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  Content Warnings


This book contains content that might sensitive to some readers such as graphic violence, blood, mild gore along with strong sexual content. 

Chapter 26 contains some physical abuse between father and son.,






  
  Welcome to Areth where humans and Otherworldly beings reside together in somewhat harmony and the Gods reign supreme. 
The moment you turn the page you're stepping into a different world, some spellings might be different than what you're used to, so I've included a glossary of terms just in case confusion arises.  Continue forth to be swept away into this other Earth-like world…







  
  Days of the Week- 
Moonsday – Monday 
Tyrsday- Tuesday
Odinsday – Wednesday
Freyday – Friday
Saturusday – Saturday
Sønsday – Sunday


      [image: ]Food and Animals-
Panana – Banana
Chiken- Chicken
Brockalie- Broccoli
Rhineapple- Pineapple
Bakon- Bacon
Mushnooms – Mushrooms
Onyons- Onions
Strausberry – Strawberry
Tommato Tomato
Garlik – Garlic
Potatot – Potato
Carrit – Carrot
Selary – Celery
Razberry – Raspberry
Kabbage – Cabbage
Koffee – Coffee
Chakolate – Chocolate
Shremp – Shrimp
Cheetza – Cheetah
Elephantis – Elephant
Krokodile – Crocodile
Phrog – Frog
Kricket – Cricket

      [image: ]Sports-
Sokker – Soccer
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  Chapter one
Council of the Gods
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Malice oozed through his insides while he stared at the faces of his kind, a constant reminder of his need for domination over these fools. Even the gentle melody of a flute in the air did not ease his deep-seated anger. 
Set, God of Chaos, Lord of War, and Master of Storms stood there exuding confidence. His heart, he knew, was a cold black that rivaled the deep color of his hair. His chiseled face of warm bronze with a mere scruff of a dark beard gave nothing away. 
Only the best would adorn his illustrious body, which resembled perfect marble. A black silk robe glided water-like over his bare chest. A black kilt with crimson accents and a gold belt with his emblem, a round disk of gold that displayed the head of an aardvark, enhanced his looks. 
His hand brushed the ebony cobra-carved handle of his sword secured around his waist before resting at leisure there. He tilted his chin, taking in the tall arches of ivory marble with golden-leafed palms surrounding him where he stood on sapphire-blue tiles, seeing wisps of animated fluffy white clouds breezing by, in order to gather his thoughts and how to make his request not seem so questionable.
“Why should I not take his seat here on the council? He has not attended a meeting for quite some time.” Set fanned out his hand toward the empty seat, the golden ring on his forefinger glittering in the rays of sunlight cascading down through the glass-domed ceiling.
Odin, white-haired and -bearded, with a woven golden patch that fit in the socket of his right eye, put his finger to his pale chin and looked to his other council members before casting a glance at the empty golden chair.
“You do have a point.” Odin’s voice boomed.
“Hold now!” Horus interrupted, appearing between the two massive open golden doors. He strode further into the room. 
Set’s eyes narrowed at the sight of his nemesis, who without doubt always spoke out against him at every turn. Horus’s muscled warm-bronze form was wrapped in a white kilt. The short dark-gold hair atop his head set off a pleasant face that made all genders swoon. Set was envious of those looks, even though he knew he was far from hideous himself, but still…he wanted the flawless looks of the offspring that Isis bore. That was a minor irritation but it has always irked him. Isis…she should have been his as well, but he had been saddled with her sister instead, who was in his opinion subpar. 
Set’s irritation rose as he stared at Horus’s multicolored feathered wings that he had yet to retract—which meant he had landed here just in time to be a nuisance. “This does not concern you.”
“When it comes to who will vote what becomes of the mortal realms, you should never be in any position of ultimate power.” Horus’s voice was rather gruff, displaying his irritation. With a flash of angry amethyst eyes before taking his own glance up at the council, he spread his hands out toward the council and one in particular, “Aries, surely you must agree that Set sitting there beside you would not be the wisest of decisions.”
Aries looked to Zeus where they shared a silent communication. Based on the looks they were sharing, Set was sure the reply was not going to be favorable. It was rare there were two gods from the same district sitting on the council, only he proved himself worthy of the seat during the Dark Sun period and was voted in.
“We hardly ever agree, Horus.” Aries leaned back in his onyx chair adorned with skulls. “And this is going to be one of those rare times.” 
Had Set heard him right? He really had not expected the words that flew from Aries’s mouth, and it appeared he was far from done speaking. 
“Why should Set not be the one to adorn the empty seat?” Aries gripped the skull on the arm rest. “Where is Amun Ra to contest this? In fact he has not made an appearance in—” his face twisted up in thought before giving a gentle shrug and a shake of his head “—it has been so long I cannot even remember the last time I saw him.”
“Amun Ra is…complicated,” Horus replied rather softly.
Set snorted and Horus turned a heated glare on him which made Set stifle the laugh, “Complicated is putting it mildly, young one.”
“I am not so young, Set. Do not insult me because of the annual numbers behind me,” Horus said, pointing at him.
