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  For those strong enough to grab their demon by the horns and ride him through the sky.
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  Prologue
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Rozronuuk


The Spring Court

A very long time ago


The Spring Court buzzed with energy. Unfortunately, not the kind that fed my rage demon tendencies unless there was an altercation between a shopper and a stall holder. Even if there were, the Spring Court guards rushed to quell such a thing. 
My parents ran a stall every season. This was the first time they allowed me to place my gold work on their table. Mother and Father were proud of me. Working the gold helped ease the rage that always built inside me. Being a rage demon was a hardship, but one that gave us great powers. As a mere twenty-year-old immortal demon, I hadn’t developed my powers to their full strength yet. By the time I turned a hundred, I’d have honed my powers and skills. To a young immortal that seemed a long time away.
I left the stall and wandered the aisles of bustling activity. Supernatural beings from all the realms converged on these markets. The elves didn’t allow any disagreements between the races in their realm. If anyone broke that rule, then I’d heard they disappeared forever. The elves may be more beautiful than us horned and winged demons, but they had more darkness in them.
A flash of citrine fabric turned my head. I scampered after the young female. She held the hand of a woman identical to her, but the other’s dress was a blinding red. Normally my rage would love the red, but the other woman held my focus. Closer I stalked her until I was two steps behind her. My arm snatched out to grab her.
I flew through the air backward, landing on my backside.
What happened?
A woman kneeled beside me.
“Stay down, boy.”
I scowled my most furious expression.
She didn’t flinch.
“Now is not the time,” she said, drawing the hood back to reveal her face.
“The time for what?”
“To claim your mate.”
She nodded at the young woman I’d followed. They’d reached my parents’ stall. The woman in yellow lifted a golden staff with red rubies. An item I’d made.
“She’s mine?”
“Yes. Your fated mate.”
“But I must claim her.” I pushed my elbows off the ground.
She placed a hand on my chest and kept me from lifting higher. “Rozronuuk, you foolish boy. You can’t rush into claiming a siren. She’ll end you before you’ve even had a chance.”
“How do you know my name?” I scowled.
“I know everything.” She lifted her hand. “I know that one day you’ll claim your siren mate, but today is not that day.”
“When?” I hissed.
Her gaze flicked to the siren. The one destined for me.
“A long time from now.”
“Why should I believe you?”
“I’m a seer.”
I leaned closer to her. “What did you see?”
She sighed. “There are always two options. Death and destruction. Or love and happiness. You bide your time.”
“If I don’t?”
She lifted the hood back over her head.
“Wait. What’s your name?”
“Saltine.” She cackled.
A puff of dark smoke swirled around her body as though dissolving the very essence of her. Then she disappeared.
I stood. Had I imagined the entire conversation? My skin heated with awareness. The woman in the citrine gown purchased the staff I’d made. Every part of me knew she was my fated mate, but sirens didn’t believe in having a mate. They rarely tied themselves to a mate. It happened, but it was so rare that Saltine’s words made sense. A young rage demon had no hope of claiming a siren as a mate. Once I’d matured and harnessed my powers, though, she would be mine.
The sirens walked toward me. I didn’t move. Rooted to the spot. Her beauty was that of tales. Every inch of her seared into my brain as she strolled past me.
She didn’t even glance my way.
One day she’d be mine and when that time came, no one would get in my way of claiming my mate. Not even the siren herself.






