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AURORA

“Aurora, I need you to go get them please.” The deep tone of my boss and King ordered. 

At the age of twenty, the King of Hera had been sitting on the throne for almost four years now. And in that time, he had proven that he was different from all of the other kings of Hera. He was firm, unyielding, yet empathetic. He actually cared about his people and his country.

We were gathered in the sitting room where he was having an informal meeting with his older brother, Prince Tristan of Ares. As always, I was standing at his right hand, silently and patiently waiting for any orders he may have for me.

I loved my job, truly. 

As King Jonas’ personal assistant, it was my job to make sure that all of his needs were taken care of. I helped him manage both the household and the state affairs. I was his eyes and ears, his goffer, his book of contacts, his file cabinet, and his sounding board. Basically, I was anything he needed me to be at any given time. 

Unfortunately, there were times when my job sucked. Like right now, when I was being ordered to go hunt down a male who had been essentially missing since the day he and his brethren arrived with the Prince. 

And I knew exactly where he was. 

“Of course, your Majesty.” I bowed my head to my King and turned to stride from the royal apartments. 

The second I was clearing the door, I was pulling my phone out and dialing a number. 

“Aurora.” The voice on the other end of the line answered. 

“I need an SUV.” I ordered, the heels of my shoes clicking sharply over the marble floors of the hall. 

“Preparing it now.” The voice stated.

“Thank you.” I hung up the phone, walking down the lengths of halls and stairs that led from the royal apartments down to the side door on the ground floor. 

This wasn’t the main door, not when it came to the residents or the guests who visited the palace. No, this was the door that the staff used. 

I stepped outside into the chill of the spring night, ignoring the way that chill bit over my arms as I walked across the icy ground. 

“Aurora.” A suited male wearing a pair of blindingly white gloves was holding the door to the SUV open.

“Thank you, Ben.” I nodded to the valet, climbing into the SUV and pulling on my seatbelt while the valet shut the door. 

“Aurora?” The male inside turned to me, the hat on his head completely straight, shadowing his eyes. 

“The Spent, please, Carver.” I ordered, leaning back into the passenger seat and turning my attention to the road. 

“Of course, Aurora.” Carver nodded, putting the vehicle into gear and pulling out. “Which one?” 

Instead of answering, I shot the male beside me a weary but hinting look. 

“Ahh.” Carver nodded in understanding, guiding the vehicle past the security tower and through the high fencing that surrounded the palace, out into the street. “This is going to be interesting.” 

“This is going to be a pain in my ass.” I sighed, rotating my neck in an attempt to loosen the tense muscles there. It felt like I had been tense for months, an almost painful tension that seemed to only be building more and more every day. 

“I could’ve gone alone.” Carver pointed out.

“No.” I shook my head. “Not with these ones.”

“The royal touch.” Carver’s lips pulled tight. 

“The royal touch.” I nodded, watching the darkened city streets pass us by. With it being as late as it was, the traffic was strangely busy, the lights of the city shining off of the wet, snow-covered streets. 

“Back up?” Carver’s question held a whole world of connotation. 

“At the end of the hall. Give me time.” I ordered. While I didn’t think I would need back up, I wasn’t taking any chances when it came to this specific male. Not with what I knew of him. 

We reached the Spent, an underground parlor, where Carver pulled around to a shadowed back door, one that very few people knew about. The second the SUV pulled to a stop, a large, gruff looking male stepped out. His movements were sharp, menacing, as he strode towards the SUV. 

“Get the fuck back in the vehicle...” The male ordered as I climbed out of the vehicle and stepped around. 

“Move.” I ordered sharply, my heels clicking across the black asphalt, my eyes meeting those of the incoming male. 

“This is a private parlor.” The male began. 

“I don’t care.” I ignored the threat that the male represented as I stepped into the light of the open doorway. 

“Move.” Carver repeated my order, the driver’s side door shutting with a distinct click. 

The male sneered as his eyes ran over me, his body automatically stepping to the side when he realized that I wasn’t stopping. 

“You need...” The male started, spinning around to follow me when I waltzed right past him. 

“I suggest you keep your mouth shut and tell your boss that we are going to require a room number.” Carver ordered, holding his badge up for the bouncer to examine. “And I suggest you do it fast.” 