“Compared to the rest of us, you are,” Set said, straightening his spine. “You have these idealistic views on the mortal realms, nor do you push your authority. When was the last time you received offerings?”
Horus fluttered out an annoyed breath. “I do not demand offerings from any mortal. It is their choice to make them. It does not make me any less valued among the many communities there.”
“Offerings should always be given to us in order to maintain our authority over them. When the offerings and fear become less they feel they are capable of existing without us. Do we want another rebellion to take place?” Odin interjected. “You remember what happened the last time, right? Celestials and Demons were working together trying to overthrow our power to take it for themselves—and you? You helped them.”
Horus scoffed. “Unknowingly, but I will not deny I had a hand in all of that. They would not have gotten our secrets if it was not for my trust in a friend I should not have trusted.”
“So why should we trust anything you say now?” Aries said, point-blank. “You almost brought our downfall.”
Here was Set’s chance to turn the tide, for them to view him as one of the team. “We are judging Horus much too harshly,” Set said with raised palms.  Horus turned a shocked look on him which made Set internally smirk, “He really was quite young then, and so trusting. It was easy to get swept away in a youthful friendship. Let us not forget the rebellion did not succeed and all were punished accordingly. Horus was just a pawn, and I am more than certain he is not that foolish to be taken advantage of now.”
“What are you up to?” Horus’s tone dripped with suspicion.
Set would not answer. He knew that would confuse Horus all the more and that brought him an intense pleasure. “It is quite all right to have a difference of opinion, which is why you, the glorious council, made up of the wisest minds in all of Etheriya is here to make the best decisions for us and the mortal realms.” Set’s tone came out casual while folding his hands against his firm belly. “The problem at hand is that seat—” he gestured again towards the empty tall backed golden chair “—is still without its valuable member, who refuses to even be seen. It is time to fill it with one a lot more brave, cunning, strong, and present.”
“Oh, and that is you, is it?” Horus scoffed, his head tilted towards Set. “You have been trying to take Amun Ra’s seat for two millennia now, and no one in their right mind would elect you into it.”
Set smiled a gentle grin that he knew was going to drive Horus crazy. “How many votes do I need to take the chair?” Set said in a slow twist of his head toward the council.
“One hundred and forty,” replied Danu, Celtic mother goddess, with long black hair spun in ringlet curls down her back and over her shoulder and a gown of green as deep as a forest. She lifted her pale arm and swept her hair from over her shoulder. “If you can get the votes, we will consider your position up here with us,” she replied looking to Oshun whose face was pensive. 
Oshun stood up. Her golden, floor-length silk gown cascading down her body complimented the dark shade of her ebony skin. Her hair was wrapped up in the same gold silk. She descended the marble steps to stand before Set, who was eyeing her with curiosity. “I do not think anyone who commits fratricide out of pure jealousy should sit amongst us. Your jealousy gets out of hand, does it not, Set?” Her gliding steps brought her to a marble pool of water. “In fact, let us ask him what he thinks.” With an elegant sweep of her arm she waved her hand over the pool, the waters rippled before a view of a throne of black obsidian in a room of gray brick illuminated by torch light came forth.
Set growled softly. Oshun, like Horus. always opposed him and it was infuriating, but he refrained from such outbursts.
It was then Anubis, the fine figure of a man, tall and muscular with black pointy jackal ears atop his head that came into view. “Oshun, my love, my dream, what do I owe the pleasure of your call?” he purred with a devastating smile on his face. His right ear flicked and she smiled.
“Save your flirts for another time. This is not a social call, I am afraid.” Oshun’s smile faded. “Is Osiris nearby?”
“Certainly. He was dealing with an argument about a soul’s judgment. How it was not fair, when you know as much as I do Ma’at never makes a mistake. The soul kind of went a little bonkers and tore up the place, which ended up tipping over the scales, proving the initial judgment was indeed the correct one. I will go see if Osiris is done with that little hiccup, just give me a moment.”
It wasn’t long before Osiris came into view. Set’s eyes narrowed at his brother. Although his skin had been green for the past four thousand years, he was a perfect vision even now. Many other underworld dwellers all stood behind him. 
Set had to hold back the sneer seeing his brother appearing so innocent and pure, as if he never did anything wrong, the braggart. Even as one of the Lords of Death, he still manages to think he’s the better. 
What was even more disgustingly pathetic is how loyal Isis still was to Osiris, even if they could never really be together. At least Set could revel in the fact he kept the two of them apart. 
“Oshun, it is good to see you. How may I be of service to you?” Osiris’s regal tone made Oshun smile and Set’s belly turn sour.
“Just thought you should know that Set here is going to campaign for one of the spots on the council,” Oshun sat on the edge of the pool.
“There is not a vacant spot though, so how can he campaign for it?” Osiris said.
“He is trying to usurp Amun Ra’s seat.”
Osiris’s eyes widened just a little, “I see. Never satisfied with what you have, are you, Set? You need to ruin everything you touch with your misguided jealousy.”
“I am not asking for your opinion. You of all deities cannot even leave the underworld like, for instance, Lucifer can since you are ‘incomplete.’” Set softly chuckled. “Even if you oppose me, it will do little good.”
