
	Sometimes you have to let yourself be happy.

	 

	 

	Ilyhas isn’t a prince, not in the human realm—and he likes it that way. He could do without working in the League’s infirmary, but he knows things could be much worse, and that job means he’s close to his brother and the other people he cares for, including Jadon, the man in charge of their branch of the League.

	Esi is living the dream. He escaped Hell with the man he loves and has a job he enjoys as a nurse. He works with the warriors day in and day out, and he gets to live openly with Ilyhas without fearing they’ll be torn apart and hurt for loving each other. He hadn’t expected to crush on Jadon, but it doesn’t worry him.

	Jadon has too much work to do to fall for not one, but two guys. Besides, Ilyhas and Esi are together, and he’s not going to come between them after everything they went through. He’s happy as he is, focused on his job, and he tries to forget about them, because he knows those kinds of thoughts are dangerous for his heart.

	But what if Esi and Ilyhas want Jadon as well?

	Ilyhas is finally starting to be himself after spending all his life being what his father expected him to be. He’s not sure why that includes falling for Jadon, but when he and Esi talk about it and agree they both want him, he decides he doesn’t care.

	But when Ilyhas, then Esi, are cursed just as they start learning how to be with each other as a throuple, things start to crumble. Ilyhas doesn’t have much time. Jadon needs to find the person who is hurting the men he loves before he loses them forever.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Ilyhas shivered and wrapped the blanket tighter around his shoulders. “Why is this place so cold?” he whined.

	Esi put down his book and rolled his eyes. “It’s not cold.”

	“It is compared to the palace.”

	“That’s because the palace was in Hell.”

	“I know. That doesn’t change the fact that this place is cold.” And Ilyhas hated being cold.

	He’d felt this way ever since he and Esi had arrived in the human world. It was one of the problems he had with the place, but he couldn’t complain about the others, not out loud. What would people think of him if he complained about his job being hard, or about Cumar’s old apartment being uncomfortable and chilly? A lot of people already thought he was snobbish and that he looked down on them because of who he was. He wasn’t sure why they didn’t think the same of his brother, but he wasn’t surprised. Cumar was good with people. Everyone loved him, and they didn’t care who he was, or what he was. They didn’t care who his father was. But the people who didn’t like Ilyhas always held his father against him, and he wasn’t sure what to do with that. He knew his father had been a monster. What did that have to do with him, though?

	“Ily?”

	Ilyhas shook his head and smiled at Esi. No matter how hated he was by everyone else, he still had Esi and Cumar, and even Cumar’s friends. That was more family than he’d ever had, even when he’d lived in the palace with his father and the rest of his siblings. He hadn’t loved any of them, not the way he loved Cumar, and certainly not the way he loved Esi. “I’m fine.”

	Esi was frowning. “Are you sure? I could call work for you and tell them you’re not feeling well.”

	Ilyhas shook his head. No one would take that well, and they’d probably make fun of him when he went back. He didn’t think he could stand more of that. “I’m okay. Just cold.”

	Esi put his book down and wrapped an arm around Ilyhas’ shoulders. “I know this is hard for you.”

	“Not harder than it is for you.”

	“That’s not true. I know your father’s name carries a potent meaning even here. It’s not attached to me, and people accepted me more easily. Don’t think I haven’t seen the way people look at you or heard what they say when they think you can’t hear them. I know how hard this is for you. You thought you’d come here and be accepted, yet most people associate you with your father.”

	Ilyhas relaxed against Esi’s side. He didn’t have to be strong, not with him. He didn’t have to keep up the mask he’d been wearing since he was a child, the one he showed everyone else. Esi loved him, and that wouldn’t change, no matter what Esi saw. “I’ll make it work. I can take whatever people throw at me. It’s not worse than what happened in the palace.”

	Esi softly snorted. “That’s right. But you know you can come to me if you need to talk, right? I’m not going to think you’re weak or anything. And I know how much you dislike this place.”