I ignored the two males, walking deeper into the back halls of the parlor. Carver followed me as I turned down one of the dungeon halls, ignoring the glass fronted rooms where various types of play were happening. Decadent play that fed the dark needs of the people occupying them. 

“Room 408.” Carver shared, his footsteps catching up to me, slowing down once he reached my back. 

“I assumed as much.” I nodded, finding the back staircase leading up to the upper floors. 

We reached the second floor where a dark, luscious female boasting some very imaginative attire was waiting for us. 

“I apologize but I must insist...” The female started. 

“I am fully aware.” I stated, stepping past the female and continuing on my way upwards. 

“This is highly disrespectful...” The female scrambled after us. 

Those words had me spinning around, my eyes stabbing into the dark depths of the woman’s. Her eyes widened, trembling, her barely covered chest heaving. As much as I wanted to roll my eyes at the woman, I contained myself, simply turning back to the mission at hand. 

The female unfortunately kept right with us as I stepped into the hall of the fourth floor, making my way down to room 408. 

A quick knock and I was opening the door, striding inside.

I ignored the snarling of the male on the bed and the sharp demands of the female he was shoving off of him, walking over to the floor where his pants were lying in a pile. 

“Time to go.” I stated, using the sharp toe of my heels to flip his pants up into my hand, and tossing them towards the bed. 

The room stunk of sweat and sex, the toys lying around gleaming with bodily fluids. 

“Who the fuck...?” The female demanded in a sharp voice, rising from the bed while wrapping a sheet around her lush form. 

Turning to the woman, my eyes met hers and I waited. 

“I am so sorry, Madam. I tried to stop her.” The dark female hissed from the doorway, an anxious look in her eyes. 

“He will hear of this.” The Madam threatened.

“He has very generously allowed you to continue running your business, a business that has already shown to be detrimental. Numerous times. I wouldn’t push him too much further if I were you.” I stated sharply, my gaze locking on hers.

“I give him information.” The Madam denied, a sneer crossing her delicate features, the mass of her silky blond hair waving around her head. 

“You give a place for his enemies to convene.” My eyes flashed with my fury. “Do not ever think that we are blind, Ecstasy.” 

“For fuck sakes.” The male still sitting on the bed moved his furious eyes from me to Ecstasy. “Seriously?” 

“Pants, Handel.” I clipped out, my eyes drawing over the dark blue fury of his. 

Handel was one of Tristan’s personal bodyguards. He was in fact the leader of that little merry band of men. 

With medium brown hair that was a couple of inches long, the thirty-six-year-old male was gruff in a strangely attractive way. I could understand why the Madam of the parlor decided to take care of this one herself. Ecstasy would’ve considered him a challenge, one she would’ve keenly wanted to win. 

The bragging rights alone would feed her for years not to mention the pleasure of the act itself. A powerhouse of a body that was thick with bulging muscles. 

His face was flushed with both desire and fury, his body gleaming with sweat and covered in scratches and finger marks. 

“Dressed, Handel.” My tone bit out, my eyes turning back to the silently sneering woman studying me. 

“I will be talking to the King about this.” Ecstasy threatened. 

“No, you will not.” Handel’s gruffly sharp tone slashed out, causing the stiff muscles in my neck to tense even further. He rose from the bed, pulling the pants I tossed him up over the hard bubble of his ass and doing up the front. From the claw marks on that ass, I had to admit, the woman was fierce. “If I hear that even one word of any of this has passed your lips, keeping your little parlor here alive will be the least of your worries.”

“Handel, darling, no. Do you truly believe I would ever speak a word of what we have between us to anyone?” Ecstasy crooned, circling the bed to the furious male, sliding her hands up his chest to hook them around his neck. 

I really wanted to roll my eyes when the idiot male followed her lead, dropping his lips to hers for a fairly sloppy, ex-rated kiss. The hard hunger of that kiss had their lips twisting together, the flashes of tongue distinctive. 

I was done waiting. “You already have spoken of it.” The cut of my voice had Handel’s head snapping up. “The King of Eros, the Queen of Helios, diplomats from Hades, Dionysus, Demeter, Persephone. You have spread the fact that the Prince of Ares’ personal bodyguard is a frequent member of your parlor and your bed specifically far and wide, Ecstasy.”

“Bitch.” Ecstasy hissed, turning to me. “You are nothing but an ugly, jealous little bitch full of lies.” 