“You and I both know Lucifer is not quite a deity. A strong celestial for certain, and he can come and go from the death realm if it pleases him. The only time I am afforded a chance to leave the realm of the dead is for the Tournament of Souls, and you can bet your entire flock of undead birds I will be in attendance and we can meet face to face and have this out then.”
Set shrugged, “like that matters. All I need is one hundred and forty votes to consider me for a position on the council. And Amun Ra has neglected his council duties for far too long.”
“Given our history, Set you will not get my vote, nor many votes from the death lords. You are sort of the running joke down here. They even use your likeness for dart boards.” Osiris said with a smirk. 
A joke?! You are the joke. Set seethed. “You had it coming, you self-righteous—”
“Ahh, your temper and jealousy are showing, Set,” Osiris interrupted him. “Be careful there. You would not want the council to see how volatile to your own kind you really are.” Osiris crossed his arms.
Set had to steel his emotions. He had to not rise to the baits his brother was throwing at him just so the council would vote against him in the end. He needed to take a high position in that of power in order to get to where he needed to be, if he was going to fulfill his greatest promise to himself. He had to be cunning. Set was not going to stand around and let Amun Ra have everything that he felt he deserved.
Through their quest together, when they had been friendly with one another, Set grew more envious of Amun Ra the longer he had spent with him at his side as they defeated their great enemy Apophis. It should have been himself as the one to strike the final blow, it had been set up for him to do so…but no. Amun Ra catapulted over him and took the dark god’s head and all the credit. 
He should not have gone with him, even if at the time he felt honored to have been chosen, he since then regretted it. There was a lot he regretted in his immortal lifetime and he was going to make up for it. He was going to be the all-powerful and he would start by taking Amun Ra’s seat on the council. He had been taking a few lessons from the grand rebellion eons ago. He saw where Lucifer, a celestial almost powerful enough to have been a god himself, had made devastating mistakes. That celestial valued his brothers and ended up sacrificing himself for them. He would never make such mistakes. It was best to not care about anyone in order to achieve his ultimate goal.
He had been surprised that Amun Ra had activated his Star when he had never before in the past. He had given up all contact with both the mortal worlds and theirs and locked himself up inside his sun palace to never be seen or heard from again. 
“I see where you are coming from, Oshun,” Aries interjected. She gave him a respectful incline of her head before rising up from the edge of the marble pool. “No one else has wanted to even claim Amun Ra’s seat, yet the fact remains the sun god does not value it. If he did, he would be here to fight for it.” He leaned back. “Let us just see if Set can even gather the votes, and then we can discuss what is next to be done.”
“I do not trust him,” Oshun said to Horus coming to stand beside him. 
“Jealousy does not exclude anyone from taking a seat on this council. If it did we would all be guilty of that at some point,” Danu said to her with a barely-there smile. “I also understand, but Set has also been the only one to bring up the point of Amun Ra’s continued absence. Like Set, I do agree that it is time to replace Amun Ra.”
“Not with one like Set, though,” Horus said, flexing his hand back to him.
“It is the murder and hacking up of his body into pieces that I have a problem with,” Oshun said backing Horus up while looking right at Set who presented nothing but innocence.
“When have we not all done a little murder in our times?” Aries asked. “As a war god myself, I know I slit a throat or two in my days.”
“Yes, but a murder of one of our own over petty jealousy is not justifiable in my eyes,” Oshun said, lifting her head up high, looking down her nose at Set. “Using his own words, the wisest minds of Etheriya make up of this council, so we should be looking at this through the lenses of logic, not because we want to fill an empty seat.” 
“What if I impose this?” Set’s strategy was forming and he would make it sound so good that the others deities would give in. “Forget the votes. If my Star wins the upcoming Tournament of Souls, you grant me that seat.”
Odin looked at the faces of the council, who were indeed thinking thoughtfully about the proposal that Set could feel would turn in his favor.
“That is something I could accept,” Oshun said. “Your coaching of your Star would definitely show us who you are and if you are worthy of the seat.”
A melodic flute stopped playing abruptly. 
“I disagree,” said a voice from above.
Set spun around to face one of the gods that represented the Far East, who stood hovering a mere inch over his pink silk cushion and smirked at him. He eyed the being with hostility. His long silver spun hair was looped up in a circle at the back of his head, and he wore a black silk kimono with a silver sash.
He lowered his flute and jade ornaments clicked together.
“Why do you object?” Set’s voice was low and rough. “You did not even activate your Star. You are just playing with mortals to pass the time.”
“You are tricky, Set. That is why.” A small smirk curved the corner of the god’s pretty mouth as silver eyes peeked out at him. “For example, is it not true you broke into Yama’s office while he was away and tampered with not just one soul, but two? You without his permission reincarnated former Star and Elysian souls into your current ones. Is that not cheating?”
“As if you play by the rules yourself.” Set kept in the growl that threatened. “I had to even out the board. Amun Ra had done the same only not with just one or two souls. Why are you not questioning his motives?”
