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... the only way to save mankind was to face your worst fear?

At an early age, a group of unknown assailants tore Jazmi from her quintuplet sisters. As a commanding alien/human hybrid with psychic abilities, she suffers from guilt and shame, blaming herself for them being separated as toddlers. With unwavering dedication, she vows to find them no matter what. When the striking man from her dreams finally comes for her, they should have enough power between them to locate her kidnapped siblings.

After all, without them, the invading aliens will have a clear path at destroying Earth.

Raiden strives to maintain firm control of everything and everyone around him. As a powerful alien/human hybrid mage, the weight of global expectations tears him down. Once Jazmi reveals herself to him, Raiden’s tight restraint threatens to unravel. 

If that happens, all will be lost.

In a shared vision, Jazmi and Raiden witness the Akurn invasion and the destruction it will cause. Unknown to Raiden, while in the same vision, Jazmi is swept into a personal premonition—one that tells her she has to do something she swore she’d never, ever do. The mere idea paralyzes her with uncontrollable terror.

But if Jazmi can’t overcome her fears and Raiden can’t trust himself around the luscious Jazmi, all will be lost. Those Ancient Aliens who left so long ago will once again control Earth’s fate. And the only chance to save mankind is slipping away.

Immerse yourself in the thrilling finale of the Ancient Aliens’ Descendants saga - Alien Legacy: The Mage. This final story features sexy, sensuous wizards with unlimited power who find out what it means to be all too human.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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​~Jazmi~

CIA headquarters in Langley, VA. Office of Director Obsidian.

As Jazmi stood frozen in breathless anticipation, her heart pounded fiercely in her chest, muffling all other sounds. 

Today, after months of careful planning, Raiden was outside her office door. The literal man of her dreams was here. In person. In the luscious, Holy God flesh. No more Dreamwalk or insubstantial visions between them. For years, they’d indulged themselves on the spiritual plane, teasing and playing coy with each other. During every encounter, he did his best to make her reveal where she was in the real world.

Because of the visions she’d received over the years warning her the time wasn’t right, she’d kept him at arm’s length. If they got together before they were supposed to, something terrible would happen. The premonitions weren’t clear, but the warnings of death and destruction left no doubt.

Now, that restraint was gone. Tears gathered as the realization hit. Next to finding her sisters, meeting him was all she’d longed for. Together they’d have no trouble locating her missing siblings to stop the approaching catastrophe headed for humankind. 

Now, there he was. Just outside her door. 

The searing heat of the last time they met in a dream rushed through her veins, making her dizzy. The scene had turned into a steamy, erotic incursion so hot, it was enough to make a girl climax just thinking about it. 

Sitting in her large, leather executive chair, she scooted back and put her head between her knees. Jazmi, get hold of yourself. She gripped her knees hard enough that her nails dug into her skin through the thick fabric of her slacks, sucking in a breath at the sting. To steady herself, she relived the last kiss in a Dreamwalk they’d shared.

Closing her eyes, she recalled the smooth way he’d lowered his head toward hers. Slow, so slow. With maddening deliberation, he skimmed his mouth over her quivering lips, the soft mounds a mere whisper away, lighter than a feather. She’d whimpered when he pulled back without touching her, but sighed when his lips brushed over her eyelids before moving across her cheeks until once again his mouth settled over hers.

With the first press of his tongue, her heart seized, causing her to stumble into his embrace. The spicy stroke of his tongue set her mind reeling. When she gave herself over to him, she’d poured everything she had into that kiss. He didn’t hesitate to take it all and demand more before the dream dissipated. 

She’d woke up to a longing so sharp it was agony to face reality.

Damn, if that panty-melting passion happened on the psychic plane, being with him in real life would make her lose it for sure. A twinge of giddy euphoria made her breath catch. 

There! A footfall just outside the door. She whipped her head up at the last minute. Without a thought, she morphed into a regal African-American, middle-aged man. With firm resolve, she blocked her mental capabilities. If she was right, it wouldn’t take long for Raiden to figure out it was her. But it would give her enough time to see if he was strong enough to penetrate her illusion. To make sure he was the right one to help her with what was coming. Over the years, he’d demonstrated what a strong psychic he was, but she’d sensed he always held something back. 