	“I never said I disliked it.” But Ilyhas did. Maybe he was spoiled. He no doubt was, at least when it came to luxury. He might not have been loved as a child, but he’d always had everything he could want when it came to toys or clothes. His father had been one of the most powerful men in their region of Hell. That meant Ilyhas hadn’t been prepared for the small, cold apartment, for the shabby furniture or for the horrendous neighborhood he now lived in. But most of all, he hadn’t been prepared for the open contempt and hate he got from the humans and some of the demons he saw daily. He didn’t fool himself into thinking the people he used to live with at the palace hadn’t felt that way, but they’d hidden it behind smiles and reverence.

	These people didn’t. Ilyhas wasn’t anyone, not in this city, not in this realm. He was just a demon, and people hated him for that, even though it was something he had no power over.

	He was going to have to get used to everything, though. He couldn’t go back. He wouldn’t even if he could, but he doubted his sister would welcome him. No, he was here to stay. This was his life now, no matter how different it was from the one he had before.

	“I’ll be okay,” he said, hoping he sounded more convincing than he felt.

	Esi kissed the top of Ilyhas’ head. “I know you will. I’ll do whatever I have to do to make sure you’re happy. That’s the main reason we decided to move here, isn’t it?”

	Ilyhas tilted his head so he could look at Esi. “We came here so we could be together. So we could be free. I’m ready to pay whatever price comes with that decision. Honestly, having to deal with people who don’t like me or think I’m a spoiled brat isn’t that bad, and not that different from what I dealt with before. People just tell me that to my face instead of waiting until I’m gone to say it.”

	Esi rubbed Ilyhas’ back. “I wish you didn’t have to deal with it. I wish people would talk to you and get to know you instead of assuming things about you.”

	Ilyhas wished that too, but wishing wouldn’t change anything. “I’ll be fine. I have you and Cumar, and Cumar’s friends don’t do that.”

	Esi didn’t look convinced, but he didn’t say anything, and Ilyhas was glad for it. He was trying to put up a good front because there wasn’t an alternative for him, but he hated his situation. Neither he nor Esi—or even Cumar—could change anything, though.

	Ilyhas kissed Esi’s jaw. “I’m okay, Esi. Really. And we should get ready for work.”

	Esi sighed and kissed Ilyhas back, lingering over his lips. “We should.”

	Ilyhas wasn’t crazy about working at the infirmary in the headquarters of the League where his brother worked, but he was glad for the opportunity. He hadn’t known how to do anything when he’d arrived in the human realm, not like Esi. He’d had to learn, and he was still learning.

	That didn’t mean he liked having to deal with injuries. His stomach churned most of the time he spent in the infirmary, and he’d had to run to the bathroom to throw up a few times already. He wasn’t sure he’d ever get used to the blood and the gore, but for now, it was the hand he’d been dealt, and he wasn’t going to give up, not when he had no clue of what he wanted in life. He was lucky he’d been offered the job, and he knew it was thanks to Cumar. He wouldn’t have anything without his brother.

	They got ready, and while Ilyhas resented having to ditch his blanket, he was looking forward to going to work. He loved spending time with Esi, but he wanted to see his brother, too, and he knew Esi loved their job. He didn’t understand it, but he wanted Esi to be happy, and he was when he was working. It was a pleasure to watch, and it made it worth going.

	“You look better,” Esi said, as they left the elevator and walked into HQ, heading toward the changing rooms.

	“It’s not as cold here.”

	Esi knocked their shoulders together. “Or is it because you might see Jadon?”

	Ilyhas snapped his head toward his boyfriend. “What are you talking about?”

	“Come on. We both think he’s hot.”

	“And we’re also both in a relationship. With each other.”

	“I didn’t say you were going to jump him in the hallway, Ily, just that he’s nice to look at.”

	Ilyhas couldn’t deny that. Jadon might be older, but he was handsome, more so than most of the people Ilyhas had met in his life. “You should keep your eyes on your work, not on Jadon’s ass.”

	Esi’s smile widened. “So you have noticed his ass.”