Yama lifted his hand, “Actually Amun Ra was not even involved. The souls I reincarnated had been marked as such which had nothing to do with the game. So I had pushed them through.” He then pointed at Set, “You on the other hand kept souls from me.”
Set scoffed. I need to turn this around and fast. “Are you really so different, Tsukuyomi? You, when Yama’s back was turned, tossed a soul of your choice into the world and did not adhere to the code to chisel a brand new soul.”
Tsukuyomi snorted. “My crime, if you can even call it that, was just mischievous fun. Besides, the soul I toyed with was nothing more than a common mortal soul that grew to be a thorn in my side. Why should I not entertain myself? It is not like I toyed with a Star or Elysian soul.”
“Still a crime, and you should have been punished for it.”
Tsukuyomi took a threatening step in Set’s direction, his eyes narrowed. “There’s a huge difference in what I did than your petty squabbles with Amun Ra and those that serve under him. Those that offend me are not something I can overlook and I will take my payment out of them one way or another.”
Set laughed loud and hollow. “It seems to me for a god who is big on manners, if it doesn’t suit your desires, you do not use manners yourself. Or should I even bring up one Takeshi Omoichi?” He then leaned closer to him. “Should I ask your wife about him? Did she not lie with him to throw insult to you?” With a short, cold laugh Tsukuyomi shook his head as if that didn’t matter, when Set knew for a fact it bothered him a great deal.
Tsukuyomi snorted. “As if you do not have issues in the same vein with your own wife.” He then lifted his forefinger in the air. “After all, yours desired your brother who is better than you in every way, but had to trick him into laying with her by pretending to be Isis when everyone in the Etheriya knew Osiris was a faithful and noble husband.”
Set sneered at him, tired of hearing about Osiris being superior and for being the one Isis preferred over him. Yes, his own wife resembled Isis quite a bit, but she wasn’t the same as Isis. No goddess could ever compare to her in his eyes. These thoughts made him want to drive his fist into the moon god’s throat for speaking the truth so casually, but he restrained himself from lashing out in front of the council. That would not serve his purpose whatsoever. 
Tsukuyomi tapped his chin. “And if I am not mistaken, the two of them created offspring. Anubis, correct? Who we were just speaking with. It must sting to have to look at that face when you are as barren as the wastelands.” He snickered, his eyes twinkling with cruel merriment.
Set’s hand twitched at the grave insult that he was lacking somewhere and the moon god must have sensed the danger afoot and phased out and then back in, laughing as he floated above his silk pillow on the top step. 
“Enough you two!” Zeus shouted, and thunder crashed around them.
Odin groaned and pinched the bridge of his nose. “There will be no more reincarnating souls without Yama’s explicit permission, no matter the reason. Do all of you understand? From now on—and this goes for all within the sound of my voice.” He stood. “Do not take it upon yourselves to better your game boards if you think your pieces are inadequate. Just play the pieces you are dealt. There are rules to obtaining Stars and Elysians, and if you do not stick to them I will be forced to remove you from the game and eliminate your players.”
“Can we get back to the issue at hand, which is Amun Ra’s empty seat on the council?” Aries asked, and received all nods. 
“Very well,” Odin replied. “Set, I may not like the way you bent the rules for the tournament, but it also shows cunning. If your Star succeeds as victor in the Tournament of Souls, you may take up Amun Ra’s vacant seat.” He then pointed the golden gavel at him. “Set, you just put yourself at the mercy of your Star. I really hope you know what you are doing. Meeting is adjourned.” He slammed the gavel with a resounding bang, ending the session.
Aries was first to descend the steps. When Set approached him, he clapped his arm over the angry god’s shoulder. “Don’t mind Tsukuyomi too much. He likes to get under all our skin sometimes.”
Set was still fuming. “I have better things to do than play back and forth with him. He is one that can bait me into reacting just as much as Osiris can. I swear they conspire against me every chance they get just to raise my ire.”
“Since when do you want a spot on the council?” Aries's gaze slid over Set while he crossed his arms.
“I have always wanted one. They made a spot open for you, so why not for me as well? I would much rather take Amun Ra’s spot since he has neglected his duties for long enough.”
Aries snorted, and with sly narrowed eyes, he said “I bet you would.”
“There is much I want to accomplish, and it all starts with that seat.” Set looked Aries up and down and his eyes narrowed thoughtfully at just what he could accomplish with this powerful being at his side. “I could use a worthy ally.”
“What do you have in mind?” Aries scanned Set over his shoulder before returning a curious gaze to his.
“Come on, let us promenade and then maybe you will be swayed by what I have to say.” Set gestured to the open doors where he ushered Aries out.
Horus leaned closer to Oshun as they both watched the pair leaving the Marble Hall, talking in hushed tones.
“He is up to something,” Oshun said, her eyes not moving from the pair, “and when two war gods are in talks like this it never goes well.”
“Set is always up to the most heinous plots that end up only in destruction,” Horus replied. “I wish I could figure it out before it is too late and Set dooms all kinds, ours included. I must find a way to communicate with Amun Ra, to get him here so Set does not usurp his position.”
“What about his Star? Maybe she can get a hold of him?”
