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For the black sheep.

The lost and broken.

The Misfits. 








CHAPTER ONE







AND SO THE chase has begun. 

I quickly duck behind the nearest rock as a blast of fire comes barreling towards me, barely missing my face. Tucking my legs, I roll out from the safety of my only cover and blindly throw a fireball of my own behind me at the crazed fucker chasing me. 

His footsteps die off, and I lose track of him, observing my surroundings, listening closely, waiting for him to make even the slightest move. 

My heart is pounding heavily in my ears, making filtering out the sounds around me challenging. I need to calm down and concentrate before I let this fool best me. 

I scoff at the thought as if I would allow him the satisfaction.

I’m not the same girl I was a couple of weeks ago. I’m no longer naive to the other worlds and creatures that help fill the voids of our existence.

Granted, I initially didn’t want to leave my realm and come to the Underworld, but I’m really glad I did. I’ve already learned so much. 

I’ve grown incredibly close to Kora. She’s becoming like a little sister to me. 

Sure, she helped her unhinged grandmother-demon-thing capture me, but she has been atoning for that. 

Hades and Persephone have also made a change in their ways with her and started allowing her to be more involved in the family business, and let me say—she’s a natural.  Already she’s herded three lost souls back to the underworld this week alone. 

She’s becoming quite the little demon huntress.

A crackling sound to the left of me catches my attention, and I spin on my heels in the direction of the noise, keeping my eyes peeled for any signs of danger. 

I know just because I don’t see anything doesn’t mean he’s not out there, stalking me, hunting me down like a wild animal. 

The silence once again bleeds as slowly as the wound on my arm cut by the sharp claws of a dead tree. 

None of the trees in the Underworld are green or filled with life; they’re deceased, just like the souls that trample through them, trying to hold onto who they once were.

Some of them can still remember who they are and who they want to become, hoping to reach the afterlife in Helhiem finally, or as some call it, Valhalla. 

Others lose themselves, becoming rotten demons that wreak havoc, and possess the living in the other realms.  Then, others choose to stay here in the Underworld, working for Hades or joining the army of the undead. There are so many different roles here; jobs are always in abundance. 

Modern times have changed things in more than just the mortal realm, according to Asmo. The other six realms have been keeping up with the developments of the new age, creating their technologies from the natural resources available to them, as it differs from realm to realm. 

Another noise catches my attention ever so slightly; any average person would have probably missed it. I turn just in time to see the assailant racing towards me at full speed. He’s massive in comparison to my petite frame and fast…How is he so fucking fast? I have no time to think anything through, my brain is mute, and panic is creeping through my chest and lumping in the back of my throat. 

Pivoting on the balls of my feet, I throw all my weight into my hurried and tasteless attack, but he swerves my fist easily.  

With a swift swipe of his hand, he tries to knock me off my feet, but I avert him, tucking my knees close to my chest and rolling onto my shoulder, out of his grasp, and landing on my back. 

Then, I fling my arms above my head so my palms are flat against the ground and push off while simultaneously kicking both my legs, using the momentum it gives me to catapult back up to my feet. When I turn back around, I’m face to face with my stalker. 

Fuck. He finally has me. 

His lip curls up in a wicked smile, satisfied with his catch. 

“Thought you could get away from me, did you?”

“The fight isn’t over yet.” I retort, balling my fists at my sides.

Ha! He acts like I would just give up and surrender. 

No chance, asshole.

Silver mist permeates the air around us, the tranquil trickling from the spring behind me, a remembrance of how dehydrated I am from this crusade through the courtyard labyrinth.

My mouth feels like a desert, my tongue dry and rough like sandpaper.  

He makes the first move, his fist briskly approaching my face. I block it with my forearm, flinging his arm out to the side, using my other fist to jab him in the ribs. 

“Lucky shot.” He laughs, bouncing around on his feet.

He’s toying with me again. He wants me angry, scared, and helpless, but I’m not going to let him win. I’ll beat him at his own game; get into his head.

“I think you just suck.” I mock, “Can’t even take down a five-foot-two girl. What a shame.” I mock. 

“I’ll make you eat those words.” He says, lunging at me like a restless beast, his arms wide to shorten my range of escape.

Stiff fingers grasp my Slipknot tee that I got from their concert a few years back, ripping the shoulder. 

Now, had I known that I would be running barefoot in shorts and a t-shirt in the middle of the night through a goddamn maze, I would have just worn my armor to bed.

“Damn it! This is one of my favorite shirts!” I yell, kicking him in the shin.

“Ouch!” He reaches down, rubbing the area I just assaulted. “That was a bratty move.”

“Yea, well, you ripped my shirt. I’d personally call that pretty even!” I fume, examining the frayed rip. 

Sweat beads his brow; I anticipate the gears in his head are going, thinking of more ways he can torment me before the night is over.

He stares me down.

I stare back, not intimidated in the least.

I haven’t been scared easily since I was a child, and after everything I’ve been through the past few weeks, it will take way more than empty threats to shake me.

He moves slowly, walking a circle around me.

Just fucking attack me already…wouldn’t you? 

I’m beginning to grow weary of the little games he enjoys playing with me.

Sliding my hand down the front of my shirt, I feel for the sheathed knife sitting snugly between my breast, pulling it out with a soft click as it releases from its scabbard. Then, wasting no time, I grasp it firmly in my palm and swing my elbow back as hard as possible. I twirl on my feet, kicking my leg up so that if he tries to duck away from my blade, he’ll meet my knee instead.

It works.

No sooner than he tries to maneuver away from being stabbed in the eye, my knee connects solidly with his temple, sending him staggering backward.

Breathing a sigh of relief, I turn to finish the job, but he recovers quickly from my attack and jabs me in the ribs, knocking the breath from my lungs.

What the fuck is it going to take to shake this jackass? I’m tired and ready for a bath and a nap. Why must he do this to me?

I feel like a petty child complaining about how unfair their life is, but I don’t care. 

I’m ready for this to end.

He grins, wiping blood from the cut on his bottom lip with the back of his hand, then rips his shirt off, exposing abs that should be illegal in every realm. Sweat drops from his jaw, dropping onto the curve of the muscle in his chest. 

 My morals go out the window. My eyes wander briefly, trailing down his body, making my pussy tingle in response. 

What in the Satan’s orgy —What the fuck, Kali?

His lip curls up in response to my moment of weakness, and he knows he has me. 

Leave it to my hormones to be the reason I get captured or worse—die. It’s one way to go, I suppose.

“Your move. Unless you’re ready to submit to me now.” He laughs.

Man, screw this dunce. I’m going to make him eat his words, damn the consequences. 

I realize I’m in a dangerous situation, but I also have this awful complex where I believe I’m much bigger and more fearful than I really am. 

“Nah, I’m pretty sure I’m about to kick your ass and make you like it.” I challenge, digging my toe into the dusty ground. 

“That’s big talk coming from such a quaint damsel. I can easily snap you like a twig.” He winks, making a snapping motion with his hands.

Annoyance bubbles in my belly. I attack him again; this time, my knife makes a small cut on his shoulder. Wrapping his arms around my waist, he pulls us both to the ground, knocking the knife from my hand in the process. 

We wrestle for what feels like an hour, my aching muscles growing weak from the struggle. This is a battle I’m going to lose; I can’t fight him off for much longer. 

Just as I suspect, my arm gives out, giving him my back. My face presses into the tiny pebbles of the edge of a small lake of water we wound up at as he puts his weight on the back of my neck with his forearm. 

Threading his bloody fingers into my thick curls, he jerks my head to the side so he can watch my defeat. 

His dick is in the crease of my ass, and the material of my shorts does little to shield me from the evasiveness of his hardened appendage. 

I should be disgusted, pissed, something…Though, I’m anything but. 

Falling back on the ground, he pulls me across his lap, my body too worn out to fight him anymore. 

“Now, little flame. Didn’t I tell you what I would do to you if you ever raised your hand to me again?… I hope you’re ready for your punishment.” His finger makes a trail along the length of the back of my leg, then back around the curves of my hips. My traitorous body trembles beneath his sinful touch.

“Don’t you dare!” I screech, squirming against him, but it only excites him more.

He raises the hem of my shorts, exposing my bare ass to the entire Underworld. My breath hitches in my throat; the anticipation of knowing what he will do next is absolutely grueling. Mere moments pass before the force of his large calloused hand connects with my right cheek, echoing through the night. 

I can feel the imprint of his hand already welting up; it leaves a prickling sensation behind, stinging slightly. I’m sure it will be sore in the morning and most likely leave a hefty bruise behind.

Right now, though—Right now, it makes me want to be taken in the most savage of ways. 

I could care less if anyone sees us because by the time he smacks me for the second time, my fingers are already dipping inside me, and I’m needy for release. 

“Asmo.” His name falls from my parted lips.

“Yes. That’s my good girl.” He whispers, spanking me again.







  

 







 




























  











CHAPTER TWO







AS I STEP into the room, I see her sitting with her legs tucked beneath her in the oversized recliner in the corner by the massive bookshelf I built, book in hand. She smiles and looks up at me—her gorgeous bright green eyes twinkling like emeralds in the mimicked morning sunlight dancing off the ceiling. My heart clenches in my chest, time slowing for just a moment as I watch her scan the pages of her book. She closes it and places it aside on the cushion next to her. 
I’ve known for my entire life that I was destined to be her soul mate—the prophecy was engraved into my memories from birth. 
I was to become her protector…her twin flame. 
I knew all of this... Yet, it still blew my mind when I first saw her that day at the grill. No sooner than I laid my eyes on her, I felt the pull, and I instantly knew the Eternals had blessed me with the other half of my soul. 
I didn’t want to believe it initially; denial had me in its chokehold. 

Instead, I tried to ignore the feelings that invaded my soul while I was around her. Initially, it was more like a curse, a wicked plague that stained my mind. 

My mother, Persephone, had been taken from me. The last thing I wanted at the time was someone else to worry about. 
Then, of course, Kali surprised us all with her strength and devotion to save others. 
She had been the one to save my mother and my sister from their crazed captor, my grandmother, Demeter.
Hell…she even saved me in a way.
She’s still coming into her power after having it suppressed her entire life and watching while her whole world, everything she thought to be accurate, shattered before her. She’s taken it all in stride, adjusting quickly to a new world, but seeing the pain she held from being lied to by those closest to her... almost killed me. 
Sure, saving her parents will be difficult, but her training has been going well. She has a long way to go, and to be honest; I’m not sure I can train her to her fullest potential. 

She has shown abilities I can’t even comprehend, like when she brought herself back from the edge of death, her magic healing the wounds I surely believed she would succumb to.
“Hey.” Her sweet voice caresses my ears, tearing me away from my thoughts. 
I grin, picking her up, her laugh making my stomach flip. “Hey yourself.”
It still amazes me the amount of happiness I feel with her. 

I’ve never been… giddy about anything, but with her, I’m like Cerberus getting his tummy rubbed after eating a giant steak…or a demon snack.
The sight of her stirs something primal deep inside me, and my heart races with the thought of ever living without her. I scoop her up in my arms and lower us both into the recliner, my cock jerks as she snuggles her perfectly curved ass into me. The warmth of her body seeps into mine as she nuzzles closer, sending a jolt of electricity through my veins. Her beauty is so powerful it takes my breath away, and I feel a surge of adoration that transcends all understanding. I love her with a fierceness that borders on worship.
I love how her ears poke out from beneath her hair and the slight curve at the tip of her tiny nose.
She takes the breath straight from my lungs, like a direct hit to the solar plexus. 

I sigh, taking in this wondrous moment, my palms growing sweaty. 

I need to tell her how I feel before the invasion happens next week while we still have a small amount of serenity. 

We’ve built an army, and since Kali can defend herself a little better now, this should be a breeze. 
We’re almost ready.  

But right now, my only focus is her.

I have rehearsed the same words a hundred times, and they always hang on the tip of my tongue, waiting for the right moment to escape.
Her dark, delicate curls feel like silk between my fingers as they glide through her hair. I could stay like this for lifetimes, a harmonious bliss that transcends me to clouds. 

When we finally get to rest for more than a couple of hours at a time, I plan to throw Kali the most extravagant welcoming ball the Underworld has ever seen. 
Well, the first one it’s ever seen.
The Underworld isn’t the most bubbly of places after all, though Kali still looks at everything here through bright eyes, always seeing the goodness and beauty in everything. 

Some of the worst creatures and the darkest souls stalk around here, yet she still greets them all with a smile.

She’s incredible. 

I don’t want to hold it back any longer; I have to tell her…right here, right now.

The internal battle with myself is grueling, a mixture of anticipation and anxiety swirling inside my chest. 

She will probably be pissed when she discovers our relationship is foretold in the prophecy.

If there is one thing Kali hates, it’s that fucking prophecy. 

I should explain that part later this evening, after weapons training. I take a deep breath, preparing to let it all out and reveal the truth to her. 
What’s the worst that can happen…right?
My heart is pounding in the back of my throat, and my nerves are on edge.

What if she isn’t there yet and she doesn’t feel the same? 

A subtle tremor races through my body, “Little flame?” 

“Yea?” She answers delicately, though her questioning eyes don’t evade me. 

I feel so vulnerable as the words leave my lips, confessing my love and devotion for her, my lungs on fire from a lack of oxygen. 

She seems startled by my revelation, staring at me like I’m a raving lunatic. 

Which, I guess, perhaps I am…Shit. 

What did I just do?
Nausea settles into the pit of my stomach, and I’m confident I just scared her, if that’s even possible to do. 

Lifting her head from my chest, her face is stoic, and her eyes glaze over with unshed tears. 

Then, she smiles up at me with an intensity that completely relinquishes all of my self-control.
That fucking smile. 
Those lips.
My dick hardens at the thought of having her beneath me as I fuck her throat until she gags, cutting off her oxygen until she begs me for air. 
Hard, fast, and messy…but most of all, passionate. 
She runs her tongue across her bottom lip, opening her mouth slightly like she’s about to speak. 
This is it. 
I can only hope she will someday grow to love me as I do her, and if she doesn’t, that’s fine too. Because I will wait lifetimes for her if it means I can still be a part of her life in some way. 

Though, I would also understand if she never came to love me. 
She still doesn’t know of the true monster I am…the darkness I’m capable of. 
Her gaze is a dagger piercing straight into my soul. She gently touches my face, rubbing her thumb along the stubble outlining my jaw. 

Her mouth moves to speak, but before the words have a chance to register or come out, she vanishes from my grasp with no warning, leaving me empty and cold.
Lucius!

He has to be behind this.
I swear to all the fucking Gods…I will end his miserable existence for taking my little flame from me.































  











CHAPTER THREE







THE RUHAN TUGS at its fiery leash, swiping sharp claws in my direction, withering under the harsh gaze of Lucius, not daring to move. 
I wonder if there is anything of Dafina left inside the demon that could ever be remotely capable of love or change. 
Doubtful. 
It didn’t matter if she posed as Demeter or Dafina…she’s as vile as they come, and she will never be able to change that.
I’m glad to see her cowering at his feet after what she did to me and my family.

Lucius is nothing as I had suspected. Far from it, actually.
I’d always pictured him as some creepy old guy. Not as the young, defined, handsome man standing before me.
It would be the understatement of the year to say I’m shocked. 
There’s something so cynical in his stare, but I find myself unable to look away as severely as I want to.

“We meet, alas…my little bride.” He grins.
“Where are my parents?” I ask, ignoring his bride’s statement.
I will never be his bride; the sooner he learns that, the better.
He chuckles, cocking his head to the side. “You’re a feisty one, aren’t you? No matter. We’ll fix that.”
My blood begins to boil; as if it weren’t bad enough, I was just kidnapped again; this guy thinks he can fix me?

He’s gonna need to fix that flawless face when I’m through with punching him in it.
“Just who the fuck do you think you are?” I ask through clenched teeth. “You’re delusional if you think even the likes of you can change me.”
I half expect him to attack me or to see some outburst of anger; instead, he raises a brow, and the corner of his mouth twitches on the edge of a smile. 

“What a curious creature you are, indeed. Do you not find me to be attractive enough? Is that the issue here?” His query sends a wave of disturbance through me. 
I swallow hard, unsure of how to even answer that question. 
He is sexy as sin, but I’m in love with Asmo…I think…I mean, I don’t exactly know yet because I’m still trying to figure that part out.
Folding my arms across my chest, I take a step forward, now only inches away from him.

I don’t fear him in the slightest bit. 

“You may be easy on the eyes, but you’re a filthy rotten coward…having everyone else do your dirty work for you. You’re pathetic.” I spit.
Holding a tiny silver bell, he raises his hand, shaking it gently, and it chimes a delicate tune. 

A creature rises from the depths of the lava river. As it walks towards us, it slowly hardens, and lava rocks fall around its feet, chipping away until the shape of a man forms. 
He’s an older gentleman wearing a suit and tie with a gray mustache. He tucks his arm across his waist, bowing to Lucius. 
“My King, how may I be of service?” He asks.
“I’ve grown quite bored of my pet, Charles. Will you be so kind as to take her back to her cage? Oh, and gather a few others to prepare our guest’s chambers. She will need things to wear, clean linens, the best toiletries, if you will.”
“Of course, my King.” He replies, taking the flaming leash from Lucius.
It doesn’t even phase him…no burns or pain…nothing. 
Charles walks away, leaving me and Lucius in awkward silence. 

Turning back to me after they are no longer in sight, his face is an unreadable mask. 
So far, he has shown me nothing but kindness. I know it’s fake, an act until he decides to put me in a cage too. 
I won’t fall for any more lies, not from him or anyone else. I’m so sick of all the lies. 
He holds his elbow out, wanting me to take it. 

I hesitate, stepping backward and giving him the stink eye.
He grins, flashing his pearly white chompers. “Walk with me. Please?” 
I turn my nose up, ignoring his arm, and I lurch forward, taking the lead as if I know where I’m going in this place.
“What about my parents? When can I see them?” I ask, annoyance heavy in my tone.
“Kali, darling. You are free to see your parents any time you’d like…as soon as we have a nice little chat. You see, I feel like I am being made to be a fool, and you are going to help me get the answers I need. Now, come along.” He holds his arm out once more, expectantly.

“No thanks. I don’t care to talk. You can tell me where my parents are, or I will find them my damn self!”
Almost as though I have been hypnotized, my body moves without my permission. It doesn’t take me long to realize I’m no longer in charge of my limbs; Lucius is. 
But how?

“Stop!” I scream. “I’ll walk on my own. I’m not taking your arm, though.”
He shrugs, “Suit yourself. It makes no matter to me so long as you do as you’re told. You don’t have to make this so hard on yourself, darling.”
Even though we are in what looks like the bottom of a volcanic prison, a shiver runs down my spine.

It’s unnerving not to be in control of my own body.  
“How—How did you do that?” I ask him, still feeling the aftershock of his power.
 He sighs, slowing his pace so my short legs to catch up to him. 
 “I can control the soul of any being. Consuming souls is like a power-up for me. Hints why I am also referred to as the Devourer of Souls.” He air quotes with his fingers, chuckling. 
Stopping momentarily, he frowns, rubbing his chin, “Not that it really matters here.”

“Why is that?” I ask as we come upon two of Lucius’s workers holding open a vast black, wrought iron door with a double arch top.

“Nothing for you to worry your pretty little head about.”

I’m astonished by the ambiance of my surroundings. Crystals glow from within the shadows, softly lit by the orange glow of magma flowing through small cracks in the obsidian stone walls. 
A large throne made from bones of what I assume to be those who have lost their lives here sits in the center of the vast underground, molten ruins. 
I should be repulsed, but I’m intrigued by its beauty. 

I can make out the intricate designs that meld around the bony structure as we near them.  
Next to his is a smaller throne. Similar, but more feminine, with a bouquet of cascading flowers sitting in a seat made of a thick cushion that looks incredibly comfortable, embellished in red velvet and gold trimming. 
It’s breathtaking. 

“I designed it with your mother’s favorite colors in mind as I wanted it to represent your heritage of Helheim. You are the next Goddess of Death, after all.” He beams as if he can read my mind.
He’s obviously quite proud of his work and himself. 
“I’d be lying if I said it isn’t stunning, even if it is made from random carcasses. ”
“Meh, some were enemies, some were snacks.” He shrugs. 
He takes a seat on his throne and gestures for me to sit down in the one he made for me. Crossing his legs, he props his elbow on the arm of the chair and places his chin in his hand.

“Kali, darling. How much do you know about your grandfather?” He asks.
Unbelievable. 
Was his entire point of being nice to me this whole time to rub the fact he’s working with Loki in my face? 
Not that I should be surprised, I knew his true colors would show soon enough, and this gentleman’s act would diminish.