	Ilyhas shook his head, but he was smiling. “Let’s get to work, Esi.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Jadon’s computer pinged, telling him he had an e-mail. He sighed and rubbed the bridge of his nose. Dammit. Someone else needed something.

	He wasn’t sure when he’d last eaten or slept, but from the pounding behind his eyes, he knew it had been a while. He needed to eat something at the very least.

	He’d do it after he answered the e-mail.

	He opened his eyes and moved the cursor. The e-mail was from the head of the League’s branch in a nearby town. Jadon frowned as he read it. This town had a smaller base and fewer warriors, and it wasn’t enough. Apparently there was an influx of alu demons in town, and they’d already taken out two of their warriors. They needed help, and they were reaching out to Jadon to get it.

	Jadon closed his eyes and leaned back in his chair. He couldn’t do without any of his teams. There’d been an increase of demons’ presence in the city, too, and Jadon needed all hands on deck to deal with them. He couldn’t say no to the request for help, though. Doing that could mean more deaths, for both demons and humans.

	Sometimes he hated his job.

	Jadon typed his answer and sent it off, then reached for his phone. He sent a group text and opened his desk drawer, grimacing. The only snacks he had left were granola bars, and he wasn’t crazy about them. He’d rather have chocolate, even though it wasn’t real food and wouldn’t help.

	A knock on the door reminded him of the text he’d sent. “Come in.” He closed the drawer and took a deep breath.

	Cumar entered, followed by Thailor. “Hey, boss man. What’s up?”

	Jadon pressed his lips together. He didn’t want Cumar to know how amused he was by his behavior. It would give him the incentive to continue, and that wasn’t something Jadon needed. “Sit down.”

	He supposed he should feel lucky Cumar obeyed without arguing, even though he wasn’t able to keep his mouth shut and asked, “So? Do you have a job for us? Because I’m getting bored.”

	Thailor snorted. “Bored? After what you and Yo’ash did last night?”

	Cumar’s grin was wicked. “And how would you know what we did last night?”

	Jadon didn’t want to find out the answer to that. He cleared his throat, and both Cumar and Thailor’s gaze moved back to him. Now that he had their attention, he relaxed. “Would both of you be okay with being sent out for a mission?”

	They looked at each other, and the way their gazes locked reminded Jadon of when he’d been in their place. He’d had a partner, and just like Cumar and Thailor, they’d been close, just like them—so close they could communicate without saying a word. It made Jadon’s chest feel tight, and he pushed the feeling away.

	“What are we talking about?” Thailor finally asked.

	“I got a request for help. There’s what looks like an invasion of alu demons in a town close by. They’ve lost two warriors, and they didn’t have a lot of them to begin with. Now they’re outnumbered.”

	“How long would we be there?”

	Jadon linked his fingers together. “That depends on you and on how bad the situation is. It looks manageable from the e-mail I got, but I can’t be sure of that, and things might change by the time you get there.”

	“How many alu are we talking about?”

	“They’ve counted fifteen so far.”

	Cumar whistled. “That’s a whole fucking lot.”

	“I know this job is going to take you away from your family for a while, but I trust the two of you more than I trust anyone else.”

	Cumar pressed his hand against his heart. “I’m touched. And here I thought you didn’t care for me.”

	Jadon rolled his eyes. “I’m serious. I know I can trust the two of you to assess the situation correctly and do what you have to do to solve the problem as quickly as possible. I know I don’t have to say this, but we can’t really do without you here. I also can’t ignore this request for help, though.”

	Thailor nodded, but Cumar was frowning. Jadon resisted the urge to sigh.

	“What about Ilyhas?” Cumar asked.

	“What about him?”

	“I’ve been helping him and Esi to deal with life here. What are they going to do if I’m not there? I can’t leave them alone.”

	“Don’t they live alone in your old apartment?”

	“Well, yes, but I go over there three times a week to make sure they’re eating and not sharing the place with rats.”

	“They’re adults. They can deal without you for a few days or weeks.”