“I doubt that.”
“Before you delve too deeply into your plan, Horus, Chronos is not happy you messed with the timeline without his permission and he wants to see you in his office as soon as possible. I tried to explain to him but he would not hear me.” Oshun shook her head with a disappointed sigh leaving her lips.
“Damn it.” Horus groaned and nodded. “I did it all for Amun Ra, you know?”
“I am not judging you, Horus, in looking out for him, especially from backstabbing fools like Set. Yet messing with time, you are bound to alert Chronos no matter the situation.”
“Did I hear you correctly?” Tsukuyomi’s voice penetrated Horus’s ear before he could excuse himself. “Are you on Chronos’s bad side? Are you messing with timelines?” Horus hid the urge to roll his eyes at the way the moon god was trying to get his attention.
“I better not keep him waiting.” Horus inched closer to the open doors.
“You were not very stealthy were you? I at least eased him into a deep slumber for a moment whilst making my own trip back to your neck of the woods—or should I say, sand dunes.”
“Will you get on with it?” Horus’s temper was short.
Tsukuyomi floated an inch off the ground, before landing gently on his toes, “I was going to offer you something sweet but if you are going to be a yapping meinu about it, you can just forget it.”
Horus growled and was sure this being had just insulted him, yet he was curious, “Why are you offering me this ‘something sweet?’”
“I despise Set far more than I despise you.” Tsukuyomi grinned. “And trust me, my hatred runs deep for you. Be it as it may, with all of that I cannot allow Set to claim a seat on the council like he wishes. Neither of us have activated our Stars—your reason being a rather foolish one—but you are guiding the Star of Amun Ra, and no doubt if he reclaims his seat on the council, it will stop Set’s ambition right in its tracks. Amun Ra is the one he fears the most, even if he will never admit such a thing. I am sure there is more to his ambition than just a lousy council seat.”
“So what is your offer?” Horus was growing impatient.
“I had done something quite devious. I pilfered Odin’s eye from his treasury.” Tsukuyomi snickered. “It is one of the main reasons the deity is still cross with me even thousands of years later. I was using it on a mortal; the eye stole some of her memories and were trapped inside it, since stolen memories fuel the eye’s strength into being a weapon for us. The thing is, I had one of my minions hide it in the past so Odin would have no idea where to look for it and take it away from me, and I admit I did a rather foolish thing. Even I cannot find it.”
“What have you done?” Horus took a deep breath knowing in order for the moon god to accept fault it must have been something big.
Tsukuyomi rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly. “I made it so the eye can only be revealed by blood of a specific family line, and because of my vendetta against Lord Omoichi Takeshi, I admit I might have gone a bit too far by playing with who he valued most. I am certain he slaughtered the entire Tsuki Clan bloodline because of my games, so the eye is now lost to one and all.”
That was when Horus’s mind started to tingle. He knew a Tsuki personally. Could it be possible? There could also be several different blood lines belonging to the Tsuki name. It is perhaps a common surname, but it is worth the investigation. “How do I test the bloodline?”
Tsukuyomi snapped his fingers and a syringe appeared in the air, “Take the blood of the mortal you have in mind. If it turns electric blue, then it is the blood you want and that mortal is the key to getting the eye back and your advantage. The eye will also turn blue in the presence of said bloodline, revealing itself.” 
Not even bidding a farewell, with what Tsukuyomi had said stuck in his head, Horus swept from the room and down the wide hallway, marble and gold glimmering arched over him. He wanted to avoid Chronos for as long as possible and he was sure the guardian of time knew that, yet it was best to get this meeting over. With dread in the pit of his stomach, he headed in the direction of the god’s office. 
Glancing up at the iron door with Chronos’s marble name plate, anxiety settled in his chest. Before he had a chance to knock, the door creaked open.
Horus smoothed down the sides of his white kilt and pushed the door open wider. Across the room, seated behind a desk in front of a large window displaying the iron insides of a monstrous sized clock, its wheels and cogs ticking and turning, was an older-looking man in a sharp blue three-piece suit, his white hair styled with flair. Colorful beads were strung over the strands of hair that framed his face.
“Horus.” Chronos’s voice was deep and intimidating even to Horus. “Do come in. We have a lot to discuss.”
Letting out an uncomfortable sigh, Horus stepped in through the open door, which slammed behind him. 






  
  Chapter two
Let it Go
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With the green mug of steaming koffee held in his hand, the deep aroma of roasted beans with just a hint of vanilla delighted his nose to the point where he couldn’t resist another moment and took a quick sip. That first swallow sent enjoyment running through him as he stepped into his library. 
The wood paneled walls encased him in warmth along with the fire crackling and burning brightly in the fireplace to his left, casting a few shadows on the walls. He headed to his antique desk, the top faded and worn due to time and wear, and Ivan set his mug down on a coaster. 
About to take a seat in his green velvet chair, he noticed a pile of half-eaten roaches and the remnants of a rat tail displayed before him in tribute on the green plush cushion. 
He cringed. “Damn it all.” he growled, “Edgar!” Ivan’s Ruskian accent came out thicker than he could hide in his irritation. 