I lean back in my chair, tucking one leg under me, glaring at him. “I know enough to know that he is working with you and that the two of you plan to destroy all of the realms.” 
His brow furrows, and anger overpowers his calm, collected exterior. “He is a liar that has fooled us all!” His voice booms through the molten rocky cave, startling me in its quake. “The prophecy he told…the curse…the lifetimes I have spent trapped in this prison… it’s all a lie.”  
His body shakes violently; flames roll in his eyes like waves of lava. Fear creeps across my skin with the ferocity of a thousand black widows as I watch him grow into some kind of lava monster. He easily towers at least six feet above me. Magma flows down his face, splashing around my feet as I do a little dance trying to dodge it so it doesn’t burn my delicate flesh. 
Is he… crying?
I don’t know what comes over me next, but I find myself feeling sorry for him, and I reach for his hand, not worrying about whether or not it would hurt.
Placing my hand on his, surprised that my flesh isn’t melting, I try to calm him.“Hey, try to take deep breaths. I think you’re having what we call a panic attack in the mortal realm. Listen to my voice, ok? Breathe in. Breathe out.” 
With each rise and fall of his chest, he gradually shrinks.

“That’s it. Think calm thoughts.”
I can feel his tremble beneath my palm; his voice is as rough and beastly as the jagged terrain we stand in when he finally speaks. 

“As I expected, it’s not you. You don’t possess the other half of my soul.” He rumbles. “I’ll never make it out of my prison. I’m cursed here for eternity. I’ll never age, and time will never pass for me.” 

He sounds so defeated, yet, I have no idea what the hell he’s talking about.
“Wait. What do you mean? Like, you can’t leave here? What about a portal?” I ask, confused. 

“I’m afraid not.” 

He exhales slowly, turning back into his masculine form. 

“Loki said it was a curse that must have passed from the old King to me after I killed him. He said he could fix it. The prophecy stated that if I found my soulmate, which was supposed to have been you, the curse would be broken.”
Sauntering over to the smallest throne, I plop my butt on it, tapping my nails on the gold trim of the armrest. “So is this the reason you took my parents and ruined my life? I ask, and he simply nods. “Wow, man, that’s heavy.” 

Holy shit-fuck.

That explains a lot, actually. 

Loki is playing a game, toying with us. All the while still managing not even to break a sweat or lift a finger.

“Well, it seems like the whole prophecy gig is shit. So, how about you let my parents go, and we take Loki down together? After, I’ll do what I can to help you with your curse problem.” I offer.

What else do I have to lose anyway?
A sinister grin spreads across his handsomely chiseled face, a look so deadly, I wouldn’t want to be in Loki’s shoes.
“Deal.” 







 





































 


























CHAPTER FOUR







I SHOULD HAVE known there was going to be a catch. Of course, there’s a fucking catch. There always is.

How do I always wind up getting myself in these situations? 

As if it weren’t bad enough that I was just zapped out of my happy existence and into his, now he expects me to agree to his shitty terms. 

If I want my parents back I don’t have a choice, but I’m going to make sure to make him miserable every day we have to co-exist together in hell.

Though, if I’m being completely honest, it’s more beautiful than anything. 

A Victorian goth wonderland, if one ever did exist. There are so many misconceptions about this type of style. Most think it’s creepy, or overdone, but I see its true beauty. From the luxurious gemstone chandelier that overhangs in the middle of the dining room, sparkling with dark stones, to the vintage black tufted two-arm chaise that sits in front of the fireplace mantle in the library wing.

The library has become one of my favorite places, and it’s absolutely lovely; But even the biggest library I’ve ever had the pleasure of visiting still doesn’t give me the same comfort that I get cuddling in my recliner, next to the bookshelves Asmo built for me. 

“So, dare I say we have an agreement?” Lucius, asks sweetly, his stare burning right through me.

I’ve never tasted words so repugnant than the ones that roll off my tongue next.

“On one condition.” I test my boundaries, resulting in a raised brow from him. 

“And that is?” He questions, gesturing with his hand for me to continue and it grinds my nerves.

I suck my bottom lip in between my teeth, biting until a coppery taste fills my mouth. My knuckles are white from squeezing my hands into tight-knit little balls next to my sides. “Let me go back to say goodbye to Asmo.”

“No,” Is his only reply.

“Fuck what?! I just agreed to all of your bullshit and you’re seriously going to say no?” I yell, as though it will change his mind.

Taking a sip from the small porcelain teacup in his hand, he crosses his legs, staring at me blankly from his chair. “Indeed, no. It would be too risky. No one else must know until we have one of the Eternal weapons. If Loki were to find out, none of you will stand a chance against him. You aren’t ready yet. You can barely throw a straight kick, and not to mention the handling of your power— or lack thereof—is absolutely terrible. You’ll die instantly.” 

“Way to instill confidence in your trainee. Thanks a lot.” I sourly bite out, while forming an L-shape on my forehead with my fingers at him. 

You know…because I’m mature.

Flipping onto my back, I huff out a gust of air in detest, crossing my arms on my chest.

He squeezes his temples between his fingers and thumb, “I may be a loser, Kali, darling…but a fool I am not. When the timing is right, I will give you twenty-four hours. Until then, you are forbidden from contacting him.” 

Anger simmers in my gut, darkening my mood even further. There’s too much at stake to risk it, he’s right about that. 

I have to be smart, calculated, even though it’s probably driving Asmo insane to not know whether I am safe or not. 

He’s adamant about keeping me out of harm’s way—unless it is during training. Even then, I can tell that he’s not fighting me at his full strength, too afraid he’s going to break me or hurt me. 

Lucius has been around for a very long time and fought in countless wars—some of which he created. But he’s not going to treat me like I’m glass. 

I need that.

If I’m coddled, I’ll never know what I’m fully capable of. 

Asmo holds my hand with everything, I feel like I can’t even go to the bathroom without him standing guard.

Rightfully so I guess, seeing how I did vanish into thin air while sitting on his lap.

Still.

I need the freedom to carve my own path, become my own person—my own hero. 

“Ok,” I whisper, wiping at the tear rolling down my cheek, my heart shredding, and my spirit shattered.

I should be used to abrupt changes by now, yet the gnawing in my chest, and the tears still fresh in my eyes are telling the complete opposite. 

He sighs, his long legs lifting him from his chair, and he stalks towards me. He places his finger under my chin, lifting my face so we’re at eye level. His eyes are worn, heavy with regrets, and darkened from the loneliness in his soul. 

Suddenly, I feel like an ass. 

Change is all he wants. 

Here I am whining over possibly a few months when he’s been trapped down here for centuries, being pushed to do horrible things to escape his prison.

“Kali, darling. This isn’t forever, it’s just a—for now,” He begins. 

“I know but—“ He stops me with the slight tick of his hand, and the words catch on my tongue, never leaving my mouth. 

Prick! I hate it when he takes control of my body!

I would like nothing more than to speak my mind and let him know how big of a jerk-wad he is, but my lips are glued tightly shut. We will definitely be speaking about his rude behavior when I can finally talk again. 

“Oh, may I continue now?” He says, suppressing a smile. “I can’t allow you to go anywhere besides our agreed-upon locations, however, there is one thing I can give you.”

My eyes grow wide with excitement, and my heart clambers to my throat. I jump up so quickly that the top of my head bashes Lucius right in the face, smashing his nose with a ghastly crack.

 He stumbles backward losing the magic hold he had on me, glaring daggers.

“I. AM. SO. SORRY!” I squeal at the top of my lungs, expecting him to go all monster thingy on me.

He cringes, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “You pesky little creature. Dare you inflict damage upon my beauty. My twin flame will much likely prefer my regular face over a smashed one.” 

He glides quickly to the large antique gold-trimmed mirror hanging above the black fireplace mantel, examining his face, mumbling curses under his breath. 

“Are you ok?” I question, tiptoeing up behind him. 

“Yes,” He sighs. “I’m fine.”

Pulling the tip of his nose up, he turns his head from side to side looking at it once more before he turns back to me. 

I know this is what I wanted and what we’ve been working so hard for, but now that it’s about to happen, I’m nervous as hell. I’ve never met my father, and my mom I’ve long thought to be dead. This is going to be a weirdest reunion to ever take place, I would almost bet on it. 

What do I even say to them?

Hi, I’m your grown daughter who didn’t know you still existed until a couple of months ago.

My hands are shaking, I’m not sure if it’s my nerves or the eagerness to finally see them. I try to picture my mom’s face, and I can’t. It’s almost as if it doesn’t reside in my memories of her. 

I can remember her laugh, the softness of her hair, her smell…but not her face.

So, what does that say about me?
















 














CHAPTER FIVE







THE SOUND OF my fist bouncing off the wall echo’s down the long corridor hall of the castle, the stone as dark as my mood. “Damn it!”

I must have tried a million times to break past the barrier blocking my way into Tartarus, and a million times, I have failed. 

Each attempt only ends in agony, with me being forced back out of the portal. Every single time my bones feel like they’re being crushed, and the breath is stolen right from my body— but I’ll keep trying until I die…if that’s what it takes to get Kali back. 

She’s too good for me; I know this, and I’ve let her down so many times, yet she still thinks I’m some kind of hero. 

The truth is—I’m far from a fucking hero. 

I’m a monster, a soul-less heathen that destroys everything it touches—a plague to life itself. 

I ruin everything I touch, with death always following me, speculating on the exact moment when I might snap again.  

Straightening the cuff of my white button-up, I continue down the hall towards my father’s quarters, my strides hurried and desperate. 

I need a solution, and I need it now.

Bursting through the tall mahogany door at break-neck speed, I knock over two of my fathers’ guards, my forceful entry introducing them both to the marble floor. They grunt, trying to peel themselves back up off the floor, but I zoom past them, knocking them over once more. 

It sucks to suck. 

“Is there a reason you are terrorizing my guards, son?” My father’s voice booms in the vast room from the throne he sits comfortably on. 

“She’s gone.” That is all I can manage to say.

My hands shake violently, so I clench them into fists, letting my nails bite down on my palms. I’m drowning in my thoughts, unsure if I’ll ever be able to claw my way back up to the surface. 

It’s chaos inside of chaos—inside of more chaos.

“No! This can’t be!” Hades declares, rising from his seat, his blue flaming hair blazing wildly around his dark features.

We were completely blindsided. We hadn’t planned for her to just vanish from safely within the grasp of my fingertips. Can I even say she was safe at this point? 

“How?’ My father questions. 

“I don’t—I don’t know. She’s just gone…vanished.” My voice is strained as I assiduously try to hold the beast within me, begging to escape from the cold complex chains keeping it at bay. “From what I can tell, it’s old magic. Something I’ve never seen before; I suspect Lucius has her in Tartarus because I can’t enter the realm anymore. I was hoping you would know how to break through it. I even had Kora try her traveling magic, and we got the same effect.”

Rage burns an inferno deep in my gut. I can feel my throat closing in on itself, my world collapsing right at the tips of my fingers with Kali just out of my reach.

Old magic rarely has been used after the rest of the Eternals disappeared or went into hiding—whatever they did, leaving us here without guidance on restoring Yggdrasil to how it was meant to be.

Very few beings left were born through the creation of the Eternals, so that means there aren’t that many people in existence that possess old magic since most types of magic and powers have been diluted throughout the generations. 

What it does mean, though, is that narrowing down whoever’s involved in blocking Tartarus’s portal should be easy. 

My father paces before me, stroking the hard edge of his jaw, “I’ll contact Tyryn.” He says. “His knowledge of the old ways runs quite deep. He may be of help to us.”

Tyryn is one of the few Fae left after their realm was annihilated. He descends from the very first King that presided over the Fae army. What Fae was fortunate enough to survive the destruction of their realm are now spread throughout the remaining realms representing two separate factions; The Court of Darkness and The Court of Light. 

Tyryn is the King residing over The Court of Light, following deep within his family’s footsteps. He’s always been a very charismatic man and very loyal to his people and those he calls his friends. 

The Fae possess an unnatural beauty unlike any other, with pale creamy skin, eyes of the purest colors, and the ability to talk themselves out of almost any kind of situation; it’s a lethal combination.

Not to mention they host the most lavish events and parties I have ever seen. Granted, I actually hate going to their events. For one, I stick out like a sore thumb, and my skin crawls with the urge to burn everything and everyone around me because of their high society bullshit. I’ve never been one for politics; it’s a headache. Besides, that’s a job for Hades anyways. He’s never allowed me to indulge in the deeper kept secrets among the High Council, and I’ve never asked questions. 

I’m perfectly happy with what I do. Traveling all of Yggdrasil, sending damned souls to Charon, killing the fuckers that piss me off—that’s on a good day when my mood isn’t complete shit. I wouldn’t want to go changing it all now. 

The round table in the middle of the room cradles the map the Eternals created when they gave Yggdrasil its first breath of life. I approach it, examining the worn leather beneath my calloused fingers, “If he agrees to help us, we’ll need as many of his men as he’s willing to spare. We need to be able to cover as much ground as possible. What about Thor? One of my men told me Asgard holds one of these weapons. A club of sorts, I believe, he said. Do you think Thor will know its location, or if Loki has gotten his hands on it already? ”

The darkness clouding my fathers’ eyes lightens slightly, “Of course! I’ll see what I can find out from Thor, and I will request a meeting with Tyryn. Your mother and Kora are visiting to some of the covens that still practice old magic to see what they can find out about the spell blocking the portal into Tartarus.” 

These plans should put a balm on my heart, but they don’t. At least I know she’s alive for now because if she weren’t, I would have felt the excruciating pain of our souls splitting apart. 

What I don’t know however, is if she’s hurt, scared, alone—or worse. 

My body is so tense I feel like I’m made of bricks, slowly sinking into the bottomless pits of depression and despair. 

How can it hurt this much when I hardly know her at all?

My hair blazes on my head, and my fangs pierce my bottom lip; a small drop of blood slips down my chin, splattering softly on the toe of my shoe. I’m letting my emotions get the best of me, but I know I can’t allow that to happen. 

Not right now.

I’m going to get her back. 

And I don’t care if I have to burn down the entire world in the process…because I’ll gladly walk upon its ashes as long as she’s by my side.  







 
















 














CHAPTER SIX







 

A FEW DAYS have passed and today is the day I’m finally going to see my parents. I wish I could say it’s been Lucius’s fault that I’ve waited so long, but sadly I can’t. My nerves have been on edge ever since he offered to take me to them. 

My anxiety has crippled me to the point that Lucius announced today that he would throw me to the Titans if I didn’t get out of my room and do something with myself. 

So now I’m standing here on a small pedestal, next to the walk-in closet, surrounded by three large mirrors giving me an all-around view of the outfit I picked out earlier this morning.

Lucius had someone—above the surface—as I like to say, go shopping for me and I hate it all. It looks like a fucking Barbie threw up in my closet. I brought this to his attention and he’s promised me that he will let me shop online as soon as his friend is finished spell-hacking the laptop he got me, or whatever. He’s making sure the only thing I can do is shop for things. 

I’m stuck with no contact with the outside world until Lucius deems it necessary. 

Fucking asshole.

“Have you ever been told you are very slow?” Lucius bellowed from the other side of the closed door, his voice echoing off the hollow wood.

I laugh, taking in my reflection and pushing up the tip of my nose, defiantly. “Only all my life.”

The dress is too tight for my liking, but it will have to do. It has a halter top bodice made of black velvet that fits like a glove, an antique white waist belt cinched at the middle of my torso; and a hot pink skirt with pleated ruffles that falls just below my knees.

It reminds me of something out of a 1950's romance movie- not at all my taste, but I suppose beggars can't be choosers. On the bright side, I’m not running around in my birthday suit. 

That could get awkward. 

Sweeping my curls over to one side of my face, I hop off the pedestal and slip on some plain black flats on my way out. 

“Do they know I’m coming?” I ask, opening the door just in time to see Lucius’s annoyed face right behind it.

“No. I thought it best to be a surprise.”

“What if they don’t like me?” I ask, awkwardly tugging at the hem of my skirt.

He sighs, offering me his elbow, leading me towards the kitchen “All they’ve ever gone on about, is needing to get you back. I seriously doubt they won’t like you, and honestly, I feel like you’re being ridiculous for thinking that way.”

When we enter the kitchen through the dark, glossy door frame carved into the thick wood paneling of the back left corner of the parlor, a deep hum of people rushing to prepare an assortment of fares fills our ears. My mouth waters with each new scent that invades my nostrils like a symphony of different instruments all playing one song, and a little drool escapes the corner of my mouth. I’m hungry, and I don’t want to wait until dinner so I slip past the crowd of people who are mostly turned away from me because they’re talking or working and saunter over to the massive fridge that’s been made to look like the beautifully carved, dark-stained cabinets that surround it on either side.

Since I arrived here the chefs have made sure to keep the kitchen full of all my favorite things, and I adore them for that. I eat a lot for a small girl so it’s nice to have options when I sneak out to the kitchen to grab snacks in the middle of the night. 

I open up the fridge door looking inside, it’s a hungry girl’s heaven. I fill my arms with deli meats, cheeses, pickles, and other condiments. Fresh small loaves of artisan bread fill a woven basket on the counter, near the double ovens. Carefully balancing my armload with one hand, I snatch two loaves with my free hand on the way back to where Lucius is sitting at the coffee bar, and plop down next to him, letting the contents in my arms fall to the countertop. 

“Hungry?” I ask him, noting the serious side eye he is giving me. 

“I’m fine, thank you.” He replies, curling his nose at the monstrous sandwich stack I’m making. “Why is it I’m starting to think you’re procrastinating? Do you not wish to see your parents?” 

“Of course, I want to see them. It’s just that—I don’t know.”

“Scared?” 

“No, not scared. More like I’m—well…Yea, ok. I’m scared.” I reply, sucking off the pickle juice running down my thumb before placing the lid back on the jar. 

Rolling his eyes, he starts cleaning up the mess I made making my sandwich. “You’re scared of meeting your parents, yet, you took down an Igneos yesterday with no complications. I’m confused as to why.” 

I shrug, my mouth way too full, if I tried to open my mouth I’d spray him with a delectable selection of processed meats.

The Igneous is nothing to trifle with. A blazing little fucking fury of molten rock, that moves faster than lightning with sharp claws that can rip flesh from the bone and a scorpion-like tail with a venomous tip that can paralyze a grown-ass man in mere seconds. With one sting from the beast's deadly tail, I learned its strength firsthand but quickly adapted my fighting style to counter its formidable attack.

In the end, I won and kept his head as a souvenir. 

I’m no longer the prey—I’m the stalker. 

And with the enchantment Lucius has placed on my brass knuckles, they are now indestructible. We fought for what seemed like forever about them. Lucius wanted me to have a real warrior’s weapon…whatever that’s supposed to mean.

He finally relented and gave in, knowing I wasn't going to give up that easy. Eventually, we compromised and I got these badass brass knucks, after agreeing to keep an extra weapon on me just in case. Not wanting a sword or javelin sticking out of my thigh, I settled on a set of five kunai that I now keep strapped on my upper thigh.

I quickly stuff the last delicious morsel of my sandwich into my mouth, and brush off the crumbs that cling to my skirt. I glance over at Lucius, whose face lights up with a mischievous grin. He reaches out and dabs away some of the residual food on the upper corner of my lip. “Saving some for later?” he teases. 

“Hey! A girl should always be prepared. You never know when hunger will strike again,” I shoot back, allowing him to take me by the hand and lead me out of the room toward the door that opens up into the backyard of his massive estate. We step out together, into an alien landscape of molten lava pools surrounded by jutting rocks.

I feel a sudden surge of heat and am mesmerized by the sight before me—the fiery pits of hell. It's quite a peculiar scene to have in someone's backyard, but then again, Lucius is not your average guy. 

As we saunter towards the edge of one of these pools, I notice a small, black creature emerge from beneath the lava's surface. Its scales glisten in the crimson light, and its slitted eyes stare up at us hungrily. My heart starts to race, and I instinctively reach for my brass knuckles, ready to fight.

To my surprise, Lucius reaches out and gently lays his hand on mine. "Don't worry," he whispers soothingly. "It's just a lava lizard. They won't harm us unless we provoke them."

I can hardly believe my eyes when he puts out his hand, and the creature instantly leaps into it. His flesh sizzles, yet he appears unbothered by the sensation.

I have to admit it's a cute little fucker.

I watch in amazement as Lucius coos at the creature, stroking its scales with his other hand. He turns to me with a grin, "Want to hold it?"

I hesitate for a moment, unsure if I want to get too close to the fiery creature.

I nod eagerly, and Lucius carefully places the lizard into my palm.

At first, I'm nervous and unsure of what to do. But as I stroke its scales, I feel a strange connection with it, and kept help but smile when it opens its tiny mouth in a yawn and snuggles into my palm.

"See, nothing to be worried about. He likes you." Lucius says grinning.

I place the lizard back on the ground next to the small pool of lava it came out of, in a much lighter mood than before. 

Family reunion here I come. 