“Hmmm.” I hummed, my eyebrow rising. “Yes, I am jealous of the fact that a woman like you has used whatever the Gods have given you to draw a walking dickhead into one of your many beds. And the very thick file we have on you and your various activities is filled with nothing but lies. No, Ecstasy, I could care less who you fuck. I am, however, following my orders. As for your little den here, there is one reason and one reason only that King Jonas allows you to continue operating and that reason has absolutely nothing to do with you. You have two minutes, Handel.” 

Spinning on my heel, I walked out of the room. 

“Time to go, boys.” I called, knocking on the walls as I continued down the hall to join Carver who was waiting at the end of it. 

It took Bateman and Christian two minutes to come stumbling out of their rooms, half-dressed and just as sweaty as Handel had been. Both males stunk of sex, their eyes flashing with their fury at being disturbed.

“Seriously?” Bateman sneered at me, doing up his shirt. His dark blond hair was a mess, his greenish yellow eyes dark with frustrated anger. 

“Respect.” Carver barked out, causing both males to pause in the fury of their approach. “I don’t give a flying fuck who you think you are, you will speak with respect when it comes to the King’s personal assistant.” 

“Sorry.” Bateman winced, his lips tensing. 

“Aurora?” Christian questioned, his eyes narrowing from behind the wire rimmed glasses that covered his hazel eyes, his long blond hair dark with sweat. 

“Time to go, boys.” My eyes moved passed the two men to the figure raging out of the bedroom down the hall. Handel was fully dressed, his head bent to the floor. 

With my charges falling in line, I turned and led the way back down the stairs and out of the parlor. 

When Handel reached for the front passenger side door, my hand darted passed him, opening it for myself. 

“Aurora.” His growl was low, a warning that had my eyes meeting the dark flash of his. 

“Proper protocol, Handel.” I reminded him, nudging him aside and climbing into the seat, pulling my seatbelt on. 

The back doors opened and the three males climbed inside. It was a good thing the SUV was big, the bulk of their bodies looked crammed in, shoulder to shoulder. But then, the way they all tended to manspread didn’t seem to help the space issues.

“Protocol dictates that security sits in the front.” Handel’s tone was sharp, biting. 

“You are not my security, Handel.” I reminded the frustrating male, already tired of his condescending attitude. “You aren’t even Hera security. You are Prince Tristan’s personal guard which means that you either stand by his side, or ride in the back.” 

“We aren’t on tonight.” Bateman claimed defensively. 

“Peter is.” I fully acknowledged. “Mind you, he is always the one who is on when it comes to your visits to Hera.” 

All three men in the back fell silent while Carver shot me an amused smirk. 

“Why the intrusion?” Bateman questioned, his eyes still flashing with anger. 

“You can take that up with your Prince and my King.” My tone was filled with warning. I was getting really tired of these males treating me like I was nothing but a nuisance. To be honest, if it wasn’t for my job, I wouldn’t willingly associate with them at all. Not entitled assholes like them. 

“Gods, you are a pain in the ass.” Handel clipped out.

“It there a reason or do you just enjoy being a raging bitch all the time?” Bateman’s words had the SUV squealing to a stop right in the middle of the empty street. 

“What the fuck?” Christian yelped when his face smashed into the back of the seat in front of him. The abrupt movement had all three men flying forward before slamming back into their seats. 

“Get out.” Carver’s voice barked out. 

“Seriously?” Bateman practically yelled. 

“Seriously.” Carver clipped out. “I will seriously slice your fucking tongue off if you ask that question one more time. And if you call a woman who is only doing her job a bitch again, I will take your kneecaps too. Now get the fuck out of my SUV.” 

“Let me get this straight, you hunt us down and demand that we return to the palace only to kick us out in the middle of the street?” Christian demanded. 

“And you can explain to the Prince and the King why you are so late when they have demanded your attendance. Now get the fuck out and start walking.” Carver ordered. 

“Fuck, no.” Bateman crossed his arms stubbornly. 

“Very well.” Carver put the SUV into park and leaned back in his seat, clearly settling in for a long wait. 

As for me, I opened my door and climbed out. 

They could sit there for all I cared, but I had a job to do. The second the door shut behind me, I heard a click, the doors locking and trapping the trio of males inside. 
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AURORA

Walking down the slick, snowy street, I ignored the angry yells echoing from inside the SUV and continued on ahead. I was just reaching the lights when another SUV pulled up next to me. 