A squeak to his left pulled his attention His head snapped toward the sound and he found it, that beast from the Nyte Realm. The little fluffy bear with thick dragon legs and clawed feet with a long scaly tail dove under a blanket in its cushiony and fluffy bed, a bed that Kyra had gotten for him. His little food and water dish, both with the name Edgar printed on them in elaborate cursive, caught his eye and he wished upon wish that Edgar had deposited the remains of his wild catch in the food bowl instead of atop his chair. Kyra was treating this creature like a pet, and Ivan knew that Edgar was far from a kit. 
Edgar’s pointed and barbed tail poked out from underneath the blanket. It wiggled and Ivan stomped over to him. 
Why does Kyra have to keep this thing here? It wasn’t that he didn’t appreciate the little runt eating all the pests. It was when the remains were left behind for him to find in the strangest of places sometimes he didn’t like. “No, Edgar.” His tone came out strict, as if he was scolding a misbehaving toddler. 
Edgar pulled his tail in underneath the blanket. Whimpers of fright drifted to Ivan’s ears and he rolled his eyes as the guilt over the creature’s scared state started to surface. With a sigh, he opened the drawer on the right, pulled out the box of tissues, and took to cleaning off the seat, tossing the remains into the trash can before flomping down in his chair.
Leaning back in his comfortable chair, he put his hand to his forehead and squeezed the bridge of his nose, wondering just what other surprises were going to be in store for him today.
A flutter of wings and a small burst of wind blew across his face and making Ivan lower his chin, coming face to face with Horus. The sky god gave off glowing purple energy as he stood there with a serious expression on his perfect face. Ivan was positive he would never get used to the way Horus just popped in on him whenever he pleased now. “Oh. To what do I owe the pleasure of your visit today?”
“Has anything odd been happening with Anen lately?” Horus, as usual, came right to the point and Ivan rolled his eyes. There was never any How are you doing today, or I’ve got some important news to share, to start with. 
“Odd?” Ivan’s brow creased.
“Yes, odd. Like his form flickering or fading in and out? What about changes to the ruby sliver of Amun Ra’s disk?”
“Not that I’m aware of. Anen doesn’t really appear before us as much as he had before Kyra and my trip back to the past, so we can’t really tell if something strange like that is happening with him. He’s more tight-lipped than ever, it seems.”
“I was speaking with Chronos and the timeline has gone on a different track. My fault  since I did not explain what Miss Connelly needed to do and I just sent her back. I should have informed her what she was supposed to do on her quest—but as you know, she was not exactly prepared.” He looked right at Ivan. “Now that she knows, the timeline needs to be corrected to get everything back on the right track.”
“So what you’re saying is Kyra needs to—”
“Go back,” both Horus and Ivan answered together. 
“Drav’mo…” Ivan cursed under his breath in Ruskian, then let out a worried breath. “She’s not going to like this,” he said, squeezing the bridge of his nose again. 
“We have another big problem, and that is Set. Chronos sees past, present, and future and a huge possibility with me sending her back this time is she will encounter Set and she should not. Had I done this right when I originally thought to send her back to retrieve the disk from Amun Ra...”
 Horus began to pace, worried. “You see, Chronos divulged this information instead of keeping it to himself as is protocol when playing around with time as to not disrupt what needs to happen. But he said we are in an alternate timeline now and he made an exception as he needs me to get us back onto the right time track. So I need to make sure Miss Kyra does not meet up with Set. She needs to remain invisible to him so that the two of them do not meet in the past. Chronos agrees that in order to fix this alternate time track, she will have to venture back and perform the task of retrieving Amun Ra’s disk and complete the process of putting it in Anenhotep’s hands which should correct the timeline.” Horus then cleared his throat, “and you are going to be the one to tell her.”
“Me? Why not you? It was your mistake.” Ivan let out an irritated noise. “Surely a god is not afraid of a mere mortal.” His eyes narrowed in suspicion. Is Horus afraid of Kyra?
Horus snorted. “You are her Guardian, after all. All news should come from you. Besides, she and I are still not on good terms, even in class she pays attention but the look on her face…” he then shuddered, “after it was revealed to her that, yes I was her professor and that I had placed myself in her path on purpose for her to learn from me I should have expected a negative reaction, but alas, I did not.” He tapped his chest with his fingertips.
“Kyra is big on the whole truth.” Ivan said having experienced a similar explosion of Kyra’s temper at the fact that he had been watching over her since she started working at his shop seven years ago. 
The night he and Kyra had returned from their trip in the past, Horus appeared before all of them, and the way her face contorted in a mass of fury with Horus being who he was had even the god nearly floored in her fury.
 Ivan was glad that for once he wasn’t on the receiving end of it. Horus was a god so he could take it when— “Watching me?! You too?!” Kyra said through gritted teeth, cerulean eyes blazing with fire. “Do you guys realize how creepy you allow yourselves to get?” She pointed at both Horus and Ivan while slamming her foot against the floor, adding to her already visible frustration. “I swear to all the gods, if there are any more secrets like this that you all are waiting for some monumental moment to tell me, you better confess it all now or else I’m walking away from this whole thing!” She added to her threat by thrusting her fisted hand forward in the air as if she were going to strike him.— Horus steel his spine as he too must have been thinking back to that ill-timed revelation, and then forced a smile back and arched his brow. 