	“I’m not sure. I know Ilyhas has been struggling to get used to working here. Some people are giving him a hard time. Not that he’s told me anything about it, but I know.”

	Jadon wasn’t surprised. He’d hoped things would go well and that the people he worked with would accept Ilyhas without a problem, but he’d known better. Ilyhas might be Cumar’s brother, but he was also his father’s son, and no one liked that. They didn’t know him, and they wouldn’t get to if they didn’t give him a chance. There was nothing Jadon could do about it, though. He’d given Ilyhas a job and had made sure everyone knew that he wouldn’t tolerate any kind of violence toward him and Esi, but that was it. He couldn’t force anyone to accept Ilyhas or to welcome him.

	Thailor leaned toward Cumar. “Come on. You know Ilyhas wouldn’t want you to say no to this. He wants people to be safe.”

	Cumar raked a hand through his hair. “I know. I just don’t want to leave him and Esi alone. What if they need help with something? I’m the only person they can ask.”

	“What about Yo’ash?” Jadon asked. He understood Cumar’s fear, and he could send someone else, but he’d feel better if he knew Cumar and Thailor were on this.

	Cumar shook his head. “He’s working. I mean, he could take a few days off, but Aiden can’t do without him for too long.”

	“What about Jadon?” Thailor asked.

	Jadon blinked. “What about me?”

	“You could keep an eye on Ilyhas and Esi.”

	Oh, fuck no. “Me?”

	“Who better than you? Cumar would know they’re safe, and he’d be able to focus on the job.”

	“I can’t.”

	“Why not?” Cumar asked.

	Because Jadon liked both Ilyhas and Esi too much. Because he didn’t want to spend time with them. Because they reminded him that he had a heart, and they made him want to follow it. “Because I have to work, too, and I think my job is slightly more important than Yo’ash’s.”

	“Oh, come on. It’s not like you have to babysit them. Besides, you’re here all the time, and they spend a good amount of time working. You’d just have to be available if something happens when they’re home.”

	Jadon still couldn’t see why Yo’ash couldn’t do that, but he knew insisting wouldn’t help. Cumar had made his decision, and if anyone was stubborn, it was him. Now that Thailor had put the idea in Cumar’s mind, he wouldn’t accept anything else, and Jadon needed him on this job. He needed Cumar and Thailor to come back as soon as possible because he’d noticed a significant influx of demons in the city, too, and he couldn’t afford for it to get larger without having everyone there.

	He was going to have to do this, wasn’t he?

	Jadon sighed. Dammit. He couldn’t say no, and he couldn’t say yes. He didn’t want to say yes. He didn’t want to spend any length of time with Esi and Ilyhas.

	But he was going to have to.

	“Fine. I’ll be available if they have a problem.” What kind of problem could they have, after all? They’d lived on their own since they’d arrived. Surely they were used to it by now and wouldn’t need him.

	Cumar relaxed. “Great. Thank you. I know this probably seems like a lot to you, but Ilyhas is my brother, and he and Esi are new here. I want them to be happy and to make it work, you know? I don’t want Ilyhas to regret his decision to come here. It’s already been hard enough on him.”

	Shit. Cumar was grabbing Jadon by the feelings now. “I understand, and if it means you’ll be able to focus on your job, I’ll do it.” Even though he was starting to suspect he’d regret it.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Esi dumped the dirty bandages into a red plastic bag and grabbed the cleaner. He sprayed a good amount of it on the metal tray and scrubbed it off with paper towels, humming as he worked.

	He liked his job. He knew Ilyhas wasn’t as enthusiastic about it as he was, and he understood it. He wished he could do something for Ilyhas, but he had no more power here than he’d had when they’d been in Hell. He was just a minion, someone no one noticed.

	“Hey, Esi?”

