magic to trace. We did ourselves one favor by fucking up. If she wasn’t a human, those guys would have been here by now.”

“What’s the plan?”

“The guys we’re supposed to exchange the money with will be here in fifteen minutes. Let’s go down and wait for them. The magic should keep her knocked out for twenty-four hours. It gives us enough time to get the money and ditch.”

“What if they sense she’s human? There’s no way they’re going to give us the money once they see her.”

“We can tell them who she is. Something Thorn. We can say she’s the secret heiress of that rich family and they’ve been hiding their supernatural daughter or some shit. We’ll think of the perfect excuse.”

“Argh, this sucks. What if we say the guys put a seal on her so she appears human or something?”

“Hey. That may actually work.”

“Let’s go with that. We have a picture of her from the internet. Take a quick picture so we can prove we have her.”

“Why don’t you take the picture?”

“Your phone is the latest one. Mine’s the old, crappy, flip phone shit. If we get this deal, I’ll finally be able to get the latest iPhone Z18. We can get out of this city and go all the way to Dubai, where the rich live.”

“You dream big, man. This deal better work or my heart will be broken as we rot in jail.”

“We’ll be good, man. Trust me. If they don’t believe us, I got the backup plan with the black market. She’d sell in an hour, tops. If these lab dudes know what’s good for them, they’ll take her. Last resort, we drop her in the ocean.”

The sound of a picture being taken made me mentally cringe.

“Got it. Are you bringing that brick of a phone?”

“Nah. It’s charging. Leave it there. Let’s go down and get ready to be millionaires.”

“Let’s do this.” There was a clapping sound before two sets of footsteps began to fade until the door shut.

Silence followed, but I kept my breathing even, afraid there was a third party in the room watching me continue to fake-sleep the evening away.

I did my best to keep calm, but as I continued my unconscious act and the silence stretched, my heart began to race as I confronted what was going on.

Was I just kidnapped? No. Stupid question. I was kidnapped! Damn. How could I be so naive? Wait. This isn’t my fault. Just at the wrong place, wrong time, wrong Uber. Jeez. Why didn’t I just take a damn bus!

Those men had mentioned they saw me before the restaurant. What if they were eavesdropping and waiting for the right moment, hoping I’d come out alone? It was possible, but that meant they had to be working with a supernatural.

The restaurant was for supernaturals only, and I only got in because no one would dare say otherwise to my bros and Everett.

The last new guy learned the hard way and ended up handing in his resignation once his six months of medical rehab was over with. Poor guy.

I could continue to spend my time wondering how I fell into the perfect setup, or I could find my way out of here, but I couldn’t help wondering if that witch had something to do with all of this. She was a snake shifter, and they were known for being two-faced.

Could she have arranged those guys to follow us, and told the guys to inform me of their abrupt departure? Did she predict I’d run out and somehow get into that Uber? No. I was getting ahead of myself. Jeez, I need to get the hell out of here.

I was afraid to open my eyes. To accept that I was in this situation and whatever move I made from this moment would determine if I got out of here alive, dead, or tossed over to the highest bidder.

As scary as it was, I didn’t survive growing up with four supernatural elites and a mega-powerful bear shifter just to be afraid of the unknown. Slowly, I peeked an eye open and eventually opened the other as I took in the dimly-lit room.

Scanning what I could see, I came to the quick conclusion I was alone. I immediately regretted sitting up as the world spun once more.

“Shit,” I whispered the curse and let myself stay completely still. “Did they drug me or something?”

They had been talking about some magic music they got from a leprechaun. Who would have thought those short supernaturals that should have carried pots of gold and created rainbows would sell magic tapes that encouraged kidnapping?

Waiting for the spinning to stop, I attempted to figure out where I was and what could I do to get out of here.

First off. Cameras.

I made a detailed scan of the room, looking for anything that could be perceived as a hidden camera. From their conversation, I doubted they had enough to have any cameras and from the looks of the single room, it had to be a hotel of some sort.

“If I can just get to the door, I’ll be able to race out of here.” I was still in the sparkly red dress I’d been wearing, but my heels were nowhere to be found.

My purse was on the nightstand next to the charging phone the guy had mentioned.

“Damn. He wasn’t kidding. His phone is ancient,” I muttered before shaking my head. “Cass. No time for sarcasm! Focus.”

It was time for fight mode and I’d have to use everything the guys taught me about self-defense and emergency situations.

I’d been trained since I could walk. It was something I began doing because the guys would have to train to keep fit and protect themselves as supernaturals. Back when we were younger, society wasn’t as smooth, and many fights would break out over simple disagreements among supernaturals of different shifter races.

Everett decided to train us for two hours a day, one in the morning and one later at night. I only got to join because I started complaining that I felt left out and wanted to learn as well. I might not be able to shift into anything I wanted, summon flowers out of thin air, move super-fast, or seduce the hell out of anyone, but I could run, punch, and kick someone in the balls.

That had to mean something.

I’d have to recall what each of them taught me to get myself out of this situation. Having my bag meant there was a good chance my hidden credit cards were still there, and seeing as that brick phone wouldn’t have fingerprint or code security, I’d be able to call one of the guys.

Otis would have been the smartest to call since he could run here the fastest, but I was mad at him, so that wasn’t an option. Tristan had just recently gotten a new phone for his job, so I’d yet to memorize his new number. That left Adonis and Dominick.

Adonis hated technology unless it was a must for his music process, so if he was around Otis, he wouldn’t bring his phone.

Guess my best bet is Dominick.

He also wasn’t too fond of technology since it seemed to overtake the importance of mother nature and the planet. However, the new government had implemented many laws to protect the earth, and since Dominick was a model, he always needed a phone on him just in case his agent had to schedule a shoot or interview last minute.

With a nod, I decided the only way I’d get out of here was to start moving.

Let’s do th-OOF!

My thoughts were cut short when I tried to pull my arms from behind my back, only to realize I was handcuffed. The movement was abrupt since I hadn’t even acknowledged the chances of me being cuffed to anything, resulting in me face planting on the bed.

Great! Damn stupid cuffs.

“Alright, Cass. Don’t panic. You were taught this.”

When I got nervous or was afraid, I’d talk things out to help my brain believe in myself. My words reminded me of the lesson on how to get out of handcuffs that Otis taught me.

“Why do I need to learn how to get out of cuffs? It’s like you expect me to go to prison.”

Otis gave me the usual ‘shut up and learn’ look, but answered, “You never know when you’re going to be in a sticky situation and have to get out of these.”

He hung the cuffs on his index finger and began to spin them around. “What if you’re kinky in bed and your date leaves you?”

I blushed and shook my head.

“I-I’m not into that stuff! I’m sixteen.”

“So?” He shrugged. “They taught that in sex ed.”

“No, they didn’t! What sex ed did you take? The naughty edition?” I argued.

He frowned but thought about it. “Hmm. Maybe it was Adonis then.”

“Do you guys share thoughts because you’re twins?”

“Yeah.” He shrugged. “It’s good in many ways. Bad when I confuse his sex ed lessons with mine.”

“Now that leaves me to wonder where he’s getting his sex ed from.”

I was blessed with a tiny smirk that had my heart skip a few beats. Then it was gone.

“Back to the lesson,” he ordered. “I’ll put these on from behind and teach you a few ways you can get out.”

“What if I don’t have the key or a hairpin like the movies?” I immediately asked.

“Why do you think we’re having the lesson, Cassandra?”

“Oh. Right…whatever. Hey, don’t use my full name like that. It’s weird.”

“I heard from Eric that you only like when people use your full name in bed.”

“What?! Why would he tell you that?! Don’t tell me he’s spreading stuff around school because we broke up!”

“I threatened him.” Otis shrugged. “Plus, I wanted to know if he was shit in bed.”

“He’s not going to tell you that!” I emphasized before I groaned. “Never mind. You made Adonis tell you.”

“Yup,” he answered, with a bit of amusement in his voice. “I’m sorry your first experience sucked.”

“I’m going to use those handcuffs to chain you to the weight rack, you sneaky butt!”

I tried to point at him, but my hands were behind my back. A metallic rattling was followed by resistance as I tried to pull my wrists apart.

With a gasp, I looked over my shoulder to see I was officially handcuffed. Slowly staring back at the culprit, I watched Otis sip a bit of his fresh orange juice while he spun the two keys for the cuffs in his other hand.

“Sneaky? Nah. I just like to know how to get out of any situation, so I can avoid death. I’d rather seek it than fall into it.”

“That makes no sense!” I shouted. “And where did you get orange juice?”

“From upstairs. Everett is making a fresh batch.”

He continued to drink it before he sighed. “That hit the spot. Guess you better pay attention if you want to get some before the others finish it.”

“I’ll kill you in your sleep.”

“Please do. Death and I have a date.” He winked.

“Ass!”

“Everett said you can’t swear until you’re eighteen like the rest of us.”

“Shut up!”

“Luckily that’s not considered a swear word anymore.” I rolled my eyes but kept my mouth shut. If I carried on, he’d keep taunting me. “Ready to learn?”

I growled and narrowed my eyes at him. “Fine!”

“This is such a pain,” I mumbled, but rolled onto my back. My head was near the end of the bed while my legs were parallel to the headboard.

Staring at the ceiling, I took a few deep breaths and let them out, concentrating on making my body as relaxed as possible so my flexibility would be on point.

Tucking my legs tightly against me, I began to countdown as I rocked myself back and forth like I was a tumbleweed that was literally about to take a tumble off this bed.

3…2…1…

With a quick movement, I somersaulted off the bed, swinging my arms so that they were still handcuffed but in front of me.

“Thank goodness I kept up with my gymnastics or man, that would have broken something,” I muttered and looked at the nightstand. “All right. Purse. Brick. This is going to be interesting.”

To get that brick into my purse took some work, but the hardest part was managing to figure out a way to get the strap securely along my body so I didn’t lose it. They were going to be my key to getting out of here and reaching the guys for help.

Once I was ready to go, I noticed the mirror on the wall on my right. I stared at my reflection, noting how horrible I looked.

My hair was a mess, the frizz showing the lighter strands that were usually hidden by the dark brown ones. My foundation had rubbed off on the sheet I’d been sleeping on and the bags under my eyes were now obvious. My eyelids were puffy, and mascara lined the tear tracks down my cheeks.

I knew I should have worn waterproof mascara and eyeliner.

I’d been staying up all through the night lately, thanks to my little obsession with this new Netflix series about supernatural spy students and their journey through the crazy years. Because of it, I’d been wearing a lot of concealer to hide my dark circles, but they showed through clearly now.

My makeup was a wreck.

All the same, maybe losing sleep to watch a spy show would be beneficial now that I was about to break out of a hotel room and try and reclaim my freedom before it was snatched from me forever.

My reflection triggered a thought of the guys. How they always would stop me before going out the door to make sure I looked as flawless as ever.

None of them were here to do just that, and I could already feel the difference. How empty I felt without their presence. A part of me felt a little pathetic for relying on them so much all these years, and yet the other side wished they were right here and now.

It wasn’t the situation that I wanted them to be in. It wasn’t the challenges that came with being kidnapped, trapped, and having your life at risk that made me yearn for them. The loneliness in my heart as I tackled this all on my own was what made things super hard.

They wouldn’t always be in my life, I knew that, but deep down, I thought I’d have a bit more time before I was truly on my own.

Focus, Cass. It’s time to stop being the damsel in distress and save yourself!

With a nod to my reflection, I stared at the door with perseverance and readied my stance. It had been a while since I’d damaged public property, but I was sure if I explained I’d been kidnapped to sell to the black market or to some lab people, who were the clear perpetrators of this kidnapping business, the authorities would let it slide this one time.

“Time to break out,” I whispered and moved to the door. As much as I wanted to make a scene and kick the door right open, I decided the calmer route would keep me alive longer.

Using my hand to slowly unlock the door, I opened it at a gradual pace. When the quietness in the hallway continued, I peeked my head through the crack to see if anyone was there.

No one… It’s now or never.

With a mental nod and silent prayer to not die, I rushed out and ran straight down the hall. If I was going to get out of here, I’d have go with the less obvious route.

Stairs.

Finding the EXIT sign to the stairs, I ran down the remainder of the hall and with caution, pushed against the stairwell door. It opened with ease, and I immediately scouted for any guards.

No one? This is getting a little too easy. Are these guys noobs?

I really shouldn’t be jinxing myself here, but these guys just kidnapped me for some million-dollar deal and really assumed I’d be sleeping the entire time. Jeez, people loved to underestimate us humans, even our own kind.

Shaking my head, I began to make my way down the stairs, realizing I was on the 25th floor. Thankfully going down flights of stairs was easy than going up. Not like I’d struggle much either way with my level of endurance.

I reached the ground floor but decided going to the basement would be another smart move. I’d be able to find a way outside, versus on the ground floor, which could be swarming with guests.

As for Dumb and Dumber, who thought I was the perfect bait to kidnap…they weren’t wrong…I guess?

Grasping the whole kidnap thing made me feel like a complete idiot. I grew up with elite supernaturals and I fell into this trap the moment I let my guard down. It would be immature of me to blame the guys or even Otis for all of this, but I was still a little bitter about the ‘We’re ditching you’ bomb.

I was getting mad all over again, which wasn’t a good idea when I’d yet to escape captivity.

Entering the basement, I was immediately hit with the smell of the ocean.

“These guys weren’t kidding. This hotel is right on the water,” I mumbled and made my way along the wall while keeping low.

When I found the perfect place to lift myself up and get to the opposite side to the outside world, I didn’t delay. Not so gracefully, I dropped to the ground on my ass.

Ouch! Jeez. I should have done fewer squats, so my booty was cushier.

“Where the fuck is she?!”

I flinched at the loud scream, pressing my body against the wall and making myself as small as possible.

“You fucking lost her? Are you two mad? You expect us to pay for this? Fuck off! We can get her ourselves.”

“Wait! We didn’t lose her. She’s in the room.”

“My men just checked there. You two truly thought because she’s a human that she’d sleep all night because of some leprechaun magic?! Humans. You guys are complete idiots.”

“Hey! It’s not our fault we don’t know the rules of your damn world. This used to be our turf!”

“Yo. Settle down. He can kill us.”

“So what?! He’s insulting us and just going to ditch after all the hard work we did getting that girl. Our heads are on the line now that the word is spreading that the girl’s been kidnapped!”

The word has been spreading? Shit. The guys already told the authorities.

“No shit?!” the yelling man shouted. “She’s human on the surface. The moment you guys whisked her away, someone caught it on camera and sent it to the authorities. You thought kidnapping Cassandra Fucking Thorn was a good idea.”

I frowned, unsure how this random guy knew my name. Yeah, I’d been in a few tabloids and magazines as of late due to my closeness with the guys, but they usually never stressed my name.

It was always the side chick, friend, friend with benefits, manager. Basically, any title or nickname they could give to confirm I was more of a groupie than someone romantically connected to the four elite gods of supernatural success.

“She’s a human puppy. She just follows around those powerful guys.”

“We did our research.”

“Research?!” The man laughed hysterically at the comments from the two kidnappers. “You two dimwits don’t know shit. Humans. You love to watch with your eyes but don’t use your senses.”

“Stop insulting us!”

“Man, chill. We can’t face him.”

“We’re fucked anyway. I’m not going to let him stand here and insult us like we’re stupid.”

“Oh boy, but you are,” the man, who I was now sure was the dealer, whispered. “Let me let you in on a little secret.”

He quietly chuckled before he carried on. “Do you truly believe a human, a being like you, would be able to withstand being around a set of Alpha supernaturals?”

“Well…she has,” the kidnapper defended, his voice shaking.

“Why is your voice trembling?” The guy’s voice was even lower now, and I hugged myself in an attempt to not shiver in fear. There was a heaviness to it, but I was more afraid of what would happen to these poor men.

“You’re…scary. It’s also getting a tad hard to breathe.”

“Like we’re suffocating… You’re…the one doing that, right? Or maybe the world is ending.”

The man chuckled again; the menacing sound could make anyone run for the hills. Or jump in the damn ocean.

“When humans are around us supernaturals for long periods of time, a number of things start to happen. It gets hot, harder to breathe, and a lot easier to be influenced by their magic and presence. She’d become a puppet to anything they asked and wouldn’t project that confident vibe that she does in the public eye. Unless…she’s a supernatural herself.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat, goosebumps crawling up my arms as I involuntarily shivered at his words.

Me? A supernatural? Impossible.

“That’s not…” The first guy trailed off, and I flinched at the sound of something falling to the ground. “Hey. Buddy? Hey!”

“Oops. Guess you have higher endurance than your friend over there.”

“No…he’s…he’s not breathing! Help! No, man. You can’t go! We’re supposed to be millionaires together. You gotta pay for your daughter’s medication. C’mon! Wake up!”

“Too bad.” The dealer sighed. “Could have been useful henchman.”

“Please…don’t kill me. I…I’ll find her. She couldn’t have gone far.”

“Don’t bother.” The dealer sounded bored. “Now that it’s been reported she’s missing, I’m sure there will be a fight to get her. A human on the surface and supernatural beneath. Wouldn’t that be the perfect tool to get rid of some of you disrespectful rats.”

“We…we didn’t mean—”

“I wasn’t done talking,” the man interrupted before a gurgling scream followed.

“Gah-ru.” It was like someone was choking on their own saliva, but I knew better.

He was choking on his own blood.

Maybe he’s being strangled…nah. The dealer wouldn’t leave his fingerprints on them.

“Cassandra Thorn. From what I’ve recently discovered, she is the only daughter of the Thorn family. You know, those human rich folks. If only they knew what their daughter possesses. They would be searching every bush and corner for her and begging for her safe return.”

There was a long silence and another thumping noise followed.

“Too bad,” the dealer said, and I heard the flicker of a lighter. A deep inhale followed, and a long sigh rode the air.

“They actually thought I’d give them a million dollars. Why are humans so gullible? It’s 2055 for goodness’s sake. They never learn.”

There was suddenly a bursting noise, similar to a mini explosion. I felt the heatwave that followed, and I was tempted to look behind me.

“They should be happy I gave them a proper cremation.” The man laughed manically before his footsteps began to fade away.

I need to go. Now!

I’d never burst into a full-on sprint like this in my life, my heart already pounding rapidly as my nose picked up the scent of smoke from what I knew was a burning pyre behind me.

It wouldn’t be long before the alarms of the hotel went on and I didn’t want to be in the midst of that either. No way did I want to be accused of murdering those men when they were the ones who had kidnapped me.

Reaching the ocean shore, I raced along it toward a set of trees that led to a thick rainforest. My bare feet hurt, but I ignored the pain.

A few blisters and bruises were better than being dead.

I was out of breath when I got to the thicker parts of the forest, and I soon was unsure which way I should go to get help. To find a road or passing car that could take me to safety.

With what had just happened, I didn’t know if I could trust a stranger. That new information was still ringing in my head, and if someone like that man knew something about my family’s origin that I didn’t, who else knew about it?

Am I really not a human? If so, what am I?

I trusted the guys with my life, and I knew if I wasn’t fully human, they would have told me. Plus, Everett of all people would have confronted me first, not only for my personal knowledge but for my protection.

If he didn’t know about this, and neither did the guys, then my family was hiding a secret that was about to come to light with my disappearance.

Kidnapping.

It was time to call for help.

Finding a bit of cover in a some bushes, I crouched down and worked on opening and retrieving the brick phone with my cuffed hands.

My wrists were already bruising up, and the ache was getting annoying, but I wasn’t going to deal with that until I was safe.

Flipping the phone open, I noticed the picture of a little girl on the screen. I pushed my emotions to the side, knowing exactly who the smiling child was.

Nothing I can do about it now. I hope someone will take care of her.

I had to focus on my life now, and not pity the life of another.

Dialing the number, I anxiously awaited as it began to ring.

Please. Dominick. Please. Pick up.

He answered on the fourth ring. “Who the hell is this?”

“Well, dandy to hear from you too,” I couldn’t help replying out of habit. Dominick rarely got angry. Like maybe once a year. For him to answer the phone like that proved he was not fond of me being kidnapped.

Thus, the reason I called.

“Holy shit, Cass?! Where the fuck are you?”

“If I knew that, I wouldn’t be calling you!” I snapped back. “And stop acting like Otis. It’s weird.”

“We’re freaking out here thinking your dead body is going to wash up on shore in the morning,” he barked back.

My eyes rolled at his over-exaggerated response, but I really didn’t blame them. “I’m alive. For now. I don’t know where I am. A hotel? Near an ocean. I ran into the forest, but I don’t know where to go. These humans kidnapped me to try and sell me to some man for millions? I escaped, but the man killed them. I think he’s a supernatural, but I have no clue what he looks like or anything.” I was fast-talking by this point, needing to get all the information out before I forgot.

“Hey. There’s something he said that’s freaking me out. He said I’m a supernatural and brought up my parents. It makes no sense, and I think he’s just talking out of his ass, but now I’m worried. Can we talk about that once I’m back home and after some cuddles and ice cream?”

Dominick sighed as if he’d held his breath in for ages.

“Anything you want, Princess. We just need you back here. Otis and Adonis killed a few people by accident.”

“Come again?” I questioned. “Killed? By accident?!” I had to cover my mouth for shrieking far too loudly.

“We only have so much control, Cass, and when it comes to you and idiots thinking you’re not valuable to us, that usually means death.”

“Aww. Isn’t that romantic?” I grinned before I clutched the phone a little tighter. “Now, if only we could get rid of that witch hag.”

“In time, Cass. We don’t like her…” I sensed the truth in his words. It was difficult for fae to lie. They were similar to angels, and telling the truth kept their magic strong and pure for when the time came to use it.

“Are you all right? Where’s Tristan?”

“He’s with the Special Ops hunting you down. They’re already trying to find the coordinates of your phone.”

“It’s a brick phone,” I muttered. “And you?”

I kept asking if he was okay because I knew Dominick better than anyone. That Master fae was destructive when angry. That was the very reason he rarely got mad.

Sure, Otis was a pain, but he was angry every day of the week. The others were also dangerous in their own ways, but one should never anger a fae. The world itself would face some consequences depending on how powerful they were.

“We had an earthquake earlier,” he quietly muttered like it was a casual occurrence. “Wonder why that happened?”

“Dominick.” If I hadn’t been handcuffed, I would have pinched my nose, but holding this phone as close to my left ear was hard enough. “I’m safe. Please don’t cause world destruction.”

“You’re ours.” His low declaration had my stomach flipping. “No one takes what’s ours.”

“I’ll be home soon. I just need to stay put and—”

The sound of a twig snapping cut me short, the hairs on my arms rising as a cold tremor ran up my spine.

“Cass?”

I didn’t answer as a wave of hot air brushed against my entire back. I shivered then, feeling like the presence behind me wasn’t a person.

Please don’t be a bear…unless you’re Everett.

The thought of him being behind me was enough to give me the courage to look over my shoulder, but the bit of hope was shot down to the pit of my stomach, fear lacing my entire body as my eyes widened.

Looking slightly upward, I noticed the massive set of teeth and black and dark green scales that reminded me of a large lizard. The absence of wings told me it wasn’t a dragon, but the longer I stared, the faster my brain clicked on what this was.

“All…igator?”

It opened its mouth, displaying just how sharp its teeth were.

Run. Run! RUN!

The scream that left my lips surely could have been heard through the forest, but that was the least of my worries as I dropped the phone, left my purse, and darted through the forest.

Thank goodness I was a sprint champion, because I needed to get far away from the giant alligator that now let out a noise of defiance.

I tried to control my breathing, knowing that if I didn’t, I’d tire more quickly. But my panic was getting the best of me, and I wasn’t sure if I could control it.

I remembered the lecture Tristan had given me about it.

“You have to control your breathing, or you’ll be out for the count,” he emphasized as I came to a stop and put my hands to my knees.

“But…damn. I…don’t…have the…stamina…for this shit.”

He chuckled and patted my back.

“You’re only sixteen. Still got lots of time to build up the stamina. At least you’re good at kicking booty with them kickboxing skills.”

“What if I was being chased by someone or something?” I breathed, rising up to look at shirtless Tristan. I took the moment to study his six-pack, wondering how the hell he kept that bad boy physique when he ate more than me — and I ate a good ton.

He lifted my chin up, my cheeks growing red as he stared down at me with a playful expression.

“If you keep your eyes on the prize and not on my abs, you’ll be just fine,” he encouraged.

“Ugh, I wasn’t checking you out.”

“I never said that.” He winked and let go of my chin to pinch my nose.

“Ow.”

“Five more sprints,” he instructed. “Focus on leveling out your breathing so you can sprint farther while maintaining your stamina.”

“That sounds horrible and I know I’ll just fail again,” I mumbled.

“You won’t,” Tristan assured me. “Because if you do, we won’t pass by that favorite ice cream shop of yours.”

I stared at him with wide eyes, the thought already making me want to drool.

“I will not fail!”

“That’s the spirit.” Tristan grinned and ruffled my hair. “C’mon. I’ll sprint with you.”

“Okay!”

If only he were here now. He always had a way of motivating me to surpass my limits. This was one of those times I desperately wished to be in his shadow. To watch his frame a few strides before me and feel the competitive energy that accompanied his presence.

I missed the guys. They were struggling without me. Did it mean if I survived this, maybe they would stay around a little longer? Maybe grab some time for me to adjust to my new reality of being alone and away from them?

I have to survive this, so we can properly sort things out.

The drive to live grew and the strength in my legs doubled as I ran faster than before. I evened out my breathing, envisioning a tunnel and the light at the end of it.

I will succeed. I’ll survive. I will return home and tell those men exactly how I feel. In all areas…including the ones that make my heart skip and my body want us to be more than what we are. Even if it means breaking the rules.

I looked over my shoulder, noticing that there was nothing chasing after me anymore, but I was too frightened to stop. I kept running and running, hoping to get as far away from that thing, the hotel, and the scary man who killed the kidnappers, and just return to where I knew I belonged.

Whether I was human or not didn’t matter. I wanted to be around those who loved me for who I was and not what I could potentially be.

Envision the finish line, Cass. You will go—

I thought of it too soon; the trees thinned out abruptly and revealed the cliff I was darting straight for.

“Shit!” I shrieked and tried to stop, but that only made me trip and lunge forward.

Right off the cliff.

The scream that left me didn’t stop until my body submerged into the depths of the dark ocean.

Panic!

I knew how to swim, yes, but not with handcuffs. I couldn’t stop myself from submerging deeper and deeper into the depths of the pitch-black waters.

I kicked my feet, hoping to rise back to the surface, but it was no use.

Fear plagued me.

The little bit of air I’d grasped in the last seconds before impact was already running out. I looked up, my hope fading.

Darkness.

The surface was so far away that it seemed literally impossible to reach. The obstacle was all around me, and while I continued to sink to my doom, I wondered if I had ever stood a fighting chance.

A memory of Dominick surfaced in my head, the sound of his soothing voice bringing me comfort.

“This is too hard.” I was on the verge of tears. “Why is swimming so difficult? It’s scary going to the deep end!”

“Says the sixteen-year-old.” Dominick chuckled. “You know how to swim.”

“I know how to swim in the shallow depths of the kiddie pool!” I argued. “I would have drowned if you hadn’t saved me back there.”

My frustration had him moving closer in the water, my back pressed against the wall of our pool and his body against mine. I stared at him as he smiled and moved the wet strands that stuck to my face.

“You need to remove your fear.”

“How? I’m afraid of dark places and the deeper you go, the darker it is.”

“Why are you afraid of being so deep? It’s more than just the darkness. You can still see the sunset from down there.”

“Losing oxygen,” I stressed. “Humans have to breathe regularly, unlike you supernatural beings with gigantic lungs.”

“Oh.” He had genuinely just realized that. “You know that’s a mental game.”

“It is not! We all require oxygen! Even you at some point.”

“Yes,” he agreed. “But there’s more to it.”

“To drowning?”

“To surviving,” he whispered and looked me dead in the eyes. “When fear engulfs you, all it does is hasten your demise. You begin to realize there’s no hope in living and your mind gives up before your body does. You can’t give your mind the mental satisfaction of losing.”

“Mental satisfaction of losing?” I repeated and thought about it.

“You know that eight-year-old who recently set a record for reaching the bottom of the deepest pool in the world?”

“Yeah. It was on the news yesterday,” I noted.

“In order to do that, she’d have to hold her breath for the journey down there and the journey back up. At a certain point, light doesn’t reach there anymore and it’s extremely hard on the body. Not even the lightbulbs stay functional. A mage had to assist in lighting the path back up once she completed the test.”

“That’s…scary,” I mumbled.

“She was human,” he reminded. “The whole world was baffled that an eight-year-old was able to hold her breath for that long, conquer the dark depths and pressure that came with the endeavor, and the exhaustion she dealt with after reaching the surface. You know what she told the news people when they asked her how she did it?”

“What?”

“When she dives down, she thinks of it as a tunnel. A long, long tunnel and she has to reach the bottom to save the people she loves. Her parents, brother, sister, and pet bunny. She thought about her friends and instructors and all those she cared for. Her determination to reach the bottom meant she would be able to save them all. Even with her being a mere human in a world full of supernaturals, she knew she could do whatever she put her mind to and in return, her body would follow and aid her. That mindset is the strongest when you’re young because you have less fear. You’re not afraid of what is to come, but afraid of not doing the things you enjoy and want to achieve.”

He grinned and looked to the sky. “Kids have very few limitations because they don’t know fear. You hear the stories where they fall off balconies or into deep oceans, and many of them survive. All because they don’t fear the unknown or failure. They strive forward, not caring what is there, as long as they achieve it. It’s when the world beings to taint our mind that we start to fear what is before us. It’s sad, but then we learn to overcome those challenges.”

His head lowered to look at me once more.

“You can succeed at anything you want to achieve, Cassandra. Don’t let your human qualities stop you. Don’t let the darkness ignite fear within you. You can achieve greatness, all on your own. Keep your eyes on the prize and reach for it. Even if you can’t see it.”

“What if I’m still scared?”

“Then think of me.” His smile was radiant as the calm in his eyes twinkled like shining lights. “Think of me waiting for you at the top. Cheering you every bit of the way. You can do anything, Cassandra, and I believe in you. Whether I’m there with you or not doesn’t matter. Just know I have hope that you can accomplish anything.”

“Except kicking your ass,” I grumbled.

He laughed. “You can when you go all BTS on us. Jeez, they should put you in the next Dragon Ball Galaxy show.”

“F. you!” I huffed.

“Oh. You swore. I’m telling,” he teased.

“I’m old enough! Now get away from me so I can practice,” I groaned.

“That’s the spirit,” he praised.

My eyes opened up, greeted by the darkness once more, but this time I envisioned Dominick at the top, cheering me on like he always did during my swimming lessons four years ago.

I’d reached the bottom of the ocean, but it didn’t scare me anymore. I wanted to live. I had to get back to them. I’d made that silent vow at the beginning of this fiasco and I had to give it my all.

Squatting down, I readied myself to kick my feet and work my way to the top. With my eyes locked onto the surface, I pushed off and began the journey.

The heaviness of my body tried to drag me down, while my lungs burned for oxygen. I zoned it all out, continuing to envision Dominick at the top, with his hands on his hips, bobbing his head in approval as he smiled proudly at how far I’d come. I could see the others: Tristan cheering as he grinned from ear to ear; Adonis and his smooth smile as he gave me a thumbs-up in encouragement; Otis with his usual scowl, but his eyes showing his pride in me.

I worked and worked, and at some point, my body grew hot like it was summer and the water wasn’t freezing. My right arm in particular burned the most, from my shoulder to my elbow like I’d smashed it into something steaming hot.

Regardless of the uncomfortable heat, it felt like my body was growing stronger. My confidence shot up and even with my hands cuffed, I wouldn’t be stopped.

The thought made me raise them and for a second I stopped midway in my swim to the top. I didn’t begin to descend. In fact, I stayed right in place, time frozen just for me as I stared at the handcuffs in disgust.

They were preventing me from achieving my goals.

They were stopping me from reaching the people I loved.

They were the reason I almost gave up on myself and this world.

All over a piece of metal locked around my wrists.

Those reminders angered me and I gritted my teeth as I stared at them with the intention of destroying them. I would not overcome this all to feel like a prisoner.

I was free, and that meant these restraints had to go.

The thought ignited a blue glow, turquoise with hints of orange and gold. The sparks that followed were of a golden nature, and the heat that seemed to flood my body shot through to the very metal until it began to melt.

It was fascinating to watch, a part of my mind trying to remind myself that I was underwater and not standing in a science museum and watching an experiment happen.

The cuffs melted off my wrists, and I took a few seconds to watch them float past my body and descend to the ocean floor. The sight was so rewarding, leaving me with the motivation to finish where I’d left off.

My eyes caught onto my arm then, the turquoise glow coming from a set of lines there. The design was familiar, and yet, I couldn’t process it. Not now.

Not until I survive all of this.

Looking back up, I continued my journey, time and life resuming. I ignored the pain, burning, and aches in my body.

The top was so close, and I wouldn’t give up. I’d earned that breath of air, and I was seconds away from it.

When my head burst through the surface, I took the biggest gasp of air I could. I coughed and realized I could use my hands to keep afloat, moving them to support me as I tried to fill my lungs with the air they craved.

Each rushed inhale hurt, but I didn’t care. I was alive and had defied death. I coached my body to breathe, allowing myself to inhale and exhale, and eventually let my body float among the calm waters so I could stare up at the stars.

I knew that my fight wasn’t over, but I desperately needed to acknowledge that I was alive. To take a momentary break to look at the shining stars and validate my accomplishment.

I’m alive, Dominick. I did it, everyone. Are you proud of me?

It felt stupid to fall deep into the illusion of their presence, but I didn’t care. To survive death was another chance at survival and if it meant getting lost in the illusion that saved me, so be it.

When my breath steadied, I let my body submerge and kept only half of my head above the surface, my nose just above the water. My eyes scanned the area as I tried to blend in with the element that almost took me from this world.

Ironic.

I noticed the cliff I’d run off of, which reinforced my gratitude at still being alive. The drop was high enough that I shouldn’t have survived the mere impact, but now that I had, it was time to get to safe land.

Glancing behind me, I saw an island that was within swimming distance. Even with my body throbbing in pain, I knew my survival instincts would kick in and lead me to where I had to be.

With a mental nod and one last surveilling glance around me, I began to make my way to the island. Stroke after stroke, I got closer to my new destination, and when my body finally crawled onto the sand, I almost passed out right there and then.

I knew I’d worked my stamina to the bone, but this wasn’t safe either.

The thought of that dealer ran through my mind, the deep voice that held no remorse at ridding those two humans of life. If he could do that to them, I was nothing but child’s play. Maybe I was still useful, but as the clock continued to tick and the word of my kidnapping spread, it could introduce far worse predicaments if I didn’t find a safe place.

Tugging my heavy body forward, I went on my hands and knees and fought to control my breathing yet again. My body trembled uncontrollably, and the heat I’d felt coursing through my veins was gone, replaced by bone-chilling cold.

My dress clung to my body, the weight of the rhinestones making it even harder for me to stand. I gritted my teeth and managed to rise to my shaky feet, but I suddenly felt dizzy.

Nope. You will not fail. You didn’t come this far to fail.

Waiting for it to subside, I wished the warmth I’d felt in the depths of the ocean would return. My eyes looked over to my right arm, but the glowing mark was gone.

Weird. Like everything happening right now. How I wish I were home.

As I got a grip on my surroundings and the dizziness faded, I began to take struggling steps forward. I had no clue where I was going, nor did I care at this point.

Anywhere away from that alligator, the scary man in the parking lot, and the hotel where this fiasco started. This entire experience was appalling, and it happened so quickly that it still wasn’t registering.

I was sure when it did, I would break down and cry my eyes out, but I was still running in survival mode, and until I was in the arms of one or all of my bros, I wouldn’t let my walls down.

Hopefully, they would be able to retrieve my location from the brick phone and were on their way. How they would track me from that point on was beyond me, seeing as I’d left the phone and my purse. It really made me wish I’d worn my Apple watch this evening, but who knew? Those kidnappers probably would have taken it like they had my phone. Now that I really thought about it, I wasn’t sure if any of my credit cards or cash were even in my wallet. They might have taken everything.

Jeez. Being kidnapped is hard.

Surely, I was being too hard on myself. It wasn’t like kidnapping was something you planned for. In school, they didn’t teach you the steps to avoid being abducted or get away from your kidnappers like they taught you about fire safety and the whole stop-drop-roll thing.

I shouldn’t feel foolish or guilty about this situation. It had happened and now I had to get out of it. Once it was all over and done with, the world would simply move on and expect me to follow suit.

That thought made me realize how hard and scary this world could be if you didn’t have power or defenses of your own.

Is this why supernaturals are more confident than we are? Why they walk with their heads high and believe in anything they want to achieve? Why can’t I do the same? Is it my abandonment and fear of being a weak human that still haunts me?

Reaching a forest, I made my way one step at a time. My feet throbbed, and I longed to sit down, but there wasn’t anywhere in this forest to camp out. Who knew what time it was, but the moon was high in the sky, and I needed rest.

Finally coming to a stop, I leaned against a tree.

“So tired,” I whispered, my heart sinking. All of this had made me acknowledge my regrets. Not just the obvious mistake of running into a random Uber and thinking I was going to get home just fine, but regrets that revolved around the guys.

I yearned to tell them all the ways they’d impacted me. Each time I was in a sticky situation, there was a lesson I’d remember from them and apply that saved me.

Those years of learning and training were hard and annoying for a sixteen-year-old, but now, at twenty, each of them was coming in handy.

Like the time I learned self-defense from Adonis.

“You’re teaching me self-defense?”

He relaxed on the bench with his legs crossed. Compared to my sports bra and black tight fitness gear, he was in dress pants and a black silk dress shirt.

He tugged at his tie, loosening it as he gave me a good up-and-down look.

“Yup.”

“You’re sitting down.”

“I’m glad your vision is working wonderfully,” he teased and continued eyeing me. I groaned and put crossed my arms over my chest.

“Everett said checking me out for the duration of the lesson isn’t allowed.”

“Oh, really? Do I actually have to work?”

“Adonis,” I groaned. “I should have hired my own instructor.”

“No one is a better teacher than me.”

“How about your brother?”

“He doesn’t count, seeing as he’s basically me, but with a bad anger problem.”

“Bad doesn’t define it in the least,” I muttered and turned around. “All right, I’m going to go do yoga or something seeing as you’re not going to—EEP!”