 













 







 




 
















 














CHAPTER SEVEN







“I NEVER WOULD have guessed that flowers grew in the pits of hell.” Running my fingers over the soft petals in front of me, my eyes soak in their beauty. 

“Only in certain areas of Tartarus does life form and grow,” Lucius says, sitting down and crossing his legs on the small patch of green under us. “If there’s one thing I miss the most about being above the surface, it’s the grassy plains of Asgard. I grew up there you know. Long before I became—this.”

“You grew up in Asgard?” I imagine him as a small child, frolicking around in a green field with other children as their laughs ring out into the warm air. 

That’s been lifetimes ago for him.

Asmo explained to me one night while we were laying by the river of souls after a sparring match, that those with divine blood grow up normally at first. Initially they go through the different stages of childhood, and once they reach the point of full maturity                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         the aging process slows to almost a non existing amount. 

Since the physical bodies of Gods and Goddesses heal quickly. it makes it difficult to kill us but it’s not impossible. If the injuries sustained are bad enough, like a vital organ gets severely damaged, or if like in Persephone’s case—a charmed weapon is used, we can still die from our wounds.

“Yes. Those were much simpler times.” He closes his eyes, brushing his hand through the small thicket of grass.

I can’t even imagine how terrible and lonely it’s been for him all these years, being promised something that would never come to pass. He’s cursed to live out Loki’s sick made-up scheme. There has to be a way to get him out of this literal fucking hellhole of a place. 

“Perhaps, one day they will be again.”

“While I rather enjoy your enthusiasm, I’m not going to—hold my breath—as the mortals like to say.” He chuckles as if he just made the funniest dad joke in the universe. 

“I’m hopeful,” I say, secretly knowing it’s more of a recent thing I’ve started but he doesn’t need to do that. “It’s gotten me this far—can’t be all that bad.”

“You’ve been with the mortals for too long.” He jokes, bumping his shoulder into mine.

“Or just enough.”

“Fair, weird one. Fair. Now get up! It’s only about another half a mile walk that way.” He points northwest direction from where we now stand. 

We’ve walked about three miles so far, so half a mile more should be nothing, right? 

I’m walking through a minefield of hot magma geysers, and like a dumb ass, I forgot to bring water because who would have thought I’d need that.

Yea…this is going to be a piece of cake.




***




It turns out that Lucius has been holding my parents in one of the few places in Tartarus that isn’t igneous rock, equipped with a not-so-small cottage-type house, on a beautiful patch of green land. I can see a small garden with different vegetables and herbs, and a black fucking horse—with wings!

How does it even breathe down there?

The magical world is too much for my brain to handle sometimes. Nothing makes sense, in the sense of what I  think should make sense. 

If that makes sense.

I smile a toothy grin at Lucius, “Bet I can beat you there.” And I take off running towards the small acre of land at breakneck speed. 

Lucius calls out words I can’t make out so I just ignore him and continue hauling ass, when suddenly I’m met full force with what feels like a tractor being thrown by the Hulk and  I’m sent flying through the air about twenty feet away from what just hit me. 

“Fuck! Are you ok, weird one?” I hear a muffled voice but my entire body is too busy spasming out on the ground, and I’m pretty sure I peed on myself.

“Ughhh.” I groan, rolling over onto my side trying my hardest to gain a clutch hold on my physical existence. 

My ears are clogged from the blast and my body aches all over. 

“Are you ok? Is anything broken? Damn it, Kali! I tried to tell you—“ He kneels beside me examining the extent of damage my body took. “You’re going to feel this one in the morning.”

“Yeah, no shit! What was that? Better yet…why is that surrounding my parents?” I growl. Though more from the pain than from anger. 

“I think you already know the answer to that. While I might not be the devil you expected me to be, I’m also not stupid enough to allow my prisoners the chance to escape. We’ve already discussed this.” He picks me up off the ground, cradling me like an infant. 

I yelp from the pain lancing through my back. It feels like I’ve been filleted like a fish even though all my skin is still intact. 

“I’m sorry, Kali. I mean not to hurt you.” He winces. “I’ll carry you back to my castle and I will have a healer escorted right away. We’ll come back another day, I promise.”

“Lucius! Why have you come here you Griffin-sized piece of shit?” A man’s voice curses. 

“Baldur…look.” I hear a feminine voice say after him.

All the commotion alerted my parents and they came out to bitch Lucius out, only to see their long-lost daughter bruised and bloodied in the arms of a man they think to be our enemy. 

Perfect start already.

“You—you monster!” The woman screeches, the scent of smoke filling my nose shortly after. 

She’s pissed.

“It’s not what it looks like! She ran into the barrier. I tried to tell her but stubborn as she is, she ignored my calls. Thus, winding up a broken mess in my arms. I’m taking her back to my castle now to be healed.”

“You will do no such thing!” An angry man growls, his voice somber and deadly. “Do not make my daughter suffer when you know I can heal her better than any of your witches.” 

“Please.” I gasp, barely breathing now because it hurts too much. 

I already know I broke a few ribs. With how hard I hit the ground, it wouldn’t surprise me if I had internal bleeding too. That blast was equivalent to being blown up by C-4 or a Semtex explosive, my body is fucked up, I’m not healing because of the magic in the barrier, and I’m starting to slip in and out of consciousness. 

Lucius lets out a sigh of defeat. He knows this is the best option if this man can heal me like he says he can.

He balances me against his chest with one arm, the other begins to trace symbols in the air with the other, “We’re coming in. Attack me or try to cause me harm, I will kill you both and devour your souls before they even have a chance to think about boarding Charon’s boat.”

I raise my head slightly from Lucius’s shoulder, “This has already been a blast,” I say, grinning at the three of them right before darkness envelops my vision and I pass out.













 

  

 













 







 




 
















 














CHAPTER EIGHT







I CAN HEAR Asmo calling me through the darkness but I can’t see him. Every ounce of light has been drained from this place. 

“Hello?” I call out, getting no response besides the echo of my cracking voice.

I can feel that I’m not alone and that whatever presence I’m stuck here with is dark. 

Adrenaline and fear swirl in my stomach, and goosebumps spread over the surface of my skin from the ice in the air, chilling me to the bone. 

Whatever it is, I sure as hell don’t like it. 

My head spins in all directions, looking for anything besides the cold darkness that’s consuming me; a voice whispers eerily in my head, though I can’t make out its words. 

“Asmo!” I yell, and my plea to him goes unwarranted, getting lost somewhere inside this vast nothingness.

My legs are heavy as I lift myself. I don’t know where the fuck I am or where I’m going, but I’m not just going to sit here and let some evil poltergeist-type shit possess me or kill me. 

No matter its intentions, I want no part of it. 

No, sir, not me…fuck that.

I start running, in no particular direction, blinded by the pitch-black void. My legs are like weighted anvils stuck in quicksand, slowly sinking until I’m pulled under, and the air is deprived of my lungs. No matter how hard or fast I run, it seems I’m getting nowhere, spinning in place. 

Tears burn my eyes, defeat closing in on me as the little bit of ambition I have left in my bones seeps out into the dark, and I collapse. 

“Kali.” The voice whispers again.

A man’s voice…But who? 

It’s not Asmo like I initially thought; it’s someone…else. Something tells me it’s whatever dwells here. 

“You have to help me.” It pleads. 

“Who-who are you?” I stammer, spinning in circles, hoping to pinpoint where the voice is coming from.

It’s like I can hear it from nowhere and everywhere simultaneously. Then, all of a sudden, an explosion of color flashes before me, and a pair of bright yellow slits the size of whole fucking moons are staring at me. 

My hand flings up to cover my mouth, trying to hold back the scream that rips through my throat next. 

The floor begins to shift beneath my feet, causing me to lose balance, and I fall back on my butt. My feet scramble to make a connection under me, but I can’t gain footing on the moving ground, so instead, I wait for it to stop moving. 

When it finally does, I squint in the darkness, examining the massive eyes currently burning a hole through my head with their nonblinking stare. Little time passes before I realize the enormous pair of eyes belongs to a serpent the size of probably Earth itself, and I’m in the center of its coiled black scaly body. 

Ok. Maybe saying the size of the earth is a little dramatic, but it’s a giant fucking snake!

“I am Jormungandr, the Midgard serpent, cursed to exist in this form and forever to be stuck in this darknesssss,” The snake hisses, its forked tongue inches away from my face. 

“Let me guess…your father is Loki?” I assume.

“Yesssss!” He snarls, baring fangs far more significant than I am. “He endowed this wonderful curse upon me and banished me after slaughtering my mother.”

“How did you bring me here?” I ask.

“I didn’t.” He replies. “I haven’t seen or heard another being in what must be centuriesss. You’re the one who found me.” 

Wait a minute. 

Did I find him?

The last thing I remember was being launched like a catapult through the air and almost dying from it. Lucius brought me inside, and the next thing I knew—I was here.

And here I was, thinking I was starting to get used to the weirdness of magic and its strict laws of nonsense.

Not.

 “You’re the one they spoke of in the prophecy, aren’t you?” He politely asks. 

“I guess so, but I hate to break it to you, but the prophecy is a load of crap…or at least some of it is. Wait a second…you’re my mom’s brother!” I exclaim, slapping both my hands on the cheeks of my face.

“And you’re Helena’s daughter…which means—Do you know Selene?! Is she ok? Is she alive? Is she-is she with anyone else?” Jormungandr’s thick, powerful body coils tighter at the last question. 

Why would he want to know about Selene? 

Unless…

Oh. My. Gods. 

It all makes sense now…The black snake necklace she always has dangling securely from her neck, it’s him. She’s literally waited lifetimes for him. 

I mean…I’ve known her my entire life, and I’ve never even once heard her mention being in any relationships. I always thought it was because she was an old lady if I’m being honest. Seeing how I didn’t even find out she was a witch until a few days before I left to go to the Underworld. 

And a young pretty witch at that, with long amethyst hair and ample round light purple irises to match. 

“She’s fine,” I assure him, waving my hand casually. “Still in the mortal realm…waiting for you.”

The serpent’s head lurches forward, and I jump back, thinking he is going to try to strike me, but he places his extremely large head against my shoulder. “Thank you, kid. That brings me a little peace. Will you do me a favor? Can you tell Selene I’m ok? That she doesn’t have to keep waiting for me. All I want is for her to be happy. She deserves happiness…even if her happiness isn’t with me.”

His words rip through my heart like a jagged knife, tearing away at the hardened surface until it chips through to the softer center. “Of course, I will tell her, and I will find a way to fix this…I promise.” 

But first, I have to figure out precisely what this is.

“Where are we?” I ask him, hoping he would know how to get me back to anything familiar. 

He laughs, but it sounds more terrifying and inhuman than it does an actual laugh, “Kid, you’re the one doing this, and it’s not so much a—where we are—kind of thing…you entered my mind through your own. It’s the same way my siblings and I communicated with each other in secret before I lost connection with the entire outside universe. But now, it’s like my power is frozen. I can feel it inside of me, but I can’t use it anymore. Not since Loki had his mate curse my brother and me to live out the rest of our immortal lives stuck as the monsters we shift into.”

Hold the front door…Loki has a mate?

I store this piece of information for later use. I’m sure this is something Lucius would like to know about.

“So, are you like a shape-shifter then?” I ask.

“Loki is a shape-shifter. I can only shift into my serpent form. Our brother, Fenrir, can shift into a beast resembling a wolf, though much larger. But our father can take any form he desires. They don’t call him a trickster for his jokes, that’s for sure.”

“How do I stop…this? How do I get out of your mind and back to reality?”

“Can you feel your power?” He questions.

“Yes,” I reply, his scales scratching my leg as I cross my knees.

“Good. Now relax; let your power flow and guide you. It understands what you want. Your abilities are just an extension of you. All they need is your command.” 

I peek my right eye open, slowly reaching out to place my hand on the beast’s nose as a promise, “I’m going to be coming for you, ok? Wherever you are, I’m going to find you.”

Loki is a low-life prick that has quite a few debts to pay, and I’m going to make sure he atones for every single fucking one of them. 

Guilt gnaws eagerly at my insides; the culpability of leaving Jormundgandr behind is a dense weight on my chest. I don’t know how to help him yet, but I’m determined to find a way.

“I’ll be here, kid.” He sighs, his voice tinged with a hint of sadness. 

I close my eyes again, focusing on the magic surging through me. I take a deep breath in, slowly releasing it as I concentrate on the task at hand, willing it to take me back home. 

And when I open my eyes back up, I’m lying on my back, staring up at the soft white ceiling of the cottage house, my mother rushing to my side. Blinking to adjust to the sudden brightness, I lean forward and notice I’m no longer in excruciating pain. 

The angry guy healed me, after all. 

Nice.

My eyes slowly flutter open, my vision blurry as I try to make sense of my new surroundings. As the haze clears, I find myself in a dimly lit bedroom bundled in gold sheets of silk.

My mother clutches my hand in her own in the chair next to my bedside; her bright green eyes are puffy from all her spilled tears.

My heart skips a beat when I notice her face. It’s been over a decade since I last saw her; the memory of our separation is etched deep within me, a wound that has never fully healed. 

Her voice is filled with relief and regret as she whispers, “Kali, my sweet. You’re finally awake.” Her voice cracks, betraying the weight of emotions she must have carried all these years.

My throat tightens, my eyes swelling up with tears of my own, “Mo-mom?” I question, disbelief evident in my tone as I struggle to keep the tears at bay. 

She reaches out with a trembling hand, brushing my cheek, “My sweet, sweet girl…I never wanted to leave you. I never meant for you to grow up on your own,” She choked out, her voice laced with regret. “I’m so sorry, Kali. I have failed you as a mother; I know that. But I swear I am here now, and no one will ever take me from you again.”

Conflicting emotions swirl in my heart. 

I understand it wasn’t her fault, but the ache of my mothers’ death has haunted me for years. To see her now, the anguish, the agony, the anger…it’s all flooding back. 

The dam holding back my tears finally erupts, soaking my cheeks, “I-I’ve missed you so much. Every day, I wished you were there. I thought you were gone…dead.”

She squeezes my hand, “I truly believed, after Loki cursed me to the realms of the dead, that we would one day be united again. I just thought it would have been under different circumstances. The plan was to kill Lucius, break the curse, and return for you. But as you already know, that’s not how it went. All we ever wanted was to protect you.”

“I understand that now, but it doesn’t make it hurt any less. All the lies, the therapy I endured because I was made to believe that I cracked, that I went insane after your death, it almost ruined me…” I whisper, the knot in my throat growing bigger.

Helena places her finger under my chin, tilting my face so our eyes meet, hers filled with the anguish of lost time. 

And the shared pain between us merges into a shared understanding, and the years of absence seem to melt away as we cling to one another, seeking solace in our reunion.







 
















 

  

 













 







 




 
















 














CHAPTER NINE







WE STAND AT the Fae Court of Light gates, an ethereal kingdom hidden by the magic of glamour the Fae have been blessed with. Glamour magic can play tricks on your mind, making you see what it wants you to see. And the Fae prefer not to have all of their kingdom revealed to the prying eyes that may want to cause them harm. 

Not that it would have any effect on me and my father as it only works on the weaker minds of those who don’t possess abilities. Mortals, for instance, can’t stop it from altering their brains, which is precisely why Tyryn chose to build his kingdom within the mortal realm.

Guards open the gate slowly, and my eyes are greeted with the shimmering hues of different blues, greens, and purples, speckling the magnificent city before us; it’s elegant and alluring.

Hades stands next to me, a formidable presence in his own right. 

We traveled through the portal this morning after receiving a response from Tyryn’s second-in-command, Tatia. It’s been a few days since we sent our request, but better late than never, as he has agreed to meet with us and possibly assist in our mission to find Kali and obtain the artillery capable of destroying Loki and his soul-devouring minion, Lucius.

Upon entering the grand hall, we’re addressed by an impressive display of Fae nobles, each guard more regal than the last. The air is filled with a palpable aura of power and intrigue, for the Fae are not only skilled warriors but also cunning diplomats and the inventors of the most unparalleled technology in all of Yggdrasil.

Tyryn, a towering figure adorned in resplendent silver armor, steps forward to greet us, his piercing blue eyes radiating authority and knowledge. “Welcome, Hades, my friend; I’ve been expecting you.” He says with a nod. “Asmodeus, I am remorseful to hear about your twin flame. I know how difficult this must be for you. Please, follow me.” 

. After a long stretch, we stop at a large door at the very end of the hall. The guards move to the side, allowing us to enter a sizeable majestic office fit for a Fae king. 

The walls and ceiling are embellished with sparkling crystals and ancient tapestries telling of times before us.  I stand alongside my father and Tyryn, surrounded by the opulence of the Fae king’s palace. The room emits a sense of regality and vigor, reflecting the advanced technologies and artful nature of the Fae.

Before us, the map of Yggdrasil, the world tree, is sprawled across a large table. Its intricate details unveil the vastness of the mortal realm, revealing hidden pathways and locations even I didn’t know about.

Hades, his countenance grave, speaks with a deep resonance. “Tyryn, as you know, we seek one of the Eternal weapons, for only they possess to ability to tip the scales in our favor, to eradicate our shared enemies once and for all.”

Loki and Oberon, the king of the Court of Darkness, the dark Fae kingdom, have allied with one another for decades, though their army is much smaller as there is far more light Fae than dark. 

Tyryn motions to the three guards, standing watch, their presence serving as a testament to the kingdom’s prowess in both power and innovations. “Our scientists have developed advanced tracking mechanisms and uncovered artifacts infused with ancient magic. With their assistance, my hope is that maybe we can unravel some hidden clues or something that will point us in the right direction of at least one of the weapons. 

A flicker of hope ignites within me with his words, and I am grateful for his willingness to help. “Thank you, Tyryn. Your support is appreciated and means more to me than words can express.”

“Asmodeus, my friend, I understand your anguish better than most,” Tyryn begins, his voice imbued with a soothing yet resolute tone, “The capture of Kali is an insult to the balance we strive to keep. The Court of Light will be on standby, ready to lend aid in her rescue when the time comes.”

I offer a grateful smile, somewhat relieved that he has offered his assistance. I will take every advantage that we can pull together…if it gets Kali back to me safely.

I clench my fists, trying to contain the torrent of emotions threatening to consume me. The thought of Kali being taken from me ignites a fierce anger that burns deep within my soul. The memory of her gentle touch, and her laughter, resonates a soothing tune, surging through my mind, intensifying my determination.

My father leans forward, his fingers tracing the worn map, “We’ll start with marking the last known locations of the weapons.”

Tyryn nods his agreement, “I’ve come across some references in some of my work that refer to secret pockets on the outer rims of Yggdrasil that were apparently favored by some of the Eternals.”

“Like smaller realms?” I ask, shocked that anything of the sort exists. 

“Sort of,” Tyryn replies, his gaze shifting between me and Hades. “I’ve only managed to find my way into one long ago. Once I exited the hidden space, a sanctuary untouched by time, I was unable to find it again. My research faltered, and I eventually concluded my search.”

“If you know about these places, then, most likely, so does Loki. Our goal will be to find them and get to them first.”

“Indeed.” Tyryn agrees as he opens the drawer on his desk, pulling out a gold flask embellished with Court of Light Crest, taking a long swig from it before offering it to each man standing around the table. 

After we each take a turn drinking some of the Fae wine, we discuss the best places to start our search. With the knowledge and guidance of the Fae king, we begin marking the map with pins, each one denoting the possible locations and hidden sanctums that may hold some significance in the lore of the Eternals. 

The walls of the palace hum with energy as we diligently work, as if even they acknowledge the importance of our mission. 

Impatience and rage burn like an inferno in my stomach as I stare at the map, the weight of my little flame’s absence and misery rests heavily on my shoulders, and every second that ticks by feels like an eternity. 

The map becomes an endless puzzle of possibilities, a lifeline that keeps me connected to her, no matter how tenuous. The pain from our separation gnaws at my heart, and grief quickly becomes my companion, a bittersweet reminder of how deep my love for her is and what lengths I am willing to go to get her back.

The room thickens with tension; every heartbeat can be heard like a steady pounding on a drum. Suddenly, Tyryn’s long pale finger taps up and down on the map, finding its mark, hovering over Asgard's darkest point. Right, where one of the hidden sanctums should be. 

“Here.” He declares, his voice steady and confident. “This is the location we should search first. It holds the promise that something of value resides there.”

My father and I exchanged worried glances. 

Helena’s brother Fenrir was banished to this very place, cast out by Loki after he convinced all of Asgard that Fenrir was dangerous and that he would bring about Ragnarok, the end of the realms if chains didn’t imprison him in his wolf form. 

Fenrir was just a young boy when he was blamed for his mother’s death, hunted down by the savages Loki created with his lies, tied to a tree, and bludgeoned with stones until his wolf came out to protect him. They then stabbed him with their spears and shot him with their arrows, bringing him almost to his death. 

