
	Life and death just got real for the pair of Eternals.

	 

	 

	Can Grave and Athera find a way to kill Nexanthon? Can they find a way to be together? Will Grave stop being stubborn and realize that Athera is the only female for him?

	Only time, and one annoyed death deity, will tell.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	As soon as he heard the whoosh of sound confirming the door had closed behind him, Grave tossed the bags he was holding in the corner and turned toward the bed.

	He crashed down on his back onto it and groaned when he felt the softness of the mattress.

	Grave would never admit it to anyone, but he was hurting and still recovering from the venom that had nearly killed him. He lifted his arm and covered his eyes with the crook of his elbow.

	“So damn tired,” he muttered. He wanted to sleep for a week straight, and he knew it was because his body had been through so much. However, sleep wasn’t going to happen, because he had a mission to complete.

	Thinking of Athera made him sit up with a grunt. The car trip—no, the whole trip here had been a special kind of torture for him.

	Grave was used to having her around. He was used to the low buzz in his bloodstream, the one that told him he wanted her, but the car trip? Oh, that had been a visit in hell.

	Stuck in the small back seat with her, her scent filling his nose and lungs—damn she smelled good—like an ocean breeze in the night and flowers.

	His senses seemed to be hypersensitive to her. Every time she had moved, he’d felt the change in her heat patterns, sensed her movement in a visceral way.

	All he’d wanted to do was drag her onto his lap and start kissing her until she lost all reason. It wasn’t fair that he wanted her so badly. He wanted her to want him just as much.

	Another groan left his lips and he collapsed back onto the bed.

	His body was beaten and hurt and all he could think about was getting Athera naked?

	After he was cursed, he’d thought he would miss sex—and he had. Still—it hadn’t been the type of all-consuming longing he felt now. All that longing was centered on only one female.

	Athera was constantly in his head, in his sense of smell, in every breath he took. He couldn’t get away from her, and if he was goingto be honest with himself, he didn’t want to. Even if it meant he sported a raging hard-on the whole day long.

	Damn, just thinking about her had him hard again.

	Grave reached down and ran a palm over his aching cock, then grunted at the contact.

	If only it was Athera touching it. The thought caused his hips to buck up as if he had no control.

	No.

	Grave sat up, then stood and started pacing in the small room. He looked over at the door to the bathroom. If he went for a shower now, he would stroke himself to come, and he didn’t want to do that. He wanted the feel of Athera under him, and no hand job could compare to that. It would leave him unsatisfied and more charged up than he’d been before.

	Grave made a harsh sound. He’d been hiding an erection almost constantly around the female. In that way, her innocence was a blessing. She had no idea of the effect she had on him, no idea what he’d do to be inside her.

	Anything.

	Yeah, anything except killing her, and that’s what would happen if he had what he wanted.

	No.

	He needed a distraction. He was going to find the others and figure out the next part of their plan. Yes, he was going to find the males, not Athera. He wasn’t going to look for her specifically.

	Grave let out a bark of humorless laughter. He sucked at lying, even to himself. First, he’d have that shower without anything other than a good wash.

	He grabbed his bag and realized that he had Athera’s bag as well.

	He lowered himself until he was balanced on his haunches, gripping the edge of the bag, his fingers on the zipper.

	Grave hesitated at what was clearly an invasion of Athera’s privacy. Then, he yanked the tab, opening the bag with a smooth motion with a soft zipping sound.

	Her scent hit him like a bomb blast. His body responded and his cock became painfully hard.

	Grave spat out a curse but didn’t close the bag. Instead, he reached into it and pulled out one of Athera’s t-shirts. He lifted the fabric to his nose and buried his face in it, breathing in deeply.

	God, she smelled so good. So right. Athera smelled like perfection. She smelled like him—like she had been made for only him.

	It wasn’t the first time the thought had crossed his mind. Reapers didn’t have fated mates, so it wasn’t anything like that, but she felt right.

	He couldn’t explain the feeling—not even to himself. Athera felt like she had been meant for him, and the feeling had only intensified after she’d helped to heal him.

	He refolded her shirt and put it back in her bag, then zipped the thing closed, stood, and walked away from it.

	“You can’t keep doing that to yourself,” he said aloud. “Grow some balls and get over her, because you can’t have her.”

	As pep talks went, this one wasn’t working.

	There was a ping at the door and a woosh as it opened. Heath put his head in the room and looked around.

	“Who are you talking to?” he asked Grave.

	Grave snorted and shot back, “A moron. Where is Athera?” As soon as the question left his mouth, he wanted to bite it and swallow it back.

	Heath straightened and shrugged. “Last I saw her, she was heading out the living area with William.”