I shrieked as I was pulled by my ponytail and fell back onto the blue mat beneath me. I blinked in shock, my mind playing catch-up as to how I went from walking away to on the ground and staring up at a smirking Adonis, his arms pinned next to my face.

“First rule of self-defense. You have to expect the unexpected. That right there is something that can happen at any time and you just lost.”

“I…still have a fighting chance!” I stuttered.

“What chance?” He lowered until our lips were inches apart. “You’ve already lost.”

His whisper sent a shiver down my spine, and I refused to believe what he said was true. I didn’t want to lose, and even if he’d caught me off guard, I still had a fighting chance.

I lifted my right leg, hitting exactly where I wanted to, and Adonis cursed and fell right on his side while holding his balls.

“Cassandra!”

I quickly got up and put some distance between us before I pointed at him. “AH HAH! I had a fighting chance and Everett also said you can’t use your damn sexy voice on me!”

“He also said you shouldn’t kick us in the damn balls! You know how fragile they are.”

“You’re an incubus. You’ll live.”

“That’s not the problem here.” He groaned. “I need these to have sex!”

“Hmm. Not really.” I shrugged. “Not like you survive on sex or anything.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I read it in a book. The one you told me to read before self-defense class to learn about weaknesses for supernaturals.”

“Balls isn’t a weakness for an incubus,” he argued.

“You’re right,” I confirmed and winked. “It’s the weakness of all men.”

With a giggle, I ran as fast as I could.

“Cassandra Thorn, I’m going to kick your ass!”

“Try it! I’m good at kicking yours and your balls!” I screamed back.

Their training was never too serious — minus a few moments with Otis — but it was more than enough to give me a lot more confidence than the typical human had in a world of supernaturals.

“Finally found the golden ticket.”

My body grew hot in seconds, and I twirled around in time to avoid the darting hand that tried to grab me. Pushing off the ground, I jumped back, my eyes on a tall man with sharp green eyes that looked reptilian — the same eyes that looked down at me before I raced away.

This must be the alligator. Something as big as what I saw had to be a shifter and not a normal occurrence.

“Who are you?” I questioned with narrowed eyes, my stance wide with my arms up in a kickboxing mode.

“Hmmm. I’m the guy who bought you.”

“You didn’t buy me!” I barked back. “So, you’re the one who killed the kidnappers.”

I mentally cursed my big mouth, watching the man’s eyes darken while a cynical smile took over his dry lips.

“Indeed. So, we have a little bird in our midst. Surprised that I didn’t sense you, but then again, I guess there’s lots of mystery around the Thorns’ only child.

“You clearly have me confused with someone else,” I argued. “If the Thorns you’re referring to are the rich, selfish duo everyone raves about, you’re mistaken. They don’t have a child. Besides, they’re human. Nothing you’d be interested in.”

“You’re right.” He nodded. “I don’t care about pathetic humans, but no one confirmed the Thorns were merely human. You look like a smart cookie and if you were listening in on the prior conversation, you’ll have connected the dots.”

“I am not related to them. Nor am I a supernatural like you,” I said in disgust.

“Now, now.” He smiled. “Don’t go hating when you don’t know my story. Not like it matters.” With a shrug, he appeared in front of me in a blink. “Where you’re going, you won’t see the light of day again.”

I punched him hard in the gut, but all he did was laugh. I high-kicked him in the jaw, sending him back on his ass as I kept my distance, staying light on my feet.

The man continued to laugh, rolling on the floor like I’d said the funniest joke in the world.

“Stop laughing!” I screamed.

“Hilarious.” He beamed and sat up like I hadn’t broken his jaw.

I thought I did.

He moved his head into an odd position, the loud cracking of dislodged bones going back to place echoing between us. I stared at him in horror as he spat out the pooling blood in his mouth and rose back up.

Then his hands ignited.

“Have you ever seen an alligator use magic before?” he whispered like it was a deadly secret.

I trembled at his voice, on the verge of running away, but I couldn’t own up to being a coward after coming this far.

“No,” I whispered, the warmth in me spiking up and growing stronger by the second.

“Well.” He grinned, showing me his sharp white teeth as his eyes began to glow an eerie green. “It’s about time I put on a show.”

Something stabbed into the side of my throat, a gasp escaping my lips before I felt a cool sting rush into the puncture site. I suddenly couldn’t breathe, my eyes growing wide as my body went from surging hot to freezing cold.

My knees buckled, but something hooked around my waist and eased me to the ground. My eyes darted everywhere, trying to find the syringe wielder.

“Really, dude?” the alligator man huffed.

“Madame Widow said not to kill her.”

“Fuck that old wench. She could make us billions. She’s probably fucking us over because she wants those supernatural douches all to her greedy self.”

What?! Widow? Margaret? Did she plan all of this?

I began to gasp for air, my body shivering uncontrollably.

“Damn. That venom works fast. Aren’t you afraid she’s going to seize and die?”

“If she’s what Madame predicts she is, she’ll live. Can’t die when she’s bonded to those four pricks.”

Bonded? Die? Am I going to die?

I began to panic, fighting to move, but instead I trembled until my whole body shook so hard, my eyes rolled back. My feet began to grow numb, the deadening sensation moving upward while they continued to converse.

“What happens once she’s out?”

“We take her and get to the prison gates. Toss her to the guards, and we get our money.”

“And then what?”

“We run as fast as we can to the border.”

“Hold the fuck up! Why the hell are we leaving the country? Where are we going?”

“Canada.”

“You’re fucking joking! I’m not equipped for a nation full of polar bears, maple syrup addicts, and endless winter. It’s cold as fuck in Canada! Nope, not happening.”

Everything was numb now, except the burning in my lungs as they struggled to take in any air. My hearing still worked, but I knew with how fast my heart was racing, even that would be gone in seconds.

“You can do what you want. I followed Widow’s rules and kept my part of the bargain. Go ahead and stay behind, but don’t try and haunt me in the grave for not heeding my warning.”

“Why should we run?!”

Silence followed, and I thought my hearing had finally given up, but then I heard his quiet words, a tremble vibrating with every syllable.

“Never take what’s precious from the Supernatural Brothers, lest you reap the consequences that come with their wrath. Do you have a death wish? Doing what we just did will fulfill it if we stay here, but hey. Your life, your choice.”

“What if she dies?” The alligator shifter who had sounded so confident seemed frightened.

“Then you better pray to have a way into heaven, because this whole world as we know it will perish.”

The world fell silent as my consciousness plunged into darkness.


Psychic Prison For Supernaturals


“Completely human, yet survived a one hundred foot drop and then didn’t die from the injection. Intriguing. Very intriguing.”

“You do know who she is, correct?”

“I am well aware. We have to tread carefully with this one. It’s good you brought her to this prison and not one of the others. Timing is a little bad, but we can keep her hidden here until my return.”

“Your trip can’t be postponed?”

“Not in this case. I’m currently investigating that Monarch on Level 3.”

“You mean the one that almost brought this place down?”

“Yes. She’s more manageable now with the pills, but stubborn. Hard to control her. Considering those rich powerhouses, I have to tread carefully.”

“They claimed ownership of her? Why? She’s a maniac.”

“A maniac with no memory but immense power. Exactly why we have to get the upper hand and the reason I can’t postpone this.”

“What about the other chick?”

“The homeless misfit? Not worried about that one. Potential, but long from it anything useful. She’s already been bought by some other group. I did basic tests on her. Waiting for the results.”

“Okay…I guess our duty is to keep an eye on this one?”

“She’s harmless. She may have had luck on her side to survive the drop and the serum, but she’ll be dead if she tries to pick a fight within here. Keep an eye on her and let me know if anything happens that’s out of the ordinary, but make sure that those supernatural brothers can’t find her trail.”

“I’ll let the others know. We at least have the advantage that no one within these walls knows what they look like. The benefits of no television.”

There was an eerie laugh. “You can barely get service when you’re this close to the fucking equator instead the thick forest above us. Aside from you and I, no one here even knows who these powerhouses are.”

“That’s why it makes the kidnapping so easy. This prison doesn’t ask many questions.”

“And exactly why I adore it. I get to choose the ones I’m intrigued by and do my research in the shadows. I’m in the process of getting enough to use on my little celestial experiment.”

“Celestial experiment?”

Another laugh that made me want to shiver. “Yes, yes. You’ll see in due time. I’m debating whether to transfer her here.”

“Didn’t you say she was a Nephilim?”

“Yes.” He chuckled. “A very lethal one. I think she’ll be kept in Level Four.”

There was a gasp. “Doc. You aren’t thinking of putting her with those three psychos.”

“Very much. If not for those intense spells, enchantments, and physical restraints on that level, this place would seriously be brought down.”

“And you’re going to add a fourth?”

“It depends on how things go. First, I have to look into this Monarch butterfly. You know how rare they are. If those supernaturals are on her tail, she could be valuable.”

“Indeed.” There was a pause. “How long do you believe this girl will be out?”

“A few more hours. At most, another day. It’s been five days already. I don’t see her reaching seven.”

“All right. I’ll let the other guards know.”

“Where do you plan on going?”

“I’ve been summoned to Dubai. I’ll be going back and forth.”

“That place isn’t what you’d call a prison.”

“True, but good to have allies in dark places. Though that prison has fucking chandeliers and velvet beds instead of grim, moldy walls and electrified bars.”

“Enough chit chat for now. I’ve gotten enough of a blood sample from her. Take her back to the private ward and don’t forget to handcuff her to the bed. The last idiot did that and was that anaconda shifter’s dinner.”

There was a loud gulp.

“Yes, Doc. I remember that… Not pretty.”

There was a tiny pinch of pain that came from my left arm, and I knew why I was going in and out of consciousness.

I never did well with blood tests. They made me queasy.

Not the sight of blood, just my blood being drawn.

I knew without a doubt I’d be starving when I finally had the courage to open my eyes and face what was really happening, but until then, I had to keep my facade until I knew I was alone.

“I’ll be on my way. Keep me posted on her and the other two.”

“Yes, Doc. Safe travels.”

A loud noise almost startled me to the point of movement, but I caught myself.

“That old man is scary. Rat shifters. No wonder in that old classic cartoon they had the evil genius be a white rat. What was his name again?”

I knew exactly what he was talking about, but of course, I had to keep my silence.

“Pinky was the other one. What was the main dude? Aaron? Luke…Banana…”

This felt like a lot more torture than listening to whatever gossip they were feeding me earlier. I just wanted to answer for him so I could get my silence back, but he kept going and going, tossing names like he’d get some sort of prize for remembering.

“Oh, I know! Arnold!”

“It’s Brain! Pinky and the fucking Brain!” I huffed and soon regretted it. Oh, fucking hell!

I let my eyes dart open, ready to fight for my life once again, but my eyes landed on a smiling 6’6” guy with gold eyes. He had red spiked hair with hints of gold and had chocolate skin. His heritage struck me as potentially Asian, leaving me to wonder if he was multiracial.

He was buff, looking like those muscled hunks who always went to the gym.

I could see why he was a guard, and from the way his uniform barely fit over his biceps, I knew without a doubt that I was screwed.

Shit…

“If you were trying to hide the fact you were awake, you didn’t fool me.” His grin widened, showing his sharp white teeth. I had no clue what kind of supernatural this guy was, but my heart was leaping against my chest in worry.

I quickly glanced around the room, but it only made me fear the worst. I was boxed into a little white room with the medical bed I was lying on, a few machines to my left, and the only exit on my right.

Behind the bulk of a man who knows I heard too much.

“Um…” I paused as I said whatever came to my mind at that moment. “If you’re going to kill me, can I at least get one phone call to tell the bros…uh, family…I love them? Just a minute.”

I bet this man was mentally laughing at my dumb request, but it was literally the only thing that mattered to me.

Again, the guys were what came to my mind at the brink of death, and yet I’d never fully acknowledged just how much I cared about them.

If I could get a few more minutes of life, I’d race to where they were and tell them how I felt.

“You’re really in love with those dudes, huh?” His response had me staring blankly at him. He stared right back before a sly grin formed on his lips as he tapped his finger to his chin.

“Ah. You’re still in the closet about that, huh? Poor guys.”

“Hey!” I blushed and tried to point at him, only to flinch in pain at the resistance that followed. “Ow!”

I moved my gaze to realize I was handcuffed to the bed.

“Ugh. I already know I’m either going to die or hate this captivity bullshit.”

“You’re weird,” the man answered. I gave him a side glare.

“Not weird in the slightest. Actually, aren’t you supposed to kill me or knock me out, or something? I never was really into prison escape shows, so I don’t know how this works.”

“I can tell right now you’re going to be a bunch of trouble with your naïve, big mouth,” he sighed.

“I can tell you’re not supposed to insult the people you kidnap!” I argued, trying to find anything to counter his rude comment.

“I didn’t kidnap you. In fact, you should be thanking me.”

“Why?” I looked him up and down. “Did you secretly bring me food, because I’m starving. I really get hungry when I get my blood taken. Don’t want me to eat you.”

He blinked a few times, actually taken aback by my comment before he turned around. “Two minutes.”

That was all he said as he walked out the door, leaving me attached to the bed.

“That…wasn’t how I thought it would go down.” I frowned in confusion, only to shake my head in frustration. “Dammit, Cass! You’re supposed to figure out a way to escape this place. Am I supposed to seduce him to unlock these things? Actually, that’s impossible. I can’t even seduce Tristan into giving me some of his food. This is fucking ridiculous.” I groaned and tried to sit up by moving the cuffs up the bed rails of the medical bed.

It wasn’t the most comfortable position, but it was good enough.

I glanced down to see the odd uniform I was wearing. It was an orange vest-like top, the color more of a dark, rusty orange than the standard bright prison jumpsuit.

I could only get a peek of my bottoms, but it felt like I was wearing black jogger pants with a bunch of pockets and a black belt.

It was obvious that I wasn’t wearing a bra, which was already going to be a pain in the ass with my breasts, but prisoners can’t be choosers when you’re locked up for bullshit reasons.

Jeez. I was kidnapped! I shouldn’t even be here.

This whole scenario was helping me realize what a spoiled life I had lived prior to this. I got to live in a world where I could do what I want, be around the people I cared about, and focus on whatever dreams I had.

Spoiled could have been the wrong word, but I had never really dwelled on the idea that others were stuck in such situations like these. From what I knew so far, I could only imagine how many supernaturals were kidnapped against their will and brought to the depths of this place.

I’d only been in prison for, what? Five days? Which I spent knocked out, and I already dreaded the confining walls.

If I say I’m claustrophobic, will I get a bigger prison cell? O.M.G., a cell. He said the walls are grim and moldy. Why couldn’t I be taken to that Dubai place? There could still be a chance for me…maybe? I wonder who the other girls he was talking about are? I could potentially befriend them. Hmm…I’ve never been good with befriending girls. Why do I have to be an oddball at making friendships?

I knew without a doubt that if this place didn’t have a normal routine other than chilling in a boxed room, I’d be doomed.

I’ll go insane with boredom.

Quickly scanning my top half, I noticed that I had no wounds from the ordeal I’d experienced. Good that my body was in one piece, but it only proved that something could be wrong with me.

Am I really a supernatural? Was that man referring to my actual parents who ditched me for being like them? No. If they’re not humans, and I’m supposed to be something special, then it only proves they didn’t want me to begin with.

The thought didn’t hurt as much as I expected it to. My parents ran off to continue their lives and somehow managed to become rich, while I was taken in by Everett and fate surrounded me with four of the strongest men I knew.

The door opened, the buffed-up guy back with a tray of food. The aroma alone had my stomach growling in praise, which only had me blushing as this man smiled proudly.

“I’m a pretty good guard if I say so myself.” He lowered the food to the tray next to my bed — the one that also had what looked to be my chart and information.

“You’re supposed to be evil and starve me to death,” I noted. “Also, how am I going to eat with these things?” I nodded to the handcuffs, one on each wrist and connected to the bed rails.

“Right.” He nodded but continued standing there. “Depends on a few minor details.”

“Like?” I pressed, intrigued at what these details were, though I didn’t really care what they were with my hunger growing by the second. It had to be an act of torture to bring steaming hot soup, baked potatoes, and chicken and let it sit there on display.

Diabolical, I tell you.

“Do you know who I am?”

“Nope.” I shrugged. “Big buff guy with red hair and gold eyes, who could kill me with a single punch, guard?”

He seemed amused and took out a keychain with four keys, spinning it along his index finger while his other arm crossed over his buff chest.

“I really don’t know who you are, but starving me is only going to lead to me rambling about how hungry I am.”

“At least you’re honest.” He looked intrigued by me. “No wonder why those four hired me. I’m the only one can handle your dry sarcasm.”

“My sarcastic tendencies are nowhere close—” I started to argue before his words clicked. “Wait, what?! The guys hired you?”

“Omarion Davis. Secret Op Agent and Prison Investigator.”

I paused to take in his words. “So, you’re a double agent!”

“No.”

“Sounds like a double agent to me.”

“Are you dumb, or were you genuinely so shocked by my name that you missed out on the rest of my explanation?”

“I’m a smart cookie, but your name reminds me of that R&B singer from the 2000’s. The one that sang the Ice Box song. Good music to fuck to.”

“I’m leaving.”

“Wait, don’t abandon me! Isn’t it your job to stay here and protect me?”

“Yes, but I have a limit to your silly remarks.”

“It’s what I do when I’m nervous and trying to process everything at once,” I revealed. “Can’t I at least eat and think, seeing as we’re not enemies? Please?”

He was annoyed and exhausted, but he finally stopped spinning his keys and helped uncuff me.

“Thank all the gods in the sky.” I sighed in relief and didn’t even wait for his permission as I took the tray, placed it on my lap, and dived right in, hands and all.

“I brought utensils,” he noted.

“Not essential when you’re as hungry as I am,” I noted between chowing down chicken and lifting the bowl to slurp some of the delicious tomato parmesan soup.

“If prison serves amazing food like this, I’ll survive.”

“It doesn’t, but nice observation. I’m a good cook.”

“You made this?” I gawked at him.

“With magic, yes. Not hard when you know the essentials and have the ingredients in the fridge.”

“Tristan will love you,” I voiced. “He should be on your team.”

“He is,” Omarion revealed. “Another reason why I’m here.”

“Hold on.” I paused in my frantic eating. “Was my kidnapping a setup?”

“No.” He grew stern and serious while he shook his head side to side. “That shit was planned and executed by the same people who are kidnapping supernaturals left and right. They must have sent human kidnappers for you, but soon realized you’re a harder fish to catch.”

“Wait! I know—”

“Not here,” he declared. “Yes, we know what’s happening, but the walls have ears and we shouldn’t share details that could help us solve this.”

Oops. Sorry, Secret Agent of Food Heaven.

I was quiet for a few seconds before returning to my food. Omarion silently watched me, and when I finished, I wondered what to say.

“So…how am I going to get out of here?” I whispered and looked over to him. “You guys know what’s going on…but…well…”

How do I tell him I’m a potential supernatural but have no proof and my ass ended up here because I ran out over the guys dropping that stupid ‘we’re ditching you’ bomb?

“We don’t know all the details, or at least I don’t. I was hired immediately when it became public knowledge you were missing. Tristan was assigned to be my trainee partner, and this is now our case.”

“Then…why aren’t we getting out of here?”

“Looks like you may be more useful inside here.”

“Useful?” I arched an eyebrow at him. “Imprisoned in this place? I hope you’re misinterpreting my value, Omarion, because so far, I’m as good as a lab rat. Not any use in whatever investigation you guys are conducting.”

“Maybe yes, maybe no.” He crossed his arms over his chest. “For now, it’s not going to be simple to get out of here, so you might as well cozy up and get used to that uniform.”

“Seriously?”

I’m going to die here. I can feel it in my bones.

“At least get me a bra or two?”

He was silent, and I groaned in misery. “My girls are doomed to shrivel and die.”

“Dramatic,” he grumbled and cleared his throat. “I’m one of the guards assigned to you. Your cell is going to be on Level One, so you don’t have it bad. That’s the level where they put the weak ones and random nut cases. You’ll be fine.”

“That doesn’t make this any better,” I growled. “Also, I’m not weak! I can kick some great ass if I want to.”

“Sure.” He brushed it off like my kickboxing experience was nothing. “I have a kill record of a thousand and twenty, but you don’t see me tooting my horn.”

The room fell silent as I gave him a displeased look.

“I can see why you don’t have a girlfriend,” I grumbled in annoyance, giving up proving my point. Who knew if he had one or not. I just wanted to find a button to press that would piss him off like he was doing to me.

“Don’t need one. I’m gay.” He winked when shock flooded my face.

“Don’t hit on my man.” The venom in my voice had him laughing.

Actually laughing!

“Tristan can be all yours, just like the other three men you’re clearly in love with but can’t make a damn move on. Not like I can say much for them. They sure have patience. I really didn’t believe the tabloids when they said you five were hooking up, but now that I’ve met you face to face, I feel bad for them. Or you. Not sure who’s going to crack first.”

He shook his head and turned around. “Maybe some time confined in these walls will make you realize what you want. Or they’ll realize they’re miserable without you around. Who knows.”

“One minute you’re praising me in an odd way and the next you’re insulting me,” I complained. “Wait, where are you going again?”

“To do my job, which reminds me.” He turned back around and before I caught onto what he was doing, he was handcuffing me again.

“Dammit. Why am I back in these?”

“Can’t play your role without them.” He smirked at my scowl. “I’m sure your brothers like to see you angry. Makes you extra cute in the cheeks.”

“I don’t want your compliments!”

“You will after a week of this place.” He rose up and stretched. “Welcome to Psychic Prison for Supernaturals.”

“Psychic Prison? I’m not psychic,” I stressed. “Nor am I a supernatural.”

Seeing as I’d yet to determine that fine detail, I might as well roll with the human life I’d lived with, well…my whole life.

“The name is because it used to be a prison for criminals with psychic abilities, but as the crime rates rose in the supernatural department, it became a place for supernaturals. The security is already top-notch since those with psychic abilities have the tendency to fuck with people’s minds. Therefore, what better place to lock up supernaturals than in an underground prison that is completely blocked with magic? It’s the perfect hellhole for us supernaturals.”

“You act as though you’re the creator of this place.”

“I found it a little fascinating when I first had to research this place for work,” he casually defended. “As for the supernatural part, I’m glad you’re not. I’m sure Doc will find some faults in the lab results and leave you alone.”

“If that’s so, why did I survive the venom shit?” I questioned. He couldn’t answer me immediately and shrugged instead. “Who knows. Maybe you have a bit of immunity from being around those four powerful hunks.”

“Mine,” I bitterly reminded.

“Yes, yes, Princess of the Supernatural Bros. Forgive me for acknowledging hotness when I see it.” He purposely talked like he was one of those gay best friends they loved to have in soap operas and movies, using his hands for extra emphasis.

“No one would ever expect that you’re gay.”

“You shouldn’t judge a book by its cover, Miss Sarcastic. Don’t see me judging you.”

“You’ve done so multiple times in this short conversation!”

“Really?” He grinned. “My bad.”

“You have no remorse.”

“Nope.” He turned around once more but looked over his shoulder.

The air shifted as he grew serious, leaving me shivering.

“We’re going to do our best to get you out of here safely, Cassandra Thorn, but let me be blunt. There’s more than a couple of evil crooks that want you locked behind bars and away from your so-called bros. As to why, I’m still unsure, but my goal is to find out. It’s a shame that you’re going to have to be patient with all of this, but my best advice is to blend in and let us professionals do our job. If everything goes well, you may only stay here for a month.”

A fucking month?!

He looked away and sighed. “The cameras and sound system will be back to normal in about five minutes. I’ll come back in and carry you out to the designated cell. All you need to do is chill, follow orders, and don’t cause any issues. Oh…” he trailed off and turned around again to give me his full attention.

His eyes centered on mine, and it felt like my whole body was burning up under his dangerous gaze.

“If you must eat in the underground cafeteria, mingle with Level Ones only. No Twos or Threes. I can only protect you to a certain extent, but no way does my job include keeping you alive.”

I gulped at his warning and slowly nodded.

With those words, he walked out of the room.

Leaning back down against the bed, I stared at the ceiling and tried to figure out what reaction was best for this chilling situation.

Some would cry. Others would throw a fit. I have no idea how to feel, other than scared for my life.

It wasn’t solely his warning that frightened me. It was his eyes.

Dragon eyes.

Swallowing the lump in my throat, I closed my eyes, took a long inhale, and let it all out.

Cassandra Thorn, you can do this. Just a month in prison. That’s all.

It should have motivated me, but all my self-talk did was ignite butterflies in my stomach.

Why do I have a feeling I’ll be here longer than I should?

Only time would tell.


Imprisonment Life And So Much For Friendships


Cassandra, my sweet.

That delicate voice made me stir mindlessly, wishing to hear more of it. Familiar, yet so far away.

“Dominick,” I whispered sleepily.

Whether I was awake or not didn’t matter to me. I needed his warmth, to cuddle against him like I always did when I was struggling over the littlest things. This was a big problem I was dealing with, and I desperately longed to be in his strong arms and let my frustration out.

Stay strong, our sweet princess. We’re figuring things out.

If only I was as confident as he sounded in my dreams.

Am I dreaming?

It was hard to tell when the familiar floral scent of his room teased my nostrils while the warmth of his body against my back tested my hormones.

“I miss you.” My voice held longing, and I rolled over and hugged the warmth tightly. “Stay.”

You know I can’t, baby. We’re too far away, but we’re coming. We have a plan.

“Plan…” I wondered what possible plan they could implement while I was sleeping. “I love you.”

There was no response, but something pressed against my slightly parted lips.

Or maybe I pressed mine against the soft warmth.

Did it matter in the depths of the darkness? I wasn’t sure. All I knew was that I was enjoying this delicate moment of tranquility.

The soft warmth made me think of my chances of surviving my new life behind bars.

“If I die…I hope you all know…” I was drifting again, my mind struggling to keep from falling into a different dream entirely.

I didn’t want the comfort dream to end.

You’ll live, Princess. We’re coming. I can’t stay much longer…you’re drifting into a different dream.

Different dream.

His words weren’t making any sense to me, but I wondered if fae could do that: travel into people’s dreams?

“Omarion can’t have Tristan,” I muttered.

There was a burst of delightful laughter that made me smile unconsciously.

As you wish, our sweet Cassandra. Be strong and don’t cause trouble.

“I never…cause…” I trailed off, my mind fading just like the comforting warmth that fought to embrace me.

Everything went silent for a long time until a metallic bang woke me. Sitting upright like a rush of cold water had been thrown on me, I squinted in the dim-lit cell to see a guard with a dark blue uniform.

“Morning, sunshine. Get the fuck up.”

What a pleasant awakening…

Slapping my hand against my forehead, I let out a long sigh as I tried not to doze right back to sleep.

Jeez. I’ve never felt Dominick as closely as I did just now. Was I really dreaming? Goodness… I need a cold shower after whatever they decide to feed us.

Shaking my head, I threw off the thin grey sheet they called a blanket and sat up. I honestly couldn’t complain right now, seeing as I apparently got the best cell on the prison block.

Level One Prison Block.

Today was Day Two of the Captivity Life, and I could guarantee that I was going to die of either hunger or straight-out boredom.

I had to be thankful I ran on the hot side, or else I’d add freezing to the list of potential death causes. According to Omarion during his visit the night before, the prison was deep-deep-deep down in the ground.

“What are you doing here?”

“Bringing your dinner. Be grateful,” he grumbled.

“Who pissed you off?” I inquired.

“You,” he muttered. “What did I say about not causing any trouble?”

“What did I do?!” I gasped in shock, feigning innocence. “I hate being wrongly accused.”

“What did I hear about you kicking the other guard in the balls?”

Oh…

“Well…you see.” I tried to figure out the perfect excuse. “He looked at me the wrong way.”

“I can tell you’re lying,” he mumbled. He held the food tray in one hand, leaning it slightly to one side. I gasped in horror, begging the food gods to somehow save the bowl of whatever deliciousness was inside.

“Don’t sacrifice food! There are people out there who are starving and you’re blackmailing me!”

When he tipped it further, I caved in.

“He slapped my ass and said if I didn’t behave, he’d fuck me in the corner for entertainment.”

That was clearly an unexpected answer because Omarion looked taken aback. I didn’t care if he thought I was joking or not, but it was the truth and that guard had it coming. His greedy gaze that had centered on my breasts, hips, and butt hadn’t annoyed me as much as the way he licked his lips as if he was desperate for water.

Omarion tipped the tray back upright, and I put my hand on my chest and let out a sigh of gratitude.

Thank the food gods for truthfulness.

“Which guard?” Omarion’s deep voice almost made me jump. I hadn’t forgotten he was there, but the low rumble of his voice was more like something you’d hear in your nightmares than in a regular conversation.

“The one with long brown hair that’s all frizzy and smells like century-old Axe spray. He licks his lips like he’s never drunk water before, and he’s on tomorrow’s morning shift.” How did I know the final part? Well, Mr. Frizzy-Licks-Alot had decided to enlighten me by sharing his schedule. He was going to be my worst nightmare.

How I always ended up in situations like this was beyond me, but my supernatural bros weren’t here to whisk me out of this. If it got to a point where I was stuck in a vulnerable situation like that, I wasn’t sure what would happen.

I was thankful for the birth control implant that I’d had placed in my arm when I decided to be sexually active. Best investment seeing as you can’t take timely birth control in prison.

If I could survive without being sexually abused by random guards, I’d count my blessings, but I was bracing myself for all things ugly in a place where assault was swept under the rug when you were the new supernatural prisoner on the block.

“You won’t see him tomorrow.”

“And what makes you so confident about that?” I retorted. “He’s apparently worked here for eons. There’s nothing you can say or do that will suddenly change his mind about sexually abusing the prisoners when whoever runs this place isn’t looking. Not like anyone cares, seeing as innocent people like me are getting kidnapped and thrown into this place.” I was rambling at this point, desperate to vent my anger at this whole situation.

“Trust me,” he muttered and reached for the keys hanging from the belt of his black jeans.

“Hurry up and eat. I’m giving the other guard his fifteen-minute break.”

“Cool.” I got up from my crossed-leg position on my bed and hurried to grab the tray of warm food. “Wanna explain what this place is all about? I already know my cell is at the very end of this hall and each cell sector is guarded with magic walls that suppress sound, just in case we get beat shitless for stupid stuff.”

“Who are you getting this information from?” He arched an eyebrow at me as I sat down and said a prayer of grace.

“The guards. I ask a lot of questions.”

“And they actually answer you.” He pinched his nose and sighed dramatically. “What can I even say? You’re a nuisance.”

“Good quality to have to gain information and potentially live another day.” I tried to turn it into a positive.

“Whatever.” He brushed it off. “Yes, about the sound-proof, guarded sectors. Good for conversations like these. Bad when you’re getting beat or worse.”

“Worse?” I emphasized, fearing what he was suggesting. “Does…um…”

“Rape,” he bluntly responded.

“Yeah…that.” I’d never heard someone say it so casually, which annoyed me just a bit due to his lack of sensitivity. “Happen here often?”

“I wouldn’t know.” Another careless shrug had me frowning in disapproval. He noticed my change in mood and sighed. “You’re so sensitive.”

“It’s not a topic to casually shrug about,” I grumbled.

“I know.” He stared back at me with seriousness. “But this is a dungeon, Cassandra.”

“So what? Just because we’re in handcuffs means we deserved to be treated like sex dolls? Don’t think you’d want a cock up your ass against your will, huh?”

He didn’t reply, and I was so glad he didn’t, or he would have gotten an earful from me. I may have been sheltered by four amazing men and a protective father figure, but consent was huge for me and if he thought I’d settle for less, he really was going to see a side of me I didn’t show often.

“I’ll say this now. I may be in this situation thanks to some not-so-mysterious supernatural that hates my guts, but if anyone tries to touch me the wrong way again, they’ll enjoy more than just a kick to the balls.”

My open threat was like telling the universe to keep me accountable for when I did lose my shit and triggered my BTS. I’d ask for forgiveness after I explained the exact day and time I’d vowed to go apeshit on anyone who pushed me there after ignoring the ‘Don’t Touch Me’ policy.

“All right, Cassandra.” Omarion crossed his arms over his chest. “Noted.”

“Good.” I returned to eating, ignoring his existence. Five minutes went by before he spoke. “There are three main floors to this prison. The prison itself is deep down in the depths of the Earth. It doesn’t mean there aren’t any outside properties, but you need to take magic portals to go there and that requires privileges.”

“Privileges?” I inquired. “So not kicking the guard in the balls. Got it.”

I swear his eye twitched, but he carried on.

“Some prisoners get privileges from those on the outside that claim ownership of them.”

“So…”

“Cassandra.”

“I actually have a genuine comment here,” I assured him. “So, they’re slaves.”

“No.”

“That sounds like slavery to me,” I remarked.

“I won’t finish explaining if you keep interrupting.”

“Continue on,” I encouraged.

“As I was saying, some prisoners get claimed by supernaturals on the outside. Think of it like an auction when a new prisoner is added to the directory.”

“That…” I paused when he gave me a stern look.

So hard to not comment when all of this sounds like utter madness. Talk about loss of rights.

“To a human, maybe it’s like slavery. To supernaturals, it can be proof that the prisoner has potential or is extremely valuable,” he revealed. “For example, you’re a Level One prisoner and yet you’re on the bidding block.”

“Oh, no.” I stared at him with large eyes. “Please don’t tell me I’m going to become a sex slave?”

“No,” he bluntly replied.

“Food slave?”

“Why do you sound pleased about that?”

“It’s honestly not bad when you never go hungry. Food usually comes with water or some form of drink, and if I’m given washroom privileges, I’m as good as a child in a candy store.”

“How do any of those guys stand living with you?” he questioned. “I can’t even last fifteen damn minutes.”

“Patience,” I said like I was a meditation instructor. “And alcohol.”

“You’re too much.” He uncrossed his arms and carried on, “Level Two is for shifters that can lose control in their animal forms. Wolves, Dragons, anyone that seems like a worse threat and difficult to put down when they go ballistic.”

“I should have been there,” I muttered under my breath.

Was it weird to feel left out?

“Level Two is for those they want to keep under the radar.”

“Like everyone else in this prison?”

“Not necessarily,” he acknowledged. “It’s those who are easily forgotten in the real world. Doesn’t mean those that are there don’t have just as much potential as the lower level inmates, but they’re usually not on the bid list and just waste away.”

“Great…” I trailed off. “Wait. Who’s winning on this bid list for me?”

“Everett.”

“What?! He’s bidding on me? Uh…isn’t that weird?”

“It’s what’s keeping you alive,” Omarion stressed. “We have to go by the rules with this investigation or things will get messy. He and the others don’t want to get your human ass accidently killed by the wrong move. He’s clearly going to win this bid war if none of your bros will step up to the plate.”

“Are they bidding money?” I inquired.

“Depends. Sometimes property or magic potions. If the deal is super high, they’ll even do favors. Those are dangerous bargains, but if the person is worth it, supernaturals have no problem with it.”

“Intriguing,” I noted. “What about Level Three?”

His golden orbs darkened then, and there was that creepy feeling of desolation.

“Lethal prisoners who could destroy half the planet if they truly wanted to. Rare hybrids, chemically mutated supernaturals, or mystical breeds such as Elemental dragons or Mutant werewolves. The most dangerous are Monarchs.”

“Are you referring to monarch butterflies?” I inquired, trying to picture what could be so dangerous about those.

“Monarch is a term for royal or alpha supernaturals that are born to rule. They’re individuals born into wealth, great prosperity, and are practically blessed by the universe itself to be victorious in anything they do.”

“Then?” I was trying to figure out how someone that powerful could get caught up in here. “How did they land in Boringville Prison?”

“They’re Marked.”

“By what?”

“No. They’re Marked. Meaning, another powerful individual like a Monarch or group within a Monarchy have marked them. Once they’re Marked, they’re considered a prisoner and must face being a slave to the one who Marked them. Sometimes it’s a good thing. Other times, it’s not.”

“When you’re thrown into prison after being Marked against your own will, I guess that’s bad,” I commented. “So, these Monarchs and anyone else who is unique get thrown into Level Three, but they get privileges?”

“Yes.” He bobbed his head. “The rank, supernatural type, and master’s status up above determines how ‘free’ they are. Meaning, they may be kept here as an alibi—”

“Like me,” I interrupted.

“Like you.” He rolled his eyes. “There could be a bigger reason why they’re here, and with their privileges, they’re granted entrance to many of the prison properties like the gym, outdoor pool, garden, etc.”

“Hold up.” I raised my hand that still held my spoon. “Gym? Outdoor pool? Garden?! Don’t tell me there’s a theater. No, no. What about a magical waterfall?”

When he didn’t answer, I gawked at him. “Wait. Is there actually a waterfall?”

“Let’s just say, the lower you’re assigned, the more privileges you get for the sake of remaining a prisoner.”

“Making prison into a safe haven. That sounds amazing. Sign me up!”

“No,” he groaned. “You said you don’t like being take advantage of, but you’ll jump right into being a prison slave for luxury?”

I thought about it. “Is it really that bad?”

“You’ll be granted the chance to go to the underground cafeteria once a week starting tomorrow. You’ll learn the difference between Levels One, Two, and Three.”

“Do they all wear the same uniform?” I pointed to my outfit. “Also, did you find any bras?”

He blushed slightly before he cleared his throat and composed himself.

“Working on it. Your size is weird.”

“I am hurt by your words,” I exaggerated. “I love my twins.”

“Anyway,” he exclaimed. “Only Level One prisoners wear those type of uniforms. Level Two is an orange jump suit.”

“Level Three?”

“Whatever their masters desire them to wear, which can be formal dress, sleek catsuits, or nude.”

“Nude…clothes?”

“Nude,” he repeated. “Anything else you got to ask? That guard should be here any moment.”

“Isn’t there a fourth level?” I was still trying to get over the nude part, but with time running out, I wanted to know what the deal was with this final level.

“That’s for the Absolutes.”

“A cult?”

The hard line of his lips had me sighing.

“Okay. Not a cult. Sounds like one. Let me guess. Some elite group of prisoners that get to travel the world or enjoy prison in the best areas like Switzerland or nirvana? Maybe even Narnia! That’s real, right?”

His expression was hard to read, leaving me to wonder if he’d even answer any of my speculations.

Especially the Narnia one.

“Yes.”

“To what?”

“Narnia.” He turned right around. “I’m leaving.”

“Wait! What’s so special about the Absolutes? Maybe I can get out of here by making fri—”

“Cassandra.”

My body went all hot, and I stayed completely still when he turned his head over his shoulder to meet my startled gaze with a dark glare.

