
        
            
                
            
        


	Salvaged

Djinns

Zuli’s Mates Part 3

Depraved Monsters and Decadent Myths Book 6

V.T. Bonds


Copyright © 2022 by V.T. Bonds 

All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

*This Dark Omegaverse Romance is knot for the faint of heart. If explicit scenes, OTT possessive alphas, violence, and D/s themes offend you, please abstain.*


Table of Contents

 

Table of Contents      3

Dedication      4

Chapter 1      5

Chapter 2      7

Chapter 3      14

Chapter 4      19

Chapter 5      21

Chapter 6      25

Chapter 7      29

Chapter 8      32

Chapter 9      38

Chapter 10      44

Chapter 11      46

Chapter 12      53

Chapter 13      62

Chapter 14      64

Chapter 15      76

Chapter 16      92

Chapter 17      97

Chapter 18      105

Chapter 19      112

Chapter 20      117

Keep up with V.T. Bonds      124


Dedication

Sometimes, all we really need is a break.

Other times, we need to be put back together.

At least we don’t have to wait eons to find freedom.

 

 




Chapter 1
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Ke’nu

The horizon holds me in its signature trance, but things have changed. 

My steps follow the same cadence they always have, never pausing despite the slow awareness building behind my sternum. 

An almost constant companion, the serpent hybrid stays within sight, moving to my side at times and creeping along the horizon at others. I know his name, even though a shield of fog barricades me from the knowledge. 

At times, it almost breaks through the barrier and leaves my mouth, but my control ends milliseconds before sound escapes. 

Serpian, the creature created to aid Hyan, watches me in silence. 

Shortly after the start of time, the strongest beings found they had a mutual weakness. 

Fated mates. 

A rare occurrence, finding your lifemate means weaving your soul within someone else’s. 

Mates and lifemates are not interchangeable. In fact, before the witches attacked, several of my clan had both mates and lifemates. 

Djinn are not known for their self-control. 

A mate changes your life in the way of having someone to continue your lineage and bolster your standing. 

A lifemate becomes your everything—they steal your soul. They orchestrate your future. They pull the sun into the sky and give you light beyond measure. 

They share your life force. 

Which means part of me resides in Kai’tau and Zuli, just as part of them resides in me. 

I may not be capable of breaking the invisible bonds holding me here, but I will be free again. 

My mates and I are no mere couples of happenstance. We are fated mates. Lifemates.

According to the old tales, the original beings created this realm as a safeguard against losing their fated mates. 

I will be resurrected, as many others have been through the course of time. 

My lifemates will come for me. 

We will be made whole again. 




Chapter 2
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Kai’tau

I settle another stick into the fire and pick up another before glancing at Zuli again. 

She sits with her arms wrapped around her knees in the little shelter I built with fallen branches, vines, and huge leaves. 

I wish I could snap my fingers and give her the amenities she’s used to, but my magic has yet to rejuvenate. It will take time, especially in such a remote location. 

The opportunity to pilfer strength from others becomes difficult when there’s no one around. 

Her tears continue to flow, showing our grief in a way I can’t bring myself to. I find an unexpected comfort in her display of sorrow. 

It proves I am not alone. I spent eons roaming this planet in solitude, holding so much hatred in my heart I lost sight of any good. My soul shriveled and died with each passing hour as I stumbled around in the dark.

Her tears broke the illusion of solitude I held onto with both fists. 

I am not alone. 

Fate may have brought us together, but her sweetness won my devotion. Her love stole any chance I had at holding back. 

She mourns for Ke’nu as I wish I could. She gives our overwhelming loss an outlet. I’d have gone mad without it. 

I snap the twig in half and feed it into the hottest part of the fire, urging it to create more life-sustaining heat. 

Despite the roof of leaves shucking away the light drizzle, which seems a constant in this climate, Zuli’s skin holds a sheen of wetness—the humid air doesn’t allow her tears or sweat to dry. 

I slide a bigger piece of wood into the fire and approach the lean-to on leaden feet. 

Her gorgeous chocolate eyes rise to meet mine, further revealing the suffering of her soul. The moment my ass touches the raised, woven bed of vines, she crawls into my lap and wraps her arms around my chest, reaching as far around me as she can.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbles yet again. 