  
  Chapter one
Thea
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Earth


A long time ago

The blue of the sky was different here. In the Autumn Court, the sky was a darker blue with an overlay of dusky orange, making it appear more like the twilight hours on Earth. It was more than that, though. The stars shone brighter, as though you could reach out and hold one in the palm of your hand if you flew high enough in the sky. 
Melanie and I had tried often enough as young children. Even now, many years later, she could on the rare occasion goad me into trying to catch the stars. Today, she’d taunted me into visiting Earth. I wasn’t opposed to sifting through the realms and coming here. It was her request to find men and lure them to us I found tiring.
“Thea,” Melanie said, flying back to me after she’d streamed ahead through the baby blue sky.
“Yes?”
“Down there.” She pointed. “A fisherman’s village.”
“I see it.”
“Let’s head there for a bit of fun. We can pretend we’re like Great-Grandmother.” She laughed and flipped into a dive from the heights of the sky to the coastal town below.
I hovered in the air. I was tired of Melanie’s antics, but as her sister, I had to support her. As the siren queen, though, I should talk to her about cutting back her visits to Earth. Humans weren’t the most welcoming to us, which was no surprise since we sang them to enthrallment. Most sirens used the men, then returned them to Earth. Some overused them and inadvertently killed them. There was only so much of our singing a human could take. Other supernatural beings endured more of our voice and were the better choice, but we could never stop singing to humans.
Melanie landed on the ground and lifted her head to the sky. I dove in a flash of my golden wings. The wind whipped back the long braid of my hair. I longed to let the tight braid down and fly with the fingers of the wind caressing my head. As I landed on the ground, I snapped my wings into my body. Some humans ran when they saw our wings because they recognized who we were and how our singing would affect them. Melanie had already concealed her wings and stared at the village with hunger in her gaze.
“Just one today, Mel,” I said.
“Where’s the fun in that?”
“We’ll have fun with one. You know that.”
“I suppose.” She pouted her bottom lip in the way she had since she was a toddler. Only then it had looked adorable. Now, it was a ridiculous expression for a siren of her age.
“Off you go then.” I waved her toward the town.
“Aren’t you coming?”
“In a minute. I’ll give you the chance to choose first.”
Her pout disappeared as she sneered. “I don’t need you to treat me like I couldn’t win a man over you.”
I slowly folded my arms over my chest as I stared at her. She couldn’t win a man over my song. As the siren queen, my voice was more powerful, more alluring, in every way more than hers. Even though she was my twin and made from the same two people, a siren queen, and her fae mate, our powers were vastly different. As the child born first, I’d received more power.
Melanie spun in a whirl of red silk and disappeared inside the tavern. Moments later, her voice echoed through the building. Damn her, now every man in the building would be under her thrall. I charged into the tavern. Melanie sat on the piano singing a sultry song about lovers. Every head turned her way. Not one man could look away from her thrall.
I stomped over to her and grabbed her arm. “I said one.”
“There are only five here and I couldn’t pick.” She waved her arm at the men.
Couldn’t pick? Did she think me a fool? She’d purposely sung to all the males, so they’d all be hers. That wasn’t what upset me, though. It was her lack of respect for what I’d said since I was her queen.
She grabbed both my hands. “Please, Thea,” she pleaded. “I didn’t mean to. They were all so handsome and the pianist started playing. My voice slipped out.”
I softened slightly. She was my twin. How could I stay mad at her?
“Have your fun then. I’m heading back to the Autumn Court.”
I left her to the men, the village, and Earth. Outside, I flared my wings, launched myself into the air, and traveled back to the Autumn Court.