His dragon — or whatever supernatural being was caged up inside him — was not happy with me.

“Do not dare talk with an Absolute unless you enjoy pain for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. They are some of the most powerful individuals in the supernatural universe, condemned to this place for whatever deadly sins they committed. They don’t follow the prison laws. In fact, they don’t follow anyone’s rules unless you’re one of them, and I can guarantee that you are not.” He looked away. “You wouldn’t want to sit next to one of those beings, and with a ninety to ten ratio between male Absolutes to females, you wouldn’t be pleased. They don’t ask permission to do anything. I think you can guess where that leads to.”

He didn’t wait for my reply as he walked away, leaving me speechless and burning hot in fear…and desire.

I wasn’t sure what Omarion had done, but the guard that had threatened me was nowhere in sight so far this morning. I was definitely grateful, but I wondered if he got the stomach flu or something.

Bad karma? Who knows?

The one thing I was grateful for was the set of bras that were neatly placed in my cell this morning.

Should I have been a tad concerned that Omarion was able to enter and leave my cell without me even stirring in my sleep? Not sure, but I now owed him for actually getting me these fabric delicacies.

He’d grow on me.

Good thing he was gay, because I was actually intrigued by him, though I still sucked at telling men that I liked them.

Silly Cassandra.

I waited in line as the other prisoners began to make their way out of their cells. Most of the Level Ones were younger individuals, in their early twenties to late thirties.

All of us looked human, which surprised me for a supernatural prison. I expected them to be in their shifter forms, or at least in their half shifter forms.

The guys normally didn’t stay in their half forms, though certain times in the month Tristan would test out different shifter forms for fun. He really enjoyed the whole wolf shifter life during the full moon. Apparently, it was like being high and drunk at the same time with the full moon energy. I had no idea how that worked, but it sounded interesting.

Adonis rarely showed his wings or tail, while Otis hid his sharp fangs unless he’d just fed for the day — or wanted to tease me.

As for Dominick, he was divinely perfect as he was, but the few instances he’d let his ears shift out for certain photoshoots or allowed his faery wings to show had made me forget to breathe.

I hope they’re okay…

Someone nudged me, causing me to trip forward and bump into the person in front. It created a domino effect of stumbles, and I looked over to see a tall blonde chick with a gleaming smile.

“My badddddd.” Her sweet, high-pitched tone gave me the creeps, as did her extremely long tongue that she purposely let out to emphasize her fake apology.

No picking fights, Cass.

“Whatever,” I replied, looking at the prisoner in front of me. She was giving me a daunting glare.

“Sorry. She knocked into me,” I sincerely apologized.

“Don’t let it happen again, bitch!”

Alrighty then?

The others in line muttered insulting words, all of them clearly directed at me like I’d started the cascade of bumps. The tiny giggle behind me made my anger flare, but I kept it in check as I gazed back to see the blonde blink innocently at me.

The guard made his way down the line until he was standing in front of me.

“Prisoner 5115. You’re heading to the introduction room with Prisoners 6451 and 6452,” he barked in my face.

Why is my number much lower than the other two if we’re all getting introductions?

I had slept through my first five days here, and this was technically the start of the eighth, but if those numbers were based on order, I was frightened by the number of kidnappings that were happening and leading us all to this underground prison.

I nodded my head and followed his lead, noticing that the blonde chick was following me. Why do I have a feeling I’m not going to like this chick?

It took us a full five minutes of walking through twisting tunnels and two metal corridors to reach this introduction room. It was a big white area that reminded me of a waiting room.

“Sit down and wait for the announcements,” the guard announced.

Scanning the room, I moved to the front row and sat in the middle seat of the six-chair row. An older woman sat at the back, and to my utter annoyance, the blonde chick came and sat right next to me.

A room of, what, fifty chairs, and she decide to sit right next to me?

It could be my chance to make allies in this place, but the way this girl was giving me the creeps had me questioning my original plan.

She turned to give me a grin.

“I don’t like you.”

Well…there goes that idea.

“Good.” I shrugged and tried to act cool. “Go sit somewhere else then.”

“Stay away from my man.”

Come again?

“Your man? Who’s that?”

“The new hunk of a guard. The dragon god.”

“Dragon god?” I was trying to think of who she was referring to.

“Red hair, gold eyes, hunk of the gods guard who keeps visiting your cell.”

“Oh…” It dawned to me that she was talking about Omarion. “Since when is he yours? He’s also not new.”

“How would you know that?” she snarled, her eyes narrowing to tiny slits.

Gotta watch what I say.

“When I was…recovering, I saw him.” Another casual shrug had me mentally hoping I didn’t make it a habit thanks to Omarion.

“Don’t try to steal what’s already mine.” Her eyes dilated, filling with a sense of greed. “Or you’ll be sorry.”

I got right up and moved to sit three rows down, not wanting to be close to her. I wasn’t afraid of her, but the greater the distance, the easier it would be to have a clear head and plot her mysterious death.

All those murder shows better help me now.

The door in the front of the room opened up and a tall man entered and slammed it closed.

His mean expression, unshaved beard, messy black hair, and overall appearance gave me the feeling he’d woken up on the wrong side of the bed. It was only eight in the morning, so I’d give him some points for putting clothes on, but his uniform was buttoned wrong and his pants were inside out.

Wonder what kind shifter he is?

“Let’s get this shit over with,” he announced. The smell of smoke, alcohol, and a week’s worth of rotten food hit me from all the way here.

I could see from the way the blonde cringed that she was regretting trying to pick a fight with me. What better way for karma to work her magic.

“Rules are simple. Y’all are stuck here. Don’t cause shit. Mind your own fucking business and try to get along, ‘cause you ain’t getting out anytime soon. Lab checks are done for multiple reasons, one’s you lot don’t need to know about. If you’re summoned, move your ass and get there. Prisoner 6452.”

His gaze turned to the older woman. “Vampires get blood once a week unless stated otherwise. I was talking about the flesh ones.”

Flesh?

I watched the woman smile brilliantly, the action emphasizing the wrinkles in her pale skin and her obvious white, sharp fangs. She had to be old for her wrinkles to finally come through — maybe a hundred and fifty years from what I recalled of Otis’s explanation of the vampiric aging process.

“Do we get to choose?”

“Whatever is there and whoever is fast enough to claim first. Be advised, more females volunteer than males.”

“I have no preference.” She giggled, her eyes twinkling as they shifted from onyx black to a bloody red.

The lump in my throat was obvious, but I didn’t dare swallow it, feeling as though I’d be that woman’s breakfast.

Otis rarely drank from humans or other shifters. At least, that’s what he’d told me. He only did it in emergency situations, like when he got seriously injured in a fight with some werewolf who claimed to need blood for his vampire girlfriend but was actually stealing it to sell to the black market of some sort.

I didn’t make the rules in this place, but surely they could have gotten some blood bags or something?

As if reading my mind, the man followed up with, “I know you vampires enjoy the experience of sucking blood from a human. Even better with another supernatural. It’s like drunk sex for both of you, correct? Seeing as you lot don’t get privileges to get kinky in the sheets, that’s as close to sex as you’re getting.”

I blinked away some of my shock, while the blonde giggled hysterically. “I want to volunteer! That sounds fun! Does the same go with dragon shifters?!”

“Dragon shifters don’t need blood,” he huffed. “Occasional exchange of flames can occur, but that happens once a year. We’ll announce it if necessary.”

“Oh, goody! I know who wants me as their flaming cupcake.” She laughed again and sat up straight. I felt like I was in a classroom full of psychotic bitches.

“Moving on,” he continued. “There are four levels. You remain on this one. The rest are off-limits. Psychic prison is big as fuck. Make sure you mingle with those in the uniforms you’re wearing now. Anyone in jumpsuits is Level Two. Not harmless, so if you lose an arm, don’t go crying to me.”

He eyed the room for a few seconds, emphasizing his point with his judging eyes before he moved on.

“Level Three prisoners wear casual shit. The chances of you seeing them around are slim, but if you go to the underground cafeteria and come across them, good fucking luck. None of us are going to come and haul your mauled ass out if you’re killed for messing with them. They can do whatever the hell they want here. They’re owned by powerful people, some that are working with the damn President of United States, so don’t bother trying to befriend them for power or some type of escape route. They like it here, and if they don’t, meh. They’ll get used to it in due time.”

Now I did swallow the lump in my throat, feeling a cold sweat run down the side of my face. I was trying to visualize what these supernaturals looked like, but I was struggling.

“OH!” The blonde rose her hand and waved it. “Me!”

“What is it, Bunny?” the man growled, clearly knowing her name. That was either a sign that she’d already gotten on the guard’s good side or bad side here.

“What about the final floor? I heard there’s a scary floor! Can’t we have a tour?” She sounded like a pleading puppy trying to get a treat.

“No one is going to Level Four,” he declared. “Unless you want to commit suicide. That’s arranged once a week, so feel free to sign up at the bulletin board next to the vending machine in the cafeteria.

The three of us were silent.

Suicide? People go to Level Four to kill themselves?

“Level Four is for the most lethal supernatural beings out there. Gods. Demigods. Vampire kings. Forbidden angels. It’s their own world and you surely don’t want to get lost in it because you won’t come out, sweetie doll,” he specifically warned Bunny.

“Too bad. Sounds like the perfect place to have fun.”

Is she actually flirting with this guy?!

From the way his eyes darkened and gave her a good run up and down her body, it was totally working. This girl would probably get privileges selling herself to the guards.

“If they’re so amazing, why are they locked up like the rest of us criminals?” the old woman asked.

The man laughed, catching all of us off guard.

“That lot isn’t here by force.” The sinister smile that followed had goosebumps creeping along my skin. “They’re living in the depths of these walls because they know just how powerful they are. To you all, captivity is a punishment. To them, captivity is their safe haven. If they go out, it’s for pleasure, but it usually also involves many of those catastrophes you hear about on the news.”

“You mean—” I paused. “Their existence outside these walls causes natural disasters?”

“Their existence and freedom will cause wars in other worlds, Little Miss Intrigued,” he answered me.

Freedom causes wars in other worlds.

“That’s the basics you need to know. Stay in your level and don’t cause trouble, because we don’t have time to save your sorry asses. If you can’t defend yourself, don’t pick a fight to begin with.” His gaze landed on me, and I had to fight the urge to roll them.

Why do I feel as though these people think I’m the weakest link? Apparently, I’m a supernatural. Don’t know what, but that has to count for something. Ugh.

“I’ll be on my best behavior,” Bunny said sweetly, acting like a princess.

“Can’t keep any promises. I can defend myself,” the older woman declared.

I opted not to join in their verbal declarations, keeping my words to myself.

“Good. You’re dismissed. You have fifteen minutes until breakfast is up. Don’t waste it.”

“Yes, sir,” we replied and rose up. As we were escorted out, I realized I had no choice but to head to the underground cafeteria to get food. Food could sometimes be brought to me during the middle of any food period if I decided to remain in my cell, but that time was long over, which left me with two options.

Wait until lunchtime, which would lead to starvation, or try my luck by aiming straight for the food and darting right out to my cell.

If I miss a meal, I’ll pay for it later. Time to be risky.

I could already hear four loud groans at my decision, my men shaking their heads at the whole hunger versus getting killed debate. I was glad I had never truly experienced homelessness as a child or teen, or I’d have been thrown in jail for stealing food.

Damn metabolism.

“Boo. My man isn’t here!” Bunny declared, catching a few passing prisoners’ attention. I zoomed past her, my eye on the prize that was a good fifteen steps from where I was: food line.

It was intriguing to see how normal most of the prisoners looked, except for the few that had feline or bunny ears — or antlers — sticking out from the sides of their heads.

Just blend in, Cassandra. You don’t have Tristan and his smooth talk here to help you out.

Reaching the line felt like I was walking through a war zone, where any step could trigger a bomb of mayhem. I was secretly hoping I could actually make some friends here.

When I quietly got into the line, I sighed in relief.

Thank goodn—

“Who said you could sigh on me like that? Did I ask for you to breathe when you’re in my space, bitch?”

You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!

I lifted my eyes to the tall woman before me; her bulky frame, wide chest, and plump arms made me wonder what she was.

My mouth moved before I could stop it.

“What kind of supernatural are you? A gorilla?” I earnestly questioned. “And It’s not my fault I was in your personal space. It’s not like I can take five steps back when we’re all waiting for food.”

A familiar hysterical giggle had us turning our head toward Bunny.

“She called you a gorilla! Heehee. Hey, Oompa Loompa!”

“You wanna fucking die?” the big woman yelled, her voice booming around us and making my ears ring.

“Jeez. What are you? Queen Kong?! We’re right here. Don’t need to try and shatter this underground prison and kill all of us.”

“Can you two either move forward or kill one another so we can get food before time runs out?” a woman with cat ears yelled. “Take your fight to the hall.”

“Oh, I’m not fighting.” I raised my hands defensively. “We can all just be friends for all I care. All I want is some breakfast, but someone decided my sigh was too close to her person— AH!”

Instinct told me to duck, which just saved my head from being crushed by a swinging arm.

“SUPERNATURAL CATFIGHT!” Bunny cheered, catching everyone’s attention but mine as I moved out of the line to avoid another arm swing.

“I don’t want to fight! Why the fuck are you swinging at me like a damn log?” I shouted, staring at the woman who towered over me now.

Actually, she was growing!

She grew in five-inch bursts until she was at the ceiling, beige fur descending down her arms. With the snapping of thread, her orange vest and blue pants shredded apart.

I had to look way up to see her glaring eyes, the animalistic characteristics kicking into full swing as she roared loud enough to shake the entire floor.

I expected guards to be here any second, peering around me to see if there was even an escape route. What registered was that the entrance and exit were locked down, with many prisoners pressed against the wall to try and be as far away as they could from this brewing fight.

I locked onto a woman who remained at a single table. My eyes wouldn’t have stopped if not for her hair, an unusual mix of purple, black, and blue.

She wore black tights and a black tank top, and her long matte black nails gave her a gothic look in a prison full of orange jumpsuits and vests like the one I wore.

Her expression seemed far away, her purple eyes staring ahead, her food untouched but still steaming hot.

I couldn’t tell if she was Caucasian or Asian, though her koi tattoo reminded me of Japanese culture. It was detailed in black ink, but as I squinted my eyes to view the depth of detail, I could swear a dragon was beneath the inked illusion.

Who is she?

“DON’T IGNORE ME!” The mangled words were mixed with a massive roar, and I shot my head back to my enemy, but I was far too late. Her massive arm made contact with my left ribs, sending me flying.

I bit my lip hard, not because my urge to scream was strong, but because the piercing pain as something cracked internally made me want to vomit mid-air.

The direction I was heading was right where I’d been looking — straight at the woman staring into space.

Bracing for impact, I expected to crash and get knocked right out of my body and straight to the afterlife, but my body suddenly halted mid-air, giving me whiplash.

“Fuck. Ow…” I opened my eyes to find the guards calling for reinforcements.

My gaze lowered to the woman who’d been in a trance, who was standing below me.

Her purple-and-magenta eyes radiated malice. She looked unamused, and the straight line of her glossy pink lips only deepened when her eyes rose to meet mine.

She soooo doesn’t like me. I am fucked.

I was literally floating above the table where she’d been sitting, her food still untouched and intact. From the pale expressions of literally half the prisoners and guards, this had to be something this woman did not do.

At all.

“MOVE!” the gorilla woman roared and began to stampede our way. I was moved backward just a bit, and the magic glow of white and purple that surrounded my floating body vanished, its power going with it.

I crashed to the floor, cringing at the height and the damage to my left ribs, but there was no time for wallowing as the ground shook from the shifter’s approach.

My immediate instinct was to protect the woman who had saved me. Why it made sense to me to do that was a question I’d ask the gods when I ascended for judgment, but I scrambled to get up and darted forward until I skidded to a stop right in front of her.

It was as though she was royalty and it was now my every duty to protect her.

The world slowed. I took my final breath, lifting my arms up and crossing them like the iconic Wonder Woman move in the classics.

My death would be inevitable. This gorilla’s impact would send me crashing into the wall five feet from us, but I didn’t have a pinch of regret, unlike with my near-death experience in the water.

There were no flashbacks, but I again had a picture of my family. My bros and Everett. The life I’d enjoyed with them.

Forgive me. I at least died with honor.

The surge of heat that bloomed against my flesh made me hiss in agony, but the impact that crashed into my defensive pose didn’t faze me.

In fact, it did the opposite.

My eyelids lifted in time to see the charging force of orange and turquoise, the static jolts reminding me of an electric frenzy. Its appearance created a reflective effect, sending the massive gorilla flying back like a blur.

She didn’t just crash into the opposite wall. She went through it and into another room, igniting a chorus of shrieks, screams, broken metal, and collapsing rock. The kaboom! finale shook the entire place and had everyone crouching down in preparation for a ceiling collapse.

We all waited in silence, everyone’s attention on the massive whole and the rising smoke. When the gorilla didn’t come back, all eyes turned to me, and I looked over to my right arm, where the blazing turquoise mark was back in full force.

I fought to not get lost in its radiance. My body felt like an overcharged battery, and the slight tremble coursing through my arms and legs almost made me feel unstable.

“Worthy.”

The single word had me turning around, my shaky body now facing the woman who wore a pleased smile of admiration. Why her approval almost brought me to tears was beyond me, but in the reflection of her irises, I noticed my eyes that were doing what hers had previously.

Glowing.

Guards charged me, and I honestly hoped they took me away because I didn’t know how long I’d last standing.

My stomach dropped, the lack of food and the sudden exertion hitting me like a truck. I fell forward and expected the ground to welcome me but was quickly caught like I weighed nothing.

“Give the pris—” a guard tried to demand.

“Dare to kill her and I’ll ensure you all die within the hour.” The declaration was so cold, I shivered even harder.

Now that the buzzing was gone from my body, I was sensitive to the heavy energy around me. I knew it wasn’t coming from me; the obvious source was the woman who must have been holding me.

“You can’t—”

“Did you forget what I am? Do you need a reminder of what a Monarch can do?”

Thick silence fell before she continued.

“Whoever thought human guards were best for breakfast duty is an idiot. I’ve avoided coming here due to boredom, but this new predicament excites me. Do what I say and don’t delay, for I have plenty of connections within these walls, though that’s the least of your concern. I am the pure definition of psychic misery, and if you decide to disobey, do not beg for forgiveness when I plague your fragile minds with blissful catastrophe.”

Her threatening words and insults made me afraid. I’d had plenty of scary moments, but the longer I remained in this woman’s grasp, the more frightening she became. I honestly wished for death at this point, because the mere pressure against my body and mind was making me desperate to pass out.

The silent reply was all the woman needed.

“Treat her and let the dragon guard know. Tell the authorities the gorilla started it. I better see every bit of hair on this woman’s pretty head intact, and no punishment should be given, understood?”

“Y-yes, Priso—”

“Alisha Butterfly. Or, ‘Your Majesty’ if you can’t recall out of fear. Now be gone so I can eat. I have business to attend to.”

“Yes, your majesty!”

I might have found their thick voices and frantic responses a little rewarding, but I felt sick to my stomach. I was passed over to what felt like two people, and my body numbed as the air grew lighter the farther away I was carried.

The bit of burning left in my arm faded, and a headache took its place. I literally thought I was on the verge of death, wishing for the darkness to take me away.

It felt like hours had passed until I was laid down on something and a roaring voice spoke.

“I take one day off and you human dimwits stand and watch a five-hundred-pound gorilla try to take out a human! Are you guys mad?!”

“S-sir, she’s not human! She sent the beast fly—”

“Shut the fuck up or I’ll burn you alive this instant! Did I ask you to fucking reply?” I finally recognized the voice.

Omarion? Why is he angry? Man, I really don’t feel good.

Despite my sickly doom, a tiny part of me seemed to rejoice at Omarion’s anger. It was pleasing to be acknowledged and defended.

Another thing to add to the Cassandra is Growing Weirder by the Hour list.

“Give me that!”

A cool liquid was brushed along a small spot on my right arm. A sharp poke followed, and the stream of something ice-cold made me fight to move.

All I could do was whimper quietly.

“Shhh. It’ll help you rest.”

That was all I heard — the following words were muffled and my consciousness finally rewarded me with the darkness I asked for.

So much for making friends.


What Am I And Connected Trio


“Fascinating! Extraordinary! Electrifying!”

The laugh that followed nudged me out of an odd dream. The haunting eyes of a beast stared at me from the brink of darkness, their wide hollows lit with majestic blue.

There was no way of telling what it was, but it felt deep within, waiting to be unlocked by a hidden key. The thought began to fade, and the haziness of my mind reminded me of a night of drinking far too much for one’s own good. If only that were the case. Even with my struggling mind, I knew why I was here, handcuffed to the bed.

It wasn’t like I was prepared to wake up with purpose and fight my way out of here. My body was just as useless as my mind, and the only thing I could manage was listening to the harmonic hums of a crazy person and the impatient taps of someone else.

“Did you figure out what she is?” It was Omarion’s deep voice again, sounding both irritated and intrigued.

“No,” the man responded, the lunatic lab doctor with his squeaky voice and odd hysteria over any news. “However, she is for sure a supernatural of rarity. One of the rarest. She could be a new species entirely.”

“A hybrid, you’re suggesting.”

“Hybrid, triple threat, quadruple wonder, a supernatural quartet! Who knows yet, but she is a major threat if she’s put in the wrong hands. Exciting. Delightful! I wish I could dissect her!”

“Put a blade to her skin and I’ll roast and dump you in tonight’s soup entree.”

“Feisty! What is this? Have a thing for this beauty? I don’t blame you. Her looks remind me of the fae, but her magic is as strong as an ongoing flame. Her blood shows human still, but her heightened sense of smell intrigues me. All of this happens when she’s threatened. Oh, I wish the footage hadn’t been mysteriously destroyed! Imagine the information I could gather and show to the leaders. They would out beat those supernatural brothers in a flash to have her on their leash! I should—”

“Doctor.” The ice-cold tone had the very man in question gulping.

“Ah, yes. Supposed to be a secret until her status can be confirmed. That snake witch sure has your loyalty. Reminding me of her rules. Two-faced woman can’t be trusted, yet you follow her like a dog.”

Omarion’s working for Widow?

“I don’t follow anyone. She is the last to deserve anyone’s loyalty when she’s betrayed many. She’s playing a risky game, and right now she’s walking on eggshells with what’s on the line. Do you think her attempt to isolate this woman is going to succeed?”

The doctor laughed. “Not with these new developments. She expected her to wither away like a flower with no sunlight. I’d love to see it go the opposite.”

“Your dedication is flimsy,” Omarion huffed.

“As is yours.” He sounded like he was grinning. “My research is all I care for. No one would dare get rid of me with the knowledge I’ve compiled in my brain. Plus, I’m the reason the special ones remain alive and not dashed into a pulp.”

“She would be back with her men by now if that witch didn’t see the need to hush her up.”

“The snake witch may know whatever power is locked up in this girl. Funny how she’s in supernatural captivity, but the true prison is inside her. If whatever is caged obtains freedom, I think you’ll all be trembling.”

Omarion was quiet for a minute.

“You truly believe she’s that powerful?”

“If it was my choice at first glance? She’d be on Level Three with Alisha. This one caught Alisha’s eye according to what the guard witnesses rambled about in fear. Alisha’s name alone gives prisoners nightmares and she just saved this woman’s life. Imagine the walking immunity she now has, all because of an act of kindness.”

“Anyone with supernatural powers could have reacted,” Omarion muttered.

“Yet a room full of supernatural prisoners stood against the wall of the massive underground cafeteria, while the ‘human’ rose to the challenge with a second left to spare. Per the eyewitnesses, her body became a blur like a vampire and she was up and guarding Alisha like Wonder Woman herself. Flashing lights and a powerful blast killed the gorilla. The poor woman didn’t have a chance, but it was about time she got what was coming to her. I’ve never seen anyone getting pissed off over someone breathing near them. Paranoia? I think not.”

“She died?”

“Dead by the time they dug out her colossal body from the bricks of the wall. Waste of time. They should have kept her body embedded in the wall as a reminder not to chew more than you can swallow.”

“You have a point.”

Silence followed, until Omarion spoke again. “Did you not have some matters to attend to with that celestial?”

“I did,” the doctor answered. “However, she’s enjoying causing chaos with that daredevil of a god. The Omega wolf and king of them all tagged along.”

“You mean the fourth floor is empty?”

“That’s a question you can only answer by going down there yourself,” he said in delight. “But from what a little birdy told me, the last to go down there with the impression the deadly trio were off on a world domination trip was kept captive and put out on display for fun. He’s now my skeletal anatomy model.”

“That’s disgusting.”

“Useful,” the man corrected. “Why waste perfect bones? They did all the skinning and cleaning for me. All I had to do was add a polishing liquid to make it glossy and voila. Perfectly new skeletal body for my pre-op preparations.”

“You don’t do any type of pre-op,” Omarion said dryly.

“Maybe, but it’s a nice excuse when I want to add a little foreplay to my surgeries. Makes it real.”

“Don’t ever dissect me. Or her, for that matter.”

“I’ll try to fight the urge to grow my supernatural research. You’re not bad to talk to when you’re off duty.”

“I’m only taking that as a compliment because I was forced to be here.”

“Forced? Or interested in ensuring the woman’s safety? My senses tell me it’s the latter.”

“Shut it,” Omarion growled.

“My lips are now shut,” he declared, but that lasted three seconds. “Well, I have enough data. Whether my report will be worthy of the snake witch is up to her, but I have other things to attend to. Apparently, an Alpha wolf lost control on Level Two and went on a killing spree. One of my favorites. Today has been filled with surprises.”

“You’re only going to make sure she’s on your medical table and not someone else.”

“Exactly.” He sighed dramatically. “If only they all just became friends, it would be easier to have them in one room.”

“That will be impossible if you don’t start picking a side,” Omarion grumbled.

The laughter echoed the room as a clapping sound followed.

“The day I pick a side, I’ll probably be dead. Unless I’m offered something I can’t refuse. In my five hundred years, that has yet to happen. Too bad.”

“How…” Omarion trailed off.

“I’ll tell you a secret,” the man whispered. “Mutant cats are extremely hard to kill. Especially when they can alter their own DNA.”

“Scary.” Omarion sighed. “See you soon, Doc. Thanks for at least healing her.”

“Can’t conduct my research if the patient has broken ribs. I also would like to live another day in those men’s books. To me, they’re not a threat, but from what I’ve heard about the increased occurrence of natural disasters, I would like to sleep without fear of my bed being swallowed by an earthquake, burned to ashes by deadly flames, or better yet, wrapped in vines and then burned to ashes.”

“If you’re referring to the fae, they like slow torture. You’d be looking at more than vines and fire as your problem.”

“You’re right,” he agreed. “I’d opt for my blood to be sucked instead. Or to be put under a love spell. For myself.”

“All those options bring pleasure more than punishment.”

“Thus, the better options.”

“Till next time,” Omarion bid farewell, and the door closed.

There I was, debating whether to open my eyes or not, when the sound of something unlocking caught my attention.

“Gonna keep fake sleeping or are you going to be the noisy type and ask me silly questions.”

My eyes snapped open just so I could give Omarion an over-exaggerated eye roll.

“With all the eye-rolling you do, I’d think you’d win some sort of Guinness record,” he muttered.

“You should feel pity…” I began but ended up coughing. Omarion shook his head and reached out for the glass of water on the tray. He offered it to me, and I took it and downed the cool liquid.

“Goodness, I thought I was going to die,” I whined.

“From a coughing fit?” he teased, earning himself a frown from my cracked lips. “Oh. You mean because you pissed off a gigantic gorilla woman and caused a ruckus on my only day off this week.” He nodded. “Actually, I should change that, seeing as you’ve been out for a solid week and just so happened to wake up on the same day my ass should be getting some in my own bed.”

“Sorry for ruining your day of mating,” I muttered. “I’m twenty. Don’t want to know about your sex life.”

“Twenty and can’t get laid by the guys she’s madly in love with.”

“Fuck you.”

“You’re twenty. Shouldn’t be swearing. You’re but a child.”

“I wish I could strangle you.”

“Be my guest. Then no one will get your ass out of here after the stunt you pulled.”

“What do you mean?” I frowned and looked at him. “I…remember putting my arms up to protect that woman.”

“Alisha Butterfly,” Omarion announced.

“Who is she?”

“She’s a Monarch. Those types of shifters can breathe and every supernatural in a ten-foot radius has to bow down in submission. That’s if she feels like it. She’s been here for a while but is finally willing to mingle from time to time. I sometimes feel she should be in Level Four rather than Three. Speaking of, many of the guards want you in Level Three.”

“Hold up!” I raised my hand and looked at him with wide eyes. “Me? The innocent human in Level Three? I wouldn’t last ten minutes!”

“You killed a Level Two Gorilla with a defensive move.”

“That—” I had every intention clearing my name, but the memories hit me like a brick. “Oh, shit…”

“Remember now?”

“No way was that me.” I tried to reason it all out. “I was minding my own business, hoping to grab some breakfast so I wouldn’t starve until lunch. I hoped that I’d make some friends in the line, but I couldn’t even say thanks when the woman snapped at me for breathing on her!”

Lifting one of my free hands that still held the silver handcuff around my wrist while the other part dangled aimlessly, I swung it around in demonstration.

“She came swinging like King Kong! Trying to start a fight and then I got hit. That hurt so bad,” I whined. “She sent me flying, and you know I was all ready to face death like a good girl until my body just stopped mid-air!”

“Then?”

“I didn’t stop myself. It was the Alisha woman. The one with the black hair with purple highlights and a single blue strand! I think it was her, not like I have proof or anything, but she dropped me down. Or maybe her magic stopped, who knows? I fell, but that gorilla bitch was about to attack her, and I couldn’t let that happen when she had just saved my life. She was sitting there, minding her own business just like I had been. She didn’t deserve to deal with my garbage, so I went to protect her, and um…” I paused and tried to remember what happened next. “That’s all I got.”

Omarion looked at me hopelessly and shook his head.

“I sometimes question how you always manage to stay alive. Anyway, are you hungry?”

“Don’t change the—oh God, I am starving! Wait. You said I’ve been out for a week?!”

“Your thoughts are rather scrambled.”

“I just woke up from a weeklong slumber and am a starving child!”

“You’re twenty,” he mocked.

I actually growled. “Feed me!”

“That sounded sexy.” He smirked, which made me blush.

“Why are you here?!”

“Doing my double agent job and making sure your ass is alive. I’ve been here all week guarding you since no one else will. The snake witch is speaking holy tongues for your death, while your bros and Everett are praying that you live. I’m stuck in the middle.”

“Right,” I replied. “Then which side are you on?”

“I’m a double agent, sweets.”

Sweets? Did I get a status upgrade?

I shook my head. “Do you want me to live or die?”

He was quiet, reaching for the plate of covered food. I watched as his hand begin to emit an orange light, the cold food suddenly steaming hot.

Placing the plate on the tray, he wheeled it so it was above my lap, and made his way to my left side to unlock the other set of cuffs.

“If you live, life is more entertaining in this hellhole. If you perish…I may actually shed a tear.”

That made me smile.

“Thanks, Omarion,” I quietly praised. “Sorry for the trouble.”

“I should do reverse psychology on you. Maybe then you’ll stick to what you should be doing.”

“Hmm, that’s still a tricky gamble.” I giggled. “You don’t know what you’ll get with me.”

“So I’ve heard.” He sighed. “The cameras will be off for fifteen more minutes. Try to eat and circulate your wrists. They’re already bruising. So stupid to keep you in cuffs when you’re unconscious.”

“Hey, didn’t you last say you weren’t a double agent?” I questioned with narrowed eyes. He looked annoyed again, but he brushed off my concern.

“Tristan keeps calling me that, so it’s grown on me. So silly. Hurry and take your man back. He’s all moody and shit. I didn’t accept the role of training to get a sad shapeshifter.”

“I miss him,” I mumbled under my breath, my shoulders sinking as I stared at the plate of food. “As well as the others. Even Everett. I’m probably stuck here now.”

“We’re still working on it,” he whispered.

“What am I, Omarion?” I gazed at his blank expression. “So what if I am a supernatural? What exactly am I to now be worthy of Level Three status? That’s for those tough, powerful shifters who know themselves. I’m a girl, raised by an elite group of supernaturals with the idea I’d always be your average human.”

“When one can’t identify how powerful a person is, the best way of protecting yourself is by keeping them at the most secure level of captivity. In this case, the lowest number, but if we threw you in Level Four, you’d be dead.”

My silence had him sitting on the side of the bed and reaching out to brush a tear off my cheek.

“Cassandra. You’ll remain on Level One for now. I know you were awake when Doc was here. What he says, goes, and he doesn’t deem you a threat big enough to put you in Level Three. However, you’re going to be placed with a cellmate.”

“Great.” This whole predicament was really going downhill. “I can’t even get along with the local girls at the nail salon. If I’m placed with someone like that Bunny chick, I’ll die. It’ll be the end of the world and this prison.”

“You’re not going to be placed with her. I’ll decide who you’ll be partnered with. As much as I’d love for you to have your own cell, we’re running out of space on Level One, since no one is really dying there.”

“Delightful,” I grumbled. “If you’re trying to cheer me up, it’s not working.”

“Can you trust me on this?”

“No.” I looked at him, his golden eyes staring deeply in mine. “Fine.”

He sighed, and his hand gripped my chin, turning my head to completely look into his eyes.

“I’m not the cheering up type, but I can promise you things will begin to move in the proper direction. I just need you to be patient and not go killing any more inmates by accident. I have your meals scheduled to come to your cell starting tomorrow, but if you’re planning on staying awake today, you’re gonna have to go the underground cafeteria again.”

“Will you be around?”

“Do you want me to be?”

“Yes.” There wasn’t any hesitation in my response.

“Then I’ll escort you there. Let the guard assigned to your sector know when you’re feeling hungry. For now, eat. I’m not warming that up again.”

He let go of me and turned around. “You’ll need to take some meds for your ribs. We got a healer to take care of most of it, but you’ll feel stabbing pain from time to time. You should be back to your kickass self in two weeks. Don’t do anything stupid until then.”

Walking to the door, he stopped and whispered, “The doc will figure out what you are, but I’d rather he didn’t.”

“Why?” I questioned.

“If he does and you’re as rare as some suspect, I’m not sure any of us can win the bid if you remain behind bars, Cassandra. Our money combined wouldn’t stop those that only want power behind their walls, so, please. Don’t do anything else…or I really can’t protect you.”

He was out the door, closing it behind him and leaving me with the uncertainty of who I was and where my future would take me.
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“Conceal don’t feel,” I mumbled the Let It Go classic under my breath as I walked into the quiet cafeteria, everyone looking my way.

I was once again tempted to try and last the night without eating, but the mashed potato and veggies dish with bits of bacon Omarion had brought me didn’t do much to quell my appetite.

My stomach was still singing hymns of hunger, and this time I was going to at least get a tray — or two — to satisfy the hole left by one week of no food.

That resulted in me taking what felt like the walk of shame, but I wore a blank expression, hoping the guarded look gave off don’t-bother-me vibes.

I reached the two food lines at last, and to my amazement, my wait was shortened completely when the two lines parted outward.

Is this an opening of the for the prisoner of the moment? Am I now somehow worthy?

Deciding to not let this opportunity pass, I walked straight down the middle line, getting all the way to the front and getting served two trays after I’d asked.

Not a single person questioned me when I walked away, scanning the tables for a single one. When that wasn’t an option, I looked for whatever stood out.

My eyes landed on a girl wearing an orange jumpsuit. Her attire told me she was a Level Two prisoner, but what stood out was how vibrant her hair was.

Turquoise, neon blue, and purple highlights took up her entire shoulder-length locks, but she wore a grey beanie to cover a chunk of it.

I doubted she was trying to hide the striking color combination, because I noticed the cute pin on the hat. It looked like a cat or even a wolf symbol from this distance. She was Caucasian, her skin slightly tanned though we didn’t get a bit of sunlight down here.

With her beanie and hair, she reminded me of a videogame that was a hit in 2017 and grew in popularity over the years. I couldn’t remember the name, but it was something about being strange.

All told, she stood out, and I felt as though I wouldn’t be challenged or end up dead by sitting at one end of the long table.

With cautious steps, I reached my spot, lowering my trays quietly and sitting. Saying a quiet prayer of grace, I began to eat in peace, grateful that no one was bothering me.

I’d wondered if the woman on the far right cared about my presence, but seeing as I was able to finish one tray of my food with no issue, it seemed the remainder of my dinner would go just as smoothly.

“You look like a typical human.”

I paused midway through eating my soup, looking over at the very girl with brilliant hair. Her eyes looked grey, but I felt there was a hidden bit of gold. They were eyeing me questioningly before she took another piece of her jerky.

When I didn’t speak or return to eating my soup, she smiled.

Actually smiled.

“You’re cool to me. Vix likes you.”

“Vix?” I inquired.

“Oh, right. My wolf. She usually hates everyone. You seem worthy of her approval. You look totally human to me, but I’ve only been butt hurt whenever I’ve second guessed Vix.”

“That’s like me ignoring my gut instincts. All it leads to is pain and misery.” I pouted my lips in annoyance at my stubbornness.

“Real talk.” She sighed. “I wouldn’t be trapped in this shit of a hellhole if I’d listened and paid attention to all the signs.”

“I wish I’d had signs,” I admitted. “I ran into a random Uber. Who would have guessed it was all a plot to kidnap me?” I grumbled.

“Damn. All planned, huh?” She took another piece of her jerky, chewing it and giving me the opportunity to have a few more sips of my soup.

“I like you. Ivy’s the name.”

“Ivy, and your wolf is Vix?” I confirmed.

“Yup. Therefore, Ivy Vixen is my full name. I came here around the same time as you, or maybe a little earlier. I saw you leaving that tiny lab room Doc only lets special ones rest in. Figured you’d be peculiar, but everyone kept saying you were human. That was until you did that.” She used the hand that was resting on the table to point a finger in the direction of the construction.

I nervously smiled and tried not to cringe.

“Yeah. That wasn’t intentional. Not like anyone would believe me.”

“Nah.” She shook her head. “I believe you, but I can see why you did it. That woman was apparently a pain in everyone’s ass.”

“Is that why everyone’s being all silent and, well, afraid?”

“Hell nah.” Ivy shifted, changing her position so she was cross-legged on the bench and looking down my way. “They think you’re a Monarch. Don’t worry, they did the same thing to me.”

“Why?”