“Aurora.” Jax greeted when I opened the door and climbed inside. 

“Thank you, Jax.” I sighed, pulling on my seatbelt. 

“Assholes.” Jax shot the stationary SUV a glare through the rearview mirror as he put the vehicle in drive and pulled away. “Long night?” 

“Unbelievably.” I shook my head, shooting him a grateful smile. “I need a vacation.” 

“Please don’t.” Jax practically begged. “None of us would survive without you.” 

“How is your new girl?” I asked, examining his tired face. 

“Good now that we have help.” Jax’s face took on a soft look of wonder. Him and his wife had a baby about two weeks ago and had been having trouble finding help. I went the extra mile to research nannies for them, finding someone who would be the perfect fit for the small family.

“Good.” I smiled, happy to have been a help to the overwhelmed parents. 

Jax worked full time at the palace and was home as often as he could be while his wife was a chef in a world-renowned restaurant.

“I cannot tell you how grateful Namia is for all of your help.” Jax shot me a grateful look. 

“Think nothing of it, Jax.” I waved him off. 

“Uh huh.” He rolled his eyes at me. 

We reached the palace and pulled up to the side door where I climbed out. “Thank you, Jax.” 

“Of course, Aurora.” Jax bowed his head to me before pulling away. 

I made my way all the way back up to the royal apartments, stepping into the sitting room where the royal brothers were waiting. They had now been joined by their father, King Magnus of Ares. A very attractive looking older male with blond hair and aqua eyes. The very charming King was married to a beautiful woman with red and white hair and black eyes. 

Phoenix was my hero, she was so awesome. I loved it when she visited. 

“Aurora?” Jonas’ questioning eyes came to me. 

“They are coming.” I informed him before turning to the Prince. “Your Highness, you should be aware that your men have been frequenting a certain parlor that has links to the underworld. Your man, Handel, has a physical relationship with the owner of that club, which is where I found them tonight.” 

“Is there a reason they aren’t here with you?” Tristan demanded, his tone was just as sharp as his men’s. 

“Their unfortunate use of language has had an adverse effect on Carver’s willingness to deliver them.” I informed his Highness.

“What use of language?” Phoenix demanded, appearing from down the hall.

“They were not impressed when I arrived to retrieve them and were very vocal in their irritation.” I informed the group. 

“What language?” King Jonas’ voice came out low, unyielding. 

“Your Majesty.” I bowed my head to him. “I apologize but it is not my place.” 

“Maybe not.” King Jonas narrowed his eyes on me. “Call Carver.” 

“Of course, your Majesty.” I nodded, bringing up Carver’s number and turning on the speaker function. 

“Aurora.” Carver’s voice greeted. “The dickheads are finally moving.” 

“Dickheads...?” Tristan’s voice started. 

“Carver?” King Jonas eyed his brother as he cut in. 

“Bateman called her a bitch, your Majesty. Now they get to walk.” Carver bit out. 

“For fuck sakes.” Tristan groaned, dropping his head into his hands. 

“I am sorry, your Highness, your Majesty.” Carver apologized. “But this isn’t the first time one of them has used a slur when referring to her, and I for one am done listening to the assholes spew their bullshit. I am tired of them taking their anger out on someone who is only doing their job.”

“Thank you, Carver.” King Jonas nodded at me, signaling for me to hang up the phone. Turning to his brother, he shook his head. “No.” 

“Jonas...” Tristan’s head snapped up. 

“Aurora is a master.” King Jonas sighed. “Phoenix found her for me, and she has been a godsend. Since the day she arrived she has spent every waking hour working her ass off helping me shoulder the weight of this country. Not only that but she has been intrinsic in clearing the underworld and cleaning up the cities. So no, I will not be requiring a group of men who apparently believe that a woman who displays a certain amount of strength or command is a bitch. But I do thank you for the offer.” 

“I am going to fucking kill them.” Prince Tristan snapped out furiously, rising from his seat and charging out of the room. 

“I do apologize for the mess, your Majesty.” I bowed to King Jonas. “Maybe a liaison would be more beneficial...” 

“Fuck that shit.” Phoenix waved my offer away. 

“I will be having a talk with those young men.” King Magnus stated, rising from his chair and following his son out. 

“One way or another, they will learn to respect my assistant.” King Jonas shook his head at me. 