      [image: ]The Autumn Court

Raelin, my handmaiden, sat across from me before the fireplace in the library. The flames crackled the dry timber, sending glowing embers into the chimney. I flicked the page in the leather-bound book, not paying attention to the words.
Melanie strolled into the library and flounced on another chair. “Are you mad at me?”
Raelin closed her book and hurried from the room.
I laid my book face down on the table and said, “No. I’m disappointed.”
She frowned. “But it’s what we do.”
I placed my hands on my lap. “I’ve decided it’s time for me to choose a mate.”
“What?” She sat up in a hurry. “Why?”
“Mother chose a mate, and she was happy. I want to be happy like her and Father.”
“But luring men to us with our song makes us happy. Why would you give that up?”
“I can sing to my mate so I wouldn’t be giving it up,” I said. “Don’t you remember hearing Mother’s voice drifting through the castle when they were on their night walks?”
“Yes.”
“She kept singing even after she had a mate. I will too.”
“But then you won’t come with me to Earth and sing for men.”
“No, I won’t. I’m tired of those visits anyway,” I said, sitting back in the chair.
A calm peace descended on me now I’d told her my plan. I’d discussed it with Raelin first before Melanie arrived back in the Autumn Court and she’d been most enthusiastic about my decision to choose a mate. Siren rarely chose one man to keep. My decision shocked Melanie, but as the queen, I needed to produce heirs to the throne. It was my duty to keep our lineage reining.
“How will you choose?” Melanie stood and paced over to the fireplace.
“Only the best will do.”
“Obviously.”
“I’ll hold a contest with many trials to determine who will be my mate.”
She turned her back to me and stared into the fire. “You’ve thought about this.”
“I have.” I stood and watched the tight muscles of her shoulders contract with each deep inhale.
My sister might not agree with my decision, but she’d have to live with it.
“I’m the queen. I need to produce an heir to the throne. It’s what Mother and Father would have wanted, too.”
She turned to face me. Shadows from the fire flittered over her face. Her lips spread into a smile.
“Of course,” she said. “They’d want you to be happy too.”
“I’m happy the way I am.”
She dropped my gaze and walked from the room. I settled back in the chair and picked up the discarded book. It didn’t matter how many books I read, I still couldn’t find the reason my father had died, but I’d keep searching for the rest of my immortal life. One day I’d discover who killed him, and when I did, I’d get vengeance for Mother.
One day soon, I’d have a mate of my own. A tingle of excitement filled my stomach at the notion of a man to call mine.






  
  Chapter two
Rozronuuk
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The Winter Court