“Alisha deemed you worthy.” Ivy’s prideful smirk had me intrigued as I tilted my head.

“Me, worthy. My memories are kind of struggling to come back.”

“Ah. That’s fine. She told me herself. If she feels like making an appearance any time, she’ll…” Ivy trailed off, sniffing the air once, then twice. “Scratch that, though. She’ll be here in ten seconds.”

“Huh?” I wasn’t following, but the whispers and gasps I heard from the far left of me had me gazing to the entrance of the cafeteria, where Alisha Butterfly stood in black shorts and a black tank top.

Her eyes scanned the room, landing specifically on our table.

Her resting-bitch-face expression remained as she took her time walking over to us. Her steps were loud and clear from the black heels she wore, which really didn’t match her attire, but I’m sure no one would dare mention it – did anyone really care?

At least she could wear normal clothes, unlike the rest of us in our orange vests and jumpsuits.

She reached the bench opposite us and gracefully sat down in the middle. Flicking her hair before crossing her left leg to rest on her right, it only took five seconds for a prisoner to come racing over with a tray of food.

It wasn’t ordinary food like ours. The plate was silver, something I’d missed the last time I’d laid eyes on her while she was eating. The prisoner picked up the cover, revealing well-done steak, mashed potatoes with bacon, chopped green onion, cheese, and some type of thick gravy that reminded me of chicken. There was an array of sautéed vegetables including mushrooms, and there was even a bowl of green tea ice cream.

I thought I was the only one fighting the urge to drool, but I side-glanced to Ivy: her mouth was hanging open and her eyes were staring at the steak with palpable hunger.

Alisha picked up the prepared knife and fork that were wrapped in a silk napkin, unraveling the bundle to place the napkin on her lap while inspecting her silver utensils.

“Good. Not the pure silver ones. You actually listen to my requests. Good.”

The prisoner beamed at her praise, bowing her head over and over again. “Delightful, your majesty. Is there anything else I need to bring you?”

“Hmm,” Alisha looked deep in thought. “I’m hungrier than I thought. Bring two more plates. Same dish and dessert selection. Make sure the utensils aren’t real silver. Or I’ll be extremely angry.”

“Yes, your majesty!” The prisoner stood up straight like a soldier and scurried away to the back of the kitchen entrance.

We looked back at Alisha, her purple-magenta eyes taking in the two of us.

“What?”

“Good evening, Alisha.” Ivy beamed. “I thought you wouldn’t come down for a good month?”

Ivy must have been close to Alisha in some way, since the royal vibe of ‘don’t touch me’ was less intense.

“Boys are preparing something for me. Encouraged me to eat,” she coldly replied.

“Why does that sound kinky?” Ivy mumbled. “That was Vix, by the way.”

“I know,” Alisha replied and looked over to me. “Cat caught your tongue?”

“N-no.” I blushed and tried not to feel so submissive with her intense gaze.

“She’s not used to your commanding aura, Alisha,” Ivy pointed out. “It took me a good week to get used to it, but then again, I have Vix for that. I’ve got no clue what supernatural she is.” She glanced at me. “Actually, what’s your name? I don’t think you told me.”

“Cassandra Thorn,” I announced. “Sorry for my lack of manners.”

“No worries.” Ivy smiled. “We were deep in conversation about life being a bitch and us not following our instincts.”

“Cassandra. Missing one?” Alisha inquired.

“Kidnapped.”

“Not surprised.” Alisha shrugged. “Waltzed into an Uber, found yourself witnessing a double murder, dropped into the ocean, and survived that venom shit. Could have had it worse.”

Her explanation of the very circumstances that led me here had me gawking in shock. Ivy, on the other hand, giggled and sighed.

“Don’t be too surprised with Alisha. She does and says the craziest things.”

“B-but that’s exactly what happened,” I argued.

“I know.” Ivy grinned, and the mischievous glint of her eyes sent shivers through me. “I sometimes wonder if this prison was named after her. She’s psychic.”

“She can read minds?”

“Yours, mine, the guard over there trembling and about to pee his pants. She can also shatter your brain so you’re useless, but that’s only if she’s angry.”

My fear must have been obvious since Ivy continued.

“She only does that to people she hates. You’re safe.”

“I’m not sure if that makes me feel any better,” I noted.

Just then, the prisoner was back with two more trays of food, laying them down in front of of us and taking the tops off to reveal the rich food.

“Two more trays of food, same dish and dessert with no real silver cutlery. Would you like any water, wine, or champagne?”

“Water is fine. I have to be sober for later. Make sure those other choices are chilled in case I request them in the night. Also, ensure my lingerie is clean and spread out. Four options.”

“Yes, your majesty. I’ll get that done right away.”

The woman was back in seconds with a jug of ice-cold water, placing it in the middle of the table and giving each of us a glass.

It was truly the sight to see when everyone else was watching the entire thing unfold without a word.

The person scurried away, and Alisha prepared to eat. “Eat while it’s hot. Tastes best,” Alisha encouraged, beginning to cut through her steak.

Ivy and I exchanged looks. Neither of us was going to complain about this fine meal. This looked to be the best meal I’d had since the night at the restaurant with my men, and I was going to enjoy every bit of it instead of the cold soup and remains on my second tray.

The first bite of the savory steak almost made me moan at how perfectly flavorful it was, and that only carried through when I took a taste of the mashed potatoes and vegetables.

None of us spoke until every speck of food was finished and our jug of water was empty. I hadn’t felt so full since I’d arrived here.

“I’ve never enjoyed something as amazing as this,” Ivy whispered. Her voice was thick of emotion, and I worried she’d actually shed tears. I didn’t blame her since meals like this in our circumstances felt like opening gifts on Christmas morning.

We didn’t deserve this level of kindness, but Alisha was the reason we got to enjoy the satisfying meal.

“Thank you, Alisha,” I genuinely whispered. She nodded, looking content at our praise before she looked at Ivy.

“You’ve never eaten steak before?”

“Homelessness doesn’t grant you such luxuries,” Ivy said with a sad smile, but composed herself. “Eating with you guys isn’t bad. We should do it once a week.”

Alisha didn’t answer immediately, but there was a rare lift at the corner of her lips. “Feasible. My masters want me to work on my social skills.”

Masters. That guy did say Level Three supernaturals can be bought by higher-ranked ones.

“I’d like that,” I admitted. “Kinda lonely. I’m used to being around people. It’s how I usually stay out of trouble.”

“If you think you’re going to avoid trouble around us, I highly doubt it,” Alisha commented. “You won’t be here for long, though.”

“I…won’t?” I questioned.

“You’re going to be the one to help all of us escape from our shackles.” Alisha’s voice was so low, I was surprised I heard it. “Like a domino effect. Your freedom may be temporary, but if you return, it won’t be by force.”

Her soft words held a sense of hope, her eyes gazing far away. I couldn’t imagine myself returning here of my own accord, but I accepted her insightful words.

“Thank you, Alisha,” I replied. She blinked a few times, returning to her usual expression. With a nod, she picked the napkin and patted her lips.

“I’m tired. I’ll head out first.”

“Thank you, Alisha! See you around and definitely next week.”

“Bye, Alisha,” I whispered. “I can call you that, correct?” I was asking a little too late, but I did want to make sure she was okay with me addressing her as Alisha and not your majesty.

“Fine by me. We’re a connected trio for now. Though…” She got up and glanced at the empty space next to her. “I feel one more will complete the supernatural prison nest.”

One more.

“Have a good night.” She bid us farewell, walking away before either of us could respond.

“Isn’t she awesome? Good thing she’s a female or she’d be sweeping women off their feet. Not like she isn’t doing that now. All the male prisoners are desperate for her, but no one is bold enough to ask her out.”

“That reminds me,” I noted. “Why haven’t I seen any male prisoners?”

“They go to eat at different times. The only chance you may get to see them is during shower time. You’re sometimes forced to share a sectored shower because the hot water is a little funky for Levels One and Two. Threes get the royal treatment, and if the Jacuzzis don’t work, they get to go to some of the top prison hotels.”

“Prison…hotels?”

“You’d be surprised.” Ivy gleamed and shuffled over to whisper in my ear, “Sometimes being trapped behind bars is more of an illusion for the enemies that reap the dark. In Alisha’s case, she has amnesia, so she can’t recall who she is, but I bet you if she did, whoever put her here would be quaking.”

“What about you?”

“I’m still figuring that piece out.” It was the first time I’d seen Ivy completely serious as her eyes darkened. “The only benefit of being here is getting three meals a day and decent warm showers. However, when I got here, I vowed I’d locate my captors and destroy them with my very paws.”

Her vow triggered goosebumps.

With a pleased grin, she rose up. “I have a feeling you’re not here due to breaking the law. Just like many in here, especially females. I overhear things and many of us were taken when we least expected it. To think massive kidnappings are happening left and right in our cities, and nothing is being done unless people of importance are taken.” She looked away, lowering her voice for my ears only.

“I’m a misfit with no family. My disappearance didn’t trigger news podcasts and posters. Alisha’s amnesia is a hindrance, but her power is so close to absolute that many probably assume she went to hiding. Only you, Cassandra Thorn, are getting the attention to get yourself right out, but I suggest you pinpoint what is within you, because it is powerful. If trained, you may be able to save all of us in the future.”

With an exhale, she looked over her shoulder; that upbeat look of hers was back and brewing. “See ya next week. Don’t worry, I’ll wave next time, so I look less emo. It’s honestly the beanie. Bye, and don’t worry about the trays. Alisha’s servant will get them once you leave the table.”

She headed to the exit, putting her hands behind her head while summoning a tune. I stared after her, waiting until she was gone before I decided to make my exit.

Rising up and heading to the exit, I noticed the servant was back, passing by me to retrieve the trays. It wasn’t until I was heading down the hall that I let the smile form on my lips and the spark of happiness swarm inside me.

This may be early, but I think I just made my first set of friends. Connected Trio in the depths of supernatural captivity.


Unexpected Cell Mate


~TWO WEEKS LATER~

“I’ll die in here. I can feel death just watching me in mockery,” I muttered to myself as I stared up to the brown-black ceiling, counting every crack and imperfection to pass the night.

It had been four weeks since I’d been kidnapped, and I wasn’t sure if I could live much longer. Aside from the agreed-upon dinner meet-up I had with Ivy and Alisha, prison life was becoming a boring wasteland of ceiling staring, stale food, and me actually missing Omarion’s check-ins.

I hadn’t seen him since our last confrontation in the Doc’s office. With the changes being reinforced in the prison thanks to my accidental stunt, it must have been harder for him to come and check on me.

If he really did care at all.

His company was a good distraction from being homesick. I missed Tristan’s bountiful laughter, Dominick’s peaceful grins, Otis’s scornful attitude, and Adonis’s seductiveness. I missed Everett’s quiet entrances to make sure we were all okay, and more than anything, I missed our dinners together.

I’d been receiving my meals in my cell, which should have brought me peace of mind, but all it did was emphasize the primary problem: loneliness.

For the first time in a long, long time, I truly felt lonely. Ivy and Alisha were new friends, but our friendship would take time to grow before we all trusted one another, and even then, the only chance we’d get to see one another was once a week in the underground.

Certainly, it might improve or grow to two times a week, but Alisha’s words continued to haunt me.

“You’re going to be the one to help all of us escape from our shackles. Like a domino effect. Your freedom may be temporary, but if you return, it won’t be by force.”

“Why would I return here? A place where the food barely has taste unless you’re starving, the hot water lasts for five minutes unless you’re gifted with some magic to warm your own body temperature up, and there’s no sunlight. The day I get out of here and feel the soft breeze against my skin, I think I’ll cry.”

Throughout this week I’d been trying to figure out a way to get out of here, and so far, nothing was coming to mind.

What was bothering me was how that gorilla woman was able to shift when these prison walls were supposed to hinder that. It was the very reason why we didn’t need to wear handcuffs unless we were being tested in the labs, taken to another floor if something was broken, or were acting foolishly.

That third one meant we’d be stuck with handcuffs within our cells, which I was trying my best to avoid given my horrible streak in the bad luck department.

Ivy and Alisha had said they’d had their share of bad luck yesterday during our dinner, and the three of us agreed that we must have been plagued by the universe or something.

“Do you think there’s a way out of this place, Alisha?” Ivy asked as she enjoyed the caramel apple crumble dessert we’d been served.

“There’s always a way out of anything, even when they say there isn’t. Every magic trick has an escape route, just as every disease has an antidote. It’s up to the individual to figure out the solution,” she answered, her eyes gazing in empty space.

“Alisha?” I drew her attention, her purple-magenta eyes at half-mast, emphasizing how tired she looked. “You look exhausted.”

“Having low days is human,” she mumbled.

“Says the supernatural,” Alisha joked.

“Are you all right?” I was genuinely worried about her. From the few interactions we’d had, she seemed very low on energy, as if she were ill.

“Not much sleep,” she replied and looked away. “Preparing for freedom is a hard journey. Preparing for revenge means sacrifices now.”

“Preparing for freedom?” Ivy pondered.

“Preparing for revenge?” I whispered.

“My amnesia wasn’t an accident. Nor was many of us being kidnapped within these walls. If I knew who had put me down here, I’d fight even stronger to get out. Bad luck loves to play tricks on me. About time I got one step ahead and returned the favor.”

“What if you already know who put you here,” I inquired. “I know the person who put me in here doesn’t want me near my family…or should I say, the men I care about. She’s an old hag and decided it would be best to separate me from them. It was my mistake for falling right into her plan, but if I got out, what could I do?”

My head lowered to the table, staring at the half-eaten dessert with serious eyes. “All evidence will be hidden, anyone else with the slightest clue, dead. My word against a woman with years of power. Where is the justice in all of this?”

“Disappear,” Alisha muttered.

“Alisha. That’s by far the worst advice you’ve given since you told me to try and jump over the electric fence when we got the nicer tour of this hellhole,” Ivy groaned.

“I’m serious,” Alisha emphasized, the hardness in her voice catching our attention. She turned her head fully, giving us her attention as she elaborated.

“On the outside, you were kidnapped, correct?”

“Yes.” I nodded, having given her and Ivy the rundown of my grave circumstances last week.

“Then? Fabricate a lie. Leave a trail that seems as though you’ve perished in the depths of a forest. The sea.”

“Fake my death?” I inquired.

“Temporarily.” There was that hint of a smile as her eyes darkened and began to glow a deep purple.

I gulped, fighting the urge to be lost in her eyes.

“When you escape from here, fake your death. You have people that love you outside of these walls. Let them play the same game. If the person who put you here is close to those you love, let her fall into the very trap you’re setting. She wants you dead, so be it. Once the news spreads, whatever plan she’s been desperate to initiate will commence as soon as possible. Why? Because she’ll be desperate to have things in order, especially when those you love are at their most vulnerable.”

Her smile widened as she closed her eyes.

“If those men you were talking about are powerful and have some sort of high status, let them play along. Let them sob on television. Let them mourn your death, and let many come to love you, even though you’re gone. If you’re just as important to them as they are to you, I can guarantee an outrage of people will start a revolution and want more information on your death. She won’t stall once it reaches headlines. She’ll leave a messy trail and all you have to do is relax and wait.”

“Relax and wait,” I whispered.

“Or you can train.” Ivy was grinning from ear to ear, her eyes now a bright gold.

“Good to see you, Vix. Enjoying my diabolical plan?” Alisha seemed amused and I stared at her, trying to figure out if that truly was Ivy’s wolf in control. She noticed my stunned expression.

“Vix. Wolves can take over their owner’s mind if they’re powerful enough. It doesn’t have to be only when we shift.”

“Alpha wolves,” Alisha corrected.

“Minor details.” Vix leaned back and looked my way once again. “Train. You have power and it’s about time you figured it out. Whether you do that within these walls or outdoors is beyond my concern, but I’ve seen enough of Alisha’s predictions coming true to encourage you to take this seriously,” she warned.

“By training, are you talking physical?”

“Physical, emotional, magical. Not many supernaturals can use magic unless they surpass the Mageri rank. Mageri is the true form of magic that any shifter can accomplish if they unlock it with immense meditation within nature’s finest places. The middle of an ocean, a serene hidden waterfall, the depths of the rainforest, or in the vast desert. It’s why many supernaturals have gone to Dubai as of late. It’s in the papers if you know exactly what articles to read.”

“How do you know all of this?”

“I may have been homeless, but I made sure I grasped every bit of knowledge from any newspaper, outdoor news outlet, and massive TVs downtown that display the news. This world is a cruel one if you’re naive, stupid, and can’t defend yourself. The only mistake I made was letting my guard down and trusting those who I thought were my friends. I wouldn’t do that again if we got out of here.”

We must have referred to her and Ivy.

“Will I have enough time to learn?”

“It’ll fall into place when you least expect it. You may get a chance to go to Dubai if you’re lucky.”

“Would be nice,” I sighed. “Fake my death. Disappear. Can’t travel if I’m dead.”

“If you unlock your power, you may not have to.” Alisha picked her fork back up and cut a part of her crumble. “Transformations can be a blessing in disguise.”

That was all she said, then she returned to eating. Vix did the same, her eyes fading back to their grey tones. I noticed the guards outside of the cafeteria room had returned.

“At least this dessert is a blessing,” I whispered with a smile.

“Indeed, it is,” Ivy agreed while Alisha nodded.

The memory of our dinner must have helped me doze off because I stirred when something brushed my cheek.

“Five more minutes,” I muttered. “Want to finish dinner.”

“All you think about is food. Not like I’m far off, though.”

I almost thought Omarion was in my dream, and the thought made me giggle and roll to my side. “Go away, Omarion. My dinner…not yours.” I’d fight him if he tried to take it away from me. Not like I could spell whatever I’d been envisioning.

I couldn’t even recall what was on my plate now.

“Do you want me to kick you off the bed?” Omarion groaned impatiently. “Wake up, Cass.”

My head lifted, looking over to see Omarion’s face inches from mine. We just stared at one another, my eyes adjusting to the dim light and then lowering my gaze down his half-naked body.

Goodness, Omarion was ripped!

There was no doubt that he was fit and all, but he had to work out at least four times a day to have those rock-hard abs and muscled pecs that looked delicious with his light chocolate skin.

“Eyes up here, Cassandra,” Omarion muttered, but he didn’t sound upset at all.

Actually, he sounded delighted.

Doing as he requested, I met his eyes and pouted. “Go be naked elsewhere.”

“I’m wearing pants.”

“Go tease someone else,” I groaned and lay back down. “I’m hungry.”

“I brought you a snack.”

“If it’s you, I don’t want it. You’ve been gone forever.”

“Are you upset I’ve been working?”

“Working, not working, you haven’t been here. Boring.”

“You’re still half asleep, aren’t you?”

“Don’t know.” I was actually beginning to doze off once again, but the firm shake on my shoulder woke me up once more.

“Cassandra.”

“I don’t want to wake up,” I whined.

“You said you were hungry.”

“I’m sleepy, hungry, lonely. If you can’t fix all three of them then go away,” I impatiently mumbled. I could have left out the comment about being lonely, but my filter never worked when I was half asleep.

The guys always joked about that.

‘Wait till Cass falls asleep and then ask her 21 questions. You’ll get the truth each time.’ Hmph. Mean. I miss them. Why can’t they be here with me?

“Cassandra Thorn. Get the fuck up or I’ll lift you up and spank you.”

The cold whisper in my ear had me sitting right up, the blanket that was covering me falling to my lap.

“Don’t go threaten me with your kinky stuff!” I huffed, hoping my anger would be the perfect front to hide how red my face must have been. I would not dare admit that his cold whisper made me hot all over.

It flicked on a flame inside me and only made me think of naughty stuff.

That also could have been my sexual drive cranking into gear, my pussy clenching to be filled.

I wished I’d gone on Tinder and found a random fling to fuck with before this whole kidnapping thing. Would have helped tame my desires. Now if I could get a day alone in the showers, that would satisfy me for a month or two.

Better than all this teasing.

“I’m kinky but you’re displaying your breasts to the world? Women. I don’t understand any of you,” Omarion huffed, his eyes locked on my chest like it was a target.

I followed his gaze, mentally cursing at my forgetfulness.

I’d ended up hand-washing my prison attire because some woman bumped into me and spilled milk all over. Thankfully Alisha and Ivy had already left, and the prisoner was actually sorry for bumping into me, or I’m sure it would have caused some ruckus.

Grabbing the beige sheet, I brought it up to cover myself before grabbing my pillow and throwing it into his face.

“Then tell me I’m naked instead of staring!”

“How the hell would I know?” he huffed and caught the pillow as it began to fall to the ground. “Can you decide what mood you’re in instead of exhibiting five different temperaments in less than a minute? Jeez.”

“Why are you even here?” I huffed. “What time is it?”

“Two in the morning.”

“Why do you disturb my slumber?!” I used a low grumbling voice to emphasize my point.

“If you’re trying to imitate a dragon, that was horrid,” he commented.

One of my eyebrows arched up, and he rolled his eyes. “Your cellmate is here.”

That was the cold water I needed to ruin my night, morning, and the rest of the week.

“Before you go getting so devastated, it’s not that bad. You’ll get along with her.”

“You don’t know that.” I clung to the sheets and ran one hand in my hair to try and tame the mess of tangles. “And I look horrible.”

“You’re fine,” he muttered. “Hotter when you’re half-asleep.”

“Pedophile,” I mumbled.

“You’re not underage.”

“You’re older than me.”

“I’m within the five-year range. Older guys are better, anyway.”

“Says who?”

“Everyone. Even you when you’re mumbling nonsense to make conversation during the morning walks to the showers.”

“How do you know that?”

“Just because you don’t see me, doesn’t mean I’m not working.”

“You’re making it seem like I’m your job.”

“That’s exactly what you are,” he noted and moved to the door of the cell. “Your cellmate is here. I’m going back to sleep.”

“Wait,” I called out, hoping he’d spare me even one more minute.

When he stopped, I quickly asked, “So you’re not avoiding me, right? I’m not…um…a burden?”

“No.” He unlocked the lock of my cell. “You’re not a burden. Just a naive human-whatever with perky boobs.”

“Hey!” I exclaimed, but he was out, leaving a small space for whoever was supposed to come in. “Give you a minute to wear something.”

“Not needed when it’s a girl,” I mumbled. “We’re going to be cellmates. She’ll see me naked whether I like it or not at some point.”

“Your loss,” he commented. “Don’t make so much noise once I’m gone. The barriers that deal with the sound are getting modified.”

Then he was gone. I sighed and lay back down to stare at the ceiling.

Fuck him! Ugh, not like fuck-fuck. Jeez, now he’s gotten me swearing like some trucker! Damn, stupid, hot, fucker of fucking! Why can’t we just fuck? I must be horny. Imprisonment has left me unsatisfied for a month. No, more than that seeing as I didn’t think of masturbating before getting kidnapped. Like that’s my fucking choice! This is so painful to admit. I sound like a sex addict when I barely have an existing sex life. Can’t even tell the guys I like them. What misery have I brought upon myself?

“Did you stop functioning while enjoying the prison life, Cass?”

I blinked at the sudden pair of bright blue eyes and the long bundles of blonde hair that draped the woman’s slender face.

My cheeks grew hot as I stared up at the most beautiful woman I’d seen in a while. It wasn’t like Alisha and Ivy weren’t gorgeous, but this woman looked like royalty from those mega movies.

Either she was fae or she had the most perfect skin regimen in the universe. She had plump bubble-gum-pink lips, with a bit of glossy moisture that made her mouth even more inviting. Her big blue eyes were full of life, and even her blonde curls were perfect.

There was no way this woman could be a prisoner, and if so, heavens help her because a week here would ruin her perfection.

“Your poor flower is going to rot here.” My honesty would be the death of me one day, but the woman grinned, her eyes softening in admiration.

“You’re still half-asleep, huh?”

The ability to answer the question was taken from me, her lips lowering until they softly pressed against mine. My eyes widened, confusion flooding them as my mind went momentarily blank.

What?

She broke the kiss, a playful grin gracing her pure lips.

“We’re away from you for only a month and you can’t recognize me, Princess. That’s a shame.” Her soft voice left me even more confused, but her words were beginning to resonate.

“Wait.”

She must have anticipated my random movement, because she moved out of the way before I sat up, avoiding what would have been a headbutt.

I pointed my right hand in accusation as I took in her entire body: her slender shape, thin waist, and slightly curved hips. She wore a vest that didn’t do much to support her small breasts and the pants she wore were far too baggy.

“T-Tristan?”

“Tristana. You forgot the A at the end.” He winked and gave me a good look. “And why are you sleeping nude in this dirty, infested prison? It ain’t good for your skin, Cass. You know Dominick would stress about that.”

I was staring at him like I was talking to a wild boar.

He…I mean she. Fuck! She can’t be real!

“You can’t be Tristan.”

“Don’t believe me?” She walked up to my bed, picked the sheet up completely, and shot up in the air. I was pinned down by her in a second, the strength in her grip reminding me of all the times I’d wrestled with Tristan and failed miserably.

The sheet fell on her, draping her figure and surrounding us with darkness, and in a few blinks, everything changed. Just like that, I was staring up into Tristan’s compassionate eyes.

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have you naked between the sheets, Princess.” His low voice was full of seduction, and he leaned closer and took a deep inhale.

“Fuck, I’ve missed you. Every fucking bit of you.”

I got teary-eyed at his words, overwhelmed with emotion that he wasn’t a dream. I reached up with a shaky hand, caressing his cheek to ensure he was real. The hot, smooth surface made me smile, and I gave in to what my body has always wanted from Tristan and the others.

Intimacy.

My lips pressed his, my hunger for our connection evident in the way Tristan had to use one hand to still my chin.

“Easy, Cass,” he warned, his voice even lower. “If you aren’t careful, I won’t stop.”

“Don’t,” I muttered and moved forward to kiss him again. This time he reciprocated my kiss with his own, the two off us fighting the other’s desire to dominate.

Tristan ended up winning, shifting his body just slightly so his knee was between my legs, teasing my hot and needy entrance.

“Tristan,” I moaned. “I missed you.”

My voice was breathy and full of sadness. I hadn’t realized I was crying, and my words only made me want to sob. Tristan kissed me harder, giving me a second to breathe as he tucked his head between my neck and shoulder.

“You have no idea how crazy we’ve been without you, Cassandra. So fucking crazy.” His low growl came with a smothering kiss to my neck, making me moan as I let my head back, hoping he wouldn’t stop doing what he was doing.

“Every night,” he whispered between kisses. “Every night we searched. Until Omarion told us what was going on. I should have been relieved, but it only made me angrier. It made all of us so mad that our Princess, our beloved, was trapped under here and we could do absolutely nothing.”

He moved back to kiss me passionately, his feelings making each kiss more urgent. His free hand roamed the right side of my body, massaging my breast while his knee pressed slightly against my folds.

“Leaving your needs unattended pisses me off even more.”

My hips moved of their own accord, my pussy gliding up and down, my desire to be stimulated there growing hard to ignore.

“Then help fulfill them,” I begged, desperate for him. I opened my eyes as his lips brushed mine.

“What if you don’t want this?”

The hurt in his voice made a low grumble vibrate against my throat.

“I’ve wanted each of you for so long, but my stupid, stubborn, naive ass didn’t realize until I almost died.” My eyes watered at the memory, and he sealed my lips before I could say another thing.

He moved his leg from between mine, replacing it with his hand and beginning to stimulate my clit with slow, circular movements of his finger.

I moaned, kissing him harder as my hands moved along his chest and up to grip his shoulders.

“We…can’t be too loud,” I whispered against his lips, remembering about the sound barriers being modified.

“I’d be a fool if I didn’t know about those stupid sound barriers. I put my own up when Omarion left.” He paused to look down at me, his fingers moving from my clit to right between my folds, gathering my aroused juices with two fingers. “I want to hear you moan for just me. Don’t you dare muffle such music to my ears.”

His fingers slid right into me, and I moaned in relief at how fulfilling it felt.

“Just like that,” Tristan encouraged, his fingers beginning to slide deeper each time they moved in and out. He occupied my neck with his kisses, laying nibbles and bites before sucking the sensitive flesh.

My body felt like it was on fire; the heat that was swarming me made me want even more of Tristan. It was different than what I’d felt earlier. It was like coursing energy running through me, leaving currents of desire behind.

“Faster, Tristan,” I begged. My orgasm was already close, which was both a good and a bad thing. I wasn’t ready for it to end after I came.

As if sensing my worry, he leaned in to whisper in my ear, “This is only the beginning, Princess. We haven’t enjoyed the main course.”

He sped up, his finger thrusts fast and deep enough to send me into a wild frenzy as I came. My cum was all over his fingers as he drew them up, giving me a second to catch my breath.

“I love how wet you are,” he praised. “Wonder if my cock will please you.”

That had me excited, and he noticed it in my eyes.

“So easily pleased, Cass,” he whispered, moving down to flick my left nipple with his tongue. I knew he was doing this to give me more time to think things through, but my mind was set.

No more playing around with my emotions for him and the others.

He finished teasing my right nipple, both of them hard from his playful flicks before he maneuvered himself between my legs while kissing my abs.

“You’ve lost weight, Princess.”

“Does it bother you?”

“Attractive-wise, no. You’re still hot as fuck. However, that means you’re not eating and that pisses me off.” His agitation was just another turn-on.

“I like when you’re angry.”

“You get turned on by the weirdest things.”

“That’s not weird.”

“Would you want me to slap your pussy?”

“That…could be both painful and pleasurable,” I noted.

He chuckled. “I can’t believe you’re actually thinking about it.”

“Who said I was?”

“I’ve known you for the majority of my life, Cassandra Thorn. You don’t need to say it in words for me to know.”

“Have you known about my feelings for you and the others?”

“Yes,” he revealed, which shocked me a little.

“Do they—”

“Know?” The head of his cock began its work at teasing me, making it hard to concentrate, which made Tristan chuckle. “That depends. Do you want me to tell you that now, or after hot sex?”

“Hmm.” I actually thought about it. “Hot sex. Then break with talking. Then more sex.”

He was laughing now. “God, I missed you.”

His cock slid into me, and my moan went up an octave as he filled me right up, expanding my walls that clung to him.

“You still have that implant?” Tristan mumbled, his eyes closed and his words breathy. I knew he was fighting every bit of himself to remain still and not start fucking me into oblivion.

“Right in place, though you’re supposed to ask that kind of stuff before your big lightsaber is up my channel.”

“That’s kind of hot.”

“The fact I brought up Star Wars in bed?”

“Nah.” He moved in close to kiss me. “The way you said it. Love when your voice projects how aroused you are.”

“You’re stalling.” I kissed him back. “Why?”

“I’m trying to make sure this is real and not one of my many dreams of wishing to have you beneath me as I fucked you senseless.” The husky confession made my heart swell.

“I love you, Tristan. You know I always have. You and the others.”

“I know.” He smiled. “As we’ve all loved you and only wanted your permission.”

He began to move, gripping my hips possessively as his fingernails dug into my skin. I rewarded him with what he asked for, my moans growing more frantic and louder with each deep thrust he delivered.

My body shuddered at how well his cock was igniting every bit of pleasure in me. My pussy clamped harder around his length, making me moan before he whispered, “So possessive. So tight. God.” His heavy breaths didn’t stop him from quickening the pace, balls deep inside me as he really began to hit the perfect spot.

“Yes, fuck, right there.” I wanted him to know exactly where this spot was, hoping he’d etch it in his memory so that every time we had sex, he’d aim for it. I’d never had sex this good.

This was different because it was more than just sex. The connection I had with Tristan. Our intertwined pasts, the way he held me possessively but with care, the way he’d been willing to wait for my permission before taking me away from the reality imprisonment had engraved in me.

“Princess.” His moans were louder now. “I’ve wanted this so bad. So, so good to be in you, baby.” He leaned down and kissed me while I hugged my arms around his neck and pulled him closer. The single sheet was all that hid our naughtiness.

A guard could come any second now, and yet I couldn’t care less. I’d wanted this for so long, and I’d finally get the satisfaction I’ve been craving.

I held him tightly as he really began to bang into me, his hot exhales teasing my neck as he moaned. I hugged him tightly, feeling my climax closing in fast as tingles began to creep from my toes upward.

My body grew tense and Tristan growled against my flesh.

“That’s it, Princess. Cum for me. Let my release fill you up. Let me hear you scream.”

His rapid thrusts had me undone in seconds, a scream bursting from my lips as my orgasm crushed through me. He cursed and groaned my name, my pussy spasming around his cock that ejected his hot cum.

My pussy took it all in, keeping a tight hold around his cock until we were both breathless and shaking. He finally pulled out, but I was still catching my breath, my body trying to come down from its sexual high.

Tristan lifted the sheet up slightly, hooking his free arm around my waist to pull me against him and turned us so he was now on his back and I rested against his side. The sheet fell on us once more, draping our bodies perfectly when it usually felt too small to cover me during the chilled nights.

It felt nice to be in his arms. To feel his muscles and the security his protective hold brought me. I’d missed his scent, the way he’d combine various colognes to leave you in a guessing game with your nose, and just his presence was making me emotional all over again.

If not for Tristan’s quiet shushes and words of reassurance that everything would be okay, I would have never realized I was crying.

“I’m right here, Princess,” he whispered and kissed my cheek. “I won’t go anywhere. Just let it all out and let me comfort you.”

My unexpected cellmate was a blessing in disguise.


Add Three More To The Equation


“Having a quick shower by myself is the best present you can give me.” I sighed in relief as I finished putting on the fresh set of prison clothes I’d hand-washed before bed, feeling cleaner than I had in a while. The use of the laundry room in this place was like a fight to escape, and I really didn’t want to get myself into any more trouble than I’d already had.

“Better than sex?” Tristan teased, back in his girl form.

“Not better than sex, but good after all that cum you left behind. I’m not getting any supernatural infections.”

The giggle that left her made me giddy.

“Good to see you again, Princess.”

“Same to you, Tristan.”

“Tristana.” She winked. “You gotta play along, babe, or it’ll blow my cover.”

“How were you able to become a girl?”

“I’m a shapeshifter, Cass. There’s really no limit to what I can become.”

“Can you become a god?”

“If I met one, maybe.” She rose up and stretched. “I think my boobs need to be bigger to fit in this vest. Damn Omarion set me up to fail.”

“You think?” I teased, checking out her side. “Your side boob is clearly showing. I can even see your nipple.”

“Thank you, Ms. Obvious.” She closed her eyes. If my jaw could drop to the floor, it would have, because her perky 32As went to 36Cs with a blink.

“How in heaven’s name!” I rushed to her side, pulling the fabric of vest to see if her boobs were legit. I ended up poking them, which only made Tristana giggle.

“Hey, that tickles!”

“Who cares! How the hell did you do that? What voodoo magic conspiracy is this? Why can’t you do that for my boobs?!”

“Because you’re perfect as you are, and I like the size of your boobs.”

“Your boobs are bigger than mine,” I noted.

“By what? A cup size?”

“Yes!”

“What’s the problem? Doesn’t the ABCD thing you guys use to distinguish size refer to the strap?”

“I don’t know!”

“But you’re a girl.”

“They did not teach us in school how to measure our breasts, Tristana,” I emphasized.

“You practically have a wardrobe of lingerie, and yet you don’t know how they measure boobs.” She was on the verge of losing it.

“Those assistants force you to go into the change room and check. I keep the card with me when I shop so I don’t forget. I can’t be good at everything.”

“You don’t need to be good to know how to—”

“Stop arguing with me. Make my boobs like yours!” I moved around her and slid my hands into her vest to get a better feel of them.

“Shit, Cass?”

“So, they’re legit real! These are like coconuts! Is there milk inside? I should tap them and see. No, knock on them and hope there’s some hollow sound in return.”

“Babe, you’ve lost it,” Tristana sighed. “Can I have my boobs back now?”

“No! I’m still inspecting. I’m going to solve this case and get big boobs! No, I’ll find a spell that can increase or decrease the size of your boobs. Who needs surgery like breast implants and lifts with this magical cure? We’ll be rich. Rich and famous! Pain-free boobie enhancer!”

“Why do I have a feeling you’re serious about this?”

“I am! Where’s Dominick? He’d support me on this. Otis would think it’s stupid, but Adonis loves me so supports my stupid ideas anyway.”

“At least she hasn’t lost her sanity in here.”

Otis’s voice drifted to me, and I looked up — as did Tristana — to see Dominick, Otis, Adonis, and Omarion standing in front of my cell. The four of them were gazing at Tristan’s chest, where I still had my hands squeezing his breasts.

“Keeping going.” Adonis was leaning against the side wall of the cell, completely amused by the scene. “I want to engrave this in my memory for those times when I can’t find anyone on Tinder to hook up with.”

“You’re into lesbian porn?” Dominick sounded intrigued.

“I’m an incubus. I’m into anything hot, and that right there is H.O.T. Even if it’s Tristan.”

“Tristana,” I emphasized.

“Yeah. You forgot the A,” Tristana said.

“Are we really going along with him being a girl?” Omarion questioned.

“Well, he’s doing what a secret op would do,” Dominick noted.

“As long as he’s doing his job, there’s no problem.” Otis couldn’t be bothered.

“Stay just like for five more seconds so I can take a picture,” Adonis suggested. “Hmm, maybe I should have asked them to strip. Imagine having this printed on the wall of my red room?”

“Don’t.” Otis rolled his eyes. “I don’t want to wake up to your silly fantasies, or worse yet, hear you moan all night long. Tired of it.”

“He’s still doing that?” Tristana asked. “You should record it and make him sing to it. It could end up being an international hit.”

“Hmm.” I thought about it. “The pleasure in sin!”

“That’s a good title.” Dominick nodded in approval.

“Are you guys hearing yourselves?” Omarion questioned us.

“That could actually be a good idea.” Adonis grinned seductively and looked to his twin. “Let’s do it.”

“You’re stupid,” Otis grumbled.

“We’re the same. Therefore, you’re insulting yourself.” Adonis seemed so happy about the sudden idea. “I should moan in different octaves. Imagine the money I can make with it.”

“Are we seriously talking about this?” Omarion stressed.

“Well—” I began, but then recalled where we were. “Wait a bloody minute! What are you guys doing here?!” My voice shot up a tone in panic, worried the guards would come and lock them all up.

Actually…

I looked at their attire, realizing all three of them were wearing the same guard uniform as Omarion.

“I think our Princess got it,” Adonis sweetly said. “Omarion? Mind keeping watch?”