As if that weren’t enough, they left him there tied to that same fucking tree, starving him for days before they finally chained him up deep in the forest on the outskirts of the realm, leaving him to die a painful and undeserved death, alone. 

It’s said that it was too much for the boy to handle, and though he survived, he turned into a rabid beast, killing anyone who entered his woods. 

Spinning the pen, I’m holding in my hand, I tip on the back two legs of my chair, balancing myself, “Are you sure about this, Tyryn? The possibility of Fenrir’s presence alone poses a grave threat to our men.”

My father interjects, his brows pulled tightly together, “We cannot ignore this opportunity, son. It makes sense to hide something you don’t want to be found somewhere where no one is willing to go.”

I know he’s right. 

“So it is settled, and we all accept the risks,” Tyryn states, taking another drink from his flask. “I will send out a small deployment of Fae warriors to scope the area and gather intelligence. They will call us in the next forty-eight hours to report their findings, and from there, we can coordinate our next steps.”

“Sounds like we have ourselves a plan.” I agree; my mind is traveling miles and miles away.

I’m coming, little flame.







 







 




 







 
















 

  

 













 







 




 
















 














CHAPTER TEN







AS I STEP out of the little cottage, a knot of unease tightens in my chest. The tranquility I had just found within those walls after reuniting with my mother shattered into fragments upon witnessing the scene unfolding before me. My mother stands next to me, frozen in shock, her eyes locked on the confrontation with an intensity that sends chills down my spine.

Lucius, the very embodiment of malevolence, is opposite of my father, his eyes glinting with a twisted pride. In contrast, my father stays suspended in the air, his body under Lucius’s control.

My heart is pounding; my hands clenched to my sides as I march over to Lucius, “What the fuck?! I can’t even be knocked out for an hour before you start your shit.”

“Hey! He started it.” Lucius says, pointing to my father.

“And your acting like a child!.” I snap, playfully slapping Lucius in the back of the head. “Now, let him down.”

Lucius glares at me for a moment, “I don’t know…that kind of hurt my feelings, Kali. Say, please.”

My father stares at us in disbelief, his eyes darting back and forth between me and Lucius, “Lucius, you fucking bastard…when I get down from here, I swear-.”

“Dad!” I shout the word is foreign on my tongue. “You’re not helping.”

I turn my attention back to Lucius, my smile dripping with sarcasm, “Please…put him down.”

“Well, since you asked so nicely,” Lucius says, slowly lowering Baldur to the ground. 

Anger flares in my father’s eyes but quickly fades as he approaches me. “It’s really you.” 

I never knew what my dad looked like. I tried picturing him a thousand times, and the man standing before me was not the one I imagined in my head. 

Where my mother and I have pale skin, his is golden, permeating a soft glow that emanates from his very being, casting a radiant light around him. And his eyes are green pools of wonder, holding a gentle warmth that instantly puts my anxiety at ease. I note his curly hair, identical to my own but a much lighter color. 

“In the flesh.” I laugh nervously, toying with a small black pebble with the toe of my shoe.

His expression softens even further, a gentle smile playing on his lips, “I-I have waited for this moment from the moment your mother found out she was pregnant. I’ve only seen you in the memories you and Helena share before her untimely banishment to the dead realms.” He shoots Lucius a dirty look. “You were but a child then. Now, look at you…just as beautiful as your mother. I swear, if I could change things, Kali, I would. You would have never spent a day without us. You would have never been thrust into all of this without guidance.”

Part of me is terrified, but the other part is overwhelmed with joy. Having the chance to see your dead parents doesn’t just happen every day, you know. 

Yet, words still evade my lips, and I just stand here looking dumbfounded. My emotions are all over the place, giving me whiplash from the constant back and forth. 

Tears pour like tiny rivers down my face, a knot the size of Texas growing in my throat, “It’s—it’s ok.” I choke out. “Besides, it built character. I wouldn’t be the person I am today, and I would have never gotten my sisters. I kind of understand why you guys did what you did, and I’m not going to lie, it fucking sucked. The way it all happened and the way I found out. I should have been told the truth from the beginning, but it is what it is, and I get it. I’m just glad I have you both now.”

And there it is, folks—my family reunion. 

I get kidnapped by the guy they’ve been trying to save me from my whole life, fucking blown up by an invisible force, stitched back up with magic, and a brief conversation with my mom and dad patches everything up.

All those years of torment, tears, sleepless nights, and gas-lighting are supposed to be healed, and now we move on to living happily ever after. If only that were the truth. 

But what am I supposed to say?

That deep down, I really feel resentment towards you both for being abandoned as a child. That I feel like it’s complete bullshit that they didn’t even try to stay in Helheim to raise me themselves. Or how about I’m angry that my mom didn’t even fight back the night she was taken from me? 

She didn’t fight she just…gave up. 

She gave me up.

Instead of going off like a stark raving lunatic, I take a deep breath, steeling my emotions. 

Lucius watches me wearily out of the corner of his eye. If he noticed my moment of weakness, he didn’t acknowledge it. 

“I hope one day you will be able to let us in and forgive us, my sweet. I can tell you’re conflicted, and that’s ok. You deserve to be angry. Hell, I’m angry with myself.” My mom says, her small chin quivering. “To have not been there to watch you grow up, to witness every milestone you achieved in life…It’s a regret that has haunted me every single day. I wanted to ensure your safety, and I only hurt you in the end.”

The anger I feel begins to dissipate with each word she speaks. It’s not that I want to be angry with them…I just…I don’t even know. 

I make my way across the small space between me and my parents, my eyes to the ground hiding the pain I know lay behind them, “I know what you guys did was all for me. It hurt you both just as it did me. Growing up without you, without dad…there was always a void inside of me as if a piece of me was always missing.” I say, finally finding the courage to look them both in the face. “Don’t get me wrong, Phil and Melonie were amazing parents. They made sure I was well taken care of, and they gave me the best life they possibly could, but it would have been nice to have you too.” 

I may sound selfish, and I don’t care. 

I get the whole hidden existence thing, but the choices my parents made, fucking traumatized me. And you can’t put trauma on a scale, weigh it, and say it’s not that bad. 

Trauma is a tattoo on both the heart and soul, a permanent ink that stains your existence. 

It’s the monster hiding beneath your bed…always lurking within the darkest parts of your mind until something happens that makes it want to bring its ugly head to the surface.

“You will never have to be without us again…unless you wish to be.” My father’s deep voice whispers. “We love you, Kali.”

Tears well in my eyes once more, but they’re happy tears this time. “I love you guys too.”




***




My father moves gracefully in the modest kitchen of the cottage, preparing tea, coffee, and a small selection of light snacks. This doesn’t come as a massive surprise to me because I definitely didn’t get my cooking skills from my mother. 

Seated at the worn antique table, Helena and Lucius on either side of me, I revel in the peaceful moment. 

Lucius leans forward, his voice laced with dejection, “Loki can’t find out that I let you come here or that we’re working together. Right now, he’s oblivious to my true intentions, and he doesn’t know that I know of his betrayals. This is to our advantage…” He sighs deeply before continuing. “But it also means your parents must stay here, under the illusion of captivity.”

My heart sank in my chest at the thought of leaving my parents confined to this cottage, their freedom restrained for the sake of our plan. Yet, deep down, I know it’s a necessary sacrifice.

Sure, it’s a bitter pill to swallow, but the ultimate desired outcome is to free them once and for all while also protecting the rest of the realms. 

Baldur approaches the table, setting down the tray of steaming beverages and delicacies before sitting beside my mom, “We will do whatever it takes. Your mother and I will stay here.” His tone is unwavering with determination. “We trust you, and we know you will bring victory to this hellish charade Loki created.”

No pressure, right?

I feel like I’m on that old tv show, Heroes, the one with all the people with superpowers that get hunted down by the government.

Save the cheerleader, save the world.

Lucius grabs a cup of tea from the tray, adding two sugar cubes, then stirring, “An associate of mine has told me you sisters, Eirene and Rhode, have received the knowledge of the sword we thought to be the possession of Zeus. It’s assumed that it resides within Medusa’s mountain in Olympus. Once we get back to the palace, I will let you contact your sisters for assistance if you’d like,” He adds, smiling because he knows I would. “ As the gate protectors, they know more about Olympus than most.”

Excitement bubbles in my veins; the news of getting to see my sisters and the rush of my first mission in another new realm fills me with a combination of both joy and fear. 

Olympus mainly consists of divine beings; the Gods and Goddesses of all realms reside within its golden gates. A copious amount of magical creatures make up its forest, mountains, and vast lands, according to the books I’ve read about it.

My mom’s eyes turn an inky black; obsidian veins creep down from them and into the hollows of her cheeks. She’s having an internal war with her emotions, and it’s evident to everyone in the room. 

I grab her hand, my gaze steady, “I’ll be back before you know it.” I reassure her. “And when we finally put an end to this miserable bastard, you can take me to get ice cream or something…like old times.”

She laughs, embracing me in her small stature. “I know of the perfect place in Helhiem. I think you will love it, and they have the best rocky road.”

Rocky Road has always been my favorite, and hers. She used to take me to a small shop in Colorado before I lost her. It had become our daily ritual after she ran all her secret errands she refused to talk about. Now I can see why she kept them a secret. She killed a lot of people and otherworldly beings to cover our tracks in her attempts to keep us safe.

“I can’t wait.”

She holds me at arm’s length, her voice now solemn, “Kali, remember…Nothing is ever as it seems, my sweet.”

“The world is full of mischief and trickery.” I finish, already tears begin to well in my eyes.

It gives me comfort knowing that I will see them again, that this isn’t goodbye. 

By Lucius keeping my parents captive, he’s also keeping them safe under his thumb and off Loki’s radar. Loki is guileful, and any hint of suspicion could shatter everything we’re working for. Doing things this way will give us a chance to gather crucial information that will allow us to strike Loki when he least expects it. We must play this dangerous game and stay committed to the plan. 

Even if this does hurt like a bitch, and grief is bleeding from my heart as I walk away.

 







 
















 

  

 













 







 




 
















 














CHAPTER ELEVEN







“ASMO.” KALI BREATHES her pussy tight against my swollen cock.

I pepper small kisses down the curve of her neck as I slam into her, my hips keeping a steady rhythm. “Fuck, baby. You feel so good.”

Her hair is scattered across her face, her eyes rolled back, and her bottom lip is clenched between her teeth. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever fucking witnessed.

I want to draw out her pleasure, have her begging for release until she’s trembling beneath me. Her hands fly to my back, her nails carving into my back as she prays to a God that doesn’t exist. 

I grasp her face in my hand, pressing my finger into her cheeks. Her eyes widen, and a small gasp evades her lips before I can devour the sound, kissing her deeply.

“I am your only God, little flame.”, I growl when I finally come back up for air.

I spread her thighs wider, tossing her legs over my shoulders so I could shove my dick even further into her pretty pink cunt. “Rub your pussy for me, baby,” I command.

She does as she’s told, rubbing her clit in short erratic circles, her back arching high off the bed, her breathing quickening with each frantic stroke. 

I can’t hold back the groan I let out when her pussy clenches around me, her orgasm ripping through her body, and her heavy pants fill the room.

She’s so fucking wet…so tight.

“That’s right, baby, come on my cock.” I tell her, watching myself sink inside her, my dick glistening with her come as I slide back out. “Such a fucking good girl.”

My body is vibrating with pleasure, and I want to fuck her in every torturous way, fill her until it hurts. I pull out of her long enough to flip her over, her ass and pussy up in the air for me to take…to control.

Gathering some of her juices on my fingers, I rub it on the tip of my cock, lining myself up with her entrance and plunging into her once again. 

Her screams are fucking music to my ears.

My little flame likes it rough. 

I hiss in a breath, my body stiffening when I start fingering the puckered hole of her ass. 

Her hips rock against me.

It’s almost more than I can take. She feels so good, she feels so fucking perfect.

I pull out of her, the flesh of her ass slapping against my thighs when I give her a few seconds to collect herself. I tug her body into mine, my arms wrapped tightly around her waist. Her pussy is flush against my cock, and I can feel her come leaking down my shaft.

“Am I hurting you?” I whisper against her ear, listening to her eccentric breathing.

“No.” She shakes her head, turning her head to meet my lips in an urgent kiss. “More.”

 “As you command,” I growl, slamming back into her, my hands gripping her hips, my mouth biting and sucking at her shoulder.

I pound into her, the skin on her back makes a wet slapping noise against my chest with each of my thrusts. She’s begging me for more, crying out my name, and all I want to do is give her whatever she desires.

She’s mine.

I pull out of her again, a loud slap cutting through the air when I palm her ass cheeks and squeeze them. I bend over her, her body falling flat on the bed, her ass presented for me to take. I hold her hips in place when she tries to move, and my breath catches in my throat when I slide my shaft back into her.

She’s reaching behind her, trying to hold onto something, anything, and her nails are clutching at the blankets.

"Asmo." She whimpers, her fingernails raking down my forearms as she fights to keep herself together.

“Fucking mine,” I tell her, thrusting once more, “You are fucking mine.”

“Yes!” She screams, her pussy clenching around me.

Her nails dig into my forearms, a moan escaping her lips. I wrap my arm around her waist, lifting her higher on the bed, and rub my thumb across her clit, sending her over the edge. She’s sobbing as my cock fills her with her orgasm, her body shaking, and her pussy milking me for all I’m worth.

My chest collapses against her back, my lips on her neck, and I kiss her softly. 

“Only yours, Asmodeus.” she breathes into my ear. “Always.”




***




The reverie of my dream is suddenly shattered by heavy knocks on the door. I stayed at The Court of Light with Tyryn so I could immediately be informed of any discoveries or sightings of Fenrir.

Reluctantly, I haul myself out of the haze of the dream, feeling a lingering yearning in my body. 

The fabric of my robe clings to me as I stumble towards the door, sleep still fogging my eyes. A messenger stands there, pale and sweating. 

The boy’s eyes are wide as he deeply gasps for air between sentences. “There has been no sighting of Fenrir, sir. The scouts have searched the forests of Asgard for two days and report nothing out of the ordinary. The King is waiting for you in his office, whenever you are ready.”

"Thank you—" I pause, not knowing the young boy’s name.

“Ryland, sir.” He bows his head, clasping his hands in front of him respectfully. His eyes stay glued to the floor as he speaks. “I will inform Tyryn that you are on your way.”

"Much appreciated, Ryland," I say before he strides away.

I scramble to pull on my clothes, my heart pounds as I race through the long and labyrinthine hallways of the sprawling castle. My shoes clacking against the granite floors as I make my way toward the heavy oak door that opens into his office.

Upon opening the door, Tyryn greets me, "Asmo, thank you for coming so quickly."

"What news do you have of the weapon?" I ask, taking a seat at the front of his desk.

He answers, "Regrettably, we have had no success in finding the weapon." His voice is solemn.

"Have your scouts found any traces of Fenrir in the Dark Forest?"

"They have suspicions but no solid evidence, other than a few tracks and some trees that have been torn apart. If he's in there, he's hiding from my men."

"Or hunting them," I say, knowing that I'm right because I would be biding my time, too, if I were going to tear them apart one by one.

Tyryn nods in agreement, his face completely unreadable. 

His mate had recently given birth to their daughter, which makes me understand why he appears so hesitant. But he knows what's at stake and is willing to do whatever it takes to protect his kingdom and its people.

“Yes, that too. But it's obvious that our only course of action is for us to go to Asgard and obtain the weapon ourselves." He finally responds.

"We'll go. But we'll need a plan. I don't believe in going into a situation blindly." I state firmly, walking over to the cabinet he keeps his booze in, pouring two glasses of dark rich wine. 

Fae wine is the strongest alcohol in all of Yggrdisal. Unlike mortal alcohol, the wine made by the fae can even get a God drunk off his ass if he drinks enough.

"Agreed. I think we'll need a team of at least ten-strong, fully equipped and ready to fight. We'll also need a skilled tracker." He nods, taking a sip of his wine. "I know just the person."







    

 







 
















 

  

 













 







 




 
















 














CHAPTER TWELVE







TATIA STANDS READY at the edge of the trees as we draw near, her fingers tapping against her thighs like a caged animal ready to lunge. The warriors Tyryn sent out stand up immediately when they sense our presence.

“We're ready to receive your command, my king." She speaks to Tyryn, her voice calm and assured.

The intensity of her light pink eyes boring into my skull has my skin crawling. Her beauty is intimidating, the dark strands of her hair swirling in stark contrast to her porcelain skin. Sharp ears poke out from beneath her hair, a feature all fae are born with.

Her features are sharply defined, her cheekbones lifting gracefully from her face and a distinguished nose pointing downward from them. Just below the bridge of her nose lies a beauty mark placed perfectly above her full lips.

She's Tyryn's right hand, his most dependable warrior, and the most skilled fighter throughout the entire Court of Light.

"Can you take us to where you found the tracks? Tyryn demands, and she nods, signaling to the soldiers that we are about to move.

"I began tracking them when I first arrived," she says in a soft voice I wasn't expecting from her. "And I think you'll both find what I've discovered quite interesting." She concludes before setting off with a determined stride into the forest, leading us to where she had found the tracks.

I have a nagging suspicion that the tracks they found in the forest were left there by Fenrir intentionally. 

It's as if he wants us to follow him. He's a hunter luring his prey right into a well-planned trap. 

Going further into the woods means making ourselves more vulnerable to attack, yet I can’t stop the excitement humming through my veins.

As we follow Tatia through the dense foliage, the air grows heavy with tension. The scent of decaying leaves and pine needles fills my nose, and I can hear the sound of my ragged breaths and the crunch of leaves beneath my boots. 

My heart is racing, my pulse is pounding in my ears, and adrenaline pools in my stomach. 

Tatia moves with poise and grace. It's as if she's dancing through the forest, her movements fluid and effortless. She's a predator of her own kind, quick and resourceful I feel a sense of awe at her skill, her prowess captivating but not in a sexual way. 

Strange creatures lurk in the shadows, their eyes glinting in the darkness, watching us move through the forest. The trees are twisted and gnarled, their branches reaching up to the sky like clawing hands.

Suddenly, Tatia holds up a hand, signaling for us to stop. She points towards a clearing in the distance, her pink eyes glinting wildly with excitement.

"There," she breathes, a grin spreading across her delicate features.

The large tracks make deep imprints in the soil, clearly belonging to some sort of beast. 

A deep growl reverberates around us, and the ground seems to tremble beneath our feet. 

Fenrir.

Tatia reaches her arm backward, her fingers gripping onto the dark brown leather of her bow as she pulls it from behind her back.

Her eyebrows pinch together with fierce concentration as she notches the arrow to the string, bringing it forward until it's settled into place below her chin. Her breathing becomes slow and steady, and she places a finger to her lips for everyone to stay quiet.

Without a word, Tatia takes a step forward, her bow at the ready. 

I burn with rage as I follow her lead, my fists trembling in anticipation of the fight that awaits me. An uncontrollable fury surges through my veins, desperate for an outlet to unleash the pain of losing my little flame. I am ready to unleash my wrath upon anyone in my way.

Power surges through me, and I feel my eyes ignite with dark blue flames, my fangs elongating. A low growl rumbles in the depths of my throat. I feel fucking invincible, Prince of the Underworld---a true God among monsters. 

No creature of hell or earth will stand between me and my goal: getting the weapon and rescuing Kali from Lucius' clutches. I will not hesitate nor rest until she is safe in my arms once again.

The others stand behind us; their fingers curled around their weapons, their eyes fixed on the clearing ahead.

As we approach the clearing, the growling grows louder, and soon we can see the massive form of Fenrir. He stands at least ten feet tall, his fur black as midnight, his eyes blazing with an otherworldly fire. The sharp, cruel teeth of the wolf are like daggers. His claws have left deep gouges in the bark and underbrush. He pushes aside as he runs towards Tatia and the other men. Wet drool hangs from his jowls, rabid and fierce. 

Tatia raises her bow and lets the arrow fly. It strikes Fenrir in the shoulder, but he simply snarls and charges us again. I step forward to meet him, Fenrir is fast and strong, but I am determined and ready to kill.

With my hands and feet planted firmly on the ground, I lunge forward and sink my claws deep into the creature's neck. Flames ignite around my knuckles as I spin myself onto his back. His gut-wrenching howl from being burned reverberates throughout the dark forest, sending chills down my spine. I bring my flaming fist down hard onto his head and try to remind myself that this is Helena's brother--Kali's uncle. She'll never forgive me if I kill him.

Damn it! What the fuck am I going to do?

And where the fuck is Kora?

She was supposed to be here ten minutes ago to break the curse. Maybe then Fenrir can be reasoned with and maybe he can tell us where to find the weapon.

"Tatia, look out!" A handsome fae warrior with auburn hair yells out, just as Fenrir's massive paw connects with the left side of her body, sending her flying through the air, her head bouncing off a tree, a crimson puddle pooling around her as she falls to the ground.