I stroke her hair and repeat myself, meaning every syllable. 

“You have nothing to apologize for. I love you.”

I kiss the top of her head and stroke her back, abhorring the way my head spins. I’ve never felt so weak or helpless before, and I hate it. 

“I’m sorry, Zuli. I’m sorry I gave you reason to doubt me.”

Her tiny arms squeeze me. I ignore the pain in my bones and continue comforting her in the ways my weakness will allow. 

She falls asleep in my lap, giving little sniffles every now and then, offering me more trust than I ever thought I’d earn again. 

I don’t deserve her, but I’ll never let her go. 

Trying not to shake too much despite the strain in my muscles, I shift onto my back and settle her so her front rests on mine. 

Exhaustion sucks me down.

***

“How do we get Ke’nu back?” 

I pause and look at her, checking her face before balancing my freshly cleaned catch on the spit over the fire. 

Fat drips into the flames and sizzles as I meet her leaking eyes. 

We’ve been here for a week. Her tears have accompanied every second of our stay. 

It’s been a struggle, but I’ve kept her hydrated by fashioning a crude spile from a branch and driving it into a nearby tree. 

“There is a realm where the souls of lifemates stay. A land of in-between, like a steppingstone in the middle of a stream. It allows for the person to be resurrected, if their mate remains alive.” 

“But…” 

Her eyebrows scrunch together as she nibbles her bottom lip, worrying over whatever thoughts flow through her mind. 

I pull her toward me and kiss her forehead, silently begging her to give me her every woe. 

She opens her mouth, but no words come out. After closing her lips and swallowing, she tries again. I get the sense she asks something other than what she originally intended to say. 

“What do we have to do?” 

Setting her beside me before I pull the skewer of meat off the fire, I give her the only answer I have. 

“We find the entrance to the realm, wherever Hyan has hidden it now.” 

“It… it moves?” 

I set the food down and peel off a section of charred skin to reveal the cooked meat underneath. 

Blowing the morsel so it doesn’t burn her, I raise it to her lips and wait until she accepts it before responding. 

“Yes. When the original beings created the realm, it was meant to protect the things they held most dear—their lifemates. They did everything possible to make sure any future enemies could not desecrate their loved one’s souls. They put four major precautions in place.” 

I cool another bite and pop it into her mouth the second she swallows. 

“The first being a creature with no gender as the guardian. He soothes the dead’s pain, ensuring they do not suffer while separated from their mate.” 

Her chest rises on an unconscious sigh, her features relaxing for a moment while she imagines Ke’nu without our current suffering. 

I smooth the pad of my finger along her bottom lip after pushing another bite between her teeth. 

“The second precaution they took was a separation of power. The guardian could not work alone, for that gave him too much control over the universe. He requires an aid—a hybrid who is loyal to only his task—to usher the souls in and out of his realm.” 

Her palm blocks my next attempt to offer her food. 

My hackles rise, but I force my muscles to stay still instead of pushing her to the ground and forcing the food down her gullet. 

She flicks a worried gaze from my eyes to the stern set of my mouth and begins chewing again, much slower than before. 

Her swallow almost hurts my throat with how laborious it looks. 

“Water?”

Her request carries my feet to the wooden bowl sitting under the slow-dripping spile before my next inhale. I pick up the half-full bowl and replace it with an empty one before returning to my Omega. 

She cups it in both hands, her fingers so tiny they barely span the underside. 

I peel and lay out more sections of meat, gathering the pieces she doesn’t like in one pile to use as bait for the next trap and putting the bones in another. 

After gulping twice, she holds the primitive container in her hands for a moment while she gathers her breath. 

I extend my pointer finger and tip the bowl toward her lips, urging her to sip until every drop is gone. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Zuli, stop apologizing. Ask.”

“We have to find a hidden world, guarded by one person but only reachable by a different person? I don’t even know the specifics, but… how? I don’t understand.” 

“I know, love. It seems impossible, but it isn’t. Climb onto my lap and let me finish.” 

Her flesh slides against mine as she settles her perfect ass onto my lap. Despite her nearness, no signs of arousal rise, and a part of me feels grateful. 

The absence of my brother grates on my soul, making me weary beyond measure. 

She scowls for half
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