She needed to ensure that his secret wouldn’t hold him back from giving his all for the impending challenge. Hopefully, the success of him seeing though her disguise would convince her he was worth putting her trust in. Besides, she couldn’t wait to see the look on his face when she revealed herself. His shock would be priceless. She shivered. She’d love to be the woman who shook loose the smoldering hidden man she suspected longed to be set free. 

The wooden double doors swung open.

Keeping a tight rein on the unfamiliar bulky body of a man, Jazmi rose and glared at the two men who strolled in. She turned and addressed the fit, silver-haired man in his fifties first. “Agent Stygian! What is the meaning of this?” Claude Reese was one of the CIA agents who reported to her. 

At first, she ignored the younger, ordinary human-looking man next to him. Her frown deepened. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched him. Was that unimposing guy supposed to be Raiden? He looked like an average human man, complete with unremarkable, short brown hair and single-colored brown eyes. Covering his soft torso was an expensive dark-gray business suit and white shirt. Instead of being slightly pointed, the tips of his ears were round. Everything in her stilled as the unremarkable figure of the man came close. Swinging to watch him, she narrowed her eyes. Ah, there he was. Easy enough to see through the disguise.

Raiden. In the flesh. A sense of his masculine awareness wrapped around her and sank deep. The tense pinch between her shoulders fell away. Oh damn, she’d know this guy anywhere. No matter what ridiculous camouflage he covered himself in.

“Not the right question.” Raiden’s gaze never wavered. He tilted his head. “The real question is, why the subterfuge?”

Oh, he wanted to play it like that, did he? Her heart soared. He knew her! She preened under his unwavering regard. The man saw the real her. For the first time in her life, someone saw the woman she really was. Not the image she covered herself with.

Throwing her male shoulders back, she strode around the desk, taking steady steps toward him. A quick glance at Claude and his narrow-eyed stare made her chuckle. Too bad his usefulness was over. She didn’t need him to keep Raiden and his family busy until they met. Being alone for the first time with the man of her dreams had to be in private.

She raised her shaking hand and sent Claude back to his office, never taking her eyes off the false persona of Raiden. Wait! Oh damn. She’d forgotten to block or manipulate the agent’s recent memories. No matter. She’d take care of that later.

With a deep breath, she sidled up to Raiden. Giving in to temptation, she laid her large man’s palms against the side of his face. The echo of his pleasure tore through her. She couldn’t resist teasing him for a few more precious moments. “How about you show me yours, and I’ll show you mine?”

Raiden jerked his head away. His eyes widened before softening into a chasm of excruciating desire layered with dark, intense fervor.

Before her eyes, the bland, indistinguishable man morphed into the exotic one of her dreams. His full lips had a slight frown, but it didn’t take away the clean angles of his almost too-handsome, masculine face. 

“Oh my God, you’re more beautiful in person,” her baritone voice whispered as she devoured the real Raiden with her eyes.

It was his wider-than-normal-human eyes that held her. Instead of single-colored irises, his were dual-colored with jagged, vivid yellow surrounding iridescent pupils intersecting a fiery turquoise nestled in a dark limbal ring. His unusual pupils dilated as he stared back and pursed his full mouth.

Time to ditch the facade of a tall African-American male. With a sultry smile, she stepped back and opened her arms, letting her fake persona fade away. Now, the real person stood before him. With a deep breath, she gave him an unvarnished view of her, flaws and all.

His jaw dropped. “Jazmi, is that really you?” He snapped his mouth shut. Grabbing the sides of her face, he groaned. Eyes closed, he lowered his head to hers.

When he flattened his lips against hers, her eyes drifted closed. The firm press of his mouth took hers in a way that put to shame the mind-blowing kiss they’d shared in the Dreamwalk. A terrible, dark need inside her welled up so strong, a shiver of acute awareness slid down her spine. Coherent thought fled.

His tongue glided inside and took over to own the kiss.

Her body hurt. Burned. Demanded. A jolt of pure lust rushed through her. Her fractured moan rose between them.

The kiss was primal, intent on seeking fulfillment.