The wolf stood over Tatia, drooling with anticipation of the kill. 

The man who shouted the warning comes running to her side, dropping to the ground where she lay, dragging her limp body into his arms. 

"Tatia, my love." He cries into the hollow of her neck. "No, please. Tatia!"

This must be her fiancé. Next week, Thursday, to be exact, would be their wedding. Kali and I had been invited weeks before she went missing.

Tatia struggles to keep her eyes open as she coughs, blood dripping from the corners of her lips and down onto her ears. "Jasper?" She weakly utters his name.

"I'm here, my love. I'm here." He rocks her back and forth, his hands stained in her blood.

A bright blue smoky light appears in the clearing, my sister Kora's signature.

The fucker beneath my clenched thighs thrashes around, trying to dislodge me, but I don't let go. I keep hitting and punching, my fists leaving smoking burns on his fur.

"Fenrir," I growl, twisting my clawed fist deeper into his fur. "We're trying to help you so I can save Helena, your sister. Remember her? And you're becoming quite the pain in my ass."

The wolf's ears twitch, and his eyes narrow, but he doesn't give a reaction. Instead, he snarls, his jaws snapping shut inches away from my face. I dodge to the side, barely avoiding being bitten. 

The heat from my flames singes the fur on his muzzle, but he doesn't seem to feel it.

Finally, he manages to shake me off, throwing me across the clearing. I land hard on my back; the breath knocked out of me. But I'm not down for long. I roll to my feet , my eyes locked on Fenrir as he turns to face Kora, who's now standing in the middle of the clearing.

"Fenrir!" Kora's voice is strong and commanding, and for a moment, I wonder if she's going to be able to reason with the beast.

But Fenrir doesn't seem to be in the mood for talking. With a ferocious snarl, he charges at Kora, his massive paws pounding the ground.

Kora holds her ground, her arms raised in front of her. As Fenrir closes in, she suddenly disappears, replaced by a cloud of blue smoke.

Fenrir's momentum carries him forward, and he crashes into a tree, his massive body causing the trunk to shake and shudder.

The wolf is foaming at the mouth, shaking with rage, death in his eyes. He turns his attention to where Tatia and Jasper are sprawled on the mossy forest floor. 

Fortunately, Kora has been training with healers from my mother's coven, and her skills have improved tremendously over the last few weeks. As a result, while I fought with Fenrir, she was able to bring Tatia back to a stable enough state where she will survive, only requiring a few weeks in the hospital and probably a good number of stitches.

Kora reappears behind him, her hands outstretched as she chants in a language I don't understand. 

A bright blue light surrounds Fenrir, and he lets out a howl of pain as the curse is lifted but not before the beast clenches his jaws around Jasper's head, ripping it from his shoulders. Blood and brain matter splatter across Tatia's face. 

Her screams pierce my ears, filling me with sorrow and dread. 

Deep down, I have a feeling that they were twin flames, and that was the sound of his soul tearing away from hers, leaving this world and making its journey to Charon on the river of lost souls. 

She will never be the same again, doomed to roam the realms alone until she dies the slow and agonizing death as all split souls are bound to endure. 

My heart breaks for her as I watch her cradle what remains of her lover's body in her arms. 

But I can't dwell on that right now. I need to focus on the task at hand. I take a deep breath and approach Kora, who is still standing over the fallen Fenrir. 

He lies motionless on the ground, shrunken to a figure of a nude man. Mutilations from townsfolk, Loki, and hunters have left scars covering his body. His face is bearded in dark scruff, and his muscles are chiseled. He holds a striking resemblance to both Kali and her mother.

"Kora, did you lift the curse?" I ask, my voice still filled with rage.

"Yes," she replies, her voice calm and steady. "He should be able to tell us where the weapon is now."

I nod and turn to face Fenrir. He's barely conscious, his eyes flickering open and closed as he tries to regain his bearings.

I kneel down beside him and grab him by the scruff of his neck, lifting his head up so that he's looking at me. "Fenrir, my patience is wearing very fucking thin right now. You have about three seconds to tell me where I can find the weapon I'm looking for. It's round, with a handle and spikes. I know you've seen it; I know it's in these woods.

"Go fuck yourself." He spits.

I sigh, then bash my fist into his nose, and blood spurts out onto my shirt. "I really want to do this the easy way, Fen---can I call you Fen? Of course, I can. Well, Fen, as you can see, you're no longer a slave to the savage inside. You should be able to shift at will now. 

We need to get that weapon for several reasons, one of them being so you can escape your cell of trees and shadows.

His struggles go still in my hand. "Why are you doing this...helping me?" He questions wearily.

"Believe me or not, I'm just trying to put an end to your father's terror, rescue your sister along with her daughter, whom I happen to be madly in love with." I pause, trying to hold on to the last bit of composure I have left. "She's the other half of my soul, my reason for breathing, my anchor, my reason for waking up every fucking day. Without her, my world is an empty void lacking any kind of meaning."

"And if I help you, I get to go free? I can choose to leave here?"

"You can even come back with me to the Underworld. Help me take down your father and connect with your family again." 

Fenrir looks at me, his eyes full of skepticism and doubt, pondering my words for a moment, before nodding, "I know where the weapon is. I can take you there."







    

 







 
















 

  

 













 







 




 
















 














CHAPTER THIRTEEN







NOT LONG AFTER my parting with my parents, Lucius had already packed me off to Olympus. 

My sisters were stunned to hear from me when I called and told them about all the events that had unfolded since the last time we spoke and swore them to secrecy about my whereabouts. 

Asmo informed them of my disappearance shortly after it happened and told them about Loki's enchantment on the portals, which hinders anyone from entering Tartarus or allowing me to escape it. 

However, Lucius utilized a young female witch who was apparently always present in his estate to help smuggle me out of Tartarus and craft a magical bracelet that I would wind up wearing as well. The bewitched bracelet prevents me from rebelling against Lucius's orders while also allowing me to return back to Tartarus to relay the news and information I come across. Additionally, it serves as an emergency measure if I ever need a getaway; one button brings me straight to Lucius's Victorian mansion, whereas the other grants me a twenty-four-hour pass if I'm facing grave danger allowing me to see Asmo. 

The latter of the two will only work if I'm facing imminent death or if Lucius allows it. 

My two sisters and I are sprawled across the double king-sized bed in Rhode's room, with snacks and cans of soda piled all around us as we catch up on the past couple of months. We're sitting cross-legged and have placed small glasses and full bottles of wine beside our pillows so we don't have to get up more than once to refill. 

"I can't believe Lucius was tricked by Loki too. That's fucked up. He's seriously trapped in Tartarus too?" Eirene asks in disbelief.

I nod, shoving another Twinkie in my mouth. 

"Explains why he so twisted in the head." She replies. 

"Perfect!" Rhode claps her hands together. "Now we're galavanting with the enemy." She says, grudgingly.

"We have to work with Lucius if we wanna take Loki down. We can't do this alone," I respond. "My parents are safe for the moment, so now I can focus on finding the weapon and killing this mother fucker once and for all."

I'm tired of him controlling my life. Everything about my life has been distorted because of Loki. 

I just want it to end. 

Rhode, the oldest of us, picks up a piece of popcorn and leans back against the headrest. "So, what's it like living with the devil himself?" She asks, making air quotes.

I take a swig from my bottle, letting the wine settle in my stomach before answering. "It's... complicated," I say, my voice trailing off. "He's not as bad as you'd think. He's actually kind of... charming, in his own way."

Their eyebrows raise, and their eyes widen at my words. "Gross! No, nothing like that, you guys. He's more like the brother I never asked for or wanted in the first place."

"Huh. So not the manipulative, cruel monster we thought him to be. That's nice, I guess. Is he single? Asking for a friend." Eirene laughs, resulting in a nasty look from our older sister.

She reaches for the nearest bag of candy, ignoring Rhodes's glare. "I'm joking. Besides, I have a date with one of the other Guardians this Saturday." 

I give her a knowing smile. "Which one? I'm sure they're all lining up for a date with you." I tease.

Eirene rolls her eyes, a small blush creeping up on her cheeks.

"Eros," she replies with a grin. "I met him at one of the parties I attended here in Olympus. He's quite the looker too.

Rhode chokes on her drink, coughing as she tries to catch her breath. "Eros? The guy who likes to torture people for fun?" She asks incredulously.

Eirene shrugs. "He's not that bad. Plus, I think he's kinda hot."

I shake my head, amused by my sister's taste in men. "Well, just be careful." I chuckle, knowing she's not careful about anything.

Rhode clears her throat, regaining her composure. "Not to be rude, but back to the topic at hand. How are we going to take Loki down? We need a plan."

I reach for my bracelet, fiddling it between my fingers, "Truthfully, the only plan I have for now is to find the sword." I admit. "Lucius keeps the depths of the plans to himself. In case I'm captured, Loki's witches won't be able to use their magic and pull it from my memories."

The less i know the better.

"Zeus said that Medusa stole it from him decades ago when he sent one of his men to the mountain to slaughter her after she had turned half the men in a nearby village to stone." Eirene chimes in, her mouth full of Twizzlers. If it's there, we just grab it and go. East peasy."

"Alright, Tink." Rhode scoffs, rolling her eyes. "Let's just get to the damn mountain and hope we can survive without being turned to stone ourselves. Then, we can worry about how easy it is to get the sword if we're still alive to see it,"

Eirene lets out a huff before flinging her hand forward, punching Rhode right in her tit. 

She hates it when we call her Tink.

"We will be. I promise," I say, trying to sound as confident as my shaky voice will let me. 

I feel a swell of determination building in my chest, and I know there's no turning back now. We have to do this.

"Have either of you been to her mountain before?" I ask them.

"Nope, I've heard stories, though. They say the place is cursed, and all who venture there never return," Rhode murmurs.

"Pfft, that's ridiculous. We'll be fine. Now, what do we need to pack?" Eirene says, her eyes alight with excitement. "And stop worrying so much." She adds. "We have each other. Not to mention we all have powers, in case you forgot."

To prove her point, she wiggles her fingers, and the plant sitting next to the bed on the nightstand begins to grow. Vines creep down the drawers and across the bed, twisting their way up Eirene's arm. 

Part of me is envious that she can create life with her abilities, and all I seem to be able to do is cause destruction with mine. 

I've recently found out that not only can I conjure hellfire, but I can also drain the life force from any living thing. Perks of being the daughter of the Goddess of Death.

"Good point," Rhode says, swiping the hair from her eyes. "We'll need enough food and supplies for a few days, just in case. And our weapons. We can't go without those."

"Okay, so let's get packing," I say, feeling a strange sense of calm. "We can head out first thing in the morning." 

We had somewhat of a plan, and it was finally time to put it into action. I knew this would be dangerous, but I'm ready to face whatever challenges that are thrown my way. 

After all the pain he has caused us, we're finally preparing to take Loki out and bring an end to his miserable life.

"Let's do this!" Eirene says, fist-bumping me and Rhode. 

We all smile, then burst into laughter. 

It almost seems normal sitting here talking with my sisters. Granted, we are sitting here talking about our possible demise. It's nice. I've missed them so fucking much. Being here with them is like a taste of home, which I'm sure they miss too. None of us has seen Phil and Melonie since we left the mortal realm. Besides Eirene and Rhode speaking with them from time to time over video calls.

"Here's to our victory," Rhode says, raising her glass of soda.

Eirene and I raise our glasses, clinking our cups together, "To victory!" We sing in unison.

















CHAPTER FOURTEEN







THE LOSS OF Jasper and a couple of other good men weigh heavy.

Tryryn opted to have Tatia and the other warriors accompany what remained of Jasper's body back to the Court of Light so that they could honor him with a burial according to Fae custom.

With how far we have ventured into the dark forest, all traces of light have long since disappeared. 

The trees become more insistent in their presence like dark sentinels holding up banners warning of the dangers that lurk ahead. 

Fenrir told us of the place he believed the weapon to be. 

A place that lies deep within the forest. A temple devoted to the Goddess of the Night, where the weapon is rumored to be hidden.

As we make our way through the dense forest, our steps muffled by damp leaves and fallen twigs, I can sense the unease settling in the group.

We pass by gnarled trees and overgrown vines, each step becoming more treacherous than the last.

Suddenly, the sound of a branch snapping echoes through the trees, and we all stop in our tracks, weapons at the ready.

Out of the shadows, a massive figure lurches forward, its eight hairy legs dragging with every step. Dark obsidian eyes glint from the depths of its inhumanely large head as its mandibles scrape at the ground like some primordial beast. 

My eyes take some time to adjust to the sight of the colossal creature before me; my mind is still trying to comprehend its immense size. 

God or not...I fucking hate spiders.

As the creature advances on us with sinister speed, I can see the terror spread across Kora’s face, her magical shield flickering to life as she prepares to defend us. Tyryn is already in motion, swinging his sword with powerful force as he charges toward the spider. 

I follow behind him, my power surging to the surface, Fenrir by my side, baring his sharp teeth at the monster.

But it's swift, dodging Tyryn’s sword as if it knew every move he was going to make. It lashes out with one of its legs, catching Tyryn’s shoulder and forcing him back, his armor protecting him from the sharp hairs that line the spider's legs. 

I see Kora, out of the corner of my eye, unleash a blinding burst of magic, but the spider easily deflects it with its thick exoskeleton.

“Fuck,” I mutter under my breath, trying to think of a plan. As much as I’d like to run in and try to rip the fucker's heart out, I know that would be useless.

I watch as Tyryn and the spider exchange blows, neither one willing to fold. 

Fenrir circles around the creature, snarling and waiting for an opportunity to strike. 

My mind races, trying to think of a way to take down the spider. My eyes catch on an overhanging branch, and I get an idea.

“Tyryn, lure it under that branch,” I shout, pointing to the tree branch hanging above us. “Kora, be ready to smash this bastard when I tell you to!” 

Tyryn nods, and I watch as he moves back, drawing the spider with him. Fenrir and I move to flank the creature, ready to strike when the time is right.

The spider moves with incredible speed, darting around Tyryn’s blows and lunging at him with its massive jaws. But Tyryn is quick, dodging and weaving as he leads the creature beneath the branch. 

The arachnid appears to be lost in a sea of confusion as it flails about, mindlessly attacking the space around itself. That's when I realize that Tyryn has it held in the grip of his glamour magic.

It must be seeing more of us than there really are.

“Now, Kora!” I shout, and she unleashes a magic torrent, blasting the branch with electric blue energy.

The branch snaps, plummeting down and piercing straight through the top of the spider’s skull, Fenrir still gnawing on one of its giant legs.

"How much farther is this temple, Fenrir?" I growl, the hair on my arms still standing straight up, my skin still crawling from battling with a giant fucking spider. 

"Maybe another mile, if that." He replies once he shifts back to his human form.

Which reminds me...we need to find this guy some clothes. If my mom found out this guy's dick was swinging out all over the place in front of my seventeen-year-old sister, not that he looks much older than she does, Persephone would beat me until my braincase caves in, then she’ll let me heal just so she can do it all over again.

There's a reason she's the wife of Hades, and it's definitely not for her sunny disposition. 

We continue through the pitch-black trees for what seems like an hour before we come up to an empty clearing.

"We're here," Fenrir says.

I scan the area. It's dark, but I can still tell there is absolutely nothing there.

"Is this a fucking joke to you?" I snarl, my fangs elongating, as I wrap my hand around his throat and throw him up against a nearby tree, pinning him in place.

He snarls, his eyes glowing amber as he shifts into his giant wolf. I can feel the muscles in my forearm tense as his jaw clamps down, piercing my skin.

You could say I deserved that. 

I release him, wiping the blood from my arm with the back of my hand. "Talk, Fenrir. Now."

He shakes himself, returning to his human form. "I swear, this is the place! The temple desires Divine blood to show itself. Only those that hold some kind of magic in their blood can see it." He claims.

I narrow my eyes at him. "And you didn't think to mention that before?"

He shrugs. "Is it not common knowledge."

My hands clench at my side, my knuckles turning white with the effort of resisting the overwhelming urge to punch him in his face. I take a deep breath to collect my composure, reminding myself that violence isn't always the answer.

No. But it is a lot of fun. 

With a sharp and satisfying snap, I pull out the knife that I have carefully strapped to my boot. The metal gleams in the tiny amount of light that steals its way through the thick branches overhead.

I'm not in my usual attire, but my leather armor offers me an extra layer of protection during battle. 

I run my finger along the finely honed edge of the blade, testing its sharpness. The handle is worn, creased with grooves from constant use, and the blade itself is fine-etched steel forged by my own hellfire. 

"So how does this blood-offering cult bullshit work?" I ask, and Kora snickers from behind me.

I know she's about to say something with that smart-ass mouth of hers I don't care to hear. 

But before she can, Fenrir responds, "We each make a small cut on our palms and let the blood drip into the ground. The temple will only reveal itself if it senses the presence of magic in our blood."

I nod, taking in the information. "Alright then, let's get this shit over with."

One by one, we each make a small cut on our palms, letting the blood drip onto the ground. The air around us seems to coruscate, and suddenly, the silence is broken by a low rumbling sound. 

A temple rises from the ground, stone bricks moving and shifting to form a majestic structure.

The temple of the Goddess of Night. 

The structure is old but looks sturdy, even though it has been here for centuries. 

The temple is a blend of Byzantine and Gothic styles, with intricate carvings and engravings adorning every surface. A massive door, with divine sigils engraved into its surface in old script, stands tall before us.

I take a deep breath, marveling at its beauty. 

I turned to Tyryn. "Do you understand what this inscription says?"

I already knew he was well-versed in the ancient tongue, so I wasn't sure why I even asked. 

Tyryn's eyes furrowed as he read the inscription. "It says, 'Those who enter here must surrender their souls to the Goddess of Night.'"

"That doesn't seem like a reasonable exchange," I comment, running my fingertip across the doorframe's edge.

Kora rolls her eyes. "Come on, don't be such a wimp. We're already knee-deep in this shit. What's another sacrifice?"

"Let's not keep the temple waiting," I say, pushing open the massive doors. 

A wave of cool air washes over us as we step inside. The temple is shrouded in darkness, but with my enhanced vision, I can see everything clearly.

The only light comes from the flickering flames lining the walls and illuminating the intricate stained-glass windows. The vaulted ceiling reaches high above us, disappearing into the shadows. A faint scent of incense lingers in the air.

We walk forward, our footsteps echoing off the stone floor. The sound seems to carry on forever.

As we progress deeper into the temple, I can't shake off the feeling of being watched. It's like every step we take is being followed by an unseen presence, a whisper on the edge of my hearing.

Suddenly, the air around us grows thick and heavy, as if it's pressing down on us. The flickering flames of the candles on the walls grow brighter, casting an eerie light on everything around us.

I can see the others tense up, their hands clenching into fists.

The darkness seems alive, pulsing and shifting around us. I realize that it's not just darkness. It's a living, breathing entity.

Something moves in the shadows, and I catch a glimpse of glowing red eyes before they disappear.

"What the fuck was that?" Kora yelps, abruptly throwing her arm out in front of her, and in an instant, it transforms into a blazing blue sword of electricity and fire fused to her tiny physique.

Fenrir shifts into his wolf form, his fur standing on end. "We're not alone," he growls, his head turning left and right as he scans our surroundings.

I tense up, readying myself for a fight. My hands crackle with energy as I prepare to unleash my fury on whatever wants to be dumb enough to attack us.

A deep growl resounds through the temple. 

We all hold bated breaths as we cautiously move forward. We then come across a small room in the back of the temple, which is lit up by several burning candles. In its center stands a tall pedestal bearing an ancient, spiked mace adorned with mystical symbols, runes, and green and black gems embedded in its handle.

That's it!

Kali, I fucking swear I'm coming for you, baby. 

Knowing I'm yet another step closer to getting her back has my heart racing. It's a shame that Lucius will only experience a small portion of the suffering he has inflicted on me.

I take a step closer, my hands itching to seize the mace. I reach out and gently grasp the handle. Suddenly, a roar echoes through the temple, and the room plunges into darkness.

A flash of light illuminates the space and reveals a vast black dragon perched atop the pedestal, its scales shimmering in what little light is left. Its relentless red eyes stare with a predatorial ferocity, looking down on us with contempt as it unleashes an ear-splitting shriek that shakes the very foundations of the temple. 

The Goddess of Night has come to protect her weapon.














CHAPTER FIFTEEN







FEAR. 

IT’S AN emotion that hasn’t been studied enough.

It’s the breath stuck in the back of your throat, suffocating you with doubt… That icy chill you feel in your veins right before death calls to you, whispering its sweet promises like an angel in your ear. 

It's exactly what I feel at this very moment, looking past the brightness of the morning sun at the unforgiving mountain terrain we're about to venture into.

Medusa's mountain is just past the other side of this range, and I know we have to cross it to get there. I take a deep breath and feel my heart pounding in my chest as I look up at the towering peaks. They seem to reach up to the sky as if taunting me to even attempt the raucous climb.