	“Fuck!” Grave yelled as he shouldered his way past Heath.

	“What’s the problem?” Heath called after him.

	“I don’t trust William,” Grave commented as his long strides took him to the door leading to the tunnel.

	“Do you need back up?” Heath asked from right behind Grave.

	“No. I’m good.” As Grave neared the door, it opened with a hiss of air and he strode through it. He didn’t want Athera alone with William. He’d seen some of the looks the human had sent in her direction and he hadn’t liked them at all.

	Grave couldn’t have her, but was he big enough to let her move on to someone else?

	No, he didn’t think he was. If they survived this and if he walked away, she could move on, but while he was with her and jealousy ate at him like a snake swallowing its prey, he wouldn’t be able to let go.

	He felt the urge to run down the passage, but he forced himself not to. The last thing he needed was to run into Athera and William and look like he was trying to be a hero. This was William’s territory, and Grave had some suspicions where the human was concerned. Nothing concrete yet, but he was getting closer to it.

	Grave reached the end of the passage, and the airlock opened for him. Now he was faced with another passage, where many doors led off from the side, and he had no idea which one Athera was behind.

	He decided to follow his sense of smell. He knew her scent. He felt his lips curl at the thought. Hell, yeah, he knew her scent.

	Grave inhaled deeply, closing his eyes so he could focus on that sense alone.

	Somewhere ahead, neither left nor right for now.

	He passed the first couple of doors and her smell stayed tantalizingly out of his reach ahead of him.

	He spotted the door at the end of the corridor, and somehow, he knew Athera was somewhere behind that barrier.

	His pace quickened, long strides eating the ground to the bunker door.

	 

	****

	 

	Athera turned a slow circle, trying to take in the massive library in its entirety, but she failed. The room. No, that was the wrong word for it. Perhaps warehouse would be a better word. A storage place for every book she could imagine.

	The space went down several stories, with floor-to-ceiling shelves on every single one. The center of the room was a chasm that let you see down to the bottom, but it had catwalks across it at intervals, and there were catwalks against every wall of books. Athera was amazed at the collection. She’d assumed that the Librarian must have books, but this was nothing like what she’d pictured. It was a bibliophile’s idea of heaven.

	She felt William’s eyes focus on her and, at last, looked over at him. He had a strange, unreadable expression.

	“What?” she asked, feeling the half smile form on her lips.

	He shook his head as if he was shaking himself out of a trance. “Nothing.” He turned toward a catwalk. “Come, I want to show you something.”

	Athera followed him over the iron structure that connected the door side of the room to the opposite wall.

	William stopped when he reached the other side and then stepped onto a raised, circular platform directly in front of him.

	To Athera, it looked like it was made from some kind of metal, perhaps burnished steel, and there were strange inscriptions all over it, flowing circular patterns that reminded her of the chaos of a natural pattern but at the same time, seemed to have logic to them.

	“I want to teach you something.”

	William’s words dragged her attention away from the inscribed platform and up to his face. He was still wearing that inscrutable expression.

	Athera tilted her head. “I’m waiting.”

	He gave her a smile, and Athera realized he was gorgeous when his lips curled.

	“First, can you tell me what you want to read about?”

	That was an easy one—the weapon to slay Nexanthon—but Athera hesitated. She had another burning question, and she wasn’t sure which to pick. If she met the Librarian, she could ask him about the weapon, but not her other question. While William was here and willing to let her read, she decided she’d ask her second question.

	Her voice was soft, her words almost breathless when she asked, “I want to know what exactly is the meaning of the words I used to heal Grave. What the ritual means, because I know it means something.”

	William frowned but didn’t comment on her choice of question. He held out his hand, palm up, and said, “History and customs of the Phoenix race.”

	Athera waited a moment and then two, but nothing seemed to be happening.

	“Wha—Oh.” She cut herself off as she spotted something whizzing toward them through the air.

	It was rectangular, and it took her a squinting moment to realize it was one of the books from the shelves. It zigged and zagged past catwalks as if it was a strange bird and finally came to rest in William’s upraised palm with a flutter of pages.

	“That,” Athera said with awe, “was so Harry Potter.”

	William laughed, then grinned at her. “I’d never thought of it that way.”

	Athera was curious. “It’s obviously magic.”

	“Yes. It’s one of the advantages the Liberian has from keeping his library in the Fae realm. Magic is in the air here, and the smallest spells gain a life and work better here.” He held out the book to Athera.

	She reached out a hand to take it. “This will tell me what I want to know?”

	He nodded. “Yes, but let me show you some more little magic.”

	William reached forward and, opening the book in Athera’s hands, turned the first few pages until
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