As attuned as she was to the man, a minuscule sound from his consciousness scraped for attention. Was somebody trying to talk to him mentally? Thoughts flew when his tongue traced the curve of her lower lip and drew it between his teeth with a slight nip. She became dizzy as a resounding hunger demanded to be fulfilled.

A sharp twinge intruded when that scraping sound came again. It had to be one of his brothers, trying to talk to him telepathically. 

He grabbed her hair in a gentle hold and pulled her head back to deepen the kiss.

His lips sealed her senses and stole her control. It became an intimate stroke of heat and ice that flared through her. This was the kiss she’d always dreamed about. A drugging action that seared her soul. In response, she held nothing back. She wrapped her arms around his thick neck and brought their bodies close. She surrendered all she was to him.

Raiden!

Now the shout came through loud and clear. It had to be all four of his brothers screaming at him.

She experienced his struggle between ignoring his siblings or continuing what the two of them had started.

With a stifled moan, he let her go and rested his forehead against hers.

The sight of his tongue licking his lower lip made her moan. That was all the encouragement she needed to mimic his gesture, savoring the flavor he left behind. Hot blood pumped through her and settled low.

With a quivering breath, she gave him what she hoped was a seductive smile. “You’d better answer them, because I’m afraid they have something urgent to tell you.” It didn’t take a psychic to know that.

What? The snarl in Raiden’s telepathic voice when he answered was unmistakable. 

Jazmi had no trouble eavesdropping. 

Come back to Azadi right away! This came from a single masculine voice. Mother is missing, and we’re afraid Murduk had her kidnapped!

Raiden’s eyes squeezed shut, and his breathing became shallow.

Before she reassured him, together they were yanked out of reality and into a psychic vision. It’d been a long time since she’d had to endure one of those. While she’d never shared a premonition with anyone before, what she saw made her glad Raiden experienced it with her. 

On top of a small hill, the scene of the alien Akurn invasion enthralled Jazmi. She gripped Raiden’s hand tightly.

With systematic precision, the regal city of San Francisco was wiped out. A massive spaceship hovered above the city, surrounded by smaller crafts. They buzzed like bees in a frenzied swarm as several broke off and attacked the ground below. The speeding ships peppered the city with laser blasts and focused cannon fire bombs.

The Golden Gate bridge to her left melted in the middle and liquefied into the bay. Screams echoed from the bridge as people ran from their cars, trying to escape the inevitable sea water coming to claim them. In another part of the city, the famous Transamerica Pyramid suffered a blast, and the spindly top plummeted to the street below, killing hundreds.  

“Can we stop this?” Her whisper came out hoarse.

She glanced at Raiden and watched his brilliant turquoise-gold eyes flatten. She sensed he’d gone into a trance, trying to find the answer to her urgent question. Closing her eyes, she did the same. Wild slipstreams of possible futures zipped by. Most of the visions were more catastrophic than the next. Except for one. That one held a hopeful scenario. She reached out and grasped it before it slipped away.

She stumbled at the implications of her role in saving Earth and everyone on it. Frantically, she forced herself out of the private premonition. No, there had to be another way. She couldn’t... 

“I don’t know.” Raiden’s deep voice interrupted. Thank God. His calm tenor stopped her from falling headfirst into a panic attack. It took a moment before his urgency caught her attention.

For this formidable man to show insecurity made her mouth dry. If they couldn’t stop the Akurns, what happened to San Francisco would happen around the world.

He returned her grip and closed his eyes.

The last thing she saw was his deep frown as he led them out of the disturbing premonition.

​~Raiden~

RAIDEN INTENDED TO take them back to Jazmi’s CIA office, but the vision of San Francisco being destroyed shifted. 

Instead, he and Jazmi stood in a sweltering ancient jungle. While he'd never lived in prehistoric times, he recognized the area. It was the same place his family's spiritual guide, Ash, brought him whenever he trained Raiden. 

And right on cue, there he was. An ancient microraptor. The small, bird-like dinosaur supported four wings; one on each forelimb and as well as on his hind limbs. Long black feathers coated his arms while his thin-fingered hands were as bare as his legs and taloned feet. The end of his thick tail was a diamond-shaped fan. Iridescent midnight feathers wrapped his small, two-foot body. Intelligent beady brown eyes topped the sides of his beaked head. 