Awhite dove fluttered through the open window of the throne room in the Winter Court castle and settled on the golden perch upon the dais. The Demon King, my brother, clicked his fingers, the only movement he made while he sat on the throne of melded gold and bones. A royal servant dressed in attire as black as the midnight sky and silver stitching hustled to the dove and extracted the rolled paper message from around the bird’s thin, pink leg before hurrying back to the king and sinking to a low bow. 
“Your Majesty.” The servant held the small scroll between his trembling fingers.
I stepped forward from my brother’s side and retrieved the yellowed paper. A warmth I’d never experienced before shot up my arm in an unexpected response to touching the parchment. I frowned a little while handing the note to the king. He unrolled the delicate scroll with his thick fingers. His gaze perused the words, an infinitesimal tick of his eyebrow, the only sign that the note was perhaps bad news. He glanced at me, ebony eyes turning to darkened black orbs, as I returned to stand by his side. His hand curled into a tight fist over the note, crumpling the paper into the secrecy of his palm.
A moment passed. Then another. The receiving room was quiet as the crowd of various demons waited for the king to speak. He flicked open his hand. The paper disintegrated into ash, into oblivion, and fell over his black robes in a sooty gray powder resembling the flakes of snow outside the castle’s wall of our Winter Court. He cast another look at me from the corner of his eyes. Concerned. Wary. I knew the look well. He stood, his presence even larger, more commanding across the room of his vassals.
“The siren queen has issued an invitation to anyone willing to compete in her trials of subjugation to become her mate, and King of the Sirens.” The king spoke with a thunderous voice so those in the back of the enormous room would hear, but there was more to his tone, a warning, and a command to obey him.
My spine straightened like his words rammed a bolt of steel down my back. The siren queen wanted to choose a mate. My brother didn’t glance my way again, even knowing how much his words would affect me. Hope surged through my body at this unexpected announcement.
His eyes narrowed into slits. “I’m sending my brother.” He nodded at me. “As a tribute. An alliance with the siren queen will stand us demons and the Winter Court in good stead.”
He quietened the room to a hush at his announcement.
“Any demon who wants to compete in the trials… well, let me say this once and only once. You won’t have my backing.”
A collective of shocked gasps rang out and echoed as they rippled through the room in a wave of never-ending sound. Sirens were exquisite and their queen even more so. For one to choose a mate was rare, and a treasure to fight for. I almost sagged in relief, but I stayed as unmoving as the hideous statues of carved granite gargoyles staring back at us. The enormity of the king’s words filled every demon’s face with horror. If the demon king didn’t back you, it was a death sentence.
The king nodded as though satisfied they’d received his message, then he strode through the red velvet curtained timber door on the side of the dais. I gave the crowd of demons one last openly hostile stare, letting them see if they didn’t follow the king’s orders, I’d be happy to compete against them in the trials. The rage demon inside me loved a good fight. Almost too much.
I followed the soft pounding of my brother’s footsteps through the hallway. The click of his boots grew louder down the stone stairs and into the tunnels lit with torches along the walls. The enormity of the situation weighed each footstep. I understood my brother’s direction to our secret chamber. We needed seclusion to discuss this turn of events in private, with no prying ears.
He paused at the end of the tunnel, tossed his robe to the side, and slid a large brass key from his inner pocket. As he placed the key in the intricate lock, he turned his head to grin at me over his shoulder.
I scowled and shoved him aside, forcing the door open, and stomped into the room.
His laughter surrounded me as he closed us in and locked the door.
“You think this is funny?” I rounded on him, my fingers curling into fists.
“It’s entertaining.” He clutched his stomach as he fell into the plush chair. “Did you experience the telltale warmth?”
“Yes.” I ran a hand through my hair, avoiding my horns with great care. Which only made him laugh harder.
“I suspected as much when I saw the twitch in your hand. Fate chose the damn Siren Queen for my little brother. What are the odds she’ll keep you?”
I picked up my chair and considered hurling it at the wall for two seconds before putting the chair legs back on the floor and sitting down.
“This is chaotic.”
“In the best way possible.” He waggled his eyebrows as his lips tilted at the edges.
I contemplated scrubbing the smirk off his face the way I had when we were young demon spawn.
His smirk grew like he understood what I was thinking.
“Temper, temper.” He tsked like our mother used to do to us.
I growled.
He chuckled deep in his throat.
I narrowed my eyes. Tempting, so tempting to remind him we were brothers first, but I eased back in the chair, pushing the rage to the back of my mind. As a rage demon, we found that harder than other demons.
“I know you have it in you to make this work.” He leaned back in his chair and placed his leg on his knee.
“I have little choice, don’t I?”
“Not if what the seer Saltine says is true.” He tapped his chin.
“I believe her. She’s never steered us wrong.”
He lifted his heavy crown from his head and set it on the small table. It was like the slight action brought him back to being simply my big brother.
“Rexan?” I muttered.
“Yeah?” he murmured.
There was so much I wanted to say. Thank you for being a good big brother. After someone murdered our parents, you looked out for me. Thank you for everything.
He tipped his chin at me. I tipped mine back. He picked up the crown and placed it back on his head. Our moment of being only brothers was over.
“The siren queen sure is a looker.” He grinned in a devilishly handsome and teasing way. We’d always be brothers, even with the crown on his head.
“You’ll keep those thoughts to yourself about my fated mate if you want to keep your eyes.” I snarled.
He chuckled and stretched back in the seat as though my words did not perturb him. But I meant every one of them. Brother or not. My fated mate was mine, and at last, it was time for me to claim the siren queen.