“They will.” Phoenix assured me. “I didn’t spend all of that time hunting you down for my son just for those idiots to ruin everything.” 

This was correct, Phoenix was the one who found me. 

I had been working in the Scabbard kitchen as a prep cook when Phoenix approached me with a job offer. With the pay raise it came with I couldn’t in good conscience turn it down, not with my family in need of money. I spent the bulk of my life helping them shoulder that weight. 

Something I was still doing to this day, sending them just about everything I earned. 

I was the oldest of six kids. My mother worked her ass off to provide for us while my father did what he could. Unfortunately, when I was around the age of eight, my father was in an accident at work, one that stole the use of his legs. That was when I stepped up, helping my mother raise the younger kids and doing what I could to bring extra money in. 

I was fourteen the day I was hired to work in Scabbard, a true gift of a job. One that I did everything I could to keep, advancing up from dishwasher to prep cook. Last year, on my eighteenth birthday, I was offered this position. And I jumped at it with the hopes of providing even more for my family and hopefully giving my siblings more opportunities in life.

“Any updates on that?” King Jonas questioned. 

“We are still gathering information. We had to switch investigators, the last one wasn’t finding anything. This new one comes highly recommended and is already digging. The current information we have coming in is from him.” I informed him. 

“Good.” Phoenix nodded. “I am getting tired of that woman. She has played her hand and is now becoming a detriment to the operations here in Hera.” 

“She is.” King Jonas shot me a look that had me nodding. 

It was time. 

“Handel will be disappointed.” I noted in a soft tone. 

“Handel is a dumbass.” Phoenix scoffed. “Fucking leading the charge. The second they arrive here, all three of them are dumping their duties on Peter and sprinting off to get their feels.” 

“They are.” King Jonas sighed, shaking his head sadly. “Tristan is just now seeing that.” 

“Tristan lets them get away with too much.” Phoenix shook her head. “He will learn. And so will his men.” 

“He doesn’t know.” King Jonas eyed Phoenix. 

“He’s about to find out.” Phoenix’s lips tipped up into a dark, sinister smirk at the sound of a group of people entering. 

“Seriously?” Bateman groaned the second his eyes landed on me. 

“I suggest you keep your mouth shut, little boy.” Phoenix ordered, pointing a demanding finger to the couch. “All of you can sit your asses down and keep those annoying little brainless opinions of yours to yourselves.” 

“Phoenix?” Tristan frowned as he walked in with his father. Peter was right on his heels, along with Handel’s ward, Kyle. 

“Tristan.” Phoenix shook her head at him, signaling for him to listen. “She is one of mine.” 

“Oh, fuck.” Tristan breathed, his eyes widening as they darted over me. “I didn’t know.” 

“It wasn’t your business.” Phoenix lectured, running a set of disdainful eyes over the three males that were bunched together on the couch. “And honestly, it shouldn’t make a difference where she is from or who she is acquainted with. A woman in any role shouldn’t have to be subjected to the abuse of toxic male opinions when she is simply living her life and doing her job.” 

“She’s rude and ignorant...” Handel’s dark eyes slashed towards me. 

“And yet, when you do the exact same thing, you are seen as powerful and strong.” Phoenix narrowed her eyes at the male. “It’s amazing that in this day and age, when a woman is simply doing her job, standing up for herself and showing the power of her nature, she is seen as rude and ignorant. Especially by small-minded men who are clearly overcompensating for some sort of deficiency.” 

All three males flinched at that, Christian groaning as he dropped his head into his hands. I wanted to applaud her. 

“I hate to break it to you, Handel.” King Jonas spoke up. “But when it comes to my country, Aurora is the power here. She is my right hand. And tonight, you called my right hand a bitch all because she was performing her duty. Something that you all apparently quite regularly call her.”

“Maybe Helios.” King Magnus sighed, shaking his head. 

“I am sure I can find better people for this.” Phoenix shook her head in disappointment. 

“For what?” Bateman asked, his wary eyes moving over the royals in the room. 

“The whole reason we are here is to talk to King Jonas about the Awkes region and how we can help with that. Kyle was intrinsic in that. Unfortunately, you all were so desperate to get your dicks wet that you couldn’t even show an ounce of respect to the country that you are a guest in. Due to your immaturity and disrespect, King Jonas has just refused to accept our help on the matter. Which doesn’t bode well for the alliance we are doing everything we can to hold strong. An alliance that we all desperately need and want.” Prince Tristan lectured. 