“Sure.” His eyes locked on me for a few seconds before he handed the key to my cell to Adonis and walked away. I felt a little bad for him being excluded, that warm part of me feeling a little colder from his distance. However, returning my eyes to the others and seeing they were truly okay filled whatever void I was feeling.

I’ll attend to that later.

Once Omarion’s footsteps faded, Adonis didn’t hesitate to unlock the cell, open it wide enough for the three of them to slide right in, and close it.

I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do. Hug them? Kiss them? Stand here like a dumb fool while Tristana’s boobs were still in my grasp?

As I tried to decide what to do, Adonis took his phone out and took a photo.

“I always get it right the first time.”

“Except when you had sex the first time and put your corkscrew in the wrong hole,” Otis uttered with no remorse.

Dominick snickered, while Tristana began to giggle. “Some incubus you are!”

“Why are you ratting your twin out?!” Adonis snarled.

“Fuck off. You’d do the same to me if it made you look cool.”

“I won’t deny that, but it doesn’t mean that my pride isn’t wounded. You’re making me look less appealing to our Princess.”

“I think that only makes you more appealing to Cassandra.” Dominick winked and looked my way. I removed my hands from Tristana’s breasts and she moved right to the side as if gesturing for me to move.

When I didn’t, she let out an exaggerated sigh.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Cass. Go hug them or kiss them or just fuck them for all I care. You were crying your eyes out last night about how you missed these three dumbasses and now you’re acting like a deer in headlights.”

“At least she’s a pretty deer,” Dominick reasoned.

“Sexy,” Adonis added.

“Can we just hurry up and hug? If not, I’ll whisk her away and fuck her against the wall,” Otis declared in defiance.

We all stared at him with wide eyes and gawking expressions. Tristana leaned over to me and whispered, “That so turned you on, didn’t it?”

“One hundred percent,” I replied in a hush.

“I can see why. It was actually kind of hot. So, this is how it feels to be a woman. Intriguing.”

“Ugh.” Otis gave up and walked over to me. Before he even hugged me, he flicked my forehead.

“Ow!” I gave him puppy eyes as I rubbed my forehead with my left hand. “Jeez, Otis. I haven’t seen your rude, angry ass for a month and all you can do is—”

Cool lips silenced me. I wasn’t sure how to respond, thoughts of happiness and worry intertwined in my mind.

Happy to receive Otis’s affection and worried that it’ll vanish just as fast.

His lips parted, my heart sinking as that worry deepened, but he tugged my bottom lip with those sharp teeth of his, and I swore he only let go because he didn’t want to actually bite me.

That would lead to the release of blood, and things could go in a totally different direction.

“I’m sorry.” His sudden apology stalled my words. “It was stupid of me to tell you what was happening at the restaurant instead of doing it together with the others when we were home and safe. I knew how important this information was, and it was an even bigger mistake to not tell you sooner. You had every right to be mad at me. I’m the reason you fell into their plot to kidnap you. I’m so sorry. All this is my fault, and you deserve to hear my apology for all your suffering in this hell of a dump. I am sorry, Cassandra.”

I really didn’t know what to say, standing there dumbfounded. It could have been due to the chill that clung to my lips from his kiss, but to get an apology from Otis — the always angry vampire — was like winning the lottery after finding the ticket at the bottom of a dumpster.

“I haven’t seen him apologize like that since the time he borrowed one of Everett’s magic books and lost it in the forest because it turned into a tree and he couldn’t decipher which one it was,” Adonis noted.

“RIP book,” Dominick whispered. “Wait. Why didn’t he ask me to help?”

“You were at some modeling gig at the time and Everett came back from his trip early and asked for the book. He was doomed if he didn’t apologize like his life depended on it,” Tristan noted.

I gave him a hopeless look as I tried to fight the waterworks that threatened to leave my eyes. Instead, I walked into him, wrapping my arms around his waist and hugging tightly.

“Dammit, Otis,” I whimpered, choking on my tears that I couldn’t fight any longer. “I missed your lack-of-anger-management self.”

“That’s all she remembers me for,” Otis grumbled, sounding unsatisfied, but his arms wrapped around me, hugging me tightly back as he whispered, “I’ve never thought as darkly as I have this past month. I also didn’t realize how much I cared about you. Please forgive me.”

I knew him bringing up forgiveness meant he really felt bad about everything and wouldn’t let go until I wholeheartedly forgave him. Their decision was what had triggered this fiasco, but I wasn’t going to solely blame them.

If I hadn’t run away like a coward, I would have never landed in that car. He didn’t deserve to feel guilty for both our actions.

“I forgive you, Otis. It takes two to tango, and I’m not going to foolishly act like I didn’t contributed to this. Please don’t beat yourself up about it,” I mumbled into his chest, hoping he took my words to heart.

He held me for a long minute before he pulled back and nodded.

“Okay.” He gave my cheeks an affectionate brush with his hands, something he did to ensure I was okay and remove any tears that stained my cheeks.

Without another word, he moved to the side, allowing Dominick to be the next to hug me. His huge arms swallowed me as he took a deep inhale and let it out.

“I missed you, Princess. You scared us.”

“I missed you, too,” I confessed. “Please tell me no natural disasters happened this past month.”

“Five earthquakes, a hurricane, and a flood hit Manhattan like God had a bucket hovering above it and it tipped over. Totally random. Thankfully no one got hurt.” Adonis spelled it out before Dominick could say a word.

Dominick glared his way, and Adonis was suddenly interested in the key in his hand while he hummed a quiet tune as though he was in singing practice.

“The news was hard for me to accept and triggered multiple disasters, but the recurring earthquakes were for all the times we heard you almost died or got hurt, or couldn’t do anything to get here faster.”

“Dominick.” I placed my hand on his cheek. “Thank you for caring.”

“You really don’t realize how important you are,” he whispered, pressing his forehead against mine.

“I love you,” I whispered, wanting to ensure he knew.

“I know, Princess. As I love you.”

My eyes closed as we shared that moment, and I knew he felt the energy coursing around my body like a hiker reaching the top of their destined mountain and finally enjoying the rewarding view.

We shared the moment, our intimacy of touch more than enough for me before he pulled back and gestured for Adonis to make his move.

He walked over me casually and swooped right in to kiss my forehead gently.

“Nothing could stop my mind from wondering if you were alive, well, fed, and being pampered like the goddess you are.”

“They don’t do much pampering in prison.” I giggled and hugged him. “However, Omarion did try to organize my food to be better than the usual menu, and I actually made two friends. They got connections and somehow get served steak and other food you’d get at a five-star restaurant.”

“Sounds like a powerful duo,” Adonis noted. “Which also means our Princess kicked some ass.”

“Sure did.” I pulled back to give him a proud grin, hoping it would cheer him up. “I love you as well.”

“Good.” He smiled and nudged his nose against mine. “I love a woman who loves me for me and not my looks.”

We shared a look before he moved from my hold and walked to stand among the others, forming a line.

When the silence lingered, I knew something was up. This should have been a time of celebration, but there was a looming sadness in the air and I had a growing suspicion as to why.

“I’m happy to see all of you.”

I’d envisioned our reunion as a tearful celebration of food, snuggles in front of the fire, and some much-needed sleep, but my gut told my little dream was on hold.

“I also have a feeling you’re not all here to bail me out, are you?”

They frowned in unison, and I sighed. “What’s the plan? And the reason why you guys can’t get me out so easily?”

Dominick sighed. “We’re technically not supposed to be here. Omarion made us a deal with some crazy scientist guy to get us the proper uniforms to sneak in.”

Tristana nodded. “I’m only here because I’m Omarion’s partner and can shapeshift. I basically nagged him to let us do this plan, and that’s how we landed here.”

“That reminds me,” I noted, looking at Tristana. “You shouldn’t be able to shapeshift.”

“You’re right.” She winked and lifted her right hand. With a blink, her bare wrist now had a solid gold bracelet. I arched an eyebrow at her, taking a few steps to stand before her and inspect the piece of jewelry.

“Have you been wearing that the whole time?”

“Yup.” She nodded. “It’s the reason why I’ve been able to shift. Doc gave it to me after the security check so I’m good if I want to linger down here for a few days to keep you company. Omarion planted a story that I’m a temporary prisoner waiting to be transported to another location. One of the other prisons apparently exploded due to a crazy hellhound, so it was perfect timing.”

“Interesting,” I muttered and took a few steps back to look at all of them again. “How much do you guys know and how long are you allowed to remain down here for?”

Adonis took the opportunity to answer, growing serious enough that it was almost hard to tell him and Otis apart.

“We know the ones that kidnapped you are dead, but the one who brought you to this place is still on the run. The secret ops are on it because that individual is one of many kidnapping supernaturals across NYC, if not globally.”

“We’ve been doing some digging of our own,” Otis began. “And it looks like this kidnapping thing is far deeper than any of us realized. There are at least fifty hidden prisons in NYC alone.”

“What?” I quietly gasped in shock. “Fifty?!”

Dominick nodded, crossing his arms as he tried to remain calm. “It’s frustrating. What’s more frustrating is the lack of help. The council in question wants to let the authorities look into it first, especially with your obvious kidnapping, but they don’t want to call it that and scare the public even more.”

Otis huffed. “As if the news outlets aren’t catching on. It’s common knowledge not to mess with us, just like many highly ranked supernaturals. Instead, someone hires humans to kidnap our Cassandra, and it’s been a month without any clues from the team? What bullshit is that?”

“Do those in power know about Omarion?” I asked.

“No,” they replied in unison. Tristana began to pace around, crossing her arms under her breasts. “When I was hired, the Secret Ops finally got permission to start looking into the kidnappings. Far too many powerful supernaturals have gone missing. It seems that it began with homeless shifters and extremely rare supernaturals. You’d think being rare would mean people would have eyes on you, but because of their rarity, the majority of them were in hiding to avoid being detected. Then in the last couple of years, things began to escalate.”

“Escalate?” I pressed, hoping for more on this matter.

“Police started arresting supernaturals for the stupidest things, and the injustice of it all only began to grow worse because the judges and juries would hand out long sentences and penalties in cases that seemed innocent. Those who were charged with murder and rape were getting off with probations and warnings, while those who were caught stealing food or sleeping where they shouldn’t were given five-year, ten-year, even life sentences. It’s barbaric.” She shook her head and looked over to us as she paused in her pacing.

“When you were kidnapped, I did a full-on investigation and gathered all this information in three days. These issues have been happening for years and everyone has been ignoring it. The Secret Ops can’t jump on any case they want. They have to be ordered to. If not, they have no choice but to ignore it.”

“That’s foolishness,” I complained with anger.

“Exactly.” Dominick nodded in agreement. “Then there’s the underground bidding.”

“Underground bidding?”

“We found out about the place from Everett. It’s the reason you’re not in the lower levels,” Adonis noted.

Otis grimace deepened as he crossed his arms.

“Stupidity, I tell you. There are massive TVs throughout the room, displaying some of the top prisons with the most lethal, powerful, and rare supernaturals in the world. Psychic Prison for Supernaturals is second on the list.”

“Which prison is first?”

“Dubai’s,” the four of them replied.

“That place keeps coming up around here,” I pointed out.

Otis bobbed his head. “It’s nothing like this prison. Far too luxurious. I can see why, but it’s still ridiculous.”

Adonis shook his head. “Anyway, the underground bidding displays any new prisoners or anyone that suddenly shows potential. The reports supposedly come from guards, but many times they’re from prisoners who are sent in as spies to survey the prison and see who’s a threat and who’s beneficial. Some are even hired by superior individuals on the outside to monitor or kill a supernatural that may threaten their alibi.”

Like the gorilla woman.

“That means when I was officially entered in the system, my image popped up?”

“Exactly.” Dominick nodded. “And we were lucky to snag you before someone tried to outbid Everett.”

“Outbid meaning you guys had to pay actual money to secure me?” It was like I’d become a slave and was being bought. That didn’t settle well in my stomach at all.

It actually made me want to vomit.

Dominick walked over to stand behind me, his arms hooking around me as he gave me a comforting hug. “Don’t tense up, princess. I know the idea is sickening, but this is honestly one of the many things supernaturals do. To us, it’s a disgusting, unacceptable practice, but to other supernaturals, it’s a game. For those who’ve lived for a one or two centuries, it’s entertainment.”

If it wasn’t for his wonderful scent that wrapped around me, I was sure I would have gone on a tangent.

“So you guys all had to bid?” I mumbled.

“No. We had to put our money together and let Everett bid.”

“If they know I’m down here, why isn’t anyone saying anything?” I questioned. “There’s obvious proof that I was thrown in here against my will and not because I’m a criminal.”

“In order to bid, you have to go through their security.” Tristana ran her hand through her long locks, appearing a little annoyed. “One of the processes involves you taking a secret oath via magic spell. You can talk about the place itself in conversation like we are now, but if you try to rat them out to the authorities or have hidden intentions to reveal the place, you won’t be able to.”

“Even if you’re undercover?”

“Yup. The magic has a way of sensing who is genuinely curious and who wants to use the information to shut them down. I don’t know how they do it, but it’s solid and has worked for quite some time, seeing as the Secret Ops can barely budge through this kidnapping fiasco,” Tristana replied.

“What if they genuinely were curious, and later changed their mind?”

“Same effect. Think of it as a spell that stays on you until who knows when,” Tristana reasoned.

“Isn’t us talking about it to this extent considered against it?”

“Nope.” Dominick shook his head. “Because we don’t have any intention to take them down. It’s when you go up to, say, a police officer and try to spill the beans that the magic will do its thing.”

“It just disables you from saying it,” I confirmed.

“Depending on how much you know,” Adonis noted. “The more you know, the more painful it can get when you attempt to spill the beans. Some have died trying to ‘bring them down.’”

“All right. Then what’s the plan? I can’t get out of this easily, can I?”

“Not necessarily.” Otis looked even more annoyed as he scrunched his face. “We’re still working out a plan, but unless we can prove your innocence, which is impossible since you were dumped here, we have to try and shut this whole prison down.”

“Which, as of now, is impossible,” Adonis revealed.

“Unless we can get enough horsepower from the inside out,” Dominick whispered.

“Which means basically doing what happened at that other prison that exploded. Just minus the ‘almost everyone dying’ part,” Tristana said.

“How are we possibly going to do that? So far I’ve made more enemies than friends.”

“You said you made two friends,” Tristana reminded. I’d only explained bits about Alisha and Ivy, but now that the others were here, it would be good to let them know about the two allies I had.

Three if you counted Omarion, and four if I’m on Doc’s good side.

“I made two friends. Ivy and Alisha. It’s not like we’re close buddies who will die for one another, but we eat together. Ivy’s a wolf shifter. I think an Alpha or something.”

“How did an Alpha wolf get trapped in here?” Adonis pondered. “Sure, anyone can get trapped in here, but Alphas, especially females, are rare and pretty powerful on their own.”

“She probably doesn’t have a pack.” Tristana sighed and leaned against the wall as she tapped her lips in wonder with her finger. “Yes, Alpha females are rare and powerful, but without a pack, she probably doesn’t know what her potential is.”

“Maybe.” I couldn’t answer that, seeing as I didn’t know much about how she got in here. Certainly, there was foul play, but to what degree?

“What about Alisha?” Adonis questioned.

“I’m honestly not sure what she is,” I admitted. “She has a royal vibe to her. Um, Monarch?”

The four of them were silent, giving me blank expressions.

“Is that a bad word or something?” I questioned.

“Monarchs are what supernaturals consider gods. Think of them as supernatural demigods,” Otis answered. “Last name?”

“Butterfly.”

“Hmm.” Otis bit his lip. “That last name is part of a legend. I doubt it’s her if she’s young, but there was a family with that surname that bore only Monarchs. However, female Monarchs are almost non-existent at this point. If she’s truly a Monarch, she’s going to be one of our best advantages.”

“Interesting,” I mumbled. “Why is she trapped here then?”

“Maybe she doesn’t know how powerful she is?” Tristana suggested. “It’s like the Alpha wolf, Ivy, but on a greater scale. Monarchs are powerful because they know just how lethal they can be. Think of it like being a confident boxer or martial arts master. When you’ve gained enough experience and won enough times, your confidence and capabilities increase. Only in this case, with supernaturals, there are very few limits to our capabilities. Monarchs are like supernaturals on steroids.”

“So, she doesn’t really know how much of a badass she is,” I concluded.

“Exactly.” Adonis nodded.

“She has amnesia,” I noted. “Don’t know how, but she’s also psychic.”

“Psychic but has amnesia?” Tristana pondered it. “Well, some psychics can’t read themselves.”

“Or there’s a block.” Otis looked intrigued. “If a Monarch is down here and it wasn’t her choice, someone obviously put her here.”

“And they’re going to be screwed when she finds out,” Dominick added, releasing me from his hold to walk over to stand next to Tristana.

“An advantage for us,” I whispered. “Alisha said I’ll for sure come back here, but by choice and not due to someone else’s desire.”

“Someone else’s?” Otis arched an eyebrow. “Your tone makes it seem like your kidnapping was truly on purpose.”

“It was,” I declared and frowned. “You guys don’t know?”

“About?” the four of them said in unison.

I bit my lip, wondering if it was safe to even say it down here.

Tristana lifted her hand up in a stop signal.

“If you know who it is, don’t say it here. We may have this part secured to a certain extent, but if it’s someone who’s close to us, they could have initiated a spell here without your knowledge.”

“Meaning?”

“Say, for example, Otis hates my guts,” Dominick suggested.

“I hate you,” Otis said with such seriousness, we all turned to stare at him.

Adonis snickered. “It’s amusing how true that sounded when it’s the complete opposite of how you feel.”

“I almost believed that for a second,” Dominick noted.

“Must be nice to be a twin.” Tristana shook her head.

“Anyways.” Otis rolled his eyes. “Say I actually hate you.”

“Yes,” Dominick carried on. “And he ends up wanting me dead. If he had access to my room, he could lay a spell. If I end up finding out he wants me dead and I say it without magically protecting myself, it could trigger the spell that would kill me instantly.”

My wide-eyed expression made Tristana quickly follow up with, “That’s the extreme case and is extremely expensive. Not just anyone can place that kind spell. It has to be one of two types of individuals. Either a god with black magic or a Nephilim.”

“Nephilim,” I mumbled, remembering Doc’s conversation about doing tests on one. “There’s one on Level Four, I think.”

They hit me with another wave of silence and blank stares.

“So…that means the likelihood of that death spell being in this room is pretty high, huh?”

“Yes,” Adonis and Otis replied.

“A god wouldn’t do a spell for mere money,” Dominick elaborated. “It’s like with fae. Some of us want items or even special flowers and plants that are extremely hard to find or grow. Whoever this person is probably doesn’t have connections to a god, or they would send that god here to finish you up.”

“Which means it could have been the Nephilim, but they are extremely rare, which tells me they aren’t here of their own accord. If they are, then they’re not following anyone’s rules but their own. From what I’ve researched, the lower the level, the deadlier they can be, but it can also mean they’re a danger to the outside world. If this case refers to the latter, I feel as though Dubai would have been the better choice.”

“That means I can’t tell you,” I sighed, and walked to the bed, sitting down like I’d lost all my energy.

Dominick and Tristana moved to sit next to me. Adonis and Otis exchanged a look and moved closer to us.

“I think we might suspect who it is.”

“Even so, I can’t prove it yet. I might have mentioned it to Omarion?”

“Where were you when you mentioned it?” Dominick asked.

“Doc’s office. My impression is that it’s pretty secure. All the times I’ve been in there, Omarion’s been able to turn the surveillance off.”

“Omarion seems to find a way out of everything,” Tristana noted. “However.” Her voice went so low that I struggled to hear her, even though she was right next to me. “He’s a double agent and has to play both sides. He’s defiantly loyal to the Secret Ops, but let’s be real. Can we trust that they’re on our side?”

The four of us didn’t need to say a word. We all shook our heads at his question.

“Exactly.” Tristana looked at her wrist, the gold bracelet catching my attention once more. I glanced over to the others’ wrists, noticing they wore similar bracelets, just in a variety of metallic colors.

“I’ll be honest, I don’t necessarily trust the Secret Ops yet. It’s a shiny position on the outside, and even grazing the surface makes it a respectable job to have as a supernatural, but I find it a little hard to believe that they’re just finding out what is going on now. Psychic Prison isn’t new. Neither is the one in Dubai. These are underground prisons that could very well be decades old, which only enhances my speculations that this whole Supernatural Captivity Movement isn’t something new.”

“That’s what they’re calling it?” I was actually amused by it.

“You’d be surprised. News outlets are portraying all different scenarios. Some are saying it’s a myth, others are saying these kidnappings are to try and make war against the humans. Talking about humans, some are rejoicing. They’re still bitter about their financial loss, as if we’re the ones who voted for the governmental officials and president to run them straight into financial crisis.”

Her eyes darkened, glowing dark blue. “Everything about this is ridiculous and no one wants to touch it because it’s like opening a can of worms. Once it’s open, whatever comes out is yours to deal with and all those who want those worms to stay in their designated place will come out of the woodwork to get rid of you.”

“So, we’re stuck,” I concluded. “I literally can’t say who put me here, and it’s not like we can trust Doc to the fullest and waltz over to his medical office and say who it is either. He’s helpful, but from all the conversations I’ve heard, he’s all about protecting himself. Plus, I think I screwed up my chances at extra privileges after the thing with the gorilla.”

“Did you have a tantrum? That’s why?” Otis questioned.

“No,” I huffed and crossed my arms over my chest. “She started it. Sure, I was angry, but I didn’t lose my shit to the point of no return.”

“So, a mini tantrum?” Adonis inquired.

“No tantrum.” I pouted my lips.

“But she’s dead?” Dominick had a smirk on his lips.

“I was defending myself.” I was getting annoyed.

“A tiny defensive tantrum?”

I was glaring now, and the four of them moved so quickly to the bars, it made me smirk.

“Oh no. She’s plotting murder now.”

“Princess,” Adonis began and Otis carried on, “You really shouldn’t kill us.”

“Especially since you love us,” Tristana reasoned.

“You’re lucky I do,” I muttered, but gave up on being upset. My head already felt heavy with all the new information and the results all led to the same conclusion: I was stuck here.

“Does that mean I only get to see Tristana?” I inquired, looking in the direction of the others.

“I can’t stay for long,” Tristana reminded. “A week at most, and that also includes me snooping.”

“The three of us will be around for a week.” Otis delivered the news. “We’re acting as trainees and are supposed to be sent to different prisons after.”

“How’s that supposed to work?”

“Well.” Adonis smirked and placed his hands casually behind his head. “Remember we were supposed to go on that six-month mission?”

“Oh yeah!” I sarcastically stated. “How could I have possibility forgotten?”

Adonis’s smirk morphed to a full-blown smile. “Due to your disappearance, plans changed.”

“That doesn’t include the old hag.” Dominick sounded relieved.

They don’t know she’s the one who put me here. I can’t say anything without risking death or some other unknown punishment. Ugh! I have to play this smart.

“What do you mean?” I innocently asked, hoping I wouldn’t give away anything.

“Ms. Widow wanted us to go to Dubai for our supernatural council training. Just like how they have the best prisons, the strongest council leaders are normally there unless they need to deal with political situations like these kidnappings. Since they’re spread out among various states and countries aiding different leaders on the situation, they want a younger council to be formed and trained ASAP. All four of us qualify, and our jobs will grant us leave once they announce we’ve been chosen, which will only accelerate our popularity and status, but we’re missing a person,” Otis explained.

“Missing a person?”

“Councils are usually five. Also, as of last year, it’s mandatory that one member has to be female,” Dominick elaborated.

That news wasn’t going to settle well with me.

I raised my hand. “I volunteer!”

“Princess, this ain’t the Hunger Games.” Tristana was giving me a sparkling smile. “Though, we’d be more than happy to have you if it was solely our choice.”

“Meaning that’s a no, huh?” This reunion was really beginning to suck balls.

“If you were supernatural, there would be no question. However, to them you’re not and are technically missing,” Adonis acknowledged.

“What if we find out how to get me out of here? Can’t I try then? We may not know for sure what I am, but I don’t think I’m completely mortal.”

“Only if we can bail you out in two months.” Otis sighed. “Also, in order for you to be on the council, you’d have to have a second form.”

“Second form?” This whole thing was like a secret initiation.

“Some supernatural races can obtain a second form. What that means is a change of appearance. Think of it like shapeshifting, but you’re turning into your more godly self.”

“So…like Edward walking into the sun and beginning to sparkle.”

The four of them grinned at the example, and Otis shook his head. “I swear to god, that movie is a plague to my kind.”

“Still funny as fuck.” Adonis chuckled. “People actually think you guys sparkle and don’t explode in the sun.”

“Yet if fae sparkle, humans think the world is ending. So stupid.” Dominick shook his head. “Anyway, it’s like what you said. When I let my fae characteristics out, my ears grow pointier and I can change my height, hair, the whole deal, but if I let my fae magic resonate at a certain frequency, it’ll influence my appearance completely, making me the ideal height and build. Characteristics that fae consider as godly. That can also be applied to dragons, incubi and succubi, vampires, alpha wolves, Nephilim, and gods. Hybrids are more dangerous.”

“Why?” I asked.

“They can have two powerful appearances. Think of it as being able to live a triple life. One for the human side of you and one for each of the supernatural sides. There’s also the chance of being able to infuse both, but it takes years to achieve,” Otis explained.

“So, each of you has this”—I used my hand to gesture to them and their current appearances—“side of your appearance, and then there’s this Super Saiyan side, correct?”

“Yup,” Tristana answered, amused by my Dragon Ball reference. “For myself, I have more wiggle room since I can shift into many things. It also means I can be male or female, but I don’t want to apply as a female. It would mean a guy has to join our ranks and we’re not very receptive to new people.”

“Omarion?” I suggested.

“Can’t trust him yet.” Tristana let her voice go low. “Again, I see the truth in his actions, as does Dominick, but until I know where we stand with the Secret Ops, that’s off the table.”

“So, you guys are going to have a girl in your midst,” I grumbled.

A girl who is going to be some badass, power-flaunting council member and be with my men for six months…or life.

That whole thought pissed me off.

“Is she gonna throw a tantrum?” Tristana whispered. “‘Cause it feels like she’s going to.”

“Not sure,” Adonis replied.

“Cassandra.” Otis tried to reach me but I ignored them all.

What’s happening? Why is my life turning upside down? I’m losing the people I love to everyone else. I got trapped here by my stupidity, I can’t reveal the name of the woman that wants me dead, there’s no way I can get out of this hellhole, and now that my supernatural bros are here and I told them how I feel, they’re going to be gone in a week. This is fucking nuts.

“Cass, baby.”

The soft touch to my knee made me look away from my lap and to Dominick, who was kneeling in front of me.

“I know it’s a lot and we wanted to bring better news, but we needed to be honest about what’s happening outside of these walls. We’re working on changing things around for the better, but we need a bit more time. Our priority is to get you out first. We can’t go to Dubai unless you’re safe and away from here. We should have some sort of plan within a month’s time. We’ll be delaying the decision of the last member for as long as we can. Until then, can you be patient for us? Please.”

He was using those pleading orange eyes of his; the golden stars that twinkled in their depths reached my heart and made me cave in.

“Fine.” It’s not like there was any other choice that would get us out of this.

“That’s not a good response either,” Tristana pointed out.

Adonis and Otis side-glared at him, but I interrupted. “I’ll be patient. We still have some time. You guys are alive, and I finally got to see you. The world hasn’t ended, and maybe this place is keeping me alive for now. Who knows.”

The sound of footsteps caught our attention and my four loves pressed against the wall on my right. Dominick had his hand out, leaving me to wonder if he was going to use some spell or even a glamour, seeing as he was wearing that special bracelet.

Omarion emerged, glancing at the wall to see the guys lined up. He arched an eyebrow in question, looking back at me for an explanation.

“They thought you were someone else,” I announced.

“Oh.” He shrugged. “I was on guard, remember?”

“Right,” Dominick replied, but I bet their reaction would have been the same with anyone outside of our group.

I certainly couldn’t trust down here, but I wanted to believe Omarion was one of the good guys.

“Switch time is in five minutes. I need to give you guys the full guard schedule, but just know Adonis and Otis got scheduled to watch Cass this week. Putting all three of you on her would be too suspicious. They were only okay with Otis and Adonis because they’re twins, and they honestly can’t tell you guys apart anyway,” he explained.

I frowned and looked at Dominick. He didn’t seem visibly upset, but a shift in the air told me he didn’t like the news.

“Cool,” was all he said, while Otis and Adonis nodded.

Tristana looked tired, which caught my attention.

“Tristana?” I asked, drawing her attention to me. “You okay?”

“I’ve never stayed this long as a girl,” she noted. “I’m tired. I think you guys should go ahead. I’m gonna cuddle.” She yawned and rubbed her eyes.

“Lucky,” Adonis and Otis muttered.

“You guys make it seem like he’s staying behind on purpose.” Dominick was at least grinning now. “Let’s go.”

Each of them came to hug me, Dominick embracing me the longest and placing a kiss on my cheek. He leaned in and whispered, “We’ll get time together. Promise. Just dream of me.”

“Okay,” I replied and gave him a tiny smile.

Otis and Adonis gave me one last long look before following Dominick out of my cell, and then following Omarion, who gave me a glance before he walked away.

“So much for goodbye from Stubborn Butt,” I huffed.

Tristana sat on my bed and crawled to the other side. She was already tucking herself in, her eyes barely staying open.

“Do you like Omarion?”

I burst out laughing, sounding like a lunatic. “There’s no way I like-like him.”

Tristana’s half-open eyes stared at me for a long minute.

“Why do I have a feeling that’s not true?”

“I don’t like him, Tristan.”

“Tristana.” She emphasized the A, but it was weaker than usual as her eyes finally lost the battle to stay open. “I’ll figure it out…later.”

“There’s nothing to figure out,” I huffed.

“Come here.” She tapped the mattress lazily. “I want…cuddles.”

“You can barely move.”

“Cuddles.”

“You’re going to fall asleep anyway.”

“Cud…dles.”

I sighed, knowing she’d fight until she started sleep-talking about cuddling. “Fine.”

I laid down and snuggled right into her arms.

“Your boobs are too big.”

“Jelly Cassy.”

“Cass,” I corrected, but relaxed. “Don’t abandon me, okay?”

The thought of the entire situation was already fighting its way into my mind, flooding me with negativity regarding the near future.

Most importantly, making me feel like a boring, weak human with powers I can’t summon or control unless I’m about to perish.

“Never,” she whispered and hugged me. “You’re….ours.”

Her breathing slowed then, and I knew for sure she was finally asleep.

I didn’t bother trying to sleep.

The conversation we had merely played on repeat, and I knew I’d have to get out of this place as soon as I could.

Or I may truly lose everything I love.


Blend In And Lustful Dreaming


“You’re going to be back in the morning, right?”

I was trying not to fall asleep, feeling exhausted after a hefty day.

Today we’d been given mine work, something I never would have thought prisoners would do in this day and age.

It was, of course, even deeper into the tunnels of this zero-sunlight prison, and each of us had been given the tools, helmets, and attire for the exerting activity.

I had some amazing stamina, but five hours of work with guards watching and ordering us to work faster as though we were on some type of time limit was far too much for me.

Tristan, or in this case, Tristana, was struggling by the final hour, which only proved how crazy this was. Apparently this was something that would happen once a month, unless a group of prisoners did something bizarre and pissed off those in charge.

When that happened, the whole prison suffered. At least those like us did, who didn’t have the power to avoid these things. I’d seen Ivy during the first hour and we’d exchanged a quick hello, but she was gone within the third hour.

Alisha was nowhere in sight, and from the familiar prisoners I could recall from the cafeteria, it looked as though there were only Level Ones and Twos.

The mining exercise involved both men and women, giving me an opportunity to see some of the male prisoners. Some looked like average humans you’d see on the street, while others looked like the stereotypical criminals you’d see in movies.

Massive bodies, piercings in random places, and tattoos all over — some with immense detail and some that looked as though they got them within these very walls.

I was happy Tristana was with me so none of these guys tried to talk to me. I wasn’t sure if it was because of the vicious glare Tristana gave anyone that tried to get close to us, or because of her loud declarations that I was hers.

Either way, people backed up quite a distance, leaving us in miserable, sweaty peace.

We took the fastest shower ever thanks to the hot water running out. Those who had the wherewithal to endure cold water showers on a daily basis were warriors, because my body could not handle it at all.

In hot summers, it was different, but the tunnels were already chilly, and our activity was the only thing keeping us warm. The moment we finished, we had to take the long route back, and with the drop in temperature, we were right back to shivering, the cold sweat that clung to our bodies only making it worse.

We’d rushed back to warm up, which lead to a lot of cuddling and kissing, but Tristan had warned me he had to investigate and gather some more information. Omarion had gathered a lot of info that was useful for this assignment, but Tristan felt like there was more to it. He’d be able to blend in easily with his shapeshifter abilities, leaving me less worried about him wandering around, but I was already craving his warmth.

It had only been three days since he’d arrived, which meant his “transfer” to the new prison was looming.

A part of me was still rejoicing at the opportunity to be in his arms and have the others drop by whenever they could sneak in during guard rotations, but I kept counting the days to when I’d be all alone again, leaving me an anxious mess.

“I’ll be back in a few hours. Shouldn’t take me all night. I have to be careful with Level Four, though. I’ve heard the rumors about how no one returns from there. I want to explore, but Omarion said he’ll schedule it when none of the Absolutes are there.”

“Absolutes,” I repeated, remembering Omarion’s cold warning.

“Do not dare talk with an Absolute unless you enjoy pain for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. They are some of the most powerful individuals in the supernatural universe, condemned to this place for whatever deadly sins they committed. They don’t follow the prison laws. In fact, they don’t follow anyone’s rules unless you’re one of them, and I can guarantee that you are not.” He looked away. “You wouldn’t want to sit next to one of those beings, and with a ninety to ten ratio between male Absolutes to females, you wouldn’t be pleased. They don’t ask permission to do anything. I think you can guess where that leads to.”

“They’re dangerous. Merciless. They kill with no remorse unless they feel you’re worthy of their time or attention. The prison has to get political leaders or high council members to come and check to make sure they’re where they’re supposed to be,” Tristan explained as he put on the top of his guard uniform.

“When they’re not there, where are they usually?”

“They can go anywhere as long as they report their location. It apparently depends on what they are. Certain supernaturals have to wear a specific bracelet or necklace. Others have to wear handcuffs, but they only appear if the individual decides they don’t want to return to the prison.”

“That makes me wonder if Level Four is very luxurious, like how they talk about Dubai.”

“That’s really dependent on the supernatural imprisoned.” Tristan turned back to look at me as he zipped up his vest. “For example, if a god was down there, they may fancy luxurious stuff, so they can decorate their designated space any way they want. Make it like an exquisite hotel or leave it like a wasteland. Some supernaturals like their environment to cater to their species. Angels would want something with light. Obviously natural light would be better, but with how deep we are already, that’s a bit difficult. In comparison to, say, Nephilim, whose places would be pitch dark. It doesn’t bother them since they can see through the darkness. Sometimes it can be entertaining since they love to watch their prey scurry away. From what I gather, the number of prisoners down there determines the space assigned to each, but with how few there are to begin with, it hasn’t been a problem.”

“Intriguing.” I bobbed my head and yawned. “Tristan. You really went hard on this research stuff.”

“Good distraction.” He gave me a sad smile, reminding me that they’d had to suffer a month without me around.

“Is Everett doing alright?” I figured I’d ask for the update, even though none of them really knew how he was doing because he’d been traveling nonstop to figure out a way to get me out of this mess.

I felt bad for bringing stress to him. I was an adult and should be able to get myself out of a situation like this, yet I was trapped, so there wasn’t much choice but to accept any help I could.

“He just came back from Ireland, apparently. He’s taking today and tomorrow off because he was beginning to get a cold.”

I frowned at the news. Tristan walked over to me so he could lean down and kiss me gently. “He’s fine. It’s most likely exertion. Traveling is hard, especially when Everett loves doing it in his bear form and not on a plane. If it wasn’t for Otis’s nagging, I’m sure he would have walked all the way to Ireland like it’s an easy trip.”

“How would he cross the ocean?”

“Supernaturals have special boat rides available and in some cases, other supernaturals will shift and provide transportation services.”

“Sometimes I envy the limitless opportunities you guys have.” My confession was like the squeak of a mouse.

Tristan held my chin, lifting it up so my eyes met his.

“You’re special, Cass. Being a supernatural has many perks, but it has many downsides too. We have to train ourselves to be more human-like, or the power we carry would influence our actions and thoughts, and, well…we’d all be like Otis.”

I quietly giggled. “Imagine how much money therapists would make from all the angry supernaturals in the world. In fact, they would probably add to the irritation and we’d all go ballistic.”

“War would never end.” Tristan smiled and stroked my cheek. “Don’t stress, all right? I’ll be safe, and soon enough, you’ll be out of this place. Can’t let you do any more of that mine work nonsense. I actually broke a nail.”

“You’re kinda hot as a girl, though.” I winked.

His cheeks actually burned red at the compliment. “I’m not sure how to respond to that.”

“You make me question if I’m bi-curious.”

“Is that even a term?” Tristan inquired.

My smile widened, and I lifted my arms out, waiting for a hug. “I’m not sure. I think I’m only intrigued because seeing you as a girl is a bit of a mind fuck…and hot.”

“That’s something we should explore one day,” he replied before his arms wrapped around me, hugging me tightly. “For now, I’ll enjoy having a cock, thanks.”

“Having a pussy isn’t bad at all, is it?”

“Not unless I get a period. I’m not dealing with any hormonal nonsense.”

“Would you actually get one?!” Now I was interested

“No,” he grumbled and pulled back to see the dull sadness in my eyes. “Why do you actually look disappointed? It’s like you want me to suffer.”

“I do,” I replied. “Then when I’m on my period, y’all will be NICE and not savage assholes who deserve a beating.”

“We’re totally nice to you!”

“Yeah, right!” I huffed. “When I get my period, you guys just love to test every ounce of my patience.”

“Facts,” Tristan agreed. “But! You get yours like once every four months.”

“Thanks to this implant. What’s going to happen if I get it in here? Actually…” I trailed off to think about it. “Aww, fuck. I’m screwed.”

“In what way? Screwed as in you want to be screwed, or that you’re screwed in the head? Better yet—OOF!”

I elbowed him before he could continue.

“Go away. I’m tired.”

“Aww.” He gave me a sheepish smile. “Don’t be cold to me, my Princess. You’re going to hurt my poor wounded heart.”