	Esi snapped his head up at the sound of a deep voice. He relaxed when he saw it was Cumar. No one noticed him except Cumar and his friends. That was okay with him. He liked Cumar and his friends, even though he’d been wary in the beginning. He still felt awkward because of the whole sent-to-grab-Cumar thing, but Cumar had waved away his apologies when he’d tried talking to him and had made him promise he wouldn’t think about it again. That was surprisingly easy, especially with the way Cumar treated Esi as nothing different than his brother’s boyfriend and a friend. “Hey. I hope you’re not here because you’re hurt.”

	Cumar shook his head. “Nope, I’m good for now.”

	“Good.” Esi looked down. No matter how many times he told himself Cumar was just a man, like Ilyhas, he was still intimidated. Cumar had been the next in line for the throne. He’d been something of a mystical figure for Esi. He’d heard about him from Ilyhas, who hadn’t known much, since his brother had left when he’d been a child. It was hard to reconcile the image he’d had of Cumar with the Cumar standing in front of him.

	“I was wondering if you were up for lunch,” Cumar said.

	Esi blinked at him. “Lunch?”

	“Yes. You know, that meal you eat about halfway through your day?”

	That was new. Cumar had never invited Esi over for anything, not even for a meal. Esi usually ate at the HQ dining hall, like everyone else, sometimes alone, most days with Ilyhas. He knew other people in HQ, but he didn’t feel comfortable enough with anyone to eat with them. “I know what lunch is.”

	“Would you like to eat it with me, then?”

	“What about Thailor and Ilyhas?”

	“They can join us if they want to, but Thailor was on the phone with Chase when I left him, and that always takes a while. We can grab Ilyhas on the way, though. Actually, it’s better if we do that. I need to talk to both of you.”

	Esi’s stomach churned with unease. “Talk to us?”

	Cumar slapped Esi’s shoulder. “Nothing bad, don’t worry. Come on. Do you need me to help you finish cleaning up?”

	“No, thank you. I’m almost done.”

	Esi finished throwing away everything, dumped the gloves he’d been wearing, and washed his hands. He was still uneasy about talking to Cumar. He wanted to know what was happening. Cumar might not think it was bad, but Esi wanted to be the judge of that.

	Esi followed Cumar to the dining hall. They snatched Ilyhas along the way, and Esi watched him and Cumar talk. Things were still a bit tense between them, mostly because they didn’t know each other anymore. Ilyhas had idolized his brother, but he’d mostly grown up without him, and their relationship had taken a toll. It was good to see them fill the void, though. Ilyhas needed Cumar. He was one of the reasons Ilyhas had decided to leave the palace and move to the human realm, and Ilyhas needed to know it hadn’t been for nothing.

	They settled at a quiet table in the corner of the hall. Esi could feel people watching them, and he was glad when Cumar offered to bring them some sandwiches rather than have them queue with him. Esi managed to hide behind a fake plant, shielding Ilyhas from most of the stares, and looked at him. “How was your morning?” They worked together in the infirmary, but that didn’t mean they saw each other much during the day.

	“Okay. Someone came in with an injury from training, but it wasn’t bad.” Ilyhas smiled. “No blood.”

	“That’s good.” Esi knew Ilyhas didn’t like the sight of blood. He wished he could do something to get him out of the infirmary, but so far, no other job had popped up in HQ, and he was terrified about the thought of Ilyhas working somewhere else. He needed the protection Cumar and Jadon were giving him. Some of the warriors weren’t happy having him there, but they stayed away because they knew what would happen if they didn’t. The demons outside the HQ wouldn’t be that nice, though, and Esi didn’t want Ilyhas to get hurt.

	“What about you?”

	Esi shrugged. “Mostly visits with wounded warriors. I changed some bandages, things like that.”

	Ilyhas grimaced. “I’m sorry.”

	“Don’t be. I like the job.”

	“How can you? There’s blood, and people who don’t want you to touch them just because of who you are.”

	Esi’s heart broke a little. “That only happens with you, love.”

	Ilyhas grimaced. “That’s what I suspected.” He sighed. “I don’t know what else I can do to make them see I’m not my father. I mean, I barely knew the man. It’s not like he had even an ounce of paternal instinct or even that he wanted to be a father.”