I turn to my sisters, who seem to share my hesitation.

The cruel sun of Olympus shines down on us, and I can feel the sweat running down my spine. This heat here is more intense than even the summers back home in California are. 

I take a deep breath, steadying myself. I can do this. We can do this.

"Alright," I say, my voice trembling slightly.

"No matter what happens, we stay together. And we remain cautious. Keep your weapons close and your eyes open."

"Most importantly, don't look Medusa directly in the eyes," Rhode adds, giving one last warning. "Ok. We’ve got a job to do, and we won’t get it done by standing around with our hands up our asses.”

Her words give me the push I need, and I start to make my way up the mountain with shaking hands and a pounding heart. The rocks are jagged and loose, and each step feels like a gamble. 

My breaths are shallow and labored as I climb, the black leather armor heavy and hot against my skin as sweat pools in places I didn't even know could perspire. 

I silently curse my decision to wear it today.

Eirene is donned in a flowery outfit made from real plants and vines that I can't for the life of me understand how it's going to protect her from the elements when it barely covers her ass, let alone anything else. 

But then again, Eirene was the type of girl who believes in the power of fashion. She’s also the type to trust in her own abilities, in her agility and craftiness to outsmart her enemies. 

Rhode takes the lead, moving swiftly and confidently through the mountainous terrain. She's always been the strongest and most fearless of us all, and I can see the tenacity etched on her face as she ascends the peaks. 

She's also probably the smartest, too, being the only one of us to dress like we're going to a battle and not a costume party. 

The golden armor sleeve covering one of her arms glistens in the sun, the points at the end of each finger resembling long claws. 

She has the look of a fearless warrior woman you'd see in a movie.

As we continue our climb up the treacherous mountain, I can feel the fear ebbing away, replaced by a growing sense of determination. The steep slopes and rocky terrain are rough, but we have trained for this. 

We were born to do this.

Sweat drips down my face, and I can feel the heat radiating from every pore in my body. I turn to Eirene and Rhode, who seem to be struggling right along with me.

"Are you guys okay?" I ask, my voice strained.

Eirene looks up at me with a weak smile. "I'm fine, just a little tired," she says, panting.

Rhode nods in agreement, her face glistening with sweat. "Same here. This climb is no fucking joke."

I take a moment to catch my breath and look around us. The view from up here is breathtaking: the sun shines down, casting long shadows against the rocks, and the breeze carries with it the scent of cedar trees.

As I survey the landscape, I am overcome with a feeling of admiration and wonder at the sight of nature's lushness, the rolling hills of green and brown as far as my eyes can make out. 

But I know we can't let our guard down, not even for a second. Medusa is going to know we're here soon, and we need to be ready for anything.

When we finally reach the top of the mountain, my heart is pounding so fast, I'm sure it's going to burst out of my chest. 

"Keep your eyes peeled," I whisper hoarsely, placing the brass knuckles Lucius had me made over my fists. "We're almost there."

They nod their acknowledgment, and we spread out as we make our way forward. The silence is so thick it's almost perceptible, and I can feel the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.

Suddenly, I feel a gust of wind at my back, echoing faint whispers in my ear. My blood runs cold when I hear the rustling of leaves and rocks coming from the right side of us, and I know that Medusa is probably close.

We move towards the source of the sound, weapons at the ready. It's quiet as we tread soundlessly, attempting to keep our movements as stealthy as possible.

That's when I hear it. The sound of something slithering against the rocks.

"Get ready," I mutter, tensing up.

It feels like an eternity before we finally see her- Medusa, her face twisted and contorted, her long, serpent hair writhing around her.

"Fuck," Rhode mutters between her teeth.

"Focus," I remind them, taking a deep breath to steady my nerves, like I'm not scared out of my fucking mind. "We knew she was going to be here. Let's just get this over with."

"And if we die?" Eirene asks, her meek voice barely audible.

"Then…,” I pause, trying to figure out the words to say. “Fuck it.  Either way, we did what we said we were going to do.” I shrug.  “Do you mean to tell me that you’re going to give up and run away if danger meets you at the very gates you're meant to protect?"

"Fair enough." She says, a wild grin plastered to her face, her bright blue eyes haunting. 

Medusa hisses and slithers forward, her face twisted in anger and malice. Her body is muscular and powerful, and I can see the veins pulsing beneath her scaly skin.

Rhode charges straight at her with her sword raised high. Medusa moves quickly, dodging her attack and striking back with a swift punch that sends Rhode tumbling backward.

I tense up, ready to jump in, but it's Eirene who makes the next move. She jumps onto Medusa's back, her bare legs wrapping tightly around the monster's waist as she plunges her dagger into the scales just above her shoulder.

Medusa howls in pain, her long snake hair writhing around, snapping with its many heads.

Eirene lifts her hands, palms facing skyward, and her fingertips glow with a faint green light. The ground around Medusa starts to crack, and thorny vines shoot up from the soil, growing at a remarkable speed. Medusa screams as they curl around her legs, winding their way up her body until she's completely restrained.

I let the darkness take me over, flooding my veins, adrenaline rushes in my ears, my delicate curls lifting around me from the heat scorching through my flesh. 

Medusa turns her head towards me, and i avert her gaze. "Why are you doing this?" she growls. "I didn't ask for you to come here, break into my home and attack me."

She takes a deep breath, and when she exhales, her body shifts into that of a gorgeous naked woman, her hair still writhing like snakes around her face. “I don’t want to fight you.”

Holy fucking tits...her body is yummy. 

What I would do to have curves like hers.... I would make Asmo titty fuck me just so I could watch him come all over my perfect breasts. 

And with all the extra heads from the beautiful crimson snakes that hang like long hair down to the crack of her ass...I'm just gonna ask—what them tongues do, girl?

I shake the stupid thoughts from my mind, taking a step back. We all avoid her gaze in case it might be a trap.

"Give me one good reason we can trust you. How do we know that you're not just going to turn us to stone if we let you go?" Eirene asks sternly, crossing her arms over her chest, her blue eyes staring down at her feet.

Medusa snorts as if we've just asked the dumbest question on the planet and begins petting the snakes, "Well, for one, thanks to modern science, I wear contacts, and they prevent me from turning everyone I look at into stone. Plus, I like women. Everyone knows that. And I don't turn all men into lawn ornaments, only the ones that truly deserve it.” She says, “It doesn't matter anyways; I don't have what you're looking for."  

"And how do you know what we're looking for?" I snap, accusation sharp in my tone.

"You're looking for the sword." She laughs dryly. "It's always the sword."

While she isn't wrong, her attitude about it makes me want to ruin that perfect little nose of hers.

Bitch.

"Then where the hell is it?" Rhode asks.

"Ah. Ah. Ah." The snake responds. "Let me go. And you have to promise not to kill me. I have no reason to trust you either."

Touche.

We all look at each other, unsure of what to do. We can either kill her and leave her corpse to rot in here on the side of a mountain or take a chance and trust her. 

Finally, I take a breath and step closer to Medusa. I nod to Eirene, who calls back the vines, allowing Medusa to fall to the ground. 

"Alright," I say, "We'll let you go if you tell us where to find the weapon."

Our eyes meet, and surprisingly, I don't instantly turn to stone. 

But by the panicked and sorrowful look creating deep lines on her gorgeous face, something tells me we already know the answer.

And then she confirms it, "There was this guy I was having drinks with, and we started talking. This was—I don't know, maybe a week or two ago. We came back here, and some crazy bitch was already here waiting. When we burst through the door, with his tongue shoved down my throat, she had the sword and she knocked me out with some heavy ass magic. Then, they drained my snakes of their venom. Poor things are just now beginning to feel like themselves again." She coos. “Right before I passed out, I caught a glimpse of his face shifting from the man I had left the bar with into someone else."

Rhodes' eyes widen, and her jaw drops as Medusa describes the man in question. “Loki has it. Loki has the fucking sword.” 

I should have known this felt way too fucking easy. 











CHAPTER SIXTEEN










I FIND MYSELF face-to-face with darkness. 

Night herself has come to claim our souls. This particular dragon is one of legend, the pet of the Eternal Goddess of Night. 

But I'll be damned if it's going to stop me from taking this weapon. 

Suddenly, the dragon disappears into the shadows, and all that can be heard are the growls from Fenrir, his teeth bared.

Fenrir's wolf is deadly and stealthy in the night, so he moves through the pitch-black room with ease.

All hell's about to break loose when we remove the mace from where it rests on the small altar, and he's the fastest of us all. He's our best chance of getting the weapon out of this creepy shithole of a place. 

"Fenrir." I whisper, "When I have its attention, I want you to get the weapon and haul ass out of here. We'll handle the dragon."

"We will not kill her! These grounds and its protector are sacred." Tyryn argues, his large, pointed ears twitching anxiously.

The Light Fae have always worshipped the creatures and land of the realms. They have spent centuries observing them, learning everything they can about them, and listening to their calls. 

Light Faes have an incredibly powerful connection to the natural world, and this often manifests in their spirituality. 

They make it their mission to safeguard what remains of what the Eternals crafted at the start of our existence.

"Fine. Then, what the fuck do you suggest we do?" I ask sharply, anger bubbling inside me because this is wasting what precious time I have to rescue Kali. I can't imagine what horrors she's facing at the hands of that bastard. 

A searing agony spreads through my chest like wildfire, compressing and contracting within me until it feels like a vicious vise closing in painfully on my very core, just at the thought. 

"We must negotiate with her, Asmodeus. Perhaps there is a way she will let us take the weapon without violence." Tyryn suggests calmly, his hand reaching out to rest on my shoulder in an attempt to quell my anger.

I snort, completely dumbfounded. "Ask... the dragon for help? Are you fucking kidding me?"

"We have nothing to lose," he replies, his eyes shining with an unsettling pertinency. "We cannot fight her, and the weapon's not going anywhere. She will not let us leave with it, but she may listen to us if we give her a reason." 

I turn to face him, the fire in my eyes meeting his earnest gaze. "And what if negotiation fails? We don't have time for this. Kali's life is on the line." My voice is harsh, laced with a desperation that I can't hide. 

However, Tyryn's expression doesn't waver as he calmly responds, "We will cross that bridge when we come to it. I understand your urgency, but we won't leave Kali to suffer, I promise you that."

I believe him.

I grit my teeth, the pressure in my chest only intensifying.

"Fine. We'll do it your way," I say through gnashed fangs. My power is almost bursting at the seams. "But I'm not leaving until I get what I came here for."

The dragon watches us intently, its eyes glowing in the dim light. 

Tyryn steps forward, his hands raised in front of him. "Great protector of this temple, we seek only what is necessary to save our loved ones. We understand and respect the sacredness of this place and acknowledge your role as its guardian."

The beast snorts, its massive frame shifting as it regards us with an intimidating gaze. "And yet, you trespass on holy ground and disrupt the peace. What makes you and your kind so entitled to take what does not belong to you?"

"For a justified cause," Tyryn replies.

The dragon cocks its head to the side, seeming to consider Tyryn's words. It exhales a breath of black smoke, its voice thunderous and shaking the very bones within me. "I'll ask one more time before I ingest your puny bodies. Why do you seek the weapon?"

"We seek to vanquish a great evil that threatens the safety of all of Yggdrasil." 

The dragon snarls, its mouth curling into a menacing grin. "And who is this great evil?" She questions, a laugh playing on the edge of her words. 

"Loki," I interject, my voice resounding with premise and rage. I see red. So much red. I'm so close to snapping and beheading this stupid bitch, but instead, I close my eyes, searching for clarity until can finally see the realness of the world that exists in front of me before I speak again. "He seeks to destroy everything that exists. We need the weapon to stop him."

The dragon regards me with a raised eyebrow. "And why should I help you stop Loki? He has never threatened the sanctity of this temple or its protector."

"Because if he succeeds, there won't be anything left for you to protect," Tyryn responds calmly, but his eyes are glinting with something fierce.

The dragon considers this for a long moment, its gaze flickering between the four of us before settling on my sister, Kora. "Young one, approach."

Kora lets out a squeak but moves forward steadily, her body trembling with each step she takes. 

"Y-Yes?" She stammers out the word, her voice barely above a whisper. She stands mere feet away from the shadowy beast.

"You have a familiar magic in your blood. One that I have not felt in many years. It is ancient, powerful, and undefined.

Kora takes a deep breath, her eyes flickering over to me before turning back to the dragon. "My mother is a very powerful witch," she answers softly.

The dragon nods, its eyes seeming to grow even larger. "I see." 

"In exchange for my help, I require a favor from you," the dragon says in a low voice, causing my heart to skip a beat. 

"What kind of favor?" Tyryn asks, his voice level as he steps forward.

"A life for a life," the dragon replies cryptically, its eyes boring into mine. "If the weapon you seek is to be taken from me, I require a soul to take its place."

"What kind of life do you want in exchange?" Tyryn asks.

The dragon regards him with a scrutinizing gaze. "A life that is of equal value to the weapon you seek. A life that holds the power of magic and can serve as a worthy sacrifice."

My breath hitches in my throat, dread filling me as I realize what the dragon means. She wants a sacrifice. A life in exchange for the weapon. 

Kora's life. 

"No," I say through gritted teeth, my hands balling into fists at my sides. "I-I won't allow it. There has to be another way."

The dragon regards me with a cold look. "There is no other way. A life for a life. It is the most sacred and binding of bargains."

I turn to Kora, feeling my heart constrict in my chest. She is trembling, tears streaming down her face as she looks up at me with pleading eyes. "Azzy, I can do this. I can do it for you...For Kali."

I shake my head. "I can't... I can't lose you too." My voice breaks, and I make a strange, strangled noise in the back of my throat. Tears leak from my eyes.

My sister stands tall, her chin jutting out as she faces the daunting task before her. "What do I have to do?" she asked, her voice quivering only slightly as she squares her shoulders.

Satisfied, the massive dragon swoops down from where it's perched, landing directly in front of Kora, "Let me show you." She presses the front of her head to Kora's, and immediately, Kora's head snaps back, her eyes turn a milky white, and her body begins to jerk violently. 

"What the hell are you doing to her?" I roar, no longer able to hold back the raw and primal power that surges through me. The rage inside me is white hot, the kind that could level mountains if left unchecked.

The dragon ignores me, its focus fully on Kora. "You are a descendant of Morgana, the Eternal Goddess of Night," the dragon roars as Kora's body convulses and shakes. "I fuse my soul with yours. My life and body are now yours to command, Daughter of the Night." You will become our new protector."

My heart pounds wildly in my chest as I watch, helpless, as Kora continues to spasm. The thought of losing her, of sacrificing her for the sake of the weapon, fills me with a sickening dread.

Suddenly, a bright flash of light erupts from their embrace, forcing us to shield our eyes. When the light dissipates, Kora is standing, her body now surrounded by a faint aura of energy.

"You have been chosen, Kora," the dragon speaks, its voice reverent, "to be the next protector of the weapon and its home. Your soul has been connected with its power, and we are now bound for the eternity of your existence." 

Kora stands frozen for a few moments, her eyes wide and her chest heaving. She slowly looks up at the magnificent creature, and a single tear slowly trickles down her cheek.

"I understand," she whispers, her voice barely making it to my ears,

Uh, ok... 

What the fuck just happened?








CHAPTER SEVENTEEN










“SO, WHAT EXACTLY does this mean?” I ask Kora, leaning against the tall door frame leading into our parlor where my sister sits studying every book she could find in our study about Morgana. It was late when we got back home to the Underworld a few nights back, feeling victorious. 

Tyryn went back to the Court of Light to address his people over the loss of their warriors. He is preparing his kingdom for the war that is about to come. 

Kora looks up from the book she is poring over, exhaustion etched on her face. "It means that I am now bound to the weapon as its protector," she replies, "The dragon fused its soul with mine, and now I hold the power to control it, and I have to defend it from those who would seek to wield its power for their own amoral purposes."

She takes a deep breath, her eyes narrowing slightly. "But it also means that I am now a target, and so is Nightwing-that's what I decided to call her." She says with a childish grin. "Anyone who wants the weapon will come after me, and I will have to be ready to fight them off. Oh, and if Nightwing dies...so do I."

My heart sinks at her words. This wasn't what I wanted for her. I didn't want her to have to bear this burden for the rest of her life. "Kora, I'm sorry," I say, my voice a strained whisper. "I never wanted this for you. I never meant to put you in danger...I-"

"I know," She replies softly. "But honestly, I think it's pretty badass. I had no idea Mom descended from Morgana. Mom is way more powerful than me, so why did I get chosen?... It's crazy" 

I laugh. "Crazy doesn't even come close to what I would describe it as," I say, ruffling my hand through my dark, messy hair. 

Kora looks at me, her expression softening. "I know you're worried about me, Azzy," she says, placing her small hand on my shoulder, "but I can handle it." She says, "And besides, I have a giant pet dragon now. Who's gonna want to fuck with that?"

I tuck her under my arm tightly, pulling her close to me, and knead my knuckles on the top of her head. "I won't let anything happen to you, Kora. I promise. I'll burn out the eyes of anyone who tries to hurt you after I cut off their hands and shove them up their ass."

She wriggles out of my grasp, punching me and zapping me with a tiny blue volt of electricity in my ribs. "I know. Now get out of here and leave me alone." She groans while throwing a book at my head.

I take a few steps back, lifting my arms in the air. "Fine, I'm leaving," I insist, backing out of the doorway and turning to head to my chambers.

Hours pass by, and I still can't sleep. Memories of Kali fill my head, her essence haunts me in the walls of this room. 

My little flame squeals out loud in amazement when I remove my hands from her eyes, stepping away to reveal the giant bookshelf I built for her. It's as tall as the ceiling, stretching across two walls, and equipped with a rolling ladder to reach the higher shelves. "Asmo it's-its stunning!" she exclaims, wrapping her arms around my neck. 

I nuzzle into her neck, breathing in her sweet scent. Her body trembles lightly against mine, and I hear a tiny gasp of pleasure escape her lips when I place a soft kiss just below her ear. Her hands gently tug on my hair, pulling me into her.

"Do you like it?" I whisper, my breath tickling her lobe.

I can feel her body tense into mine before she pulls away, the green of her irises sparkling in the soft hue of the lights I installed so she could read comfortably in the oversized recliner I brought in this morning.

Eirene sent me the ones she thought Kali would like the best, and I settled on a large white round one, with soft fluffy cushions, that could fit the both of us because I've grown to enjoy holding her in my arms as she reads to me.

We lock eyes, her gaze burning with the intensity of a thousand suns. The world falls away as tension hums between us until she captures my lips in a soul-searing kiss. The sensation is like licking gasoline in the middle of a lightning storm under the moonlight, its a spark on my tongue that grows larger and larger until it burns through my very existence. 

When we finally part, she whispers breathlessly, "I love it."

The memory serves as a painful reminder of what I've lost. The guilt and rage simmer within me, and I can feel the familiar sting of tears prickling at the corners of my eyes. I try to push it all away, but the ache in my chest is too much to bear. It's like a weight, pulling me down into a never-ending abyss of pain and regret.

I allow my hand to inch slowly down my stomach, tracing the lines of my abs as I close my eyes and focus on the memory of Kali. The way her body feels pressed up against mine, the way she tastes on my tongue.

I wrap my hand around my hardened cock, spreading the wetness pooled at the tip down the shaft. 

I can almost feel her there with me, her body tight around mine as I imagine her begging me to take her. The sensation builds inside me, enveloping around my heart as I pump my hand faster and faster until I'm moaning her name, and my body is quivering against my touch as I descend, spiraling between lust, anguish, and pleasure.

My head is dizzy with the thought of being tangled up in her arms, having her pretty pink cunt squeezing my dick as my name falls from her mouth. I can almost taste her breath on my lips as I hear her moans begging me for more. 

I keep my eyes shut, picturing our moment together and on the sensation of my hand working me into oblivion until hot waves of my come are spurting down my fist and onto my chest. 

Exhaustion sinks into my limbs as I ride out the last bit of bliss. Kicking off my sheet, I make my way to the bathroom to clean myself up. 

By the time I'm done, my body has begun to shut down, and sleep starts to call me. I sink into the bed, letting the warmth of my covers calm my overworked body. 

My eyelids slowly close, and my heart settles into a tranquil rhythm, but even in this moment of respite, I will never let down my guard. 

The pain is still bitter inside me. I might have found a small measure of relief for the moment, but I will never give up until I've found Kali. 

Until I've made Lucius pay...Until he and Loki can no longer hurt anyone else, I care about... Until I've made them both fucking bleed. 








CHAPTER EIGHTEEN







THE KITCHEN OF Medusa's luxurious mountain home is filled with the delectable aroma of sizzling meat. I'm starving after the long fucking day we've had. 