What was new in the ancient forest was the enthralling woman next to Ash clothed in a western Native American dress of soft, white leather decorated with beaded fringe circling the neckline as well as the hem. A masterpiece of colorful beads graced the thick belt cinched around her small waist. 

Her thick black hair parted in the middle and hung loose down her back. While her delicate mouth had a slight frown, her dark eyes danced as if she struggled to contain a secret. 

“Nentasu!” Jazmi let go of Raiden's hand and rushed to the woman. They embraced before pulling back. 

Nentasu framed Jazmi's face as she searched her features. “Ah, my lak'a. I am so happy to see you and your man are together.” Her acorn-brown eyes widened when she examined him. Looping her arm through Jazmi’s, she nodded at him. “Introduce him to me, my daughter.”

Jazmi glanced over her shoulder at him with a smile.

He couldn’t stop his chest from puffing out. That possessive smile of hers was worth the agony of waiting for her all this time.  

“This is Raiden.” 

She brought Nentasu over to him.

“Raiden, this is Nentasu, my spiritual guide.” Jazmi hugged the woman, her face soft with love. “I don’t know where I’d be if she hadn’t found me after they brought me to Earth.” She shuddered and squeezed her hold on the woman until her knuckles turned white.

Nentasu patted her hand with a nod.

“I am honored to make your acquaintance.” Raiden returned her nod. 

Ash’s squawk interrupted. Young one! You must... you must go to Adapa. He settled and tilted his beaked head. He is awake and has need of you.

“And this overbearing creature is Ash, our family’s spiritual guide.” Raiden glanced between Nentasu and Ash. “And how did you two meet?”

Not important. Not important. Ash flapped his wings then plopped on his ass. 

The two women separated.

Nentasu studied him. “Your father has awakened from his sleep and is determined to find your mother.” She leaned to him. “With or without anyone’s help.”

Raiden stilled. Good God! His father loose in the modern world. That wouldn’t be good.

But is weak... weak. He will need you both to gain what is needed. Ash’s head tilted to the side, staring at them with his other dark eye. Yes... both of you.

He cleared his throat. “Father is awake? How’s that possible?” 

Jazmi gripped his hand. Her warmth told him his was cold. 

“The spirits of your brothers’ daughters have given him enough energy to carry on.” Nentasu glided over and patted his shoulder. “Your father will need you and Jazmi to guide him. Only then can you create she who will complete the circle to bring the ancient ones home.” She gave him a playful nudge and stepped back. “The lost ones are the key to saving Earth.”

Jazmi’s tan face paled. She shook her head and dropped his hand, stepping back. 

Raiden frowned. She’d blocked the tentative psychic bond between them.

Yes! Lost ones. Ash nodded. But not yet. Not yet. 

Jazmi tensed with her lips pursed.

Her velvety eyelashes fanned around her captivating dual-colored eyes of sepia-brown and pumpkin-orange. He studied her, trying to decide if he should ask what was wrong. It’d be so easy to probe her mind to discover why she reacted like that. But he wasn’t an idiot. He might not have a lot of experience with women, but he wasn’t stupid enough to invade her privacy without asking first. 

“Neither one of you knows what you’re talking about.” Jazmi snapped. “And why do you have to go around spouting riddles?” 

Damn, what did their spirit guides say that triggered her anger? He’d wait until they were alone to ask. 

“I agree. Neither one of them is telling us anything useful.” He tore his gaze away from her and narrowed his gaze at the Native American woman. First things first. “Are you saying my father is not only awake, but has gained enough strength to remain so?”

The woman shared a look with Ash. “Yes. And he is needed save your mother. Your uncle has her prisoner and plans to force a marriage on her before killing her.”

“Kill her?” His mouth soured. “I thought he needed to impregnate her to solidify his claim to the throne.” The thought of his mother being raped by that madman made him clench his fists.

He will harvest her eggs before ending her life. Ash’s head tilted to the other side. That will ensure his heir will be a man-child.

Fuck. This was getting better and better. 

“Is my father still aboard the Zikia?” 