  
  Chapter three
Thea
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The Autumn Court


Ashadow passed across the doorway of my chancellery. Pinpricks of unease skittered up my arms. I raised my head from the papers on my desk and the disquiet settled at the sight of my personal bodyguard. I placed the white quill in the pot of black ink and inclined my head for the siren to speak. 
“Your majesty,” Ailine said. “The preparations for tomorrow’s trials are ready. Would you like to inspect the colosseum?”
“Yes.” I rose from the chair and walked around the large timber desk.
Ailine led the way and Raefa, my other personal guard, had my back.
As the siren queen, my enemies were considerable. Sirens couldn’t help the alluring power of our singing. Perhaps we exploited our power too much, but we were beautiful creatures. All the Sirens were female. To some, we were the inferior of the sexes. It was the reason we fought so hard to show our harsh side, so no man would ever see us for just our gorgeous faces and luscious, curvaceous bodies. They would always comprehend we could kill them if we so desired.
The Autumn Court was my home. My kingdom. But it wasn’t safe. Not even for me as their ruler. Still, we were a force to be taken seriously.
We walked the smooth, reddish-brown dirt track from the castle. The forever fall leaves fluttered in the breeze, paving the path in an array of canary-yellow, amber, and claret foliage from the ambrosia oak ranging in size from squat bushes to tall columns stretching high into the azure sky. Each step crunched the feathery leaves, sending up the fragrance of sweet vanilla. The path veered to the right, the trees giving way to the golden stalks of long, wild field cress. Ahead, the colosseum loomed enormous and imposing, with its tall stone sides circling the fighting pit. We’d held many contests here. Some to the death. Tomorrow’s trials wouldn’t require death. No, I needed the men alive to perform each phase in my search for a mate. The word mate was alien to sirens. Many immortals believed in fated mates. We didn’t. Sirens rarely took mates. Only the strongest of sirens ever took a mate. If we didn’t vent the power in our voices often enough, then it would turn toxic in our systems. Make us vulnerable. Mortal. I held a shudder of dread inside.
My mother was powerful enough to take a mate, and so would I be.
She’d raised me and my identical twin sister to believe that notion. I didn’t understand why my sister Melanie was so against me taking a mate. She’d voiced her displeasure more than once. It was growing tiresome.
We walked through the wooden gates into the bottom of the pit. The dirt kicked up in clouds of reddish-brown dust around our feet, settling on the fringe of my gown and the boots of my personal guards. The stone stands with thousands of seats were empty. Waiting. I almost sensed their anticipation for tomorrow’s events as if they were a living, breathing being. What would it feel like to be a brutal warrior to battle here? As though I’d called the sounds themselves to my consciousness, the cries of the battle-hungry crowd roared in my ears, chants to finish their opponent, the applause when it happened ringing in my head.
Sirens were bloodthirsty.
“Do you have the final numbers of contestants for tomorrow?” I asked, snapping out of my inner thoughts.
“At last count, there are close to two hundred,” Raefa said.
“Species?” I spun a small circle, shielding my eyes against the glare of the golden sun as I stared up at the royal stand I’d sit in with my sister tomorrow.
“At least one from each species.”
“Even the fae?” I rose an eyebrow.
“No.” Raefa dipped her head as she realized her mistake.
“I didn’t expect so.” I almost sighed. A fae mate like my mother had taken would have been preferable, but they were too peace-loving to come here for a battle in the colosseum. “Never mind your slip of the tongue, I won’t take it.”
“Thank you, your majesty.” Raefa curtsied.
“Have any arrived for tomorrow?”
“Many are here already,” Ailine rushed to say. “They are in the cages below us.”
“You have them all contained?”
“Yes, we wouldn’t allow so many warriors to walk freely in the Autumn Court,” Ailine said, puffing out her chest.
“Good.” I walked across the grounds to the iron grate, leading the way to the underground cages and the waiting area. “I shall visit the entrants.”
“Is that wise?” Raefa asked.
“I will tell you what is wise.” My glare and tone were harsh.
“I didn’t mean to insult you, your majesty. Perhaps what I should have said is, do you think it is safe?”
“We have them all caged below. I have my personal guards with me. What could go wrong?”
“Some of them are massive. They might escape our bars.”
I ran a hand over the top of my golden staff. “Call in a witch, have her magically imbue them too.”
“Yes, your majesty.”
“I suppose I’ll see them soon enough tomorrow.” I turned to walk back the way we’d entered. It would have been nice to at least get an idea of who would become my mate. I could allow myself to be attracted to the winner. It was a given he would desire me because all I needed to do was sing for that to happen. But I didn’t want a mate I’d sung to my side. I wanted one to fight to be by my side.
A crack of thunder exploded over our heads and thick gray clouds rolled across the now indigo sky. The wind whipped into a fury, blowing my hair around my face and my dress around my legs. Huge raindrops dropped from the sky and landed on the dirt, leaving splotches of growing darkness on the soil. The scent of rain hung heavy in the air, along with the anticipation of tomorrow.
A silhouette even darker than the clouds flitted across the sky. We all peered at the creature winging its way across the Autumn Court skies. A split second later, four siren guards were by the creature’s side, their soft gray wings beating furiously in the wind while the other creature seemed unperturbed by the strong current. If they weren’t so high in the sky, I’d see who and what the creature was.
“Who is that?” I asked, blinking away the raindrops hitting my face.
“I’m not sure,” Ailine said. “Do you want to stay here and find out when they land to put him in the cages?”
“No.” I turned from the sight. “I’ll see him tomorrow.”
The skin on the back of my neck tingled as though the creature had his eyes pinned on me. I didn’t turn. Didn’t show him any weakness. Instead, I tipped my chin up, caught a drop of rain on my tongue, and savored the taste of anticipation for tomorrow.