Once we stopped fighting with Medusa and Eirene apologized profusely for stabbing her in the shoulder, she offered us into her home, and now we're sitting around the bar, sipping margaritas while Medusa tells us of her past. 

She stirs the bubbling pan of meat as she recounts the tale of a particularly vile man who had come to her temple seeking refuge. He had seemed charming at first, but as the days passed, she said his true intentions were revealed. He had come to seek out the sword, engrossed by his desire for power, and once he realized Medusa was a woman alone on the mountain, he attempted to rape her.

My blood boils with rage as I imagine the terror that Medusa must have felt. Eirene sympathizes with her as she understands all too well what it's like to be held captive and abused against your will after what she experienced at the hands of Succubus. She had been tortured, brutally violated, and nearly killed in the ordeal. Then, left for dead at the bottom of a steel cage.

Medusa's stories are harrowing yet somehow fascinating. 

She's turned countless men to stone, and it makes me wonder just how many other monsters and magical beings are out there. "I can't even imagine going through what you've gone through," I say, taking a sip of my margarita.

Medusa smiles sadly. "It's not something I would wish upon anyone. But I've learned to survive. And I've had a lot of time to perfect my cooking skills while I've been hiding." She jokes, licking the salt from the back of her hand before shooting down a shot of tequila, finishing it off with a slice of lime.

She shifts her attention to the pan filled with scrumptious meat as she stirs the contents with a wooden spoon. The metallic clang of the spoon against the pan echoes in the spacious kitchen.

"Anyone up for some carnitas?" she says, her eyes sparkling.

"Always," Eirene replies eagerly.

"I second that!" Rhode yells, waving her hand in the air.

I watch as Medusa plates the succulent meat, crisped to perfection. The smell makes my mouth water as I take a deep breath, savoring the aroma.

I dig into my food, enjoying the flavors dancing across my palette. As we eat, our conversation drifts towards lighter topics of normal girl talk like fashion, what the best shows to watch on Netflix are, and Eirene's upcoming date with Eros. 

But then Medusa brings us back to the topic of our pending mission. "You know," She says, using her razor-sharp nail to stir her drink while she feeds bits of raw steak to the serpents around her face. "I've heard stories of a powerful bow forged by an ancient god many centuries ago. It will supposedly grant its wielder great strength and skill, but it must be retrieved from the depths of a hidden oasis.

My ears perk up.

"Where is this oasis?" I ask, leaning in closer.

"Somewhere in the Nevada desert."

She pauses a moment to take a sip of her drink before adding, "It's a long shot, but if we can find the bow, it could be the key to helping you get your family back and giving Loki a taste of his own medicine."

My eyes widen in shock, quickly followed by a hint of excitement. The chance to find this bow has my heart pounding in anticipation. Another weapon of godly power is in our grasp, and this could be our best chance yet. 

I look around the room at my sisters, my heart thumping faster in my chest. We all share a deep-knowing look. 

We're ready. 

We're determined. 

And we are prepared to do whatever it takes to find the bow and help secure our victory. 

I need to get back to Asmo. 

I've tried so hard to keep him from haunting my mind, doing everything in my power, trying every trick to shut him out because the thought of him is too painful, like an open wound that won't heal. 

The guilt of keeping my working with Lucius from him hangs over me like a storm cloud, waiting for the perfect moment to let loose its fury. It's inevitable, really, I'll eventually have to tell him I lied to him.

Maybe since it was to keep us all safe from Loki finding out and killing us all, he won't be upset with my deception. 

Rising from my seat at the bar, I shove away the remnants of my meal. A wave of self-hatred washes over me, churning in my stomach. "Excuse me, I need to get some air." I apologize. 

My sisters share a look, and I see concern etched on their faces.

"Are you alright?" Eirene asks.

I nod, forcing a smile. "I'm fine. I just need a minute to clear my head and get some fresh air. I think the alcohol is starting to kick in." 

Another lie.

"If you need anything, let us know," Rhode adds. 

I nod again before walking out the back door. The brisk mountain air hits me hard, the cold brisk mountain air envelops me as I suck in deep breaths, staring over the edge of the ridge.

The memory of Asmo's lips on mine, his body pressed against mine, threatens to engulf me. I shake my head, trying to rid him from my mind.

I know I need to tell him the truth, but I'm afraid. I'm afraid of how he'll react, of what it could mean for us.

I close my eyes, trying to calm myself. But the vision of his face, his beautiful dark brown eyes, are burned into my mind. 

Gods, why does this all have to be so complicated?

I sigh, my lungs burning from the cold. I take a few more moments and then make my way back inside. 

My sisters are still around the kitchen bar, their eyes shifting over as soon as I enter the room. I can see the look of disconcertment in their gazes.

"I'm okay," I assure them, my voice a tad shaky.

They exchange a look before reconciling. 

Rhode takes another bite of her food before changing the subject, "We should get back to figuring out how we're going to get our hands on that bow."

I nod, grateful for the distraction. 

"Right," I agree.

"I'll be right back." Medusa excuses herself, rushing away upstairs. A little while later, she returns with a piece of old parchment paper and an old-looking relic. 

"This parchment holds the clues to the exact location of the bow. Medusa explains, unrolling the paper and displaying the map of the area. "I got it from a powerful witch who knows many secrets." She then hands me the relic. "For protection. This particular amulet has been magically imbued to shield its wearer from any misadventure.

She looks at me with a serious expression.

"Use it wisely." 

I nod, taking the amulet from her outstretched hand. "Thank you, Medusa."

She smiles, a genuine expression on her face. "Of course, Kali. You and your sisters are now like family to me. I better see you around."

The excitement of the hunt and the prospect of finally getting the upper hand against Loki enthralls me.

We may be going on a wild goose chase, but I can't help but feel like this is our moment of truth. This is our chance, our only shot, and I'm ready.

"See you in Vegas?" I say to my sisters, preparing to be swept back to Tartarus once I push the button on my watch.

My sisters smile, a look of eagerness in their eyes.

"See you in Vegas."








CHAPTER NINETEEN







LUCIUS IS WAITING for me in front of the large fireplace in the sitting room when I am transported back to Tartarus, his face is drawn tight when he notices I'm empty-handed. "What happened?" 

I take a deep breath, preparing to deliver the news. "Loki already has the sword." 

He rises from the chair he's sitting in and crosses the room to stand in front of me. He places his hands on my shoulders, glaring into my eyes. "Do you know what this means?" He questions, his body seething with rage. 

I shake my head, a sense of dread beginning to bubble up inside me.

"It means that most likely he either already knows what we're planning, which that puts us in even more danger than before...or he's going to use it to kill my parents and then me after he takes my power."

We still have a chance to find the bow. This isn't over yet. 

Not until I'm dead.

"I'm sorry." I manage to choke out, feeling sick to my stomach.

Lucius doesn't respond immediately, his eyes narrowing as he processes the information. But then his expression softens slightly, and he walks away, stroking his jaw, "It's not your fault," he murmurs. "We'll figure something else out."

I grin, "Luckily, I'm awesome, and I already have a plan."

His eyebrows stretch up towards his hairline, "Do you now?" 

"Mmhm." I nod, pulling out the amulet and parchment that Medusa gave me, handing it to him. 

Lucius takes the parchment and amulet, studying them with a deep frown on his face. "And what is this?" He asks, his eyes flickering up to meet mine.

"This will lead us to the location of the bow," I explain. "And this amulet is magically imbued to shield me from any harm along the way."

"This could be good," he says after a moment. "Very good. Even I hadn't discovered the location of the bow. I did, however, discover another weapon located in Asgard."

"The bow is in the mortal realm, and since I know it better than anywhere else, I should probably start there if we want to do this quickly."

Lucius nods, his eyes still focused on the map. "Ok. We'll need to act fast before Loki catches wind of our plans. You've had a tough week. Go get cleaned up and get some rest. I'll have Monica bring up some hot tea and snacks if you want." He adds. 

I smile appreciatively at him, feeling a sense of relief wash over me. "Thank you. I could use a shower and something with chocolate, pretty please."

He rolls his eyes, "Of course." 

“Thank you, kind sir.” I bow, taunting him. 

He bellows out a deep laugh, playfully throwing one of the small decor pillows from a nearby chaise at my head. I’m too sore to attempt to dodge it, so it smacks right off my face. Lucius doubles over in laughter, and I throw it back at him, then stick my tongue out at him before darting out into the hall before he retaliates.

“Brat!” He calls out after me though he’s still laughing.

As I make my way to my bedroom, I can feel the exhaustion seeping through my bones. My muscles are screaming from all the fucking climbing. The adrenaline rush from the day is wearing off, and I'm left to deal with the harsh reality of our situation alone.

I walk into the bathroom and strip off my clothes, throwing them onto the cool tiles, then turn on the knob allowing the water to heat up. 

We're up against a powerful enemy, and every move we make has to be calculated and careful. One wrong move and it could mean the end of us all. 

I climb in and let the water roll down my aching shoulders, letting out a sigh of relief as the hot water streams down my body. I reach for the bar of soap and begin to lather myself up, washing away the dirt and sweat of the day. 

But as the water pours over me, my mind wanders back to Asmo, and the way his lips feel against mine. The way he devours me when he's nestled between my thighs,

My cheeks flush, and I shake my head, trying to rid myself of the thoughts. Now is not the time to be thinking about this.

The more I try to push those thoughts away, the more they seem to cling to me. The images of him filling my pussy with his thick cock race through my mind like flashes of lightning.

My thighs grow hot and sticky, and I'm overcome with a hunger that has nothing to do with food.

I press my fingers to my clit, yearning to fill the void that not having Asmo has left inside me.

This might not be the time for lustful distractions, but the memories continue to flood my mind, causing an ache to grow in my core.

I know I shouldn't indulge myself, but the temptation is too strong to resist.

I slide my hand down between my legs, letting my fingers explore my wet slit.

I close my eyes, imagining Asmo's hands on my body, his mouth on my skin my fingers wander over my skin, and I can feel my heart rate picking up. I close my eyes as I allow myself to give into my desires.

I picture Asmo's face, his strong jawline, and piercing brown eyes. I imagine him holding me against the wall, his hands on my hips, as he plunges into me.

My fingers work faster and harder as I feel myself getting lost in the moment. I can feel my body building to a crescendo, and I let out a low moan as grow closer to the edge.

I lean against the shower wall, panting for breath as the hot water continues to cascade over my body. The sound of my own moans echoes off the tiled walls as I bring myself to a shuddering release. 

I let out a frustrated groan, slamming my palm against the tiled wall. What the fuck is wrong with me? 

I take a few deep breaths and let the sensation linger for a few more moments before I turn off the knob and step out. I grab a towel and wrap it around my body, ashamed but also feeling a little bit better than before.

I climb into bed after getting dressed and grabbing some chips and a couple of candy bars before climbing into my soft bed.

I quickly scarf down my food and read a few chapters in my book before getting up and turning off the lights, scuffling sleepily back to my bed. Then, I curl up beneath my blanket, already beginning to feel my eyelids droop, and let the fatigue take me under.

In a few days, I'll be on my way to Las Vegas, but for tonight, I just need to get damn some rest.











CHAPTER TWENTY







I'M STANDING IN my father's office surrounded by him, Tyryn, and Fen, staring into the long mirror on the wall on the left side of the entry door picking at the tiny bits of lint that have collected on the front of my suit, when my mother, Persephone, walks in unannounced. 

Her face is drawn in a tight scowl as she walks in, her head held high as she regards the men in the room, her eyes locked on Fenrir, our newest addition to our castle, and our fight. 

With nowhere else to go and not wanting to live in the dark forest any longer now that he is free from the curse that bound him there, he asked if he could join us in the Underworld to help fight in the war against Loki and to assist in saving his family. 

Persephone's perfect brow is arched high, her long platinum hair glows under the lights as she places a kiss on my father's cheek, "You've been busy, my love."

"Indeed, my gorgeous queen, he says, peppering kisses up the length of her arm. 

“Welcome to our home.” She greets Fenrir. “Kora has told me a lot about you.” 

He blushes in response. “Tha—thank you.” He stutters, nervously shifting in his chair.

I'm used to my parent’s constant displays of affection after spending my entire life around it, so it doesn't make me uncomfortable like it does Tyryn and Fenrir, who both quickly avert their gaze when their lips intertwine. 

But it's really Persephone's news that brings the tension into the room.

My mother's cold voice cuts through the air, pulling us out of our conversations, and everyone stiffens to attention. 

She takes a deep breath before she speaks, "I still haven't been able to find a coven that practices old magic. My search has so far left me with only disappointments and an empty hand. It appears Loki's been more diligent than we anticipated in covering his tracks. Most covens refused to talk to me just at the mention of his name."

My fist slams into the wall next to me, and I grit my teeth, the anger within me boiling over. 

"Damn it," I curse, my hand sliding down my face, squeezing it into a disillusioned mask. 

My claws jut from my fingertips, so I curl my hands at my sides, blood dripping from the palms of my hands as sharpness meets soft flesh. I raise my fist, pounding it over and over again. Stone chips away with each forceful hit, sending small fragments flying through the room.

"Calm down, Asmodeus," Persephone scolds. "We haven't given up hope yet. We still have some other things we can try, and I will be leaving out with Kora in the morning to go back to Asgard. Maybe we will find something of use at the Goddess of Night's temple." She says, hope held passionately in her words. 

I slowly uncurl my hands from the fists I'd clenched and take a deep breath, exhaling loudly. She's right; this is no time for my stupid temper. Even though it's killing me inside not knowing exactly what Loki has planned. 

"We can't rush this, Asmo. Loki is far more powerful than we can even imagine, and it could take us some time to find the answer we're looking for. So please, don't do anything stupid." My father warns me, giving me a hard look as he speaks.

I close my eyes, taking another long breath before meeting his gaze, nodding my head in agreement. Challenging my father wouldn't be a good idea right now, regardless of how raged out I am. 

"I know father. I won't. Scouts honor." I promise, placing my hand across my chest.

My father doesn't get the same amusement out of me as my mother does, who stands next to him laughing. 

"You just need to be patient, Asmodeus." My mother says, smacking my dad across the chest. She then turns to my father, "Lighten up, my love. It's not like it's the end of the world or anything." She jokes, pulling a laugh from him. 

My mom has a dark and twisted sense of humor, and it's one of my favorite things about her. 

She shines like the brightest light in our family, even when we're mired in darkness. 

"I know from experience, son...It's easier said than done." My father says, squeezing my mother's hand as he gazes at her with such admiration. It's like they are the only ones in the room, and all he sees is her. They are my idols--the epitome of what love and sacrifice should be. 

A Morticia and Gomez Adams kind of love, the once-in-a-lifetime, takes your breath away kind of love.

He had once held Persephone's lifeless body in his arms as the life slowly drained from her eyes when my grandmother, Demeter, nearly severed her head, all because she hated my father and didn't want my mom to marry him.

Talk about parental trauma.

I let out a sigh, wishing that the information we were searching for would come to us sooner rather than later. I knew my mother was right- we needed to be patient. But patience was never one of my strong suits. 

My mom excuses herself from the room, leaving my father and me to plan our trap for Loki with Tyryn and Fenrir. 

I can see the worry etched deep within his gaze, and I know that he's thinking about the same thing I am.

Loki's power grows by the day, and if we don't find a way to stop him soon, he'll have complete control over everything.

We're up against a time crunch here, and the fact that we still have no concrete leads is infuriating. 

I can feel the eyes of Fenrir and Tyryn on me, their concern for my well-being discernible. It's not the first time I've lost my temper, and it certainly won't be the last.

I inhale deeply and focus my attention on the rest of the group. "Let's center our efforts on what we can actually accomplish," I suggest. "We need to think of a strategy and make a plan." 

Fenrir speaks up, his tone full of authority. "Let's concentrate on getting more intel regarding Loki's whereabouts. If we can track him down to a specific location, it'll be easier for us to plan an ambush and take him by surprise."

Tyryn nods in agreement, "I could send some of my scouts to try and gather any intel they can. We need to be careful, though, if Loki finds out what we're up to, he may try and counter our attack."

"Yes," Hades says. "But we can't keep waiting around for Loki to make a move. We need to be proactive and strike first."

I furrow my brow, deep in thought. It's true; right now, we're running blind at the moment. But I can't be expected to just sit around and wait for the worst to happen. 

"We need to be calculated about this," I say, my mind racing with ideas. "We can't just attack him head-on. We need to catch him off guard, maybe even use some of his own tactics against him."

"We can use glamour magic to create illusions to throw him off, disorient him, and then strike from behind," Tyryn suggests. 

He doesn't know Fenrir is with us now, so we can use that to our advantage. "You can track him and report back with whatever you find out," I say to Fenrir. "If we can get the curse broken and him to Tartarus, we'll achieve two objectives at once—we'll take out Lucius too. We will launch a full-scale attack with all our forces. We know they will have an army of their own, so make sure your men are ready for some serious fighting." I warn, pacing the silver-lined carpet on the floor. "Only specific magic works for the undead, so my men will be the first wave of defense. Tyryn, if you can break off a few of your fighters and box them in, it'll give us the distraction we need." I rub my palms together, feeling the dried blood from my earlier outburst crusting over my skin. 

No matter how hard I try, I'm unable to rid myself of the growing anxiousness that's taking hold of me. 

What if we're wrong? 

"I'll speak with Hephaestus and see if there are any weapons that he's been working on that could potentially be of use to our men," Hades says, breaking the silence that had settled over the room.

I nod my head, appreciative of his suggestion. Hephaestus was one of the best weapon-makers in all of the realms. If anyone could come up with something helpful, it was him. 

Over the next few hours, we continue to fine-tune our plan, and my doubts begin to creep in, slithering in my veins like deceitful snakes.

I feel like I'm missing something...like something is off, but I can’t quite put my finger on it.

I promised my father I wouldn't do something stupid, and I won't. But I didn't promise I'd keep my hands to myself or that I wouldn't kill anyone. 

I want some fucking answers and if I don't get some soon, I'm going to watch the world burn in the palm of my hand. 

As the saying goes, revenge is a dish best served hot. 

And blowtorched.











CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE







I LAUGH AT the man's tortured scream as I push my claw under another one of his fingernails, ripping it away from the tip of his finger.

The sound of his agony sends a sick thrill pulsing through my core, my dark desires bubbling to the surface.

His screams are music to my ears, bringing a twisted smile to my lips. I can't help but revel in the power I have over him.

I twist the knife inside his left thigh, savoring each scream, each whimper. It's almost as if I'm addicted to this kind of pain, the kind of pain that I inflict on others.

The man's eyes bulge with pain, but I don't stop. I can't. Not until I make him give up the information I seek.

I take a step back and look at the man chained in my playroom, his body broken and bloodied. He's barely conscious, gasping for breath, his eyes glazing over. I know I need to keep going, to push him further, to extract more information. 

I close my eyes, trying to calm myself, trying to push the darkness away. 

"Tell me what you know about Loki's plans!" I demand, my voice echoing off the dungeon walls.

"I-I don't know!" he sputters, choking on the blood pouring from his nose that I shattered just moments before.

"You expect me to believe that? You're one of his men. You know something!" I growl, leaning in closer to him.

He shakes his head frantically, sending droplets of blood flying in all directions.

"I swear, I don't know anything." he pleads.

I let out a loud chuckle, the sound bouncing off the walls as I pull away from him.

The man looks up at me, his eyes pleading for mercy. He's even fucking uglier with all the snot and tears running down his mangled face. 

His own mother won't be able to identify him when his body is found.

If his body is found. 

I'm by no means sloppy when I work. 

There's a dark stain on the floor where he pissed himself after the second nail I pulled from his hand, it's been a repeating cycle since. 

"You know what happens to people who lie to me?" I say, my voice is cold, mechanical as i stalk around him. "I rip them apart piece by piece.

He flinches, his eyes darting around the room as if searching for a way out. But there is no way out. Not for him.

Despite my cruel methods, uncertainty squirms beneath my skin like maggots feasting on a corpse as I realize I am still in the dark about Loki's sadistic plans. My frustration boils over as I grab the man by the hair, yanking his head back so that I can look into his terrified eyes.

Finally, I let go and walk to the other side of the room, picking up the whip lying on the table and approach him, flicking it idly against the wall. He flinches at the sound, his eyes darting around the room in terror.

"Plea-please don't..." he begs, but I don't care for his pleas. I bring the whip down hard on his chest, the sound of the lash reverberating off the walls. He screams in misery, and I can't help the sick thrill it sends through me.

I continue to lash him, each strike harder than the last. I can see the welts forming on his skin, the blood seeping through his torn shirt. 

As I continue to lash him, the man's screams become unintelligible, his body writhing in agony. I vaguely register the satisfaction I feel as I watch him break beneath my torture, but it's not enough. I need more answers, I need to know what Loki is planning, and I need it now.

I toss the whip aside and move in closer to him, my eyes never leaving his trembling form. I place my hand on his chin, forcing him to look up at me. His eyes are red-rimmed, bloodshot, and filled with pain. 