Centuries ago, when Adapa began to deteriorate, he went into a stasis pod on their family spaceship.

At first, they thought he was dying of old age, but Raiden’s mother ruled that out a long time ago. An advanced physician and microbiologist, his mother hadn’t been able to find out why her husband was dying.

To save his life, Adapa’d willingly gone into semipermanent sleep in the hopes she'd find what was wrong.

Even with the modern advances in medicine, the answer eluded her. 

Ash's nod was vigorous. Yes. Yes. You must go now. We will lose all if he leaves on his own.

Raiden grunted. That sounded like his father.

Adapa wouldn't care he didn’t know how to get in contact with any of them. He’d try to connect with them telepathically, but with everyone at the moon city of Azadi, he might not have the strength to find them. And when that happened, he’d take it upon himself to leave the ship and wander around. No telling where he'd end up.

“Do you have a Transkip near your office at the CIA?” he asked Jazmi.

“I'm a director in the CIA.” She rubbed her temple. Her hand dropped, and she gave him a slight grin. “Of course I do.”

He glanced at the two spiritual guides. “You two coming?”

“No,” Nentasu answered as she raised her hand in goodbye. “But all you have to do is say our names and we will answer.”

She and Ash faded

The vision ended.

​~Jazmi~

ONCE AGAIN, JAZMI STOOD with Raiden in her office at the CIA. The beige room had little to show for itself except for the regal, dark-wood executive desk she’d inherited from the prior director. She’d deliberately kept her professional life sparse and utilitarian. 

“What now?” She tugged an earlobe. Should she tell him about the unthinkable future she’d have to endure as the only way to stop the Akurns? Just the vision’s suggestion made her chest tight and her fingers numb. How was it the one thing she vowed never to do was the one thing she had to do to save mankind? Destiny, if nothing else, was definitely a bitch. 

Okay, think of something else. After a quick glance around the room, she scrambled to change the subject before Raiden picked up on how uncomfortable she was. She wasn’t ready to expose her underlying phobia to the man. As if she wanted to bare all after they’d just met. 

“Come on, let’s get to that Transkip before Claude comes back.” She tugged Raiden’s hand to make him look at her. She smoothed her lips into a slight smile. “If I know him, and I do, he'll come back with reinforcements.” Her employee was tenacious, if nothing else. 

Raiden zeroed in on her with laser intensity.

She gulped. It might be hard to fool him, but she’d give it her best shot. Confessing what made her panic wasn’t easy for her to go into. Since the man was just a touch over her own six-feet height, it was easy to give him a calm, level look of her own. It didn’t take long to get lost in his eerily similar dual-colored eyes. His mesmerizing intelligence staring back at her made her tongue-tied. It was hard to tear her gaze away and take in the rest of him.

When he’d first come into the room, the excitement of meeting the man she’d only seen in a Dreamwalk with before blinded her. Now she took her time to study the real man. He was, without a doubt, an imposing and awe-inspiring male in his prime.

She murmured her appreciation when she spied his long, silky, white hair, the color almost identical to hers, tied at the nape of his neck in a tail that reached his waist and exposed his slightly pointed ears. Ignoring his stern expression, she continued her exploration. His angular, high cheekbones complemented a strong masculine nose over a full mouth. A deep cleft adorned his square jaw, which was free of facial hair.

The man carried himself as someone who valued his body. He sported tight deltoids, broad shoulders, and bulky arms that the loose, casual ice-blue kurta he wore couldn't hide.

She swallowed a sigh. He was one of the best-looking men she'd ever been around. And working in a male-dominated industry, she’d met her share of striking alpha men. None of them came close to Raiden’s overall virile presence.

His full lips tilted up at one side. “I doubt I’m wearing the Transkip you said was here.”

Her cheeks heated as she lifted her chin. “Can’t blame a girl for looking.”

He returned the favor and studied her from head to toe.

When his brilliant eyes came back to look into hers, her lower body squeezed tight. His heated gaze left little doubt the man enjoyed what he saw.

“Oh, I assure you, you and I will do more than look when the time is right.”

The hair on the back of her neck tingled. Them getting together sexually in the real world would put her in a position she vowed she’d never find herself in. No matter how much she yearned to indulge in his hints. She licked her lips and forced herself to take over the conversation. 