“Your heart was perfectly fine last night,” I reminded him about the steamy evening we’d experienced yesterday. It could have been another reason why my body was aching this morning, which only got worse when we found out it was mine day.

“That’s different,” he tried to reason with me. “The heart is always ready when it comes to being a little freaky between the sheets.”

“Sure.” I smiled and yawned again.

“You’re really tired.” He ran his hands through my long locks, lifting my head up to give me a passionate kiss that made tingles run through me. “Go to sleep. When I come back, I’ll try not to disturb you.”

“I want cuddles,” I said, trying to remind him of his demands for cuddles a few days ago.

“With me or Tristana?”

“Bit of both? Maybe Tristana first to avoid morning guard issues, but Tristan after,” I encouraged.

“As you wish.” He almost sang the words. “Let me get going. Want me to tuck you in?”

“How loving. Too bad this bed sucks and this blanket is a spare sheet,” I grumbled, missing the lavish bed I had back home.

“Use your imagination, Cass.” Tristan winked.

“That so doesn’t work, but sure.”

He chuckled, and it was hard to not get lost in his aroma and sexy eyes.

“Be good, Cass,” he whispered against my lips. “Get some rest while I blend in and do some Sherlock snooping.”

“Okay.” I decided to go to sleep instead of figuring out some other way of getting out of here.

I lay down as Tristan lifted the sheet with a graceful movement. It laid upon me perfectly, making me miss my weighted blanket back at home that gave me the best sense of comfort, helping me during those times I dealt with bouts of anxiety and panic.

Tristan must have said something, but my drifting mind was getting further away from those imprisoned walls, and closer to a place of pure serenity.

When I opened my eyes, I was in a beautiful forest. The sun was beginning to set, the sky filled with a variety of pastel colors that melded together. Soft pinks, golden oranges, and the vivid baby blue were shedding their last bit of glory before the darker colors hinted their arrival at the edges of the horizon.

The trees were tall on the outskirts, but I stood in a wide clearing with flowers and foreign plants I’d never seen in my life. Some glittered with fluid that flowed out from the depths of their cores, thick dew falling like a flowing waterfall of life, feeding the very soil that grew their foundations.

Others glowed with majestic power, a foreign energy that wrapped around me and brought a wonderous aroma along for the ride. My nose felt so sensitive to the different scents, my body perfectly at home in this place of peace.

I looked down at my body, noticing how different I felt. My skin was paler than usual, with a variety of shapes and markings that crawled all over my arms and legs. Made of different lines and symbols, a few reminded me of the random sketches I’d draw when I was completely zoned out.

My mind couldn’t fathom how they got there, but I wasn’t afraid. It felt like a natural occurrence, like I was born to carry these markings of divine power.

My body was cloaked in a thin white dress, one with gold trim and golden petals that gathered at the bottom of the silky material. It reached my knees, blowing with the warm wind that passed by.

I felt strong. Confident. Beautiful. Common emotions, and yet, in this world, it was so intense, it felt like I wasn’t me.

Who was I? Not the person within the body I knew.

I noticed that my hair was different. Goodbye to the brunette strands. My hair had an intriguing gold color to it, highlighted with orange tones and some platinum blonde.

My hands trailed down the smooth texture, and I noticed my ears felt pointier. A weight on my head alerted me to a hair ornament, and my fingers felt the sharp metal of what felt like a tiara.

If only I could see myself. All I could do was wonder about my appearance. Whether my eyes were their usual blue or something else.

Something new like the rest of me.

“Princess.”

My eyes drifted up, meeting those of a man. My breath was taken away by his commanding presence. His tall figure, his perfect skin. The way his orange eyes were rich like the sky above us, and even from the distance, I could see slight gold twinkles, reminding me of glorious stars that glittered in the sky at night. His emerald green hair was down, with hints of white standing out like tinsel.

He was so divine he could have been a god.

The first step he took toward me made my heart skip in longing. The closer he got to me with each step that followed, the more familiar he became. I knew him. In fact, I loved him, but I didn’t dare speak his name.

With one last step, there he was, and I gazed up into those magnetic eyes. They drew you right in, keeping you captive in admiration and delirious wonder.

His name repeated over and over in my head, but I didn’t dare speak it.

Not until told.

A grin sparked at the corners of his soft lips, and I was blessed with a smile that held a thousand words. It brightened his entire face, making his eyes grow even more captivating as his cheeks blushed slightly. His hands grazed my cheeks, the warmth of his touch making me close my eyes as I let the shivers his touch incited run through me.

How could one touch somehow light me up? Give me purpose and a sense of commitment to something I knew nothing about?

This place. His presence. Everything felt so real. So right.

Why couldn’t this be my life? To live in the forest of tranquility and be surrounded by nature itself? In the deepest parts of my soul, I knew this was the place I belonged. That I deserved to have a forest of my own and this man could give me the destiny I craved.

Another side of me, the part of the reason, reminded me of other commitments. That this wasn’t my only love and passion, but it was so far in the back of my mind, I couldn’t grasp it long enough to fully acknowledge its worth.

“Princess Cassandra.”

The smoothness in his rich, deep voice made my stomach flip in longing and made me want to kiss this familiar stranger. Why couldn’t I grasp more than just his name? I longed to know more of this perfect being and this world.

My eyes opened at his calling, my gaze meeting his once more.

“You missed me so much you came to visit me here? Or was it my desire to be around you?” His playful words confused me, and the chuckle that followed made me wish to hear it again and again, while I continued to appreciate his serene beauty.

“I…know you,” I acknowledged, still afraid to speak his name without permission. His eyes softened; the loving gaze he was bestowing on me made me want to melt in his arms and do anything he asked.

“You do, my Princess,” he revealed. “Can you say my name?”

I smiled, happy he’d given me the permission I’d desperately wanted.

“Dominick,” I said with conviction, and he rewarded me with a bigger smile before he lowered his head, our noses touching ever so slightly.

“Do you remember anything else?”

“No?” I said it as a question, hoping he’d be able to enlighten me. I wished to know everything about him. To learn about this world and why it resonated down to my soul.

“That’s good.” His approval left me confused.

“Cassandra,” he said my name again, making forget what the original fuss was about. His lips were so close to mine, and I longed to kiss him.

In this place, it felt like he was in complete control, and it was my role to submit to his very being. Unless he told me what to do, I’d remain as I was.

My confidence in him was uncalled for, but I respected every part of me that told me to obey.

“Do you want me to kiss you?”

“Yes.” My voice was but a whisper, weak, yet so full of desire it sounded completely foreign to me. I’d never craved something like this simple kiss, but now that was all I could think of.

His soft lips against mine. Letting the ripple of emotions that only he ignited consume me.

His lips were now my oxygen, and my desperation only grew the longer he made me wait.

His satisfied grin made the gold in his eyes glow vividly, and before I could get lost in those, he closed the distance.

The single kiss brought a burst of energy. Longing, desire, love, passion. How could it feel as though I’d known this man my whole life, and we were now finally seeing each other? Had distance pulled us away? Had the Universe brought us here to rekindle such intense passion?

In the wilderness that felt like home, to have his tender lips moving against mine was a dream come true.

I’d wanted this, begged for this love, but I was weak, afraid, and worried I’d ruin it all. Whatever my past was, in the realm of this serenity, I could have what I wanted, and it was him.

All I want at this very moment is Dominick.

Our kiss deepened, and I let him take the lead. He deserved to control where this went, and I’d follow him to the very end. We went from standing in the middle of the clearing to lying in a soft patch of grass, and my body was pulsating with pleasure.

His kisses had some sort of magic, because they captivated my mouth and ignited a sensation of hands trailing down the sides of my body from my ribs to my hips, like vines doing all the work while his real hands kept me pinned to the ground.

I loved this form of captivity. Submitting to his desires, or at least to the passion we both shared. His hold didn’t hurt me. The bit of pain that did come when he tightened it for a moment only brought more waves of pleasure that hit my core and made me wet between my legs.

The thought of my growing arousal made me want to spread them, but I did the opposite and kept them pressed against one another, which seemed to make the throbbing stronger.

A rumble vibrated against his throat and made me open my eyes slightly, witnessing his stunning eyes and expression of pure amusement.

“Do you want me to please you, Princess?”

Should I answer? Will I get in trouble for wanting him to please me? To make the ache stop, even temporarily?

His mouth brushed along my lower lip, his teeth tugging before he sucked it with intensity. I fought not to succumb to the pleasure.

I couldn’t ignore his question any longer.

“Yes.” I was breathless. “Please? I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” His eyes remained on mine, his lips beginning to trail down my body. Each kiss struck another chord of desire, while the nips along my flesh made me grow hotter.

I didn’t fight the tiny moans that left me, wishing only for him to continue and praying such soft sounds would motivate him to carry on.

He kept going, the stars twinkling in his eyes informing me that he was pleased by my obvious enjoyment. I couldn’t recall when he’d removed my white dress, but to see my white lace bra and the bow of my white panties excited me.

It could lead to something even more delightful than what he’d already delivered with mere kisses and his touch. I wanted to feel how silky smooth his hair was, but my hands felt tied.

I could have looked to see what kept me in place, but soon it was meaningless, because my eyes were devoted to Dominick’s as he positioned himself right between my spread legs.

If I didn’t keep concentrating, I’d miss everything he did to me, and that wasn’t going to happen. Not when we were at the part I’d been hungry for.

“White silk complements you, Princess.” His hushed words made me smile sweetly at him, and in return, he took a long whiff, his nose pressed against the fabric.

“I can smell your arousal for me. Makes me wonder if you’re wet for me on the other side.”

Part of his words made sense, while others didn’t. The sensual escapade was beyond anything I’d experienced, and the mystery of this place only accentuated it.

I wasn’t going to tell him to carry on, but my eyes must have been pleading for him to continue.

“Should I stop torturing you with my slow pace?”

I slowly nodded.

“What if doing this pleases me?”

I hadn’t thought about it that way or how the acknowledgment of his lust only heightened the thrumming desperation to come.

“Then carry on.”

“Even if it makes your suffering longer?”

“Yes.” I meant it. To know I was turning him on sparked a new level of devotion, one that involved doing everything that satisfied him.

“I’ve always wanted you to call me by something else.”

His change of subject interested me, my ears perking up so I didn’t miss his next words.

“I’ll feed your desires if you call me Daddy.”

That was an easy request and the outcome of it would be outstanding.

“Daddy.” The seductive tone in my voice was new, and it must have surprised Dominick, because shock flooded his widened eyes before they darkened, hungry for nothing but me.

“Good girl.” His praise left me shivering in anticipation, and it only grew when he pulled my panties to the side, admiring my glistening pussy like a precious treasure.

He didn’t waste any more time, his hot tongue licking between my folds before slipping inside me. My moan was loud, but what was to worry about when it was only us in this vast paradise?

When his tongue pulled out too soon, I felt devastated and looked down to search his eyes as to what I’d done wrong. His curled lips taunted me.

“When you cum, it may push you back to where you came from,” he warned. “Want me to continue?”

“Does it mean we won’t meet anymore?”

“No, my princess. You’ll see me again. Just not in your dreams.”

“Will you look like this?”

“More human.” He winked and blew hot breath onto my clit, making me shudder and remember my burning need.

“Doesn’t mean I can’t deliver on that side of the spectrum, sweet Cassandra.”

Holy fuck.

The way he said my name was like watching melted chocolate being poured onto strawberries you were about to indulge in. All while classical music played in the background.

Why that came to my mind was beyond me.

“Focus, Princess. Your mind is drifting.”

My head fell back as he dove in, his tongue sliding deep into my hot pussy.

The feeling was out of this world, my sensitive body reacting as though it was his very length thrusting into me.

“Let me hear you, Cassandra.” The pause in pleasure was agonizing, reminding me of what I’d promised to do.

“Daddy!” I begged. “More. Please?!”

His low growl was followed with him lapping me up like melting ice cream. All I could do was moan Daddy over and over again, the pleasure volcano ready to erupt. I felt every quake of my walls as they tightened, preparing for the strong orgasm that threatened to hit any second.

Dominick’s presence drifted into my mind with his booming command. “Cum, Cassandra!”

“Daddy!” I screamed in pure ecstasy, my climax consuming me whole until my eyes flashed open and I sat up in a panting mess.

My hair clung to my forehead as sweat dripped down the side of my face. My body was shaking, not out of fear but from the lingering aftershocks that convulsed through me.

I quickly scanned the room, searching to see if Dominick or anyone else was around, but my cell was dark and empty. Looking over to where Tristan’s temporary cot was, I saw his folded prison attire was still there.

With a sigh, I lay back down and stared at the ceiling, fighting desperately to catch my breath. Once I could breathe like a normal human being again, I slipped my hand into my panties, noticing that I hadn’t dreamt any of this.

“There’s no way that could have solely been a wet dream,” I muttered to myself.

However, there was also no possible way I could have transcended out of this place to somewhere else.

With a sigh, I got up and stripped out of my clothes, my body far too hot to be bothered by thick, irritating prison fabric.

Lying back down and covering my naked body with a thin blanket, my reeling mind eventually began to drift. I was on the verge of sleeping when something soft pressed against my right temple, causing me to stir.

“Sorry, babe.” Tristan’s soft whisper made me quietly mutter something nonsensical. He chuckled, and the warmth of his broad body wrapped around me. From the feeling of his hot skin, he must have been naked.

“I’m back,” he whispered into my ear.

“Mhm…back.” I was trying to stay awake, but now the seeping exhaustion from my dreamy events was catching up to me.

Another kiss to my temple had me smile slightly, relaxing in Tristan’s arms.

“Why do I have a sneaking suspicion Dominick was here?” He was clearly pondering this to himself, but I couldn’t reply, sinking deeper into sleep.

“Fae. It must be nice to Dreamscape. Do whatever they want. No wonder he didn’t argue about the guard schedule. Hmph.”

Dreamscape.

I hoped to cling to the name of whatever Tristan was accusing Dominick of, but the claws of sleep wrapped around my consciousness, and only time would tell if I remembered in the morning.

Lustful dreaming. What a wonderful thing.


Seduction Is A Blessing And A Curse


“Otis’s shift got canceled?” I questioned as I worked on finishing my soup for dinner.

“It’s technically my fault,” Adonis admitted casually. “I accidentally lured a mass of women to tackle me in lust. Apparently, it caused a bit of a stir and I’m being transferred to Dubai’s prison, where good-looking guards is normal.”

I gawked in horror, not at him getting mobbed by a bunch of female prisoners, but the reasoning regarding the guards’ appearance.

“Wait. So, they hire…ugly people? I feel horrible just saying that,” I noted.

“Hmm.” Adonis pondered for a second. “Think of it more like hiring less attractive humans and supernaturals who won’t distract prisoners. I got a few guys’ numbers too.”

“Seriously?!”

“You’d be surprised.” His proud gaze and dazzling purple eyes proved how happy it made him feel to be acknowledged by both genders of the supernatural race. “You should have seen how the human guards reacted when they first saw me. One guy fainted.”

“Stop.” I was going to spurt my soup if he kept going with these hysterics. “They don’t hang all over Omarion.”

“Omarion is scary sexy,” Adonis reasoned. “When you look at him, he’s like an Otis but all buff and formidable. You stand from afar and crush on him.”

“And you?”

“I am an approachable, sexy guard with a soft complexion and eyes that can stop hearts from beating.” He winked seductively, blowing a kiss my way for added emphasis.

Now I did spurt out my soup, unable to stop the wave of laughter that shook me. “Stop. I can’t. This has to be fake.”

“Totally real.” He chuckled. “You’re lucky they fixed the sound barrier stuff or I’d have to keep you quiet.”

“Oh, really? How would you do that?” I taunted. His pleased grin only widened as he looked down the hall before unlocking my cell. Slipping through the small space, he slid it closed and headed to where I was sitting on the floor.

Reaching for the napkin to pat away the bits of soup that got on my chest and wiping my mouth, I gave him my full attention as he lifted the mini table that held my dinner, replacing the empty spot with himself.

When he was sitting cross-legged, I rolled my eyes.

“Well, would you look at that. You’ve kept me quiet for five seconds. Now why are you sitting right in front of me?”

“I was going to give you a gift.”

“Oh really?” I arched an eyebrow. “Where is it?”

He dramatically cleared his throat and bowed his head like I was royalty.

“Princess Cassandra, I’ve come bearing the greatest gift of all time.” His noble voice almost had me giggling again.

“Which is?”

“Me!” He put both of his arms up, his hands lowering to the sides of his face before he literally made his way down like he was caressing his body with baby oil.

I covered my mouth with my hand to muffle my snickers.

“Why are you laughing?” he questioned. “I’m a holy temple.”

“Yeah, right!” I giggled. “Holy temple of what? Seduction? Cum?!”

“Stop this.” He looked hurt by my words, but I kept on giggling.

“You’re an incubus. You’re nowhere close to this ‘holy’ temple you speak of, unless it revolves around sex.”

“Princess, you hurt my soul,” he said dramatically, but had that sexy grin on his lips.

“I mean no harm to your soul, but your attempts to keep me quiet have obviously failed.”

“Darn.” He sighed. “If Otis was here, he’d be good at this.”

“He’d glare at us until we submitted to the silence his anger demands from us,” I reasoned.

“Ah, true. Brother needs therapy.”

“Didn’t we try that?”

“Yeah.” Adonis smirked mischievously. “He was able to make the poor therapist silent for the entire session. It was actually pretty funny.”

“Otis needs a chill pill.”

“Or a hug from you. That kiss he gave you when he went all apologetic was kind of hot.” His reminder had me blushing.

“Out of the four of you, I would think he liked me the least,” I noted. “He’s always so…well… angry.” I pointed out the obvious.

“I’ve known about Otis’s feelings for you for ages. Just like I’ve known you liked us.”

“Really?” I found it so strange that they liked me just as I liked them, and we’d never been able to confront that love due to our devotion to remaining friends. To maintaining the bond we shared.

“Yup, even though I would have kicked him out of the picture any day to be with you, Cass.” He winked as I shook my head.

“What about bros before hos?”

“First off, you’re not a ho.”

“Aww.”

“You’re a bro.”

“Fuck off.”

He smirked, but with a blink, I was against the cement floor, his hands holding both my wrists captive above my head while his body pressed against mine, igniting a heat I was getting far too used to between my aching legs.

“Second of all, out of all of us, I’m the one with power and control to make you mine and mine alone, and yet I didn’t.”

“Why?” I questioned, my voice low as I curiously looked into his purple eyes that darkened with hunger. “Because you respect your bros?”

“No.” He grinned. “I respect you, Cassandra, and that level of loyalty is enough to make my throbbing cock shrivel with patience.”

Now that is what you call romance.

Before I could acknowledge his words, he was gone. I had to do a double-take before I spotted him standing outside my cell, leaning against the wall as he twirled the keys on his index finger.

This asshole!

“Did you just seduce me on purpose?”

“Yes. But if you want the truth, a guard is gonna be here any minute.”

Talk about a cold revelation leaving you hanging.

Damn guard!

The person in question arrived, glancing into my cell as I sat up and leaned back down as though I was doing situps.

“She’s working out?” the guard asked.

“What does it look like?” Adonis’s voice was cold as ice. I had to pause to make sure it was him and not Otis. “Prisoners may be bored in this shithole like we are working here, but she isn’t just doing shit for giggles.”

“R-right,” the guard stuttered. “She’s the last one to shower in Level One. There wasn’t enough space in the previous group and the other two prisoners who are supposed to join got into a fight and are in the disciplinary sector.”

“Cool. I’ll escort her there,” Adonis coldly replied.

The guard nodded quickly and was out so fast, I almost thought he was a vampire for a second.

“If it wasn’t for the stupid protective wall shit of this prison, there’s no way these human guards would have a fucking chance.” Adonis shook his head. “They’re weak as hell.”

“The whole spell that stops all supernaturals from shifting, is it something that never gets updated? Like how they change the sound barriers every month?”

“How’d you find that out with the sound barriers?”

“Alisha was mumbling about it. Something about her being busy with one of her, uh…masters?” I paused because saying the world sounded awkward to me. “She said two guards came in thinking she was dying or something.”

“What happened after that?”

“Oh.” I frowned. “I’ve got no clue. That’s all she said.”

“Monarchs don’t like interruptions.” The knowledgeable smile on his lips had me arching an eyebrow at him.

“Meaning?”

“They’re dead.”

“That’s not true!” I argued.

“You don’t even know.” Adonis was on the verge of laughing. “You’re easily shocked about things like this?”

“Uh, things? Murder is something to be shocked about, Adonis.”

“For a human, yes. For a supernatural, depends who exactly got murdered. Humans don’t justify, to a certain extent.”

I groaned. “Unless it’s me?”

“Exactly,” he replied calmly and shrugged. “If you were dead there would be no prison, no NYC, no world.”

I had to stop myself from letting my jaw drop open. “You guys wouldn’t have seriously destroyed the world over me?”

Adonis opened the lock of my cell once more, sliding it wide enough for him to rest his elbows against the cool steel and cement wall.

“You really do underestimate us, Princess.” He looked me up and down. “The only reason you don’t see our deadly potential is because you don’t have the sight most supernaturals carry.”

“Does that have to do with that whole ‘different level of appearances’ thing you guys explained the other day?”

“A part of it.” He closed his eyes. “To humans, I’m an attractive beast with a certain allure. When most humans, minus you, look at me, they feel compelled to be close to me. They want to do my bidding and attend to my needs. Have you felt that compelled feeling?”

“I kinda did with Alisha,” I reasoned.

“A Monarch has that ability, but it affects any race. If she was powerful enough, she could command a god to do her bidding, but that’s a whole different sector of magic.” He paused. “Supernaturals come with many types of energies that surround us. Auras, beacons of light, whatever you want to call it. Yes, the whole appearance thing is included, and some can see our true forms without a problem, but most humans can’t see just how lethal we are. Their minds are closed to a certain extent, and those who are open to our potential either go crazy or hide in fear. There are a few brave souls who can see it all and can mingle with us. Those individuals usually hold high positions in the government.”

“Does that mean if I saw your true forms, I’d go insane?” I was trying to hide how his words troubled me, but it was difficult. I knew he was simply explaining a point, but it felt like he was digging a rock into an already open wound.

We knew I was special, but I wished to prove how powerful I could be.

That I could potentially be one of them.

“No,” Adonis answered.

“You say that so confidently.”

“I just feel like you’d be okay.” He shrugged and moved away from the gate, gesturing for me to get moving. “Back to the point of this conversation. Yes. We would have torn this world upside down and demanded a new one if you died. You can ask the others. Again and again, the answer would be the same.”

I nodded and got up, quickly gathering my new set of prison clothes to change into when I was done showering.

When I walked out of the cell, Adonis hooked an arm around my waist and pulled me into an embrace.

“Adonis?” I questioned. His lips brushed the side of my neck, leaving me frozen in place as he whispered in a hushed voice, “You know I love you just the way you are, Cassandra. You’re not weak for being human, and we all now know something special resonates within you. All we need is for you to realize your own potential. Your worth, like you had before all of this happened.”

“I know.” I melted in his hold. “But it’s hard when it feels like the world is better than you.”

“You know that’s not true.”

“Maybe.”

“Cassandra.” The firmness of his voice had me moving my head back to press against his chest. He looked down at me. My eyes studied his purple ones that were clouded with worry and love.

“Do you really love me?”

“Yes.” Not a hint of hesitation.

“Why do you hold back?”

He knew what I was referring to.

“As odd as it may sound, I don’t want to make love with you here.”

When I didn’t answer, he continued, “You deserve to be between the comfiest sheets this world can offer. To be bathed with love and pampered like a queen. I love you and I have for the same amount of time as Otis. I simply hide it better, but no sexual interaction with those I use to appease my appetite leaves me feeling satisfied. I know that will be solved by you. To me, that’s special, and anything I deem special deserves everything I can provide to make the experience one that’s worth it.”

“Adonis.” I wasn’t sure what to say.

He laid his lips on mine, and I closed my eyes and enjoyed the movement of his lips. He didn’t release me until he was satisfied.

“Seduction is a blessing and a curse. A blessing when you can get anything you want with your looks. A curse when you want the woman you love to know her worth. You’re not a toy to me, like the girls who throw themselves at me. You’re special beyond belief, Cassandra. You’re our Princess for a reason.”

His eyes searched mine, and I was sure he saw the vulnerability in them.

“Remove that doubt from your mind and focus on empowering yourself, Cassandra. Being supernatural is more than just magic and strength. It’s a mental game, and we don’t want you losing the battle.”

That was all he said before he gave me one last tender kiss and released me.

I watched him walk ahead, knowing damn well he’d expect me to follow him.

A blessing and a curse. He may be right about that.


Showers And Beautiful Heart


The droplets of steaming water rolled down my body as I paused the continuous stream. The heat it had delivered was something I used to take advantage of when I was home. Along with how amazing it felt being alone to shower and not rushed to wash up with five to twenty other women.

Showering was my time to relax and really think. To be lost in my thoughts and sort out the stuff I was struggling with.

Today was no different, but with no harsh time limit looming over my head, I could unravel the knots in my mind.

If I’m a supernatural, what am I? Why can’t I figure it out? For that matter, why can’t anyone figure it out? Is it that hard to decipher my bloodwork? Is there a reason I’m perceived as a human? What is my body hiding?

I closed my eyes and let my forehead rest against the cool tiles. I needed to figure all of this out, to solve the puzzle, but how would I find the missing pieces?

Who am I?

What am I capable of?

Should I be afraid of what I am?

Why does it matter if I can’t use whatever is inside me to defend myself?

To get me out of this shithole of a place.

I don’t deserve to be here. Captive behind bars to please a woman who knows nothing of the struggles I’ve endured.

“Are you finished?”

The familiarity of the deep voice didn’t bring the shock I should have felt when I thought I was alone. I remained where I was, keeping my eyes closed.

I wasn’t in the mood to argue with Otis tonight.

Adonis meant well, but his words were still heavy in my mind. It was funny how the positive words always took longer to settle into one’s head, versus the negative ones that left their roots behind to grow.

With their twin connection, he could have known I wasn’t in the mood to do anything but let the beads of water continue to roll down my drenched skin and wallow in my sorrows. I felt like a loser sobbing over spilled milk, but all of this was hard to bear when you didn’t know how to get out of it.

No escape plans. No way of getting a speck of sunshine. No idea of what I could be. There were far too many unknowns and that was frustrating.

Hands rested on my hips, and I opened my eyes slightly.

“Go away, Otis.”

He didn’t respond with words, but his hands slid to my waist, his arms securing me into an embrace. His sudden affection tugged at my heartstrings, but my stubbornness fought to remain victorious.

I didn’t want his sympathy. Tomorrow was their last day, and then I’d be back alone in this place. Heck, they could decide I wasn’t worth the hassle and money spent on this fiasco and give me up to the highest bidder.

All of it was sickening, and I knew without a doubt that I wasn’t even getting the short end of the stick. Other people imprisoned in these walls were getting taken advantage of.

Stronger supernaturals who knew their worth and power, and still might be rendered useless down here, beaten up by their fellow inmates or even the guards who were supposed to protect them.

From the interaction I’d had with that gorilla woman, that wasn’t the case in the slightest. In here, people only cared about themselves and their needs. I should have learned to do the same thing.

All of this is stupid.

“Cassandra.”

“Why do you guys love me?” My harsh question was followed with me spinning around to face Otis, who was in an orange top and black cargo pants.

His face was emotionless, hiding whatever was bubbling inside him as he prepared for what could have been a mini tantrum.

“Cass, this isn’t the—”

“Why. Do. You. Like. Me.” I wasn’t going to let him brush my question aside. He didn’t have to interrupt me during my wallowing moment, and this was what he got for doing so.

The whole situation made me an impatient mess, anger, doubt, and sadness overflowing from the pit of my heart. This prison wasn’t just messing with my physical needs; my emotions and mental health were all over the place.

Some days I was happy and grateful to breathe the air given to us and live another day in this pitiful place of solitary hell, and other days left me feeling hopeless.

Only a month here and I was basically going insane. Imagine three, six, twelve months ahead. Would I even last that long?

What hurt the most was that the guys would be leaving soon. I’d be left alone here once more and the thought was eating me alive. The echoing loneliness that clawed at my very being kept triggering my anger and desire to be with the people I loved.

It reminded me of how precious my time was with my men and Everett. I kept regretting not giving life my fullest and instead playing around as though life would always grant me frivolous opportunities.

The whole imprisonment was opening doors and tunnels I’d ignored, and now it was time for me to face all of them, as repetitive as it felt.

How could they love someone as naive as me? Our worlds were completely different, this place only emphasizing their unique qualities versus my dull ones.

Why love a weak person like me?

“You’re open-minded.” Otis’s whisper drew my attention as he stared into my eyes. “Your beauty has always been obvious, but it’s not what attracted me to you. You look at the world through a different lens than most. That’s not a human quality. That’s specific to you.” His hands moved to rest on my hips once more, shivers running down my body at his electric touch.

“You are strong. Loving. You commit to things you know will be beneficial to you and bring joy to others. Being human never stopped you before. It’s only because of these conditions that you think otherwise.” He moved his hands up my sides until they were resting on my shoulders.

He pushed me back gently, my back pressing against the tiles before he pressed his body against mine. The water that began to soak his clothes didn’t faze him as his eyes searched mine.

“I love it when you get angry. You think we hate it because of the consequences of that temper of yours, but I think it’s fucking hot.” He brushed his lips along mine, our foreheads pressing before he took a deep inhale and let it out. “I admire you. Your drive and determination to not be left behind. It makes me want to work harder, to push towards my dreams and hope you’ll be there to cheer me on.”

His hands moved up to cup my face, and he whispered against my lips.

“I loved you for so long, I assumed that love would be nothing but a dream. I never wanted to risk the friendship for fear of losing you. It’s why we all waited, and I have no doubt in my mind that you did the same to not lose us.”

The kiss that followed took my breath away, and I kissed him right back, lost in lust.

I wanted to know everything about each of them, so we could grow stronger together. To finally learn about each of them from a different perspective. To see their true selves and learn all there was to know about their supernatural abilities.

“I have a question,” I mumbled when he broke the kiss to give us a moment to breathe.

“Hmm?”

“Why do you have to drink other people’s blood?”

“The way of life,” he responded, like it was common knowledge.

“I don’t mean it like that.” I looked to his neck. “Why…can’t you have my blood? Is it poisonous or something?”

He didn’t answer until I lifted my eyes back up to meet his. Conflict and desire flickered in his eyes, and it seemed as though he forced himself to look away for a moment.

“It’s…not that.”

“Then?”

“If I start feeding on you, I won’t want crappy blood,” he grumbled.

“You…don’t know that.” I wasn’t sure how to respond, and that was all that came to my mind. If the feeding he did was crappy, what would mine be like?

“If a vampire feeds from someone they desire, it’ll be hard for them to return to basic blood bags or to feed on another human or supernatural. I feed on random humans if I must, and even then, I try to take only as much as I need. If I feed on you…I’ll be fucked.”

“Because you love me that much?” I was blushing now, and yet my body was delighted at the news, tingles of pleasure beginning to tease me all over.

“Yes,” he finally admitted after some silence.

“What if I didn’t mind?” I whispered and lowered my head so he wouldn’t see how flushed my face must have been. “What…if I want you to feed on me because I’m bothered by the idea of you feeding off of someone else?”

“You’ve never voiced that,” he acknowledged.

“Friends don’t stop friends from doing what they need to do to survive,” I mumbled. “But…if you feed on me, you’ll survive just fine.”

“You’re tempting me, Cassandra.” His hand went under my chin, lifting my head up so our eyes were locked onto one another’s. I watched as those orbs glowed an eerie red, one that grew in intensity the longer he stared into my eyes.

“If I feed on you right now, you’re stuck, Cass. Every couple of weeks, I’ll need to feed on you, and if I somehow expel unnecessary energy, the more frequent the feeds will be. You understand that responsibility, right?”

“Yes.” I understood what he was emphasizing. If I made this decision based solely on the lust that pumped through me now, I’d regret it.

However, I wasn’t making this decision from that alone. I wanted to be his. For him to enjoy my blood and not be stressed when he’d have to head over to get a feed from a random human.

“You’re going to be exhausted after.” He was clearly making excuses.

“Otis.” I hooked my arms around his neck, pulling him down for a feverish kiss. He groaned, taking charge in seconds as his tongue darted into my mouth.

My hand ran through his hair, my heart beating fast while my pussy ached.

He growled when I pressed my lower half against his, pinning me to the wall with his body before his left hand slipped between my legs.

I moaned and closed my eyes as he stroked my wet entrance, his two fingers sliding in seconds later.

“Otis,” I moaned his name in desire, and he released my lips and lowered them to my neck.

“I’m going to fuck you with these fingers and when you cum, I’m going to bite you. It’ll hurt less, but the ecstasy that follows will feel like you’re having another orgasm. Do you understand?”

I nodded my head, lifting it back to rest against the tile and expose my neck.

“You can’t back out of this, Cassandra,” he stressed once again.

“I know,” I whispered, and lowered my head just slightly to look at him with compassion. “I don’t want to back out. I want this…just as I’ve always wanted you.”

His cheeks burned crimson before he shyly looked away. “Always saying silly shit.”

Those fingers silenced my comeback as they began to move at a rapid pace.

His lips smothered mine, passion coursing through our connection while those fingers fucked me fast and deep.

How amazing it felt to be fingered by someone else instead of myself, my pleasure rising higher and higher, creeping through my body like rushing waters heading towards a waterfall.

His lips released me as my legs trembled, my moans echoing around us as my pussy fluttered around his fingers.

“Close,” I warned, feeling like my climax would hit me at any moment. He seemed to pump those fingers even faster, my body shaking as I prepared for my strong orgasm.

“Cum, Cassandra.” His instruction was followed by his mouth sucking the right side of my neck, igniting my climax.

I screamed in ecstasy, his fingers sinking deep into my pussy, but as the sharpness of his fangs teased my flesh, what happened next silenced me completely.

His teeth sank into my skin, my blood rushing outward as he sucked deeply. My eyes grew wide at the rushing pain and intense pleasure that followed.

My body shook as that build of pleasure restarted itself, growing more and more intense with each suck that followed. It was like being on an ecstatic rollercoaster ride, one where bouts of pleasure continued to hit you.

I came again, but I couldn’t even moan. It was like being frozen mid-orgasm, the pleasing rush going on and on in an endless cycle. Otis hooked his arm around my waist, holding me up when my body stopped responding.

He moaned deeply, and I could only imagine what he was feeling with his hard bulge pressed against me.

I had no clue when he’d removed his fingers, but it didn’t matter because I was beyond cloud nine. My eyes rolled back, a whimper leaving me as I fought to stay conscious.

The world felt like it was spinning, the prickles and tingles of pleasure almost unbearable. It felt too good. I couldn’t think anymore, and I was sure it hadn’t been more than two minutes.

Otis grunted and finally, his teeth left my neck. He was gasping for air, but I couldn’t tell what he looked like because I was finally feeling the aftershocks of the multiple orgasms that had hit me like a raging symphony.

“Cass.” Otis sounded worried.

I had to breathe and keep fighting the darkness. It took me a while, and when my senses started to clear up a bit, I felt like I was being carried off somewhere.

“O…” I couldn’t even say his full name.

“At least you’re alive,” Otis muttered, sounding as though he was trying to relieve his worry. “Sorry, Princess. I took a little too much. I…didn’t expect to feel like that.”

I wondered how he’d felt when drawing my blood, but I had a feeling he wouldn’t tell me until I brought it up.

He must have been taking me back to my cell, but I wished to stay with him a little longer. They were leaving after all, and I’d barely had time with him or Adonis.

“Rest up, Cass,” Otis encouraged as if reading my thoughts. “I’m staying with you tonight. Adonis and I can rotate throughout so you’ll stay with us both.”

That was a bit of relief, and my body seemed to relax with his words.

“Sleep,” he whispered into my ear, the slight lick of his tongue against the sensitive part of my neck making me quiver. “And thank you, Cassandra. Your taste is as delightful as your beautiful heart.”

He kissed my flesh, and a quiet moan left me. My consciousness began to fade, but I was content with all of this.

I can’t wait to get out of here and really learn about these sides of my men. The supernatural sides.


Bts Unlocked And No More Commotions


Out of all the fucking days, today had to be the day I get my period. Son of a fucking bitch!

I’d been seething all day long, even after having an awesome dinner with Alisha and Ivy. Despite the delicious food, we were quiet for the majority of the three-course meal.

We were all having a blah day since Ivy was exhausted and Alisha seemed to be lost in her thoughts.

She always seems lost in her thoughts, but today was far worse than the norm.

I was cranky because today was the last day I’d get to see the guys before they got “transferred” and Tristan moved to the other “prison.”

No more warm cuddles with Tristan or Adonis randomly coming to my cell to give me a snack. No more of Dominick’s positive words and random sweet kisses. No more of Otis’s grumbles and complaints, and I hadn’t seen Omarion at all.

Prison life was about to return to…normal.

Back to Boringville.

All of that had added to the tension of today, and my cramps were the worst I’d had in years. I knew that I’d get my period sooner or later, but without my phone to tell me exactly what day I’d get it, I woke up to the lovely surprise and the cramps to kicking me in the ass.

Whatever connections Tristan did have were pulled today, because he somehow managed to snag me a few boxes of tampons to ease me over the three-day struggle.

Thank goodness mine is three days. If I was plagued with a full seven-day period, life itself would be over. I’d be the biggest overdramatic goddess this earth ever experienced.

“Cass?”

I was zipping my vest, but the sound of Alisha’s voice made me pause.

Glancing over to the bars of my cell, I noticed she was casually leaning against the wall, her purple-magenta eyes now a vivid black that glowed, even in the dim hall.

“Alisha?”

“I suggest you spend less time standing there, and go save your boyfriend before they skin him alive.”

“What?” I had no clue what she was talking about, but my mind immediately went to Tristan. “Tristana?”

“Getting ganged up on in the cafe.”

My heart stopped, and I rushed to the bars before I remembered the cell was locked.

“How—”

The door clicked before I could finish, and I glanced over to Alisha, who was inspecting her long, matte black nails that had tiny purple flames on them.

“I owe you, Alisha!”

I was grateful for whatever sorcery she’d just used, because I was out of my cell and racing down the hall before I could think. How I got to the underground cafeteria in a blur was something I’d think about after I knew Tristan was safe.

Next time I see Alisha I have to ask her how she even knew Tristana is a boy.

My feet skidded to a stop when a crowd blocked me from getting any farther into the cafeteria. People were cheering, some screaming ‘GET HER,’ while others pleaded for them to stop.