“There is an interesting amount of power in her that could be considered dangerous even to my own kind, and I do not want to invoke it,for what it will do to her is unclear.” Horus admitted.
Ivan groaned, not masking his worry. “Also, at that time she was untrained, and when she loses her temper, her Starfire tended to flare with dangerous results.”
“I am pleased to see she has come pretty far with her abilities these days.” He then looked around at the books in the walnut shelf behind Ivan. “It is Freday evening so I shall return early Moonsday morning which I expect Miss Connelly to be ready to go back to retrieve the disk from Amun Ra. You have that length of time to let her understand the enormity and need of this situation.” Horus said and twisted around leaving through the archway. 
A buzzer went off and he turned towards the monitors on the far wall giving him a view into the showroom. A young woman was standing in there. He got up from his chair and headed towards the steps that led into the shop. Opening the door, he noticed the woman appeared around Kyra’s age. She stood about a head shorter than himself, warm-brown skin with shoulder-length dark hair in spiral curls. Her dark green eyes twinkled as she smiled at him.
He closed the door behind him and approached the glass counter she was standing in front of. 
“Can I help you, Miss?”
“You’re Ivan Katzev, correct?”
“That’s me.”
“My name is Lorelei Hutton, but you can just call me Lori. I’m apprenticing with Ashford Baldric, and he sent me here for a trinket you are holding for him.”
Both Ivan’s brows arched. “Really? I wasn’t made aware that Ashford was taking on any other apprentices. The only apprentice in his tutelage I’m aware of is Barry, who I’ve known for years.”
“Yes, I’m new as of a few days ago and I’m working on a project and Mr. Baldric—”
“Lord Baldric,” Ivan corrected with half a grin and kept suspicions from showing. If this woman was his apprentice, she would know that.
“Right.” She pointed at him with a lazy finger. “Lord Baldric, as I was saying, told me you were holding an object for him and I could pick it up here.” She passed him a slip of folded paper.
Ivan opened the note and glancing at it he saw in his grand benefactor’s handwriting permission for her to retrieve the object for him. His mouth twisted up, not really at all convinced. “Maybe I should call him.”
“You won’t be able to.” Miss Hutton’s reply was short and almost high pitched. “For you see, he’s on a quest for something to do with the sorcerer Merlin.” 
How convenient. With a nod of understanding, Ivan knew that part was probably true. The man was obsessed with Merlin lore, how that fabled wizard stretched between several different worlds leaving his evidence in each, and since Baldric was the oldest sorcerer he knew, it was common knowledge the man followed the lore wherever it took him. It wasn’t farfetched for him to be unreachable at the moment.
“You could call Barry. He’ll vouch for me.” She said with an adoring smile. “The last thing I want to do is have you suspect me of being a liar. I’m tutoring under Baldric as I really had no other place to go and he’s taken charge of me.” She looked to the floor for a moment, giving off waves of sadness, and Ivan felt guilt begin to surface.
“Now, now, Miss Hutton, I’m not accusing you of anything. I just have to be sure. I mean, Lord Baldric already has one of Loki’s brooches in his possession. He really wants the second one also?”
“He does, he’s got plans for both of them,” she said while folding her hands behind her back.
Looking down at the paper once more with a questionable sniff, Ivan surrendered. “All right then, just give me a few days and I’ll bring it by the manor.”
“How many days?” Miss Hutton’s mild yet almost aggressive tone screamed at him there was danger afoot.
“I’m kind of in the middle of something important, but I can have it to you soon.” This woman was far from a little pushy and knew without a doubt something strange was brewing. Was it she or his benefactor that had ulterior motives for that brooch? After all, it could reshape the wearer’s reality. It wasn’t something to mess around with, especially for a newbie sorcerer apprentice like Lori. 
He could barely feel the tiny spark of magic that was percolating in her, and there was no way she’d be able to control such a brooch…but the paper was signed and approved by Baldric and Ivan trusted him. He always had, ever since he was eighteen and was chosen by him when he graduated from the academy at the Temple in the eastern mountain country of Shaola, and they had been a team ever since that day. Baldric paid for all his needs, quests and adventures, and had even been a part of them from time to time. 
“Sounds good to me.” She smiled, “Thank you for your time, sir.”
“Have a good day.” Ivan continued to smile as she left through the door and he gazed at the paper again. He’d have to go into the Cursed Objects vault, which he did promise Kyra a tour of, so there were two reasons to see if she could get back here tonight, even if it was getting late in the evening. He knew she was attending Dominick’s final recital, but perhaps he could get her to come back after. He reached over to his phone and began to dial Kyra’s number to try and get her to come back sometime tonight so that they could discuss everything. 