“Follow me.” She led him through the open double doors of her office to the outer foyer. After making sure no one was around, she headed to the left where she’d installed a massive Transkip mirror at the end of the conference room. The antique gilded frame was in direct contrast to the boring appearance of the room. The long, rectangular, pressed-wood table had hard, uncomfortable steel chairs around it. She’d installed the transportation device under the guise of trying to spruce up the place. Being a director at the agency did have some perks. No matter how unreasonable they seemed to others.

The image in the mirror of Raiden behind her staring at her ass made her smile. She loved watching him check her out as she moved. No denying their combustible chemistry. 

She stopped in front of the mirror. “Do you know the coordinates where we need to go?”

“Of course.” Raiden stood next to her and waved his hand. The image morphed from their reflection to one of a silver chamber. On the floor was a clear coffin-shaped tube with a bronze-skinned man passed out next to it. His long, dark hair fanned behind his head with his arms flung wide. His mouth was open, his eyes closed. 

At least he was breathing, as far as she could tell.

“Father!” Raiden’s voice was brittle. 

She did a double take. “That’s your father?” 

He and his father had to be around the same age, and Raiden didn’t look anything like the man passed out on the floor.

Without an answer, he grabbed her hand and pulled her through the transportation device. 

​~Sub Prince Murduk~

SUB PRINCE MURDUK UTUK Xul of Akurn slouched on his overstuffed leather chair in his private office. Wrapping his thick lips around the mouthpiece of his favorite hookah, he sucked a lung full of burning smoke. He exhaled, and a line of blue vapor trailed out of his nostrils while he watched the floating monitors in front of him.

Several displayed the ongoing violence of his royal forces subduing small outbreaks throughout the cities of Akurn, while several others showed the burgeoning riots on Earth.

One scene gave him immense satisfaction, but the others made him frown. Why were his people still fighting him? They should rejoice now that they were in invasion range of Earth. Especially with the armada poised to strike.

“Nungal! Get me Ur-Zababa.” With a long draw on his hookah mouthpiece, he let the calming narcotic relax his ever-racing mind. He had to focus on what was most important. Once he secured the resources he and his planet needed, he’d claim peace on Akurn. Even if he had to use the army to do it.

“Yes, sire. Right away, sire.” His pudgy guard, Nungal, barked a command to the lieutenant behind him.

At least the man had been smart enough to leave a contingent of soldiers surrounding Murduk at all times. That last fiasco killed one of his best men, Uruk. It would never have happened if strict protocols had been in place. Damn the man for being killed! Today, of all days, he could’ve used Uruk's strategic planning to determine the best place for him to focus.

The young, new captain of his guard rushed in and took a knee before him. “Your will, Majesty.” With his head bowed, he crossed his fist over his heart.

“Get up and give me the status from Kud.” He waved to dissolve the monitor in front of him. Watching the security cameras weren’t giving him what wanted.

“Sire.” Ur-Zababa stiffly rose and clutched his laser spear in one hand while he opened the palm of the other for his vid to display. “I have Commander Kud on standby to give you his current report.” With a flick of his wrist, the vid expanded into a floating monitor.

The angular headshot of Commander Kud appeared. His gaunt features were prominent since the male refused to grow facial hair like a normal Akurn. He maintained his white hair the same short length around his head, nary a wave in sight.

Murduk always found Kud's unusual appearance detestable. But one couldn’t argue about the tight control he maintained over FarDeep base on Earth’s moon.

“Sub Prince.” The older man acknowledged him with a curt nod of respect.

“Have you taken the hidden city there yet?” Murduk gripped the mouthpiece of the hookah as he waited for the answer.

Kud tilted his head as if he were contemplating what to reply. After a few slow blinks, he answered. “We deemed it necessary to go in covertly.”

Murduk's jaw clenched. How dare this man go against his orders? He leaned forward. When Kud raised his palm, he stopped and glared.

“With the reports coming in that Princess Inanna was in the city, we felt it best to abscond with her before they hid her or sent her back to Earth.” His head straightened and he returned Murduk's glare. “Would that not be more advantageous?”