	Esi patted Ilyhas’ hand. “I know.”

	Ilyhas flopped back in his chair. Esi opened his mouth to say more, but Cumar arrived, holding a tray and napkins stuffed in his mouth. He put the tray down, and Esi barely managed to grab the bottle of water that rolled off it. Cumar got the napkins out of his mouth and put them down. “Thanks. I hope neither of you thinks I have cooties.”

	“What did you want to talk about?” Esi asked once they were settled down to eat.

	Cumar rolled his eyes and stuffed his sandwich into his mouth. Ilyhas arched a brow. “Cumar wanted to talk?” he asked.

	Cumar swallowed. “Yeah. Thailor and I are being sent on a mission. It’s not in the city, and I don’t know how long we’ll be gone.”

	Ilyhas put his sandwich down. He looked a little green, and Esi knew it was because he didn’t like the thought of Cumar being away, both because it would leave him without his biggest protector and because Cumar could be hurt, or worse. “What?” he croaked.

	Cumar put his sandwich down and squeezed Ilyhas’ shoulder. “It’ll be fine. You know Thailor and I are good at our job, and I’m not leaving you on your own. You have Esi, and you have Chase and Yo’ash’s numbers. I also talked to Jadon, and he agreed to keep an eye on things and you. I’ll give you his number so you can call him if you need it. And I want you to call him, Ilyhas. No trying to solve whatever happens on your own, okay?”

	Ilyhas cleared his throat. “I’m not a child.”

	“I know. I also know you don’t tell people you’re hurting or that you have a problem. Well, except for Esi, but he keeps your secrets, so it’s not useful. I need you to be safe, though. I won’t be able to focus on my job otherwise. Please. Promise me you’ll go to Jadon if anything happens.”

	Ilyhas nodded. Esi would have promised it himself if Ilyhas hadn’t. He might not like the thought of having to rely on other people, but he knew he and Ilyhas wouldn’t have any idea how to deal with the world in this realm. They still relied on Cumar, Yo’ash, and their friends to make it, and even though they were trying hard, that wouldn’t change for a while.

	Cumar smiled. “Good.” He dropped his hand and grabbed his sandwich again. “I know life hasn’t been easy for you since you got here. I remember how it was in the beginning. But you have me, and you also have friends.”

	Ilyhas snorted. He was playing with a bit of lettuce that had fallen from his sandwich, and Esi knew he wasn’t going to finish eating it. He stopped eating when he was stressed.

	“It’s true,” Cumar insisted.

	“You have friends, Cumar. I don’t. I only have you and Esi, and neither of you are actually friends.”

	“You don’t see it, but Chase, Yo’ash, Thailor, Aiden and Caelan are your friends. I know you’ve been keeping them at a distance, but that doesn’t mean they don’t like you. They respect the fact that you need some time to get used to this realm, but they’re there if you need them. As is Jadon.”

	“How did you manage that? I can’t imagine he’s looking forward to babysitting us.”

	Cumar grinned. “I might have told him I wouldn’t accept the job if I wasn’t sure the two of you would be safe.”

	“And he gave in.”

	“He knows I’m the best, and he needs me there. Really, Ilyhas. There’s nothing to worry about.”

	Esi hoped that was true.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Jadon rubbed his face. His eyes burned and his stomach felt like it was about to start eating itself. He’d forgotten to eat again. That wasn’t surprising, with everything that was happening. The influx of demons in the city had increased and continued to do so every day. One of Jadon’s teams had been savagely attacked that afternoon, and the doctors had spent hours trying to save them. They’d managed, but it was still touch and go, and it would be for a while. That left Jadon with two missing teams, since Cumar and Thailor had left yesterday morning. He didn’t know when they’d be back, but from the texts he’d already gotten from them both, the situation there was as bad as—if not worse than—the one he was dealing with.

	Sometimes Jadon hated his life.