“Go pack your shit, you are going home.” King Magnus ordered. “Once we get there, we will be doing a full review of your recent actions and how it pertains to your continued employment.” 

“Wait. What?” Bateman demanded, jumping up to his feet, his eyes taking on a slightly wild look. 

“This isn’t just about you and your apparent addiction to a certain parlor.” Phoenix sighed, shaking her head. “This is about you all completely fucking up our attempts at healing the wounds of this country. This is you idiots giving away state secrets while fucking women who are well known for being on the take, spying for certain underworld individuals. This is about you dumbasses supporting a place that is known for being one of the main supporters of Adrastos. And this is about you disrespecting a King of one of our allied countries. At this point, Jonas has every right to throw us all out of his country and remove any rights we have to ever return.” 

“I really hope you enjoyed the fucking you all got tonight because you completely fucked the rest of us in the process.” King Magnus snarled, furious. 

“I would like Kyle to stay.” King Jonas’ statement had Handel’s head snapping towards him. “He is the reason for all of this, and he is perfect.” 

“I refuse to allow my son to put himself in danger like that.” Handel shook his head. 

“It’s not your choice.” King Jonas’ eyes slashed towards Handel. “I suggest you get out of my sight.” 

The bodyguards left, leaving just the royals, Kyle, and me. 

Pure male beauty with pale blond hair and green eyes, Kyle was a very fascinating man. Tall, lean, with a pointed chin and sharp jawline. A plush set of lips were accented by a pair of sharp cheekbones and a Greek nose. 

He was quiet in a watchful way, the bright green of his gaze always studying, assessing. Those eyes seemed to swirl, often darkening or brightening depending on what his assessments showed him. Then there was that slight kernel of pure sweetness, a very soft politeness that really touched something inside of me. 

I couldn’t lie, that kernel had me going the extra mile just to see the barest flash of it. The slight softening of his face, the barest uptilt of his lips. 

Right now, though, that sweetness was nowhere in sight, replaced with keen eyed assessment. 

“Kyle.” King Jonas gestured to one of the chairs. “Please.” 

“You are kind of putting me between a rock and a hard place.” Kyle noted, the heat of his body brushing past me on his way to the chair. “Your Majesty.” 

My head dropped to hide the amusement pulling at my lips at the very obvious way Kyle had tagged on King Jonas’ title, a very last minute and verging on disrespectful add-on. 

My very intelligent and astute King simply leaned his square hewn jawline against his index finger, the intensity of his deep brown eyes studying the male before him. 

“Be that as it may...” King Jonas led. 

“How much control am I going to have over this?” Kyle asked, leaning back in his chair. 

“Oh, he’s good.” I heard Phoenix hiss silently. 

“What do you want?” King Jonas asked, the length of his dark brown hair falling over his forehead, just brushing the sharp bones of his cheeks. The indents in those cheeks went well with the wide pillows of his lips, a contrast that added a slight softness to his sharply masculine looks. 

“Rangers. I would also like a guide set on standby and an expert on Hera’s history brought on board. A real expert not one who has memorized the bullshit the previous crowns made up.” Kyle’s voice was low, soft, yet firm. 

“And?” King Jonas’ lips twitched. 

“Security. But we will talk about that later. First and foremost, I want Aurora.” That was a very clear and heavy gauntlet that Kyle just threw down, one that had my eyebrows wanting to rise. 

“Hmmm.” King Jonas hummed softly, thoughtfully, ignoring his brother’s laughter. “You know exactly what you are doing.” 

“I am not stupid.” Kyle warned, his eyes sliding from the King to me. 

I wasn’t stupid either. I knew exactly what Kyle was doing. 

He was forcing the King to play the game his way. By demanding my assistance, he was demanding that the King present himself right along with me. Which meant that King Jonas would be forced to accept the protection that Prince Tristan was offering him. The protection of a group of men who already disrespected me. 

Clenching my jaw, I met the blaze of Kyle’s green gaze with mine. That sweetness that I always tried to bring to life was bullshit, he was bullshit. Just like his guardian and the others, this man only saw me as something to be used, a nonentity. 