The screaming was beginning to make my ears ring, but it was Tristana’s voice that reached me from the entrance.

“Try again, you fucking bitch. Next time you hit my face, I’ll kill you!”

“Oh, I’ll hit that stupid pretty face of yours. Then you’ll be stuck in that cell with your lesbian friend who thinks she runs this prison.”

Lesbian friend? Is she referring to me?

I hadn’t cared about snuggling with Tristan, knowing he’d wake up before the morning guard came in and change back to his female form, but the word must have gotten out that we slept in the same cot.

“Move,” I declared, the first two rows of prisoners glancing my way before they shuffled to the side, making me a path. I didn’t have to speak again, as the rest of the five rows of prisoners moved out of the way.

Another parting of the prisoner sea, but I couldn’t care less. My eyes were on my target, and now that there was no one left to block me, they landed on three girls who were standing in front of Tristana, who was crouched down on one knee and holding her side.

Her face was laced with wild anger, her eyes scanning the three individuals. I knew she must have been peeved, especially because I knew how powerful she was. She might be the playful one in our group, but get her upset and she would wreck you in the butthole and make sure you wouldn’t be able to walk again.

It’s happened before.

If she reacted the way she wanted to, no doubt she’d blow her cover, and seeing as I hadn’t seen Omarion anywhere, no one would be able to bail her out.

Would the Secret Ops even care? Maybe they want him to fuck up and stay in here. No one knows their motivation, not even Tristan.

“We hate bitches like you. Think you got rights down here?! I think not!” The main girl had dark pink hair and tattoos all over her body. I lost count of how many piercings she had, and from her bulky frame, she gave off the impression of a bad chick that rides a motorcycle and does drugs or something.

That was me assuming, and her two partners in crime had similar appearances. It was like meeting a female biker gang of three, and the fact they were trying to beat up my Tristana marked them as dead.

How dare they try to beat up my woman?!

“You finished gaslighting?”

My girly voice was gone, the tone going an octave lower than usual. The words were a low growl that vibrated against my throat and got their attention.

A true rumble like a muted roar.

“Oh shit,” one of them said, her side-shave hairdo catching my attention. Hideous green with yellow and red. Horrible combination.

“Why you afraid of this human shit? Look at her. Weak as fuck.” The girl with bright orange hair began to laugh and toss her hand at me as though she was brushing me away. “C’mon, human kitten. Go back to your cell like a good girl.”

“Cass,” Tristana warned, her worried eyes looking my way, but my vision was beginning to narrow, the tunneled view of the three girls locked in as my blood felt like it was boiling.

Bubbling in anger and waiting for me to explode. Boy, am I going to fucking explode.

“Two things can happen here. You either apologize to my girlfriend, or I fucking kill all three of you. Those are the only options. Choose wisely.”

I wasn’t playing around. I didn’t give a flying fuck if I was a human. Right now, I was raging mad, and I knew my so-called BTS was going to kick some supernatural ass any second now.

“Apologize?!” the middle girl gasped before hysterically laughing and pointing at me like I’d said something hilarious.

“You’re not serious! Apologize to your lesbian ass? If you think this place is yours, it’s not. We’ve been here for years. Our crime? Killing puny little kids like you. Humans who think they’re the shit because we’re locked up in an underground box that seals our magic, but we know how to beat the system. Not like we need to waste such efforts on you.”

She pointed to Tristana and grinned tauntingly at me.

“This bitch is going to die today. You can either take her place or shut the fuck up and watch.”

Die? This woman doesn’t like oxygen.

The sound of that voice in my head should have spooked me, but this was what happened when I went into BTS mode. My thoughts seemed to have a mind of their own, speaking into the expanse of my consciousness in a woman’s deep voice instead of fluttering in my mind.

The words spoken always encouraged me to do what I wanted to do. Even if it went against the rules. I could already envision Omarion getting all upset with me. In fact, I could envision Otis, Adonis, and Dominick shaking their heads while Tristan had to be the bearer of bad news and explain how I lost it.

Welp! No regrets.

Today was a shitty day, and it was about to get hell of a lot worse — for these bitches.

“I thought I asked a question.” I walked over to where Tristana knelt. She looked up at me, her eyes pleading for me to stop what she knew I was about to do, but whatever flashed in my eyes was enough to have her gawking at me.

“Stop wasting my fucking time!” the woman screamed, her hand shooting out at me. “Girls. Kick her fucking ass until she’s broken!”

“Finally!” the girl with hideous hair declared, racing toward me.

A bell rang in my head, one that reminded me of the chimes you’d hear in a beautiful garden when the wind passed by. It always happened when I really lost it, and the sudden sound of bones crunching as my fist punched the woman’s side made my grimace morph into a sinister smile.

Yup. BTS activated.

“Fuck!” the woman screamed in agony, cowering to the ground before coughing up blood. “My ribs!”

She was heaving and coughing up more blood, while I returned to standing straight, lowering my fists and staring at the two women who looked back at me with shock.

“Shit! You said she wasn’t anything special! Look at her fucking eyes!”

What’s wrong with my eyes? Oh, who cares.

The guys always complained about me being possessed by the devil when I went all apeshit on them, but did that matter right now? Nope. These bitches messed with the wrong chick and the only place I’d be bleeding today was in my damn vagina.

“Next.” My robotic tone had them shaking, and the girl with orange hair patted the main chick in a hurry.

“To the mine tunnels!”

The two of them darted so fast, they were running out of the entrance before anyone could react. The eyes of all the prisoners and guards then returned to me, waiting to see what my next move would be.

I found this part even more amusing because the guys always did the same when I’d caught one of the culprits after pissing me off. Everyone would stop and wait to see my next move, and it was funny when they let their fear show.

Everyone was afraid of me right now, and all it did was empower me to finish what I hadn’t started.

My feet moved before I registered it, and I was already entering the dark halls of the prison, leaving the silent cafeteria to go wild with whispers and gossip. There was a side of me that knew I’d get lectured or even regret chasing these dimwits, but right now, I was still on the No-Regrets-Train and even though their friend was down for the count, I wasn’t going to let them off.

I was moving at super speed, everything a blur from my growing rage. I was tired, my body ached, my cramps weren’t giving me a fucking break when I was defending my girl-boyfriend, I was annoyed that the guys were leaving tomorrow, and Omarion was still nowhere.

Why do I even care about Omarion?!

The thought made me huff in annoyance, and I charged even faster down the curving paths until Orange Hair was a few steps away from me.

Our eyes met, and she seemed to jump at my arrival.

“You actually want to die. You’re fucking insane!” She turned around and began to run, but I wasn’t in a rush. In this mode, I knew my potential, and I never missed out on grabbing my prey.

Never.

My senses were in full gear; the beating drum of my palpating heart rang through my ears, but it didn’t stop me from picking up on the rushing footsteps and where they were headed.

Deeper into the tunnel I went, not afraid of the darkness. I could see perfectly, like a burning flame lit the way.

Turning to my left, I entered a circular area, a hub with five different paths leading into the darkness. I stood right in the middle, knowing damn well that none of these paths would take me where I needed to be.

My prey is hiding right here, waiting for me to fall for their stupid games.

Foolish children. Misery loves company.

How enlightening were the words from the deep voice of my consciousness? The fact that I couldn’t talk to this presence on a normal basis was saddening. It would keep my mind from sinking into the pits of depression and instead keep it focused on what was amusing about Boringville.

“We got you now!” The pink-haired woman was to my left, and I slowly turned my head to see her dazzling smile. Her hair was glowing now, the vibrant pink a shocking neon that made my eyes twitch in irritation.

Whatever was drifting around her like a flame was growing stronger, reminding me of one of those Super Saiyan scenes when Goku takes centuries screaming nonsense before charging up to his full, overpowered form.

This woman was clearly doing the same, and I was actually excited to see what the hype was all about.

“Distract her!” Pink Hair demanded, and I turned my head to the right to see Orange Hair charging toward me. Her hair was sparking with electricity, and she lifted an arm, ready to punch me in the face. It glowed a brilliant gold, one that almost distracted me to stay still.

Child’s play.

Until recently, I had tended to discount the fact I was the top kickboxer in the gym I attended. Seeing as I ended up kicking everyone’s asses, it didn’t seem fun anymore, which was why I began training on my own or with the guys.

At least with supernaturals, the punches didn’t hurt them as much.

In this case, I wasn’t playing around and pulling my punches. This woman wanted me dead, and I wasn’t going to deal with that.

Not today, when I’m in blindsided tantrum mode.

I stepped to the side, the movement swift and giving me the advantage as I was now behind her and my leg was already ready to make full contact with the right side of her body.

Upon contact, the sound of something cracking, followed by a shattering scream, brought satisfaction to my ears. I didn’t expect the fight to continue, because her body didn’t just crumble to the ground like in a normal boxing match.

Instead she went flying, heading down one of the five paths and landing with a huge crash. Whatever she collided into made the ground shake; rocks and other debris fluttered down from the ceiling to rain on us.

My grin only widened, and the giggle that left my lips was full of triumph. I knew the game wasn’t over, but the eeriness of my laughter and the way my eyes returned to my final victim must have made me look diabolical.

The way the woman’s eyes widened and fear flooded her irises told me I was having the exact effect I wanted.

Instilling fear before I kill her too.

“I’m not afraid of you!” she screamed, clapping her hands that charged up an electric current of energy that vibrated with pink and green sparks.

I expected her to shoot a ball of energy at me or something, but she dropped to the ground and plunged her hands into the soil.

My mind was intrigued — that foreign aspect both amused and curious as to what was happening — while I stood there and watched.

Nothing happened, which had me frowning. I was actually disappointed.

“Am I supposed to wait?” I asked, crossing my arms and hoping for a big, explosive shebang to occur.

“Shut it! It’s coming! You won’t be saying shit when you’re dead.”

“Right…” I trailed off because that foreign heat that blared to life during near-death experiences came rushing in, making my world spin. I had to steady myself, my eyes darting to the place I knew would glow with tremendous power.

There was the marking, the one I could draw over and over again in my sleep. The turquoise glow of it was so strong it was beginning to illuminate the cave, and then I noticed the tiny shaking happening.

The trembles began to build, and I heard screams on the path I’d come from.

“CASS!” It was Tristan, his thick male voice reaching down to these parts, but the goosebumps on my skin told me something was about to happen.

Exciting.

Do you wish to see your potential?

My potential. Do I fear what I am capable of?

With my current state of mind, I loved the sudden challenge. I was sure if I wasn’t dealing with the cranky bullshit of being a woman and in BTS mode, I would have thought otherwise, but now, I had the courage to do anything, and I wished to see exactly what was being offered to me.

Yes. I do.

The giddy flow of emotion that rocked through me had me grinning from ear to ear, and the woman in question glared at me in pure defiance.

“You’re smiling now, but I’ll have the last laugh!” she screamed, our surroundings beginning to shake tremendously.

“Run! It’s going to collapse!”

“But what about Cassandra?”

“Fuck! We won’t make it out if we delay!”

“We can’t fucking leave her!”

I could hear Tristan arguing with Dominick, but my body was thrumming with energy. That flame inside me was flickering hot, but something different began to bubble up.

Something calmer, but compelling.

It tossed within me, wrapping around the burning entity inside me like a blazing wind that began to grow into a tornado. I lowered my eyes to my body as the world shook.

Rocks big and small were falling all around, blocking the entrances to the other paths and my only exit. A scream from the path where I’d kicked the orange-haired girl echoed before it was silenced with a booming noise.

My thoughts put two and two together, the image of a rock falling from its once-secure hold and ending the woman. No pity was felt for her death; besides, it was not like I had time to mourn the loss of someone that brought me here to die.

“Prepare to die!” the woman screamed.

I began to laugh, the tornado sensation growing and making me feel as light as a feather. It was so difficult to explain how I was feeling. I was free, like a bird getting ready to propel into the glorious sky and spread its wings and soar.

It was something I’d never felt in my life and I was ready to let the energy out.

My hands lifted up and I noticed the charging golden force twine around my arms and legs like vines from the earth. I outstretched my arms and closed my eyes.

I didn’t need to think, my once-pitch-black world lighting up behind my eyelids. I could feel the energy of the ground that shook ferociously, purple sparks charged by pinks and greens.

The flow of magic came from one place, the source of this mine pit’s demise, but the trickling of energy told me her batteries were running thin. I couldn’t see my image, but I saw the strings of color pouring out from my direction.

Red, orange, gold, and green surged out in front of me, and the turquoise shade that reminded me of the powerful mark on my skin wrapped around me.

It truly looked like a tornado, spinning around me protectively.

The rocks should have crushed me ages ago, but as they fell toward me, their energy sizzled to nothing. It made me feel invincible, and I was going to show this woman my dazzling potential before she met death.

My eyes snapped open, locking onto the woman in front of me. Her shock fueled the stormy current that thrummed through me, and as I smiled in justice, my hands spread out in a ‘stop’ motion.

The shaking, the falling rocks, everything came to a dramatic stop.

The woman’s eyes widened, but she remained in place, proving what I’d just done — I’d stopped this world from crumbling.

You hold the key of two, child. This is a bit of the ever-flowing potential that lives within you. You deserve the truth of who you’re meant to be, but timing is everything.

Her wise words meant the world to me, and I somehow understood that what she was sharing with me now was a privilege.

Let me give you a taste of this power, but know that this incident will remain within your dreams and you won’t recall it until you deserve to receive it all. To learn your roots and fight to reclaim what is yours. Understood?

I had nothing to lose. Agreeing to these terms and conditions to get another shot at the life I had almost lost — again — was a blessing, and nothing was going to stop me from taking it.

Not even my frightened self.

“Understood.”

My words of declaration were followed by my feet moving forward, the steps igniting flames in my scorching presence. The flood of magic oozed out of me and the wind that rushed through my hair felt like I was in the midst of a wondrous field of scented flowers. The heat that hugged me reflected the sun’s warmth that I missed so much.

Only seven scorching steps and I was before the frozen woman. All she could do was stare up at me, and I wondered if she regretted hurting what was mine.

How possessive I felt in that moment, standing here to prove that anyone who decided to pick a fight with me would die by my hands. No pity. No remorse. Nothing but surging confidence that I was supreme, and this energy hidden within me would prove that to all who thought otherwise.

“I’m a special human.” My voice oozed with prophecy, and I smiled so wide, my teeth had to be showing. “Cassandra. The human who killed you after you tried to mess with what’s mine. Remember that in the afterlife.”

The hopelessness that flooded her eyes was enough for me. I’d proved my point — my worth — and if anyone questioned it within these walls again, they would feel my wrath.

Everyone would leave me alone until those I cared about got me out of captivity.

Finish what has been started.

Yes. No cowering in the world of supernatural power.

With a single step back, I lifted my head up in pride. I knew that once I closed my fists, the world that had come to a dramatic stop would return to its ticking symphony, the music of destruction ending the final spark of life within these tunnels.

A landmark to remember what had occurred here.

After a few seconds of gloating, I let my trembling fingers dig into my palms, clenching them tightly and letting the pain confirm the final deed.

My eyes closed, just as time began once more, but I wouldn’t be the one to hear the final screams of my opponent. My job was done, and wherever I went now would bring me back to the person I normally was.

The human…the weak one…the unknown supernatural.
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“Cassandra!”

Something was shaking me uncontrollably, but I just wanted to sleep for an eternity. My mind was in a crazy fog and I needed to sleep it off, but with all this shaking, there was no way I’d be able to rest.

“W…h…a…t.” My half-conscious mind figured spelling it out would be easier than muttering utter nonsense, which I’d done multiple times to tell Tristan and whoever else was in the room to leave me the fuck alone.

“I swear to the fucking gods,” Tristan huffed. “Why can’t she stay awake?”

“Well.” The nerdy voice reminded me of Doc and how excited he got when talking about…anything, really. “She somehow escaped a collapsing mine and magically landed in her cell, sleeping the chaos away.”

“Doc.” Otis’s stress projected from the single word.

“Can you just tell us if she’s going to be okay?” Adonis got to the point, sounding just as irritated as his twin brother.

“Is her energy going to pick up any time, because it’s freaking me out and I don’t want to be the start to another quake down here,” Dominick emphasized.

“Calm yourselves. She’s just a woman. You’re all acting like she’s the president’s only daugh—”

“She’s far more important than the fucking president’s daughter and if you don’t give us the information we seek, we’ll kill you right this instant,” Otis warned.

“All right, all right,” Doc huffed. “She’s completely drained of energy. Think of it like a vampire drinking the majority of her blood. Thankfully it’s not low enough to be life-threatening, but if she doesn’t take it easy, she’ll die in her sleep.”

“What can we do?” Dominick asked.

“Stop playing dress-up down here and figure out a way to get her out of this place.” Doc pointed out the obvious.

“We kno—”

“This incident will reach the surface at the next meeting, which is in about four to six weeks,” Doc cut off. “You’re lucky it’s not getting there any sooner, because the admins of this place are more focused on the tiny spot in the mines that wasn’t cloaked with their magic barrier crap. Those girls knew about that spot, which only proves that others of higher caliber know of it too. That means there’s a leak in their flawless security, which is a much higher priority than the human girl who was maybe seen entering the mines, only to be found in her cell, sleeping the evening away.”

No one said a word, and I thought I’d get to go back to sleep, but Doc spoke once more.

“I’ll be real with you lot because you’re all powerful, future councilmen and are so drastically in love with this woman it almost makes me sick,” he announced. “The moment this incident comes to light, the big guns will pull every string to have her. You know what supernaturals love?”

There was a moment of silence before he whispered, “The unknown.”

His words sparked my curiosity, and I fought to stay awake a little longer.

“A mere human gets kidnapped, survives multiple situations that should have killed her, and manages to live after being injected with a venom that kills humans instantly. She lands here, and after falling into a trap, somehow kills the opposing threat. She’s acknowledged by a Monarch and an Alpha wolf, two individuals who couldn’t care less about anyone but their masters, and she actually befriends them. Now she somehow breaks the bones of an alligator shifter, which you all know are ten times harder to crack even in their human forms, and escapes unharmed after chasing down two other supernaturals who have their track records of killings in this place. How appetizing Cassandra’s track record sounds right now.”

“She keeps getting into trouble,” Otis grumbled.

“She’s our Princess, after all. Trouble from the day we met her,” Adonis reasoned.

“It’s sometimes cute,” Tristan noted.

“But if it means her life expectancy is going to get chopped up into nothing, we have to think of something,” Dominick acknowledged.

“I’ll tell you this. Whatever she is, hidden supernatural, human, or whatever, she’s going to be a target if she doesn’t lay low after today,” Doc declared with a firm voice. “I can do my share of protection, because she’s actually intriguing to study for my research and seems to work well with my other two subjects. Her reports will be kept secret, and I’ll write a false report that everything is normal, but she’ll be put on strict observation and remain in her cell until she regains her strength. I can give the order for up to six weeks. That should give you guys more than enough time to figure shit out, but that’s all I’m doing.”

“Thank you, uh…isn’t there anything else we can call you?” Dominick asked.

“Doc is fine. Seeing how far you guys go will determine if I give you my real name or not.” He sounded amused.

“What happens when we get her out?” Otis inquired.

“Well, there are two options. Either the people who put her down here in the first place will search for her, or you guys hide her and help her discover who she is.”

“How would we do that?” Tristan questioned. “Her parents are human.”

“It doesn’t matter what they are. What matters is her potential.”

“Then how are we going to crack that code?” Adonis questioned.

“Did you guys forget what they taught you in supernatural school? If you can even call it that?” Doc groaned. “What makes a supernatural powerful? It’s not only their magic or strength.”

“Empowerment,” Dominick whispered. “Cassandra doesn’t think she’s worthy.”

“Ding. Ding. Ding,” Doc sang. “We have a winner.”

My consciousness was starting to fade, and I had to fight with whatever mental strength I had to listen in to what was being said next.

Just a little longer. To the end of this conversation.

“Once you get her out of these walls, that will be your next task or things will get complicated. Whether you guys like it or not, Cassandra is an exposed soldier in the battlefield of supreme supernaturals. Unless she discovers who she is, it’s only a matter of time before she’s shot down and laid to rest.”

“Figure out an escape plan, get her to a secure place to train her, and enact revenge,” Adonis summarized.

“Pretty much,” Doc agreed. “In a month and a half, or else she’ll be outbid.”

“We still have more money,” Dominick defended.

Doc laughed. “Money will not be enough to buy her out in the next bidding, Mr. Fae. “

“Is that how powerful you think she is?” Tristan asked in shock.

“Power is nothing in comparison to potential, shapeshifter.” Doc’s voice dropped low. “Power always has a limit. Potential does not. You’re seeing the woman you love. Those that know the strength potential can hold are seeing an opportunity to morph her into the greatest weapon NYC has witnessed. The connections she makes aren’t just coincidences.”

He snickered.

“An Alpha wolf, Monarch, or even a god. They’re all levels of leadership on the hierarchy scale, but one thing they have in common is their acknowledgment of potential, even within themselves. Those connections will cross paths with Cassandra, and when those bonds solidify, they’ll lead to an alliance. The stronger the congregation of allies becomes, the bigger the threat until they’re at an unstoppable level. All that’s left is to figure out where her roots are, and trust me, wherever they’re planted will determine just how fierce the battle would be to claim her.”

The silence felt like the end was near, and my consciousness was finally losing the battle I was facing.

“We’ll find a way to get her out,” Otis declared.

“You better,” Doc replied. “Or she’s a dead woman walking.”

“No more commotions. Keep her under the radar,” Tristan declared.

“Let’s get Omarion to change the transfer plans. Use the mine incident as an excuse. We volunteer to do twelve-hour shifts. It helps us keep our eyes on Cass while those not on duty get things moving above ground. If she’s not alone, she’ll be more content, and we can make sure of that,” Adonis formulated.

“Sounds like a plan,” Doc concluded.

My consciousness faded away and I wondered if my potential was that spectacular.


Unexpected Getaway Plan


~ONE MONTH LATER~

“You guys aren’t going to be here?” I questioned Otis, who came to do morning rounds. I was in my clean set of prison attire, ready for breakfast to arrive any minute.

“We won’t be too long. Dominick has a shift tonight to watch you, but we got an update on how to potentially get you out tonight.”

My eyes grew wide at his words, my hand slapping onto my mouth to remind me to keep quiet.

“Seriously?” I whispered. He moved closer until I was pressed against the wall, his arm resting above my head.

“Don’t get your hopes up,” he muttered, his eyes lowering to my lips. He appeared to be debating in his head, but to my relief, he lost whatever battle he was fighting and his lips lowered to mine in a tender kiss.

Maybe it was the taste of my blood that lessened his anger toward me, but whatever the cause, it was a nice change to enjoy his affectionate side.

Our kiss was bittersweet, the two of us remaining close even when the kiss ended.

“I know.” I finally answered his previous comment. “I’ll just be good and stare at the ceiling.”

“You’ve been good,” he praised. “It shouldn’t take long. We’re just in a tricky spot.” His low voice sounded conflicted.

“That complicated?”

“We’re trying to find a way to get you out. An escape route or something. Seeing as there were errors in their supernatural barrier system, there has to be a way out with no guards around and where you won’t get eaten. We’re just surveying the exterior of this place. We’re definitely on an island, but the forest itself has magic of its own and can make illusions.”

“Delightful,” I commented, and closed my eyes. Wrapping my arms around his waist, I pulled him into a hug. “Is there even a point?”

“Cassandra.”

“I miss our quality time,” I mumbled against his uniform. “I miss our silly arguments and the bickering we’d get ourselves into while shopping or sitting around the dinner table with the others. I miss Everett so bad, even though it’s only been two and a half months. I miss the sun and the feeling of real soil and grass. I’m being good ‘cause I don’t have a choice. I caused so many commotions and my fate is going to be determined in two weeks or less. It’s stressful sitting here in silence and staring at the ceiling, wondering where my fate will take me. I want to live again, Otis. I regret not appreciating being in all of your care and learning more. If I’d taken things seriously, maybe I wouldn’t be in this situation.”

“Princess,” he whispered into my ear as he wrapped his arms around me, hugging me tightly. “You’ve done the best you can. You’ve stayed alive when many wished to rid the world of your light. You’ve used what we taught you in the past to survive here, and I’m sure we’ll find some way to get you out. I know it’s scary, but you’ve been strong for this long. We have time.”

His lips brushed my neck before he kissed the sensitive part where his fangs had punctured weeks ago.

“When you’re loving like this…it’s nice,” I mumbled.

“Don’t get used to it,” he whispered against my skin. “When we get you out of this place, I’m working your booty to the core.”

“In bed?” I teased.

“I’m not my brother,” he groaned. I giggled and pulled slightly back to look up at him.

“I know, cranky pants.”

“You know I care, right?” His eyes searched mine.

“I know that too, Otis,” I assured him softly, leaning up to kiss him gently. “I wish we hadn’t wasted time not loving each other.”

“Yeah,” he whispered. “But no point in worrying about the past.”

He pulled away and reached out to stroke my cheek.

“A bit more ceiling watching and you’ll get to enjoy the sun again.”

I nodded as he moved his hand away, and I watched him leave my cell, sliding the gate back in place. I tried to hide my sadness, but it was hard when I didn’t know what was going to happen.

What if they go out and have trouble getting back in?

“We’ll be fine, Cass.” His reassuring whisper helped calm my heart. “Just rest, eat, and play nice.”

With that reminder, he walked away.

A sigh left me, and I walked back to my cot to sit. Looking at the ceiling, I rolled my eyes at the bland view, already counting the 576 cracks and 41 dents.

Glancing over to my pillow, I reached beneath it and retrieved the book of blank paper. It was one of the few possessions we were allowed to keep with us, seeing as supernaturals couldn’t die from a pencil stab.

Not even to the eye. Apparently, they can grow them back. Not surprising in a world of magic, but good to know.

Opening the pages, I skimmed through them, the same symbol I’d sketched thousands of times covering the pages, until I reached the last blank sheet of paper.

“I should have asked for a new book,” I mumbled to myself, reaching for the pencil and preparing to try to draw something else.

My hand settled in the middle of the paper, moving on its own as I thought about everything that had happened so far.

Pissed off the head of the lab department, but saved by Doc. I wonder why he’s not the head…actually, I know why. He’s crazy. Moving on. Got into the fight with Ms. Gorilla, made a bunch of enemies, but have two friends. Bunny at least leaves me alone, seeing as Omarion hasn’t been seen for weeks, and then there’s the mine incident that I have no memory of. Tristan did say I looked badass. That’s a plus. Nasty food, but avoided food poisoning by getting into trouble as usual and having to eat in my cell — with the exception of the weekly dinner with Alisha and Ivy. God, I’m in the mood for cheesecake. I can’t wait to get out of here.

I closed my eyes and hung my head low, wishing I could have been as special as everyone else and tried to get out of here. Again, those negative thoughts haunted my mind, planting their roots to taunt me every chance they got when I was alone in pure silence.

Opening my eyes, I saw the same symbol I’d drawn for years.

“For fuck’s sake. Even when I’m thinking about something else, I draw the same damn thing.” Shaking my head, I closed the book, tossed it back under my pillow with the pencil, and lay down.

“I wish I could just sleep imprisonment away,” I whispered as my eyes came to a close.

Please, my supernatural bros. Find an escape plan.
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“Doc? You got a reason for summoning me? I was actually intending to enjoy my life of captivity by having another night of staring at the ceiling and hoping they’ll serve orange juice next week instead of apple. I really don’t like apple juice, especially since it resembles pee and that was what half the prisoners got surprised with last week thanks to that jokester.”

I was sitting on the edge of the bed, kicking my legs up and down as though this was a regular lab appointment with the crazy prison doctor.

I would have thought it was if Doc wasn’t frantically pacing the room, each step making my heart skip in worry.

To be honest, I was finally adjusting to the prison life with my four bros, or new lovers, if I wanted to acknowledge our official progress. The relief it brought was mind-boggling to me, even when the despair of my current reality was hard to brush aside. The calm and boost to my inner confidence gave me a sense of acceptance.

With them on guard duty, I tried my hardest to stay up to match their schedule, or at least make time to talk. However, we had to play by the rules most of the time, though the guys still had their moments where they got to play around with the cameras. How they did it was beyond me, but I had a sneaking suspicion Doc was involved.

Each of them had always filled a gap within me that I’d neglected and mentally assumed would fix itself. It wasn’t solely the soft kisses and intimacy we snuck in that sparked this new sense of growth. Their company and the ability to talk about deeper matters and insecurities helped.

Funny how captivity left me in silence within my own mind, and I was lost in fear of that loneliness that struck when none of them were there. With the guys’ guard shifts, it helped me ignore those times and realize how lucky I was.

So many thoughts that I really didn’t have answers for, but having the guys here instead of where I couldn’t reach them at all was making a significant difference. It was uplifting me, and the time was passing by far faster than the previous weeks of counting cracks and sheep and dreaming of a new beginning.

Two and a half months as a prisoner was plenty; it felt like years’ worth and left me with an increased sense of maturity. I was no longer confined in that bubble that the world was beautiful, but everyone was too focused on their own achievements to acknowledge yours.

“Doc?” He hadn’t answered me, the pacing really beginning to worry me. “What’s going on?”

He finally paused to dart his head in my direction.

“Stop interrupting and sit there! I have ten minutes to think of a plan.”

“Until?”

“The witch comes here and kills you herself.”

My heart hammered to a temporary stop, my eyes narrowing in question as I tried to absorb what he’d just said.

“Widow is coming here? The place she wanted me imprisoned? No, actually, she wanted me straight out dead, but you know what I mean.”

“You’re easier to deal with when you’re unconscious.”

“Yes, but this isn’t one of those incidental occurrences that lands my unconscious booty in your divine care,” I reminded. “You also called me.”

“I need to figure out how to kill you temporarily,” he declared.

“Um, why?”

“Were you not listening to me, woman?!”

“Oh no, I heard you loud and clear, but there’s no such thing as temporarily killing someone,” I noted. “I’m human…er…whatever I am. That doesn’t come with some temporary immunity to death. Can’t get a coupon from the angel of death for a Thirty-day Free Trial, now can I?”

“That would be convenient,” he grumbled and pinched his nose. “I need Omarion. He’s the only chance we have.”

“Why is the witch snake hag coming here?”

“To finish you off.”

“What did I do?”

“That’s the problem,” he huffed. “It’s what you didn’t do, which is die from the venom.”

“I’m not following.”

“I told the hag that you were having complications. She wanted to come and see your dead body long ago, but I used the excuse that it would be far too risky when you’ve just arrived in prison. When you were unconscious, I first said you were in a coma, thinking you’d be knocked out for at least a month. If that had occurred, I would have been able to make a better excuse or even say you passed away and then hidden your body somewhere safe until you woke up.”

My dissatisfied look with his previous plan made him huff in impatience. “You’re a valuable specimen. I would have found a way to ensure your body was kept safe, warm, and breathing.”

“That doesn’t make me feel any better, but sure. Carry on.”

“You woke up in less than a week, leaving Omarion and me to fabricate some excuses. However, you took the bait with the gorilla woman and then the mine setup.”

“Bait?” I inquired. “I’m aware of the gorilla woman, but the mine incident was bait as well?”

“You’re aware that Psychic Prison’s walls are supposed to suppress your ability to shift. Your men are a special case, wearing the bracelets I designed, but that woman shouldn’t have been able to reach that size. Add to that the obvious fact of only human guards staffed that morning. Then there was the fight that specifically targeted Tristan, who was literally minding his own business doing other stuff. Do you think that was of coincidence?”

“You believe she was involved and set up that trap as well?”

“I don’t believe, my dear, I know. And your display of power and the news of construction and reform of the prison rules reached her tingling ears. Any hint of you being supernatural is becoming more obvious and if she doesn’t get rid you now, her little secret will come out.”

“But why now?” I stressed. “It’s been two and a half months. I’m sure people have forgotten about me by now.”

He chuckled, shaking his head before he carried on with the pacing.

“Someone like you surrounded by four powerful men? You may have been a target of envy in the public eye, but your disappearance has struck outrage, for both humans and supernaturals. No one knows what you are, which only emphasizes the escalating problem of the kidnappings. More people are coming forward about their disappearing family members, friends, classmates. Even a few homeless individuals have started to come forward about those who have been missing for months.”

“Why is that a problem?”

“Evil people don’t like public scrutiny or outcry. That leads to police and those higher up finally getting off their asses and having no choice but to solve their problems. The greater the outrage, the further the reach, and the greater number of politicians and supernatural leaders leaving their sacred gold couches and seven-star suites to tackle the problem once and for all. That leaves the enemy scrambling to cover up loose ends. You’re a big loose end, Cassandra, and if you unlock those powers inside you…” He stopped and actually looked excited. “The tables will turn, and shit will go down.”

“Where does that leave you?” I pondered. His grin only widened.

“On the winning side,” he said with pride. “I can already see you making alliances.”

“What do you mean?” I was trying to act naive, but I was sure he saw right through me.

“Alisha. Ivy. Who’s next to be intrigued by your personality and power? There’s something about you that draws the powerful in. You fall into the worst-case scenarios and end up coming out victorious each time. That opens doors.”

“What about those doors that close? Like the supernaturals who scurry away from me whenever I enter the cafeteria?”

“Cowards in the line of battle. You don’t need those individuals on your side or in your life. They’re lightweights, and you need warriors for what’s to come.”

“Are you only helping me solely because I’m on this winning side, or is there something in it for you?”

“Tricky question,” he noted. “I do what’s most beneficial for me, but I’d love to unlock exactly what you are. I’ve checked every part of your DNA. I’ve studied the blood tests again and again. Even studied the lingering magic on the body of that gorilla. I think you’re first of your kind, Cassandra Thorn. That leads me to wonder if your parents are hiding a little dark secret behind their apparent human lives.”

“Dark secret,” I muttered. “Do you think my parents are the Thorns? The rich human family that made themselves out of nothing.”

He chuckled and moved to sit on his wheeled stool chair. Spinning around, he sighed.

“Humans don’t get rich from nothing. Humans have very little to give when they’re poor. However, the Thorns went from poverty to billionaires, sitting in a lovely mansion with no heir to their massive throne. It’s different for supernaturals. They have to sacrifice some quality of themselves, whether that’s magic, skills, or an artifact. “

His spinning stopped abruptly, his eyes narrowing on me as he fixed the spectacles sitting on the bridge of his nose.

“Why is that?”

“How am I supposed to know,” I huffed.

“Think, Cassandra,” he pressed. “What could they have possibly sacrificed?”

“I don’t know!” I snapped. “Me?”

“Ding, ding, ding!” He mimicked a bell and clapped his hands. “We have a winner.”

I stared at him in surprise as the door opened to reveal Omarion. He looked between us before shutting it, but my mind was reeling too much to wonder where he’d come from.

“They sacrificed me to be rich?” I questioned.

“Perfect if you think about it. Two humans blessed with a child that is unique to their kind. A child with supernatural genetics that hide so flawlessly, no one can pinpoint whether or not you’re human. What better way to receive an abundance of money from those that see a potential threat and want it to quietly fade away than to sacrifice you.”

His words sent shivers through me, and I looked to the floor, my bare feet stopping their kicking movement to dangle there.

“So…if what you’re saying is true, they left me in the cold, in the hopes someone would either save or kill me. Essentially it didn’t matter what happened to me, because I was a sacrifice they used to start over and reach where they are now. Are they even my parents?”

“That”—Doc leaned back, his hands holding the leather of the stool as he looked to the sky— “is the biggest question of them all.”

“What do you mean?” Omarion asked.

“Well, you know me.” Doc rose up and stretched. “I’m not the type to leave loose ends. So, I did a little digging, since every single detail counts if I want to fake your death, which by the way, we have about five minutes to do.”

My eyes searched Omarion’s, worry evident in his golden irises when we locked gazes. He actually appeared frantic about the whole situation, which did mean a lot to me when he was a double agent, but also made me worry about the future.

“Tell me the truth then,” I urged.

“The Thorns aren’t your biological parents.” Doc dropped the bomb I’d been suspicious about deep within. I had wished in the back of my mind that they were simply didn’t want a human child that would bring extra weight to their newfound journey, but for them to not be related to me at all?

I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. Whether it was a blessing or a bigger problem with the coming circumstances.

“Then who are her parents?” Omarion took charge of the conversation while I quietly tried to overcome my shock.

“Well.” Doc tapped his lip. “I did a search in the database and a sole individual came up.”

“Who is it?!” Omarion pressed.

“I’m not sure.”

“What do you mean you aren’t sure? It’s one person,” Omarion emphasized. “This shouldn’t be a problem.”

“It is because a), they’re in the depths of a prison like this, and b), Dubai’s database is coded for anyone Level Four and below.”

“Level Four and below?” Was it getting kinda hot in here? Whatever ‘Level Four and below’ meant left Omarion in a horrified state.

“Don’t tell me it’s past Level Five.”

“It is.” Doc grinned. “They’re the only ones there, which tells me you’re going to have to do your own little investigation to get into the depths of that paradise.”

“Paradise?” I questioned.

“Dubai’s prison is far different than this piece of shit.” He put his hands up to gesture around the room. “This place would be a broom closet for them. I was far more respected over there. They have some of the most powerful villains in there. Kidnappings bring many others there as well, but that’s usually their final resting place.”

“Resting place.” Omarion groaned. “They don’t even survive Level One.”

“Exactly.” He shrugged like the idea of death was child’s play. “The discovery is fascinating, but getting back to the point.”

He pointed to me. “We have to figure out a way to kill you.”

“This whole conversation didn’t lead us anywhere!” I stressed. “All it did was make the room grow hot as fuck!”

“That’s me,” Omarion muttered under his breath.

“Where have you been, anyway?!” I questioned. “I haven’t seen you in weeks.”

“You’ve been too busy with your lovers to care.”

“Who said I was busy? Yes, we’ve been kind of catching up and stuff, but that doesn’t mean you can’t pop in and say hello.”

“I don’t want to pop in and say hello!” he snarled back at me.

“Why are you yelling at me!” I yelled back.

“You’re so fucking naive!”

“Says who?! I’m trying to figure out what the fuck I am! Now I’m here finding out my parents who discarded me for death aren’t my parents, and I have to temporarily die? Who temporarily DIES?!”

“I’m not talking about that, dammit!”

“Then what are you talking about?!”

“You’ll never understand!”

“I won’t if you don’t fucking tell me!”

“Y’all need a minute, though you don’t get even that because the hag is on Level One,” Doc called out.