	He sighed and closed his eyes. He couldn’t stay this way for long, or he’d fall asleep with his head on his desk. He knew he should go downstairs to his apartment, eat, shower, and sleep for twenty-four hours, but he could only do two of those things. He’d be lucky if he got four hours of sleep before another emergency brought him back to his office.

	Which meant he had to go now.

	He turned his computer off and was about to leave the office when his phone rang. He considered not answering, but it could be important. He’d never forgive himself if something happened to someone else he was in charge of just because he hadn’t felt like answering a phone call.

	“Hello?”

	The sound of sirens hit Jadon’s ears. “Jadon?” someone yelled over it.

	“Who is this? What’s going on?” Had one of his teams been caught by the human police? Shit. That was the last thing Jadon needed.

	“Jadon? It’s Esi.”

	Jadon groaned, the tension fading. “What’s going on?”

	There was a pause, and Jadon could make out voices and the sound of something else, maybe water? “Our building burned down.”

	Jadon blinked, his tired brain trying to understand what Esi was saying. “Burned down?”

	“Yes. Everyone is in the street, and the firefighters are angry because they have to work for us. They don’t want the fire to spread to human buildings.” He sniffed. “I’m sorry.”

	There went Jadon’s four hours of sleep. “It’s okay.”

	“No, it’s not. We should have been more careful.”

	“Are you saying you and Ilyhas were the ones who set the building on fire?”

	“We were trying to cook.”

	Okay, it couldn’t be as bad as he was making it to be, then. What harm could they have done? Even if they’d burned their food and they’d had to call the fire department for the smoke, there was no way the entire building had come down.

	Right?

	“Give me fifteen minutes, and I’ll be there.” He had to at least check in on them. He’d promised Cumar he would.

	“Will the police arrest us for this?” Esi was trying to be strong, but Jadon could hear the tremble in his voice, and his heart swelled in his chest.

	Goddammit. He wasn’t supposed to feel this way about anyone, let alone Esi, who was so young and new to this world. “Don’t talk to anyone and stay out of the way. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

	Jadon didn’t even go downstairs to his apartment. He was wide awake now, and he made a beeline for the garage. He was driving five minutes later, and at Cumar’s building ten minutes after that.

	Esi hadn’t exaggerated. The damn building wasn’t there anymore. In its place was a mess of burned and twisted furniture and what remained of the bare bones of the building. There were soot and water everywhere, as well as crying people and firefighters.

	Fuck.

	Jadon took a deep breath and left his car. He didn’t even care that it was parked as if a monkey had taken care of it. He needed to find Esi and Ilyhas, and not just because he’d promised Cumar that he’d take care of them. His heart was racing at the thought that one of them—or God, both—could be hurt. Esi hadn’t mentioned anything like that on the phone, but he also hadn’t said anything about Ilyhas, and that meant Jadon had no idea what was going on or if he was okay.

	He stood by his car, looking around. There were too many people, and Esi and Ilyhas looked too much like humans for him to spot them. The opposite wasn’t true, though, and he was already starting to get glances. People were giving him a wide berth, and he was grateful for it.

	“Jadon!”

	Jadon turned around, trying to locate Esi. It was hard to even hear him with the firefighters yelling, people crying and lamenting what had happened, the water still being pumped onto what remained of the building, but he finally managed to spot him.

	Esi and Ilyhas were huddled together on the other side of the street, Esi’s back against a wall, his arms wrapped around Ilyhas. They both looked a mess. Esi was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, both dirty with black soot, while Ilyhas had on pajama pants with rainbows on them, wet fuzzy socks, and a band t-shirt. His eyes were wide as he watched the building and the people working around it, and tears rolled down his cheeks. He was clutching Esi’s t-shirt so hard it was a wonder he hadn’t torn it.

	Jadon strode toward them and resisted the urge to wrap them both in his arms. “Are you two okay?” he asked when he got close enough that he didn’t have to yell for them to hear him.

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg
DEMON'S
HAPPINESS

CATHERINE LIEVENS





images/image.jpeg