“No.” King Jonas denied him. “As much as I might need you, Aurora is not a bargaining chip.” The King’s claim had my gaze pulling from Kyle’s and back to the King’s deceptively lazy attitude. “I have to say, I am slightly disappointed that you would demand that an innocent woman be forcibly inflicted with presences of a group of males who treat her as nothing but a doormat that they can wipe their feet on.” 

“They will be respectful.” Kyle determined, his claim forceful despite its softness. “Those men, they are completely loyal to two people in this world. Prince Tristan, and me. They do not want me doing this alone and they do not want to be the ones to fuck this up for Prince Tristan and Ares. They will be respectful.” 

“And if they aren’t?” King Jonas pressed. 

“If they aren’t...” Kyle led. “Then their punishment will be left up to the Queen.” 
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AURORA

I ignored the harsh breath that Prince Tristan sucked in and the sharp movement that King Magnus made, my attention fully focused on my King. Jonas’ eyes gleamed as his lips extended into a dark smile. 

“Very well.” Jonas nodded, his gaze moving to Prince Tristan. “They will live under my rule, they will obey both me and Aurora. As I am sure you are aware, she is an extension of me. And if they don’t, mother dearest gets to play.” 

“Fuck.” Prince Tristan winced, nodding his down bent head. 

“They will.” King Magnus nodded in agreement, his own lips twitching with pride. “Tristan, you better talk to your men and make sure they have their shit together.” 

“Yeah.” Prince Tristan groaned. “I will make sure they are fully aware of their new job titles.” 

“Kyle.” Phoenix’s voice hit my ears as her hands touched down on my shoulders. “I might be very impressed with the play you just made, but for future reference, my girl here is not a bargaining chip.” 

“No, she is not, you Majesty, and I do apologize for that.” Kyle bowed his head towards Phoenix. “But it was unfortunately the only play I had left.” 

“And that is the only reason I am letting you get away with it.” Phoenix sounded far too amused. 

“My apologies, Aurora.” His eyes turned to me, a blaze of green. 

Bullshit. 

He didn’t give one flying fuck about how he just treated me. He wanted it his way and he didn’t care who he used to get it. With a blink of my eyes, I dismissed him from my mind and turned my attention to my King, waiting for his orders. 

“Prepare.” King Jonas ordered. “The Awkes region is very cold this time of year and our housing will not be luxurious by any means.” 

“I have lived in a shack in the jungles of Potami, I am pretty sure I can handle a cabin in the woods.” Kyle shot King Jonas a challenging look.

“Good.” King Jonas rose from his seat, clearly dismissing Kyle. “Aurora.” He gestured for me to proceed him from the sitting room. 

I could hear Prince Tristan speaking to Kyle as I led the way through the halls of the royal apartment to King Jonas’ personal office. 

“We are set up?” He asked as he circled the desk and began to dig through the piles of paper scattered across the top. 

“Yes, your Majesty.” I nodded. “The manager of the city library, the minister of the national parks, and one of the survivors are all waiting for their itineraries.”

“And the guide?” He asked, glancing over King Magnus and Phoenix who stepped into the office and sat down in the chairs in front of his desk. 

“On call.” I stated. 

“The manager of the city library?” King Magnus questioned. 

“Ophelia is an expert historian when it comes to Hera. She works with the main temple of Hera and the priests there, protecting and maintaining the true history. She is also an expert on the pantheons and the myths of Gaia.” I described. “Fiora is the minister of the national parks and was on scene for the aftermath of the attack. Briar was one of the only two rangers to survive, one who knows what happened out there. As for our guide, Zephyr, she is the only one I trust on this one.” 

“She is an expert, highly recommended. They all are.” King Jonas stated. “I also have another biologist lined up along with a number of magic users who might be a better fit for this than Kyle.” 

“What makes you say that?” King Magnus narrowed his eyes on King Jonas. A question that had King Jonas’ movements becoming sharper. It was very slight, only noticeable to someone who had made a study of the male and knew his tells. 

“He won’t say it.” My voice drew King Magnus’ attention to me. “He loves you and he loves the Prince. He also loves the fact that you want to help with this situation. But...the reality when it comes to the two of your sons, your Majesty, is that your ultimate loyalty is owed to Prince Tristan. Which is why King Jonas has others lined up, because when it comes to this, he wants to bring in the best people for the job, not the ones that Prince Tristan wants him to have.” 

“Kyle is the best.” King
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