He ignored Kud's reprimand and narrowed his eyes. “Were you successful?” He took a deep breath to calm his racing heart. 

At the man’s silent agreement, Murduk's heart pounded harder. 

“You have the princess in custody? Why wasn’t I informed immediately?!” Heads would roll.

“I was just about to, my liege. But it was my intention to wait until I examined her personally. As we speak, she's being taken out of the city and brought to FarDeep base. She will be here within a click.”

He couldn't give a fuck less what Kud's intentions were. The man should’ve contacted him the minute they had their hands on Murduk’s so-called sister.

He swung his gaze to Nungal. “Are we close enough for her to be brought here?” 

Nungal nodded. His eyes were wide as he trembled.

Murduk threw the hose of his hookah tube to the vase side of the pipe and ignored the clank it made when it hit the floor. Focusing on Kud, he gave a direct command. “You are to bring her here and put her in a secure location until I see her. No one else is to talk to her. Understood?”

“Your will be done, sire.” Kud gave a sharp nod and cut the communication.

Goddessdamned fucker! This was the last time he’d let the man's passive aggression go unchecked. It would be a pleasure to administer the punishment himself.

No matter. For now, there were more-important things to concentrate on. It was imperative he kept the threat of others discovering he wasn’t of noble blood from common knowledge. 

“Nungal, order the nobles to assemble here as quickly as possible. They must bear witness to my marriage to the princess. As well as the coronation ceremony. Then this ridiculous dissension over who rules Akurn will end.” He pounded his fist on the armrest. “I will rule as king. All nice and legal-like.” He sat back with a smoldering smirk.
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​Chapter Two
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​~Raiden~

After going through the Transkip, Raiden released Jazmi’s hand and raced to his father lying on the hard floor.

Jazmi gasped when she knelt beside him.

His heart nearly stopped when his father’s dark eyes fluttered open. When the man grunted, Raiden helped him sit up.

Adapa rubbed his eyes with a shaking hand, then glanced his way.

His parent’s dark eyes widened, and Raiden found himself yanked hard into a tight hug. He wasn't ashamed of his tears. Being held in his father's powerful arms once again brought out the frightened child inside. It was a relief to share the burden of protecting their family with someone more qualified than himself.

“Shahadaku!”

It was so good to hear his birth name in his father’s voice again.

Adapa’s raspy tone was wobbly as he pulled away and gripped Raiden’s upper arms. “You are looking well.” The words were in the ancient tongue of Akurn. He pulled Raiden closer, tilted his head and studied him. “But you look as if life has worn you down.” He grasped Raiden's head between his massive palms and studied him with knowing eyes.

Raiden covered his father’s hands with his own. “I’m fine now that you’re awake.” He replied in the same language, biting the inside of his cheek to stop from spouting the disorganized questions rambling around his head. He’d let his parent adjust. Although he’d never experienced stasis before, it didn’t take a genius to figure out a person’s mind had to be foggy when they first woke up.

Adapa groaned. “Help me up.” He made it to one knee before placing a hand on the floor to steady himself.

With barely a thought, Raiden mentally brought one of the comfortable single chairs in the family lounge to appear next to him. “Come and sit, Father. It’s going to take time for you to gather your strength.” He pulled the substantial weight of his father into his arms to help him sit on the plush cushion. 

As Adapa settled, he waved Raiden away. “I’m good.” He gave a deep chuckle. “Let me catch my breath for just a moment, maru.” 

Raiden blinked as his chest tightened. It had been so long since his father called him son.

Adapa’s dark eyes glanced behind him. “And who is this exquisite female?”

Raiden smiled and turned to Jazmi. He held out a hand and tucked her against his shoulder. With a quick psychic burst, he shared the subtleties of modern English with his parent. Being a linguistic expert, Adapa wouldn’t have any trouble picking up the nuances of the speech. Switching to English, he introduced her. “Father, I’d like you to meet Jazmi-Tiamat. She’s a hybrid, like my brothers and me.”

Adapa’s face smoothed. “Ah.” He glanced around. “Where are your mother and brothers?” He replied in English with his eyes closed, rubbing his temple. “Wait
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