"Tell me what you know. I can be much more merciful than this," I whisper, my voice low and menacing, promising him a quick death. "All of this can be over. All you have to do is tell me what you know. Don't make me ask again." Then I sweetly add, "Please."

The man gulps, his Adam's apple bobbing up and down as he struggles for air. 

I give him a moment to compose himself, my heart racing with anticipation. The silence in the room is deafening, and I can feel the tension building inside me.

Finally, his lips part, and he speaks, his voice barely above a whisper.

"He's taking the children."

My heart skips a beat as the words register in my mind.

"What children?" I ask, my voice barely above a growl.

"The children of the witches," he says, his tongue wetting his lips. "Loki has been using them to blackmail the covens into staying quiet. If they talk to anyone about him or his plans, their children will die."

My blood boils with rage as the man speaks. What kind of fucking sicko takes children. That's beyond fucked up. 

"Where is he keeping them?" I growl I can feel the heat of my fury rising, like lava flowing up from a molten core. I can't take it anymore; Loki must be stopped.

"I-I don't know," he stammers, "but I heard mention of a witch named Selene. She's in the mortal realm, and it's said she knows a form of old magic. She's the only one who has refused to be intimidated by Loki, and he's placed a bounty on her head. He's trying to keep her quiet since she also knows your girl, so he's sent his demons to hunt her down along with anyone else who is willing to shut the bitch up. Same thing I was going to do to her before you kidnapped me like some sadistic lunatic." 

I give him a cold, hard stare before my fist connects with his broken nose making a sickly satisfying crunch.

"I see," I say, my voice dripping with malice as I use the white handkerchief in the front pocket of my suit jacket to wipe the blood off the back of my hand because fuck him for wanting to kill an innocent woman just because she doesn't listen to a man that he willingly suckles the asshole of. 

He's a slimy creature that doesn't deserve the ride he's about to receive from Charon once I snuff the life from his disgusting body. 

He's still breathing, but barely.

"Do you understand what I'm going to do to you now?" I ask, studying my blood-stained hand still with a distant detachment as if it is not my own.

"Y-you're going to kill me," he stammers, fear tainting his voice.

I blink slowly, my gaze returning to his face as I crack a feral smile. "That's the plan," I say before shoving my hand through his chest, and I watch as his eyes flutter and his body go limp as I squeeze the thumping organ in my hand, the life draining from him until his corpse lays still. At last, I snatch it out with a wet suctioning sound and stand up, adjusting my shirt collar.

The message was clear. Nobody messes with me and the people I care about. 

Nobody.

And any who even consider it will meet a wrath like no other.

"Well then," I mumble to myself. "I think it's time I paid Selene a visit." 











CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO







AS WE ENTER the luxury penthouse Phil reserved for us, my mouth drops. 

The room is lush and modern, with crisp white furnishings, a large plush floor rug in the center of the massive living room, and a glass spiral staircase leading to the upper floor that boasts four bedrooms and two humongous bathrooms. 

The panoramic view of the dazzling city below us is mesmerizing, tearing the wind from my chest with each new wonder it offers me. 

I plop down on the plush sofa crossing my arms behind my head, a mischievous grin spreading across my face. "Well, well, well. Look at us ladies, all grown up in Sin City, baby!"

Granted, our circumstances suck. But this is my first time in Vegas, I'm not about to let it go completely to waste. 

"This is so fucking cool!" Eirene squeals as she rummages through the minibar. 

As I take in the view of the city through the glass panels overlooking the strip, I can feel my excitement building up. This is going to be a wild night, and I can't wait to see what it has in store for us. The door to the penthouse opens and in walks Phil and Melonie, both of them carrying bottles of champagne. 

Phil and Melonie look absolutely stunning as if they're immune to the agonies that brought us all together.

Melonie's eyes light up as she surveys the penthouse. "Wow, Phil, you really outdid yourself this time," she says, setting the champagne on the coffee table and looking around the suite. 

Phil grins. "Only the best for my girls," he says, grinning before he makes his rounds giving each of us a suffocating bear hug.

Melonie's face crumples and tears pour from her eyes as she tells us how lonely the house has been without us. Her body quivers with emotion as she speaks, her voice cracking with every word. The corners of her mouth pulled down into a frown, and her fresh mascara begins to smudge her cheek. 

I watch as Melonie breaks down in front of us, and my heart aches as her sobs echo in through the penthouse. I know how hard it is to feel completely alone in this world, to feel like you're the only one fighting against the darkness.

It's hard to see her like this, but I know it's necessary for her to let out all her emotions. Phil wraps his arms around her, holding her tightly as she cries.

Eirene pours glasses of champagne for everyone, "Mom! We haven't even been gone a year yet. Get ahold of yourself, woman!" 

I can’t help but laugh at Eirene's attempt to brighten the mood.

Melonie sniffs and forces a small smile, taking a sip of her champagne. "Sorry, sorry," she says, wiping away her tears with the back of her hand. "I just miss you all so much."

As we settle into the evening, the conversation flows easily, and the champagne keeps pouring. Phil tells us about his latest business ventures and Melonie talks about the new art exhibit she attended. 

Eirene and Rhode bicker playfully over who gets to choose the next Netflix show, and I sit quietly, sipping champagne and taking in the sights and sounds of some of the people I love most in this world.

After a few hours pass by, we start getting ready to head out to see the famous Cirque Du Soleil show Mystere. It said on the website that it has a reputation for being among the top Cirque shows. To say I'm excited would be the understatement of the year.

Eirene is rummaging through her suitcase, trying to find the perfect dress. 

Rhode is wearing a sexy bodysuit with cutouts fit with an under-boob corset and shorts that show off her long tan legs. 

I glance at myself in the full-length mirror, scrutinizing every inch of my body. I'm wearing a sleek black romper with a lace insert bustier that hugs my curves in all the right places and gives my tits a nice lift. I wanted to look elegant yet edgy, something that would turn heads but not draw too much attention. 

My hair is styled in loose waves that cascade down my back, and my makeup is done with sultry smoky eyes Eirene just finished about ten minutes ago. 

Finally, settling on a slinky red dress and black stilettos, Eirene sheds the pajama pants and crop top and throws the dress on over her head. 

As we pile into the limo, I feel the excitement bubbling up inside me. Rhode pops open a bottle of champagne and pours us each a glass. We clink glasses, toasting a night of adventure and fun. 

"So, when do you plan on telling Asmodeus the truth? He needs to know you're safe. We've...heard things. He's been all over the realms trying to find a way to rescue you, leaving a trail of bodies in his wake," Melonie declares, her voice sobering the mood in the limo.

I sigh, my excitement deflating like a balloon. "I know, but I can't just tell him. Not yet, at least. It's complicated," I say, taking a sip of champagne to hide my nervousness.

"He stopped by the house a couple of days ago looking for Selene. After she aided in Olivia's rescue, she vanished without a trace." She continues, rolling a strand of her light brunette hair between her fingers.

She's been friends with Selene for decades. I'm sure she is worried sick about her.

"Do you know why she left or where she is now?" I ask, cracking my window. 

She looks away, her chin dipping to her chest as the tears threaten to overflow. I can see them in her eyes, but she is trying to keep them hidden.

Phil squeezes his arm around her shoulder, kissing the top of her head, "Asmodeus stated she's been on the run, in hiding, ever since Loki put a bounty on her head for refusing to work with him. Loki is afraid she's going to sabotage his plans and break the curse on Tartarus's portal."

My heart drops into my stomach, my mind racing back to Jormundgandr. I somehow used my abilities to find him.

What if I can do it to find Selene too? 

I just have to figure out how to do it again. But I don't know how I did it in the first fucking place, so that might be a little difficult. 

Having the knowledge that Asmo is in the mortal realm with me makes me nauseous. The guilt of lying to him gnaws anxiously on my conscience. 

I'm gasping for a breath of air in a sea of lies and betrayal, but I can feel the edges of my consciousness slipping away. The crushing weight of deceit surrounds me and drags me further down until all that's left is me drowning in depthlessness of my own transgressions.

"Wha-what does that mean for Liv?" Rhode chokes out from her seat across from me. 

"It means if we have to find another way to bring her back, we will, sweetie. We won't give up until we find a way to ensure her survival." Melonie says, giving her a reassuring smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes.

"But if Selene dies...so does her magic," Rhode whispers. 

"Asmo is looking for her. He's not going to let her die." I say, with way less confidence than I would have liked, that I'm admittedly not sure even I believe the words coming from my mouth. 

We continue the rest of our ride in silence until the limo pulls up to the front of the Cirque Theater, no longer riding the high of our previous good moods. 

We step out into a flurry of activity, the sound of excited chatter and music filling the air. I can feel the pulse of the crowd vibrating through my body. There are a ton of people already filtering inside for the show. 

As we make our way to the entrance, I can't help but feel a sense of dread at the thought of having to go in and watch the performance none of us are excited to see anymore. 

All I can think about is Selene and how we're running out of time. 

Despite the pressure of the ticking clock, we remain here together, limited by how much time we have before Loki completes whatever scheme he has in mind. 

This show is meant to be a respite, a moment of consolation before the arduous journey we have ahead of us on our search through the smoldering desert. 

We make a collective decision to enter and attempt to appreciate what small amount of time we have. 

Stepping through the ornate entrance, the atmosphere completely changes. The air is electrified with wonderment, and the buzzing of curious whispers fills the space, thick with anticipation.

The theater darkens, a hush falling over the crowd. 

Suddenly, a single spotlight pierces through the darkness, illuminating a solitary figure suspended high above the stage. A small gasp escapes my lips as the acrobat twirls effortlessly in midair, defying gravity with each graceful movement. The music swells, matching the perfect rhythm of my racing heart, and I'm instantly captivated by the performers.

With each passing act, I'm transported to a new realm where reality and dreams collide. The bright, vibrant costumes create a fluidity that feels mystical, and hypnotical as the performers dance across the stage, their bodies bending and contorting in ways that shouldn't be humanly possible. They soar through the air, their daring feats leaving me breathless.

Time seems to stand still. The entire crowd is holding their breath in the prevision of what's to come next. A collective gasp sweeps through the stands as a woman performs daring twists, somersaults, and tricks above the stage. My heart pounds in my chest, mirroring the exhilaration reverberating through the vast room. 

When the performance is done, the curtain falls, and the theater erupts in thunderous applause and screams from the people in the stands. 

As the lights come back on, a sense of relief washes over me. The show was a much-needed distraction from the clout of our assignment, and for a moment, I was able to lose myself in the magic of the performance.

But now we must return to reality and the harsh truth of our situation. 

Time remains of the essence, and the fate of Yggdrasil is still up in the air. 











CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE







ON THE RIDE back to the penthouse, the haunting melodies from the performance linger in the back of my mind, a reminder that beauty and despair can often walk hand in hand. 

The only sounds within the vehicle were the whirring of the engine and the gentle hum of the wheels as they traversed the road. The silence that blanketed us was dense and ominous, amplifying the tension already present within us all.

It's like being in a pressure cooker with no release valve; every breath feels weighed down with unspoken words. The only sounds are the faint purr of air conditioning and the occasional swish of a tire on the pavement. 

As we make our way into the penthouse, the tension only seems to grow. Rhode and Eirene settle into the living room, still lost in their own thoughts.

Phil and Melonie head upstairs after hugging us and exchanging our goodnights. 

We bring down two of the California king mattresses from the empty bedrooms upstairs and lay them out on the living room floor and pile it high with soft pillows and blankets after we get changed into our pj's. 

Eirene goes into the kitchen, and after a bunch of clinking and clanking, she comes back out with an ice cream sundae prepared in a large mixing bowl piled above the rim with toppings and three spoons. 

"I thought we use this." She grins, balancing the treat carefully as she tip-toes over the shoes we left lying in the middle of the floor. 

"Best. Idea. Ever." Rhode groans, reaching for a spoon as Eirene climbs into our makeshift bed so we're in a small circle.

"This is going to be so much better than searching for a desert oasis." I laugh, scooping a huge spoonful of ice cream.

"It might be our last taste of luxury before we hit the desert," Eirene says, licking at the caramel stuck to the back of her spoon.

"Ok, so let's make it count," Rhode responds, her eyes twinkling as she takes another bite. "And savor every delicious moment."

"You said it," I say, raising my spoon in salute.

"Oh, yeah...dibs on the cherry!" Eirene squeals, snatching the last one before Rhode or I can.

"Hey, no fair!" Rhode and I shout in unison.

"You snooze, you lose." Eirene grins, popping the cherry in her mouth.

"This is war, Tink!" I laugh, scooping up a spoonful of whip cream and flick it at her face. It lands with a plop against her forehead and drips down her nose, eliciting a fit of laughter from Rhode.

Eirene has a handful of sprinkles, and she's out for blood, chasing me desperately around the room, red-faced and sweating, stomping through the snack wrappers littering the ground.

"Bring it on!" Rhode shouts, joining in the madness with a spoon of chocolate sauce.

"Oh no, you don't!" I laugh, dodging Eirene as she throws her arsenal of sprinkles at me.

Rhode laughs, throwing a handful of crushed nuts at Eirene. "May the best sister win!"

We laugh and squeal until our sides hurt...until there's nothing left of the sundae but an empty bowl.

We all fall into a fit of laughter, and in that moment, I know we're going to be alright.

"Ready for an adventure, girls?" Phil's voice rumbles from the top of the stairs.

It's only six a.m. and he's already bright-eyed and fucking bushy-tailed.

Fuck this shit. 

"No. Absolutely not. I'm not ready for adventure, I'm ready for coffee." I groan, tossing the blanket back over my head and rolling over onto my side. 

Maybe if I lay here quietly, he'll leave me alone. 

It works well for possums...meh...sometimes. 

I hear Phil's heavy footsteps come closer, and I know it's a lost cause.

He kicks the edge of the mattress, "C'mon, sleepy heads. Get your asses out of bed and get ready to go." 

"I'll put some coffee on and make some breakfast while you girls get ready. Dress appropriately, and make sure to bring lots of water. We'll be able to off-road for a while, but at some point, we're going to have to walk." Melonie tells us as she walks down the stairs, partially concentrating while she struggles to tie the belt of her robe. 

I groan again as I slowly sit up, rubbing my eyes. I'm not a morning person, and I definitely don't do well with being woken up early.

I stretch, then begrudgingly crawl out of the makeshift bed and head upstairs dressed. My sisters do the same, grumbling all the while.

About thirty minutes later, we're piled in the kitchen, filling our bellies with food. 

As we eat, Phil goes over the map with us, outlining the path we'll take and pointing out any potential dangers we might face along the way. I listen with half an ear, still not fully awake yet, but Rhode and Eirene are both nodding eagerly.

This is the United States, not the mountains of Olympus. 

How dangerous can it be?

The worst we're going to have to worry about is dehydration and loss of cell service. 

Right?

For miles, we travel further and further into the desert, away from any sign of city life, until we reach the point where we have to travel by foot. As we pile out of the car, I stretch my stiffened limbs and take in the sight before me. We're surrounded by towering rock formations, and before us lies a vast expanse of sand dunes. The oasis we're looking for is supposed to be somewhere out there, tucked away in the safety of the sandhills.

I quickly realize just how wrong I was about the dangers when we walk for a few hours with the scorching sun beating mercilessly down upon us. The endless expanse of sand and rocks stretch out as far as the eye can see. We're all sweating profusely, our water running low despite all the extra bottles we brought. 

I can feel my throat getting dry and my tongue sticking to the roof of my mouth. My sisters look equally exhausted, their faces flushed and their hair sticking to their foreheads.

We've been walking all day, and there's still no sign of the oasis.

Snakes and creatures of the sand hell we're in scurry away at the sight of us. 

My hope begins to wane, and I wonder if the stupid oasis even exists or if Medusa was just full of shit. 

Just as my thoughts start to take a darker turn, Rhode calls out from a little way ahead that she's found something. 

And by the look on her face, my gut is telling me it's not anything good. 

I rush over to where Rhode is standing and nearly trip over a large rock in my haste. When I catch myself and look up, my blood runs cold at the sight before me.

"Look around us but don't make any sudden moves." She whispers, her voice strung tight. 

We're currently being surrounded by about a hundred scorpions, each of them the size of a grown man. 

I can feel my heart hammering in my chest as I take in the sight of the swarming creatures. Rhode and Eirene look equally terrified, their eyes wide with fear.

We're frozen in place, not daring to move a muscle as the scorpions circle us. 

They inch closer, their pincers clicking and clacking in a deafening symphony. 

My mind races with possible ways to escape, but nothing seems feasible. I try to slow my breathing, not wanting to provoke them any further. Not that I really think it's going to help.

The scorching sun beats down on us, making my skin feel like it's on fire. 

"Well, this is quite unexpected," Melonie says. 

Eirene glares, "You think so Mom? You think so? I didn't agree to fight big freaking bugs!" She whisper screams. 

"Actually, they're not bugs," Rhode replies.

"Actually, I don't freaking care, Rhode. They're still gross."

"Now isn't the time to argue, girls," Phil emphasizes. "I'm drained, and there isn't any water around for who knows how far, or I would be able to feel it. My powers are no use here, but I still have these." He raises his fists. Despite the fact that we're currently surrounded by giant scorpions, he's still calm and collected. 

I look at Phil's fists and then back at the scorpions. I doubt that punching them will do any good, but I guess anything is worth a try. 

However, if his power is useless, so is Rhodes since they share the same abilities. 

They have us completely surrounded now. I blast fire at them hoping to deter them as they draw closer. The stingers on the creatures are huge. I'm sure stabbing through our soft, pliable flesh will be a cakewalk for them. 

Melonie and Eirene are both huddled back-to-back, summoning desert plants that wave like extra arms in front of them. 

I take a step back, trying to put some distance between myself and the scorpion closing in the distance between me and it, but the sand beneath my feet shifts and gives way, causing me to stumble. My heart races with fear as I try to regain my footing, but it's too late.

It lunges at me, its stinger held high, ready to attack. 

I close my eyes, bracing for impact, but the attack never comes. Instead, I hear a sickening crunch followed by a drawn-out hiss. I hear a thud as the scorpion falls to the ground. I open my eyes to see that Melonie had smooshed it with one of her vine weapon hand things.

That was way too close for comfort.

I scramble back up to my feet. "Good looking out!" I grin, sweat beading my brow from the close call. 

Melonie grins back at me, "No problem, sweetie."

Phil's expression is still stoic despite the chaos around us. He nods to the tiny gap in the scorpion's circle of defense, "We need to keep moving. This is only the beginning."

I scan the area, taking in the dozens of scorpions that still surround us. "How are we supposed to get out of this?" 

Phil looks at me, his eyes scanning the area. "We need to keep fighting," he says, his voice steady. "We need to take them down one by one until we can make a break for it."

I nod in agreement, my heart pounding in my chest. Summoning a blast of fire in my hand, I hold it at arm's length while I focus in on my next target. The moment I have it in my sights, it moves, striking at me with its pointy tail, and I blast it. 

Guts and green goop go flying everywhere.

The scorpions continue to charge at us, but we push forward, taking them down one by one. Melonie and Eireen slice them in half with her vines of destruction, and I continue to blast them with fire, the heat causing their exoskeletons to wither.

Finally, after what feels like hours, we break through the scorpion circle and burst out onto a sandy plain, sweat trickling down my back. 

As soon as we're out of the scorpion circle, we run towards the nearest sand dune to catch our breath. Melonie slumps down on the ground, her head between her knees, her chest heaving. 

"We have to keep going." Rhode wheezes. "They're already closing in on us again.

Sure enough, they were already starting to stalk us again. 

I quickly assess the situation, my mind racing with urgency, alarms going off like fireworks. 

I try to move my feet, but I can't. Something is holding them in place. 

I look down at my feet, horror spreading through my body as I realize why I can't move. 

A scream is stuck in my throat, but I'm completely frozen. 

We ran directly into a pit of quicksand.

Phil was right; this is only the beginning. 

The scorpions are closing in, and I can feel the sting of their venomous presence hovering over us. 

As the scorpions swarm around us, I struggle to pull my feet free from the quicksand, but the more I try, the deeper I sink. Fear grips me as I realize that I'm slowly sinking into the ground, and there's nothing I can do to stop it.

I glance over at Melonie and Phil, who are frantically trying to free themselves as well.

Rhode's expression changes to panic as she grasps what is happening. "Kali!" she screams, but her voice is drowned out by the sounds of the scorpions. 

My heart is a deafening roar in my ears. I feel myself sinking, being pulled under, the sand filling my lungs and suffocating me.

The scorpions were nearing, their shells reflecting in the bright orange of the sun. We could hear their claws clacking together as a warning of what was to come. If they didn't overtake us, then the sand would - and that's a fate much worse than a quick, painless death.

Well, isn't this just a shitty way to go?
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