“WHAT?!” we both shrieked, realizing she’d be here in a matter of minutes, if not seconds.

Omarion grabbed my hand, and before Doc could stop us, we were out the door and racing down the hall.

“Omarion?!” I hissed. “Where are we going?!”

“Shut it!” he snapped. “Just run and don’t stall me.”

I immediately worried about the others as we entered a corridor and I was suddenly jerked to one side, entering a hidden elevator.

“Where the hell are we going?!” I snarled, and before he could reply, I pushed him right against the wall, pinning him with my body.

My slim figure wasn’t enough to hold down his muscular one, but it got his eyes glaring right down at me.

“To do what needs to be done.”

“You’re not actually going to kill me.”

“No.” He sounded insulted by my accusation. “You’re so foolish.”

“Why do you keep insulting me?”

“Because you’re so blind to how powerful you are, and it pisses me the fuck off!” he snapped, just as the elevator door opened.

The strong smell that hit us had me cringing and looking behind me, my eyes finding only darkness.

“What floor are we on?”

“Fourth,” he declared.

I looked back at him with fearful eyes, but they only grew wider when his lips collided with mine.

The desperation in the kiss riled every part of me. The spark of heat exploded through me, and all this connection was doing was making it grow.

More flaming heat. A striking desire for more intimacy. The moan that escaped me was more of a deep growl that vibrated against my throat, desperate for him to continue the intensity our slight connection made.

His hands gripped my arms harder, and I felt his desire to push me away.

He was struggling, just as I struggled to grasp what was happening. Had Omarion been interested me this entire time? Impossible when he was a dragon shifter and I was a mere…whatever.

Yet, this kiss. Scorching hot, like the sculpt of his muscles and the way his interference brought me the men I loved and kept me alive this long. Everything about this was making me want him too, but I knew better.

He’s letting me go.

The last kiss included a sharp bite of my lower lip, blood beginning to pool there before he brushed his lips lightly against mine.

The slight touch made me flinch, but when I looked up to question him, I noticed the amber dragon eyes that looked back at me.

“I know what you are, Cassandra. The flame of yours is as strong as mine, if not stronger. Find the other half of yourself in this trial…and come back to me…to us…alive on the other side.”

“Omari-”

He pushed me away, the force enough for me to lose my balance and fall on my ass. I thought of scrambling up and racing back to his safe arms, but the doors began to close and his expression morphed into regret and fear as the slits of his dragon eyes returned to their normal golden glory.

“Cass-” The doors shut, leaving me in pitch darkness.

I should have waited. Remained where I was and hoped he’d return for me, but an ear-piercing scream had me shooting up and racing into the dark abyss.

I couldn’t see, my other senses heightening in an attempt to aid me on this blind path to freedom. The shrieking cry reminded me of a bird. It was clearly foreign to me, and the amount of fear it instilled in me was enough motivation to keep me moving forward.

I followed my instincts, my body dodging things that I didn’t notice until it was too late. At the speed I was going, I wasn’t sure what possessed me to move so quickly. I was never this fast, but did it matter when my life was at risk?

My heart raced, my body burned. The part of my arm that always glowed during my worst-case scenarios was as bright as ever, illuminating a tiny bit of the dark place that reminded me of a cave.

It wasn’t till I turned right and raced forward that my body urged me to stop. I skidded, trying to slow down, but I was running off of the path before I knew it.

The scream that left me echoed, my body plunging fast in between the depths of two walls. I closed my eyes tightly, bracing myself for impact and death, but something hooked under my shoulders, lifting me up and soaring us sideways to a new path.

“No, no, no! I don’t want to be someone’s dinner. Please let go!”

“If I did that, you’d be dead, Sista.”

IT TALKED?!

I tried to see what held me, but the darkness was far too thick. The glowing mark on my arm had shut right off. The pounding of my heart and ears was making me dizzy.

Closing my eyes, I quietly prayed this wouldn’t be my end, that this creature would have some sort of sympathy for me.

We began to dip down, and before I knew it, I was being dropped onto a grassy patch. “Oof!”

I could have stayed on my ass that was already throbbing from Omarion’s push, but I was up and looking for the one who caught me.

“Who are you?”

“Is that the question you should be asking?” The voice was now soft and delicate, almost like a child’s.

“No,” I whispered. “You’re one the prisoners down here.”

“Obvious, but I’ll give you a point for trying. A bonus for reaching my area of this place.”

Striking eyes of purple pierced through the darkness, keeping me frozen in place.

“Are you one of those fools who thinks they can get through Level Four alive? If so, spare me the explanation. I’ll make your death less tedious.”

“No,” I denied and quickly explained. “There’s a woman who is the very reason I’m trapped in this place. I was kidnapped and have been on Level One ever since. She somehow found out I wasn’t dead, and the guard who’s supposed to keep me safe pushed me out of the elevator here and left. I was supposed to stay alive and find the other half of me. I guess before Ms. Widow finds me.”

“Did you say Ms. Widow?” The mention of Ms. Widow piqued her interest.

“Yes! She’s a one-hundred-year-old—”

“Snake shifter who has a vendetta against anyone hybrid or one-of-a-kind.” She finished my sentence with something completely different than my excuse.

“Hybrid or one-of-a-kind,” I repeated. “I’m not either.”

“Ah.” She sounded pleased with my answer. “Dear Sista. You are neither?”

The sweet laugh that followed made me tremble in submission as the woman with piercing purple eyes emerged from the shadows, her pitch-black wings igniting into flames as the lavender shade morphed crimson.

Her beauty was unheard of, her hair blazing like her wings as her red lips smiled darkly at me. I was her new prey, the one she’d devour after she got every scream of agony from my vocal cords.

My body shook, and I scurried back in fear, watching as her naked body that was covered in various scars, wounds, and bruises was wrapped in flames and then extinguished just as fast.

An elegant, strapless black dress cloaked her slim frame, one of rich silk and delicate lace. Her new set of heels clicked against the black stone she stood upon, and her wings outstretched to their fullest length, half of them still as black as the world around us while the others raged on in orange and red flames.

I, on the other hand, crawled back, the grass ending just like the stone beneath. I scurried forward, my heartbeat peaking at the close call. Over my shoulder, I saw the walls of the cliff far away, and the distance between the two only made my heart drop.

I’m trapped.

“If I’m not neither,” I said with trembling lips, returning my gaze to the woman who would surely end my life, “what am I?”

She looked pleased with the question as she closed her eyes, crossing her arms over her chest.

“You are both, my dear. The combination of two, one of blazing heat and domination, and the other of pure delicacy that many perceive as gods by their beauty alone. Whether you’re a product of chance or were created to see what could result with such unity, your parents succeeded marvelously. You’re the one struggling to give up that human side of yours.”

“I’m not struggling to give my human side up,” I argued. “I’ve been human all my life.”

“You’ve been fed a lie written on a piece of paper one calls a birth certificate. If you were human, the very parents who ditched you after they made a vow to keep you safe would have done their part and informed you of such nonsense. Instead, they sacrificed the blessing given to them by another in promise. Breaking a promise to gain something else in return.”

She laughed, her wings curling around her as if comforting her body that wasn’t dressed for these chilly temperatures.

“They say we supernaturals are evil. What creature makes a promise to care for an innocent babe, only to let them go to the highest bidder who only wants death for the creation made between two powerful souls?”

“How—”

“How can I tell what is written in the past?” she interrupted. “Just as how Alisha can predict the future.”

“You know Alisha?”

“I know who is destined to intertwine with my life. That includes you.” She lowered her arms, her judging eyes staring me down and making me wish to be as small as possible.

“For twenty years, you’ve wasted power that has been blessed to you. Those who expected your safety in a loving family must already be aware of the dark circumstances you were thrown into and they can do nothing as they must handle their own problems instead. Elimination of your existence is the only way the individuals who seek your downfall won’t be caught as the stars begin to shift in alignment and our destined paths begin to unlock our true purpose. All of that starts with you, Cassandra Cyldrirth.”

“Cyldrirth?” I struggled to pronounce the foreign name. “That…sounds like—”

“Dragonhood,” she revealed. “The half that burns when that guard gets too close to you. The reason why, though he’s been asked multiple times to get rid of you, he visits your cell when you sleep peacefully and he leaves in lust, wishing that you could be his. He’s too stubborn to acknowledge that your heart can widen for one more, and you’ve been too caught up in your predicament and need to ignite the relationships you’ve ignored for eons to see his desire for you.”

She took a step forward, followed by another, the second step reaching the edge of the grass and turning it black before it erupted into flames.

“He pushed you here to give you an opportunity to either hide or attempt to release the power within you. The burning energy that awakens when your life is about to end.”

Another step of flames.

“It’s so ironic how supernatural captivity works. You won’t understand it with a human mind, but when you’ve awakened the beast within you, everything will fall in place. You become new as you see who wants you dead and why being behind bars is a blessing as you plot your revenge.”

Another step.

“Isn’t that what you need to do? To fade away, so that Ms. Widow, the very one who gave the Thorns enough knowledge and money to build their empire in exchange for abandoning you, doesn’t end your life with her own slithering hands? A lovely invitation has been presented to you, and now you can either succumb to your unconscious desperation to be normal or to bask in your magical essence and transform into the person you were destined to be. The sole daughter of the Cyldrirth family and potential heir to their infinite den of majestic dragons.”

“I-I need more time,” I pleaded. Her words meant so much, and yet it felt like rushing waves hitting me left and right. Far too much information to suddenly accept what had been hidden until now.

The worst part of all of this was how vulnerable I felt. It was as though everyone knew I was special but me. Why was that? Why couldn’t I return to the life I’d lived two and a half months ago?

“There’s no more time.” The woman was two steps away from me, and the flames were closing in and bringing their intense heat with them.

Tears streamed down my face as I looked at her with wide eyes and a trembling lip. In that second, I saw the hint of pity in her eyes. I could see her debating whether I deserved to live or perish.

“Why do you fear change?” Her voice had a motherly tone.

“It’s scary,” I whispered. “My whole life changed when my par—those people who should have protected me decided to change their minds. That change thrust me into the world, and I’m grateful that I lived the life I did under Everett’s care. Change means I have to change myself. That I have to shed the old skin and habits I cling to and start fresh. That frightens me…and sometimes, it excites me. I’ve been told I was human all my life and in less than three months, everyone’s telling me I’m something I never thought I could be worthy of being. How do I accept that at the brink of death?”

She grinned and nodded her head, the flames stalling an inch from my bare feet.

“I was like you once.” She looked lost in old memories. “When I thought I could live in the bubble my people tried desperately to keep me in. Then we had to flee, and before I knew it, I was in captivity.”

She lifted her head to the dark ceiling of piercing rocks that dripped of tiny droplets of water.

“For so long I wondered what was so special about me to land me in the dark depths of imprisonment. It wasn’t because I was skinny or had different eyes. It wasn’t due to my personality or behavior. I was handcuffed and chained like a slave, all because I was a supernatural of rarity, one not easily found with a beating heart. I went from a confined life with those I cherished to a world of isolation. Many, many years had to go by for me to realize what a gift I was to this world, and that I could use these very years in captivity to make those who fear me tremble even more.”

She lowered her gaze, and the coldness in her eyes returned full force as she took a step forward.

“I had to wake up and realize that change forces you to transform, and it’s up to each individual to make a choice. You can transform by spreading your wings and flying to what you dearly desire, or you can die, wishing to remain what you can’t be anymore.”

One final step and her body began to levitate in the air, her wings outstretched to their full length.

“The choice is yours, Cassandra. You’ve survived this long because you have a purpose to fulfill, but that door will close if you don’t accept that this is the pivotal moment in your life, and what comes after is what you need to embrace to become victorious.”

“You’re not making sense!” I exclaimed.

“To gain something, you must lose something.” All bits of emotion left her face as she stared down at me. “It’s time to lose what’s most precious to you. If you survive this, my name is Celeste. One of the Four Faery Absolutes. If your eyes open to the truth, you’ll know where to go next.”

Her wings arched back and flapped once; the wind and heatwave that hit me were a strong enough combo to pick me up like a feather.

I gasped, my body moving upward as Celeste lowered until her feet stood in a ring of fire.

“Find yourself, or nothing can save you. Not even death.”

The wind that kept me flying vanished and my body plummeted into the dark abyss below.

The only sound was my high-pitched scream.

And then complete silence.


Supernatural Transformation


“They’ll kill her if she’s given to the wrong people, Wilfried! Do you trust these people with your life?”

“I’ve sacrificed so much for the Thorns. They promised again and again that if I ever needed a favor in return, they would honor it with their very blood. This is out of our hands, Faith.”

“She’s so precious, Will. She deserves to live. To experience life without being woven into the dark alleyways of our world and imprisonment. Look what happened to—”

“Our son went against what he was told.”

“He was only seven, Will! What does a boy know?!”

“Seven is the age at which the heavens begin to judge you for your sins. He was old enough to listen to us and our constant warnings. He disobeyed and that landed him in the captivity neither of us can save him from. Cassandra has a chance. We can give her parents who will ensure she gets a normal human life. That she’ll grow up as a strong, confident woman and not be threatened by the very people who should protect her.”

“They threaten us with the possibilities because none has ever had borne a dragon fae, Will. They’ve never seen one with a dragon heart like hers who is blessed with fae magic from the outer worlds. You know how they frown upon hybrids.”

“We didn’t plan any of this. You didn’t know you were even pregnant until days before you were due.”

“The curse of being fae with magic to maintain your looks and divine perfection.” Faith sighed. “Look how beautiful she is. So sweet and pure. She’ll be strong-willed and never want to give up, like her Papa, while carrying my beauty and willingness to love — once she gets over her fear of loving others.”

“Why you fear to love is beyond me.”

“If I didn’t, you wouldn’t have a chance of marrying me, Sir Wilfried.”

“If we do this, it’ll be a while until we see one another.”

“Sadly,” Faith whispered. “But I must fix what is going on in the fae realms, just as you have to ensure your den remains safe. You’ve heard the rumors. Dragons are dying. You can’t endure another crisis or risk of extinction. This is the time for the supernaturals to rise, but we know that the unique are isolated in the hidden prisons across the world, and those that are more common walk among the humans, attempting to hide just how powerful we’ve become. It’s only a matter of time before the humans discover the truth, and once those supernaturals get tired of living in captivity, they’ll rise to the surface and let the world know of their existence. Who knows when that will be, but it will happen, Will.”

“All we can hope is that Cassandra avoids such a fate.”

“What if she doesn’t?” Faith quietly asked. “What if they find out who she is? Or better yet, what if she finds out who she is?”

“Regardless of who finds out…” He let out a heavy sigh. “When that time comes, either our princess will rise and claim her heritage, or she’ll fall as a human. Her future will be out of our hands the moment we give her to the Thorns, but if she can reclaim herself, the burning flame and faery magic that course through her veins will help her come home.”

“If she does return home, what will we say?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Wilfried declared. “We’ll accept her as our princess, and it’ll be her choice to learn more of our worlds. Until then, all we can pray is that she lives the best life the universe can give, and when it’s her time to do her part in this vast world, that the hurdles that come her way be kind.”

“May she be surrounded by those who love and adore her. I pray she knows just how special she is.”

“Our beautiful princess.”

“Or sweet Cassandra.”

“Universe. Protect the Princess of Cyldrirth,” Wilfried affirmed.

“Let her fae roots grow peacefully within her as the magic embedded beneath her skin sleeps peacefully.”

“Let the flames of her dragon hide deep within her heart. Until she finds one who makes that very flame ignite and spread. May she be strong, stubborn, and confident in who she is, and if she becomes lost within herself, help her remember the two people in this world that loved her first. Let her recall our voices, and that there is a home for her when she’s unsure of her path in life.”

“We love you, Cassandra, our precious daughter.”

“Forgive us for giving you a better life.”

“Forgive us for not bringing you into a better world.

“Forgive us.”
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Why must I lose one thing to achieve another?

The sole thought repeated itself, a cycle of regrets as I drifted deeper into the dark waters.

No more glimpse of light that shone when I first opened my eyes every morning.

No more words of gratitude for another day of living.

No more smiles and laughter with the people I loved.

No more kisses of passion that ignited a warmth and made me wish for more.

At the chance of being human, I lost everything that mattered.

All because I couldn’t have both.

I should have been proud of my decision, but as my lungs filled with water and my mind was submerged by memories of the life I’d lived, I was left with growing regret and realized how foolish I was to believe one could have it all.

Would embracing the supernatural being inside me cause my human side to disappear? Would I lose the memories I created in the process? Does it even matter now? I’ve lost everything. Even myself.

The dreadful thought made me wish to sink faster. To lie still and let the growing sadness plague me.

I went from a normal life of shopping, good company, food, and dreams, to running for my life to secure that very normalcy I took for granted. Kidnapped and handcuffed with others in captivity, tested again by the same person desperate to be rid of me.

How happy that old hag who had outlived many must be. For her greatest wish to be granted — and she would soon have a body to show for it. How unfair that I let her take what she sought from me.

She fought to take my men from me. To cut me out of this life early, again and again. She was the very reason I was abandoned by those who swore to take care of me, and instead of enacting revenge, I played around as if life was a game.

Here I was, on the Game Over screen, my lifeless body drifting further into the depths of whatever body of water this was. Some would be given the chance to start over, but life wasn’t a video game that gave you the privilege to do just that.

I’d played like a blind fool, and it was my turn to accept the failures that had led me to this fateful death.

But I couldn’t accept this. My hidden heritage, the satisfaction that hag would experience at the news of my death. The sorrow of my lovers, and the regret Omarion felt in thinking I was as powerful as he wished for me to be.

To allow this future to manifest seemed outrageous to me, and for the first time since being within these dark waters, I felt the emotions that came with it.

Regret.

Sadness.

Anger.

I expected my regret to consume me. Little did I know it was the least important out of the three. What plagued every part of me was intense anger.

Not only for my doom and the woman so desperate to get rid of me, the loose end. What left me livid as death knocked on my door was myself.

I had been too afraid. Hiding my fears in humorous remarks and asking as many questions I could to gain information instead of seeking those answers on my own. My curiosity opened the way for too many secrets to be revealed, and my faith in humanity and refusal to see the darkness that grew every day were foolish mistakes.

Outraged by the fate I’d been left with, I mentally screamed.

I deserved to live. To be given a shot at a new life and to discover the special part of me that everyone else saw within me.

I had never understood revenge before.

I did now.

Unless you experienced the pain, deceit, and heartbreak that betrayal kindled, you’d never feel the intense desire to return the favor.

Now that was where I was.

I desperately wanted to get revenge. To claw my way upwards and walk out of this alive. How satisfying it would be to emerge from the shadows and see the shock on that old hag’s wrinkled face.

I’d reclaim the men I loved, I’d ensure Everett remained the father figure in our lives, and I’d return back to this very place and free all those who’d experienced exactly what I’d dealt with.

No more kidnappings. No getting away with this cruelty. I’d be the bringer of a new revolution, and with it, everyone would see what it was like to mess with our livelihood for the sake of controlling the outside world.

A flicker of a flame ignited within me once more, the warmth growing and growing by the second, waiting for the moment I allowed it to be free once and for all. The excruciating heat did not faze me.

To feel the heat inside me when my body was numbed by cold waters was a blessing.

Always, my power had come to my aid. The magic inside me shielded me from death row. Why had I been afraid of it all this time?

Having magic. Being a supernatural. It doesn’t mean I’ll lose the person I’ve become. I’ll still be able to love. To experience life’s joy.

Only this time, I’d be able to protect myself. No more cowering in the darkness.

Now you see your worth?

My eyes snapped open. My body was still drifting deeper into the water, and my surroundings were pitch black.

A single flame lit up below me. It morphed from a rising flame to a circular object. The closer I got to its level, the stronger the glowing light burned. It wasn’t until I was parallel to it that the circle came to a close, leaving me in the dark once more. My body stopped moving, leaving me right in that spot.

The circle returned, but as I stared at it, the details of a dragon eye came into view. It was as big as my head, and my eyes widened when its entire body began to appear, scale after scale of orange and turquoise with hints of gold sparkling to life.

She is mine. The reflection of power I was so frightened to accept.

She was beyond beautiful, her thick, glossy scales bringing me joy. Words couldn’t describe her mesmerizing appearance and the dominance she portrayed.

She was the epitome of a badass, and I felt ashamed for discarding her for long.

Your fear was what held you back from discovering me. You assumed confidence only meant in physical appearance and your ability to love the body harboring your soul. In the ways of a human, that is correct and a goal for which to strive, but as a supernatural, there is more.

I began to regain the feeling in my arms, my fingers tingling with electric shocks. I lifted my arm and allowed my hand to hover just above her eye. How petite my hand was in comparison, and yet this dragon was a part of me.

Why fear when something as powerful as this lies within me?

To lose the vulnerability within your human side is the sacrifice you must make to claim your destined supernatural side. Without such sacrifice, I was left imprisoned within you.

Imprisoned. You…were trapped in here.

That hurt to think about. To accept that this dragon was locked within me.

If you want to think of it in that way, indeed I was. If a host does not want our power, there is nothing we can do but remained locked within until the day they die.

Does the same happen to my magic? Is it trapped as well?

Somewhat. Your magic is unique. You’ll face that when the time comes, but it cannot be given to another master until you’ve passed.

What now? I have died, right? There’s no going back. I failed.

Not quite. The hint of magic that knows your true desire is keeping you alive. It is up to you to determine if you’d like to live or fall into a deep slumber. The choice is yours.

The choice is mine. Yes.

It all made sense now. The way some supernaturals had a sense of seriousness and pride in who they were. Tristan, Dominick, Otis, and Adonis. They’d all had to go through an awakening. It may not have been like this, with death at every corner, but I saw their slow transformation and maturity.

This was my time. My moment to claim my destiny.

This is my transformation.

Indeed, Princess of Cyldrirth. Transform, and together with the magic invested in us, we shall exact our revenge on all those who want us in eternal captivity. Let your supernatural blessing be free.

That’s exactly what I was ready to do.

Be free.


Freedom And Supernatural Outlaw


Princess Cassandra.

The soft poke to my cheek woke me from slumber. My entire body was in pain, throbbing agony tugging at every nerve ending, but the pain brought enlightenment.

It was confirmation that I was alive.

I’m alive. I survived?!

My heavy eyelids were hard to open, but I forced them to rise. The darkness around me was lit by small balls of light. It reminded me of fireflies, but I couldn’t hear their buzzing. As I blinked, I realized what they truly were.

Balls of life energy.

A tiny voice had called to me. It reminded of a sweet child, one of perfection and grace. I looked at my left hand that laid against the soft grass and soil.

Staring at the grass began to trigger my memories. The prison, the incident in the mines where I stopped time, the race through Level Four, and my encounter with Celeste.

My potential has awakened. I am no longer human.

Testing out my fingers, I wiggled each one. It was a mesmerizing experience, not due to the sensation of movement that fluttered up my hand and arm, but because of the glowing energy that danced around my hand. Gold and orange that reminded me of flames with hints of green and turquoise.

A mixture of calm and fierce.

Dragging my fingertips along the grass, my eyes fluttered closed as I enjoyed the sensation. The slight prickle of their fine ends, and the smooth texture of their blades. To feel joy from grass would have been a laughable matter in any other case, but this was my moment to appreciate nature.

To be grateful for the oxygen I was inhaling and exhaling, and how I lay upon the soft soil that helped produce life. I tested the fingers of my other hand, gripping the soil and enjoying the soft texture.

The sensation of life was between my fingertips, and I couldn’t be more thankful.

I took my time rising to my hands and knees. The pain hadn’t subsided, but neither did my happiness as tears pooled in my eyes and rolled down my cheeks.

The flood of emotion. The feelings of fulfillment and belonging.

I finally knew who I was, and my path would unfold from this moment on.

“Princess Cassandra!”

I opened my eyes to see a tiny person peering up at me. Her body reminded me of a pixie and her wings fluttered so quickly they would have almost looked transparent if not for the bright golden glow that wrapped around them.

She wore a marvelous turquoise dress made of layers of thin lace fabric that was dotted with mini gold and orange rhinestones — the same jewels that were embroidered in the top trim of the dress.

One eye was gold while the other was orange, and her hair was a teal blue that cascaded in curls. She wore a tiny crown on her head and smiled brilliantly as tears rolled down her cheeks.

“You did it, Princess Cassandra. You awakened me and your dragon!”

“You…” I had to pause with how dry my throat was. Sitting back onto my knees, I let myself focus solely on the faery as I took in her words.

Awakened her and my dragon. Dragon fae. That is what I am. A hybrid.

You finally know the truth of your hidden origin.

There it was, that burning presence that alit within me when I was angry or desperate. The warmth that awakened made me grin and I closed my eyes once more and let my tears fall.

To be complete was hard to describe. No more wondering why I wasn’t like the men I loved and admired. No more being out of the loop in terms of power and extraordinary possibilities.

My captivity had highlighted my desire to be what I’d always dreamed of. To find out who I was and where my destiny lay with my supernatural brothers.

Now that wish had finally been granted, but this was a new beginning.

Opening my eyes, I watched the pixie flutter up to my face, doing her best to try and catch my tears.

“Don’t cry, Princess Cassandra!”

Her squeaky voice made me smile. I wished to talk with her, but my throat was aching for water. It felt like I’d burned it somehow, and the thought of drinking something cold to simmer the heat down would be another blessing.

“I know! You want some water after breathing fire?!” The pixie clapped her hands with pride. I arched an eyebrow at her comment.

Breathing fire?

Minor detail.

I smirked at the quirky comment, which seemed to make the pixie happy as she flew lower to the ground.

“Princess Cassandra. You can take water from right here!” She pointed to the ground, and I glanced at the patch of dirt.

When I looked at her oddly in return, she giggled.

“Concentrate, Princess! Imagine the droplets of water rising from the ground and filling your hand to the fullest.” Her beaming smile and encouragement made it seem possible.

I brought my hands together, the palms facing up as I hovered above the patch she spoke of. I could see the bits of energy that flowed through the ground, but when I closed my eyes it awakened the light show I’d seen once before back in the mines.

The roots of life. The flow of water. Every element had its own fluorescent color, emitting a gentle light that mingled perfectly with the darkness.

Please, Mother Earth. Provide me with what will quench my thirst.

I felt the first droplet hit the palm of my hand, but I allowed my eyes to remain closed, watching the baby blue drops of energy pull upward from the soil and float into my hand.

When I opened my eyes, the last drop of water filled the handmade cup: clear, cool, and ready for me to drink.

A smile blossomed on my lips as I leaned in to sip the pure, rich liquid of life.

I finished it with ease, using my wet hands to pat my dry mouth and moisturize my lips. Putting my hands together again, I asked one more time to quench my thirst, and again, it was delivered in the palm of my hands.

Once I finished the second helping of water, I sighed in relief.

“Thank you.” I gave genuine thanks to the earth for providing what I needed.

Opening my eyes, I looked at the pixie, my smile growing wider. “Hello, little one. Thank you for your instructions.”

“I’m not little!” she announced before she thought about it. “Okay, maybe I’m a bit on the smaller side. You’re very welcome, Princess. I finally get to meet you!”

“May I ask your name?” I inquired.

“Marigold!” she cheered. “Just call me Mari. I am your fae pixie guide, one who was born with your magic.”

“Born with my magic? Does that mean you were born right now?” I inquired.

“Nope.” She shook her head swiftly. “I’ve been with you since the day you were born!”

Her excitement left me confused, but her words only added to my sudden restlessness.

“Since I was born? Does…that mean for twenty years you’ve been with me?”

“Indeed.” Her wings fluttered as she flew up to my eye level.

Spreading out the bottom of her dress in greeting, she curtsied.

“I am Marigold Cyldrirth. I’m the fae pixie guide that sleeps within you. Due to the block placed upon you as a babe, I couldn’t get out.”

“Block placed upon me,” I repeated. “By whom?”

Mari puffed her lips and put her hands on her hips. “The witch! The one who hates you with a passion.”

“Widow,” I concluded and looked at the ground. “What a pitiful woman.”

She is the main reason for your suffering, but behind the mask of a mastermind is a web of lies and deceit, but perfection is never guaranteed with each decision and deal created. She made some individuals into living fools with glittering opportunities but hid the truth of where those lie. All that leads to enemies, and only time will tell when they will resurface to intact their revenge.

You love to talk in riddles.

“I apologize,” I directed to both my dragon and Mari. “I’m assuming this block was the reason why I doubted myself so often?”

Marigold nodded quickly and looked even madder. “It was a mind game! Whenever you were confident and close to unlocking your fae magic, something would happen to make you feel unworthy or weak! Your burst of anger isn’t that BTS thing! It’s your dragon revolting against the binding shackles. It’s a good thing you finally realized your worth, or you would have ended up dying from all the effort. Once magic gets tired of being in captivity, it withers away like a flower.”

That is why your captivity was a blessing in disguise. The pent-up magic could be used to save you in the worst-case scenarios, giving your human body a break and enough time to begin to heal for this very process.

“You removed my memories of the mine incident so that my human brain wouldn’t be stressed about it. I knew of its occurrence from what the guys explained, but no one could decipher what had occurred when I ran off into the mines and somehow landed in my cell, asleep.”

What happens in the prison, stays there.

“Funny,” I remarked with a small grin. “I’m happy that I’m finally able to understand my worth and potential. May I ask where we are?”

“Of course, Princess.” Mari fluttered around my head before she clapped twice. A miniature gold map formed before her and a glowing turquoise dot flashed on and off in a specific spot.

“We are here!” She pointed to the very dot. “We’re on the outskirts of this island. From the look of things, the prison is all the way over here.” She moved her hand along the map, stopping on the other side of the map’s edge where a red X flashed.

“We…escaped,” I noted.

“Yes,” Mari agreed. “But there’s a problem.”

“Isn’t there always one,” I noted. “What is it?”

“Omarion.”

I arched an eyebrow at the map as four orange dots emerged near our flashing one, but one remained near the X where the prison was.

Your dragon mate is being held captive. Your men are close to discovering us. Minutes away.

“How do you know he’s being held captive?” I inquired. “And what’s this about being a mate? He’s an asshole.”

“From my research of supernatural history, all dragons are assholes.”

I gave Mari a look and she giggled nervously. “I didn’t say that.”

“Sure.” I grinned and looked to the sky. “What happened to land me here?”

I took control and found the way out of the Level Four Prison. Their captivity is by choice, meaning Celeste pushed you down to seek the only way out — through the deep river channel. When you allowed me to be free, we shifted and burst out of the water. Omarion witnessed it, but instead of capturing us, he let us go. Before entering the clouds, I saw him being taken away by some guards. Your other men were only guards as a decoy. They don’t need to play those games with your departure, but Omarion is stuck in his double life trap.

“The risk of being a double agent,” I muttered, fighting to get up on my feet. Staring down at my naked body, I looked to my right arm, where the vivid tattoo I’d always admired remained against my flesh. The bold black ink shimmered slightly at my attention, specks of turquoise shining on and off.

“There was always a reason why I always drew this symbol,” I noted.

“That’s the Cyldrirth birthmark! It’s proof that you’re the Princess of Cyldrirth. When the King and Queen see it, they’ll know it’s you.”

“King and Queen.” I thought about it. “My Father is a dragon, my mother a fae. Correct?”

Yes. There’s lots to discuss, but it’s time you prepare for your men’s arrival. Once you leave this place, the clock will begin to tick, and you’ll have to determine if you wish to return for your mate or not.

“There’s no need to debate that,” I announced, closing my eyes and envisioning a dress of fine silk cloaking my body.

The lightshow within the darkness began, sparks of turquoise and gold weaving together before wrapping around my body.

When my eyes opened, I was clothed in a pure white dress. Lifting my hand up, I called upon the droplets of water, but this time, they spun in an oval circle, gathering and growing until a water mirror formed before me, projecting what I wanted to witness.

The new me.

My hair was dazzling gold with bits of turquoise and orange. Only my roots had hints of brown, the remainder of my human roots that brought me here. My tanned skin was lighter now, and my piercing blue eyes carried a hint of gold within them. My lips were redder, giving off the impression that I wore lipstick, and I’d regained my body weight and the curves I’d had when I was in the best shape of my short life.

I felt rejuvenated, my energy at a constant peak and my mind clear of any distractions. I knew what I needed to do. I’d escaped captivity as a supernatural inmate, and my next course of action awaited.

“We’ll go back. Not just for Omarion. If Alisha, Ivy, and Celeste are still within those underground walls, they’ll be coming out as well. Though, we have some self-improvement to do first.”

“Oh! This sounds exciting! Where are we going first, Princess?!” Mari clapped her hands and danced around my head in anticipatory glee.

The smile that graced my lips was of my dragon’s. Her inner buzz of joy was flooding through me.

“To the one place in this world where we can train and enjoy captivity to the fullest.”

“Captivity to the fullest?!” Mari stopped mid-dance to stare at me in confusion. “We’re going to another prison?!”

“Well, we’re supernatural outlaws now. Until proven innocent, we’re technically on the run.” I teased the idea, expecting Marigold to shriek in fear, but she blinked and began to clap her hands.

“Supernatural outlaws! Delightful! We should make a club! Supernatural Captivity Club for Outlaws!” Her idea made me laugh, and the joy it manifested seemed to make the grass around me grow taller.

“Did I do that?” I wondered happily.

“You did! You did!” Mari put her hands on her hips. “I think we know where you want to go. We can go together with our men in tow!” she sang.

“Yes,” I noted. “Seeing as you’re my magic, I don’t need to my repeat myself because you can hear my dragon, correct?”

“Yes,” Mari bobbed her head. “Will you give your dragon a name?”

“Would you like one?” I inquired, directing the question to my dragon.

Quil-Zu is what I remember being called before banishment. Quil for short.

“Quil-Zu and Marigold. Thank you for your loyalty as I enjoyed the life of a human. Your years of captivity are over, and our time to place our mark on this world is now. Embrace our outlaw status, and together, we’ll break through our supernatural captivity. Until then, let us prepare for our departure. Once my men arrive, we won’t have long before we’re in the air and heading to our destination.

“Where to?!” Marigold cheered.

I looked in the mirror, my gaze locking onto the reflection of my eyes. They began to shift to gold, green, and orange. Flickering flames of hidden power and masked supremacy.

“Dubai. It’s time to meet someone we never got the chance to know. All the answers we need are within those jailed walls. Hopefully, captivity in Dubai is far sweeter.”

It’s time to fulfill my true destiny. Starting now.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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TURN THE NEXT PAGE TO READ THE FIRST CHAPTER OF PSYCHIC PRISON.


PSYCHIC PRISON BLURB


When a Monarch is Marked, they go from master to prisoner. Their fate? Determined by the one who Marked them.

Alisha Butterfly is my name, and on Friday the 13th, I was found guilty of the massacre of a bunch of criminals — people I have no memory of killing. Amnesia wasn’t a good enough excuse to get me into the mental ward and so I was tossed into the depths of the Psychic Prison for Supernaturals.

Now I’m a Marked puppet with bad luck on my side and a master waiting for me at my cell. But questions — and problems — arise when that one master turns out to be four and I learn I’m more than just a trapped butterfly.

To them, a Marked Monarch is a slave to their every command. But I’m more than that. I’m powerful and I will rise from the depths of this prison and exact my revenge on whomever sentenced me here.

I’ll cocoon myself within these grim walls and do what my masters tell me. Let them abuse, strengthen, and train me for what’s to come, for time will be my ally until I transform and regain what is rightfully mine.

I will reclaim my supernatural monarchy.


PROLOGUE: FAREWELL MEMORY OF PRIDE


My body plunged into the icy waters.

After descending through the skies like a malfunctioning airplane, the freezing temperatures felt like a saving grace against my burning hot body.

My weak eyes barely opened, but it was enough to see the red water all around me.

The bodies rising upward to the surface to float and emphasize the inevitable.

Death worked in mysterious ways, and as I sunk deeper into the depths of this bloody water, I knew my life was on a short rope, destined to end like all those who shared this same water.

One would think they’d feel fear or think of their last happy moments in life.

I felt numb. No sadness and sorrow radiated from my slowing heart, as my body began to freeze and lose sensation.

I’d done something bad. Something I should have regretted like any normal individual.

I regret nothing…

Whatever sins my hand committed, they so rightful did with my blessings. I’d approved of this fiasco, but the deeper I sank, the further away my memories became.

They were fading…leaving me to be nothing but an empty shell, yet pain struck me at that moment - not internally, but outside my hollow shell.

The first strike wrapped around my waist, pausing my descent to death.

The second strike wrapped around my neck, like a chained creature.

Finally, two strikes hit at once, each one wrapping around my wrists and keeping them together like handcuffs.

Confusion shimmered through me, but as the lack of oxygen began to creep through my weak senses, I couldn’t care what was happening.

I knew what was going on.

The burning sensation along my arm was sealing what I knew was inevitable: I was being Marked.

My memories were fading faster than I expected, and still, I felt no fear. The pain was somewhat inviting, a part of me believing that this pain was nothing compared to what I should have felt with the ultimate crime I just committed.

I was a Monarch, after all, a leader of my kind. I defended the weak. I kept my kind strong. This act of treason meant the future generations of my kind had a chance to live on.

I still regret nothing, as the chains tugged me upward, my body beginning to rise upward. Whether I lived or died didn’t matter to me.

My duty had been completed and I’d face the consequences. If only my memories wouldn’t leave me.

Then I’d pay the price with honor and not fear.

The closer I came to the surface, the emptier my mind was, until all I could grasp was my name.

Alisha Butterfly. Alisha Butterfly. Alisha Butterfly.

Over and over, I repeated my name, the one thing I’d cling onto with desperation. It didn’t matter if I forgot what kind of shifter I was. No matter my supernatural background or hierarchy.

As long as I recalled my name, I could find my home.

I’d find out where I laid my mark and who perished from my claws.

My eyes finally came to a close, the darkness inviting me into a deep slumber. I did not fight it, knowing my time as Monarch was over - these chains a symbol of my imprisonment.

I allowed my consciousness to fade away, the last bit of memories of people cheering my name in pride and joy made their final debut.

One final push to remind me that what I’d done had saved a land of many - had saved an entire nation of my kind.

I’d face the shackles that now claimed me with pride, for I wasn’t in the wrong and my captivity wasn’t my downfall.

I was now a trapped butterfly, and my rein of monarchy was no more.
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Veronica Agnus is Paranormal Romance Author. She loves to write, workout, and spend some cozy time with her puppies. She enjoys writing stories with empowering women, a hint of comedy, strong unique men, and a jam-packed adventure that leaves you wanting more.
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