  
  Chapter four
Rozronuuk
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The Autumn Court


“You don’t need to manhandle me,” I snapped at the siren guards by my side in the windswept sky. “I’ll fly down.” 
I dived through the air with my bat-like wings. The flexible appendages, almost like another set of forearms, swooped as each bone moved like a finger stretching the membrane of skin.
The guards nodded at the ground below and I dove for the center of the colosseum where I’d sensed my fated mate. I was too late, though. The flash of her bright tangerine gown slipped through the gates a second after my feet hit the ground. I roared, but another crack of thunder so immense it shook the ground and swallowed the sound. For this woman, who was my fated mate, sure liked to slip away from me. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she wasn’t mine, but the way my body tightened into need at a mere glimpse of her told me all I needed to understand.
“The cages are down there.” A guard pointed to a metal grate in the wall.
“You’re keeping us caged?” I crossed my arms over my chest.
“Your choice. Stay and compete to be the siren queen’s mate or head back to wherever you originated.” The guard shrugged like she didn’t care which one I’d choose.
I shot her daggers with my eyes, but she didn’t flinch. Well, well, weren’t the mighty sirens a tough bunch of women? Would their queen be as tough, or did she have a gooey center? One I’d lick? The thought made my pants tighter.
“Fine,” I grumbled. “Lock me up if you feel the need, but if this is some ruse to kill me, then you’re sadly mistaken if you think I’ll go so easily.”
The guards glanced at each other.
“This is a no-kill competition.”
“You don’t say?” My eyebrows shot up on my forehead and almost hit my horns.
“Queen’s orders. All competitors will leave alive. She will give all competitors multiple tasks to perform once the battles are over.”
“Interesting.” I released my arms. “Lead the way so I can find out whatever else your queen has in store for us ‘entrants’.”
“You won’t find out until you win your first battle.” The guards marched me over to the metal grate.
“So one of the other tasks isn’t to see who can give her the most orgasms?”
One guard coughed to cover her laugh while the others hid their smiles by ducking their heads.
“I’d win.”
Their gazes traveled over me with instant sexual interest, but there was only one woman for me. Only one siren for me.
A guard cleared her throat. “You can always stay at my house tonight.”
I narrowed my eyes and gave her a hard stare. “You’d go behind your queen’s back? Bed her potential mate?”
She dragged her gaze away and wet
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