      [image: ]The light and pretty melody flowing through an acoustic guitar coming from the stage delighted and impressed Kyra’s ears as she sat there amongst a theater full of attendees listening to a song that Dominick had written. Her friend was a gifted musician, and she knew he would be one to go far with this talent. It was no shock, really, considering his parents were both professional musicians, his father a world-renowned violinist and his mother one of the most famous opera singers in the world. Talent ran in his family. 
This song was haunting, as if he was singing her emotions and her life. Other musicians joined in as the song was reaching its climax, along with a fifty person choir in the background, singing softly. Dominick was so gifted she was sure he would be just as famous as his parents. 
She closed her eyes letting the song envelop her as she felt a part of it.
When the final note was strummed, he stood up and took a bow to thunderous applause. He turned and thanked the other musicians and the choir before walking across the stage. Kyra smiled for her friend.
They all met for drinks afterward at booming Club Azta, which wasn’t far from the music conservatory, to celebrate his success in passing his final. The club was loud, lights flashing to the beat of a rhythmic song playing as mortals and mystics fell to the spell of music with their dance. 
Sitting next to Austin in this private room where Kyra could still feel the slight beat of the song playing but the glass windows barred some of the music was no fun. He kept stabbing her in the side with his elbow. She rolled her eyes at how animated his conversation was. Why had she opted to sit here, across from Keitaro and…Ariel. Her eyes narrowed just the slightest bit. I’m not bitter, really, I’m not, Kyra said in her head, trying to convince herself this relationship was fine with her while her eyes drifted to Ariel’s hand which covered over Keitaro’s in her possessive grip. 
“I’m positive if you gripped this lad’s hand any tighter, Ariel, you’d cut off circulation.” Ashel wagged his flame-red brows at Ariel and Keitaro.
Ariel’s jaw dropped open just a bit to show her shock at such a statement.
At least Kyra wasn’t the only one uncomfortable about their hand holding. She had to look elsewhere for it was causing a tense twisting in her belly at the sight of this. She lifted her glass hoping to hide the sneer that she was sure was plastered on her face from this disgusting display while taking a sip from her thin straw balancing in her fruity cocktail. The sensations of someone’s eyes on her danced up her spine and she lifted her head slightly to find Ashel staring right at her with a sympathetic expression. Does he know how uncomfortable I am? She was sure she was hiding it well, but the Fae could certainly see more than the average human’s eyes. 
She focused on his right antler, so he couldn’t read her eyes just in case he could read her emotions through them. His antlers weren’t exactly large, they grew at a slant going backwards which displayed his age at around a thousand years old, which would seem old by human standards but certainly not Fae standards at all.
Kyra winced inside at the conversation Keitaro and Ariel were involved in, their closeness irked her and she didn’t want to pay too much attention to what they were saying. Aiya…She exhaled slowly. Keitaro and Ariel had been dating for the past three months. Kyra never would have thought of him and Ariel together though. It was a bit of a shock. 
She tried not to keep focus on them. A twinge of uncomfortable loss would constantly hit her whenever they were together around her. What made matters worse was Ariel over at her and Keitaro’s place nearly every day. 
That was nagging at her more than it should. 
She kept this struggle to herself. 
Her mood elevated the moment the glass door opened letting in the loud beats of music and Dominick set foot through the door with Jessie and Miranda on either side of him. He smiled and waved. The door behind him swung shut again, blocking out the club sounds, as he headed over and took the open seat on Kyra’s left.
Dominick’s just the distraction I needed. 
“Man, you were so good!” Kyra’s tone expressed excitement.
“Thanks. I worked so hard all year on that song.” He cast a smile towards Miranda, who looked down at the table top to avoid his gaze. “I have to say a lot of influence came from just everyday life and now how it’s all changed. Nothing is set in stone for any of our futures.”
“I could hear that,” Kyra said.
“Dude, you should totally record that in a studio,” Austin suggested. “Maybe we can get a radio station or two to play it.”
“It was a stupendous display of musical talent.” Ashel praised a hand pressed to his chest where his heart lay beating beneath his pectoral and a small glimpse of a dark, spiraled tattoo was visible.
“Thanks, you guys. You’re making me blush,” Dominick joked with a grin. “It would be totally awesome if I recorded it for radio play. The thing is I know my parents could influence but I don’t want them to. I want to make it on my own.” 
The server came by and he ordered a beer. “What do you ladies want?” he asked both Miranda and Jessie.
“I’ll have the same as you,” Miranda said.
“I would like a Sweetest Ever Candy cocktail, please,” Jessie said.
“That’s a sweet drink for a sweet lady like you,” Ashel praised Jessie who simply rolled her eyes at the compliment.
Kyra grinned, “That’s what I got.”
Ashel turned back to Kyra. “Don’t worry, you’re just as sweet.”
With a snicker Kyra shook her head. At least Ashel was making her laugh at a gray time like this.
“They’re amazing, tastes just like fruity candies,” Jessie said with a smile of her own.
“Hey, when the server comes back, would you mind ordering me another one?” Keitaro said, tapping his empty glass. “Nature is calling.” Kyra watched as Ariel released Keitaro’s hand and she could feel her eyes narrowing in on it. She then realized what she was doing and rolled her eyes at her own uncomfortable feelings as her best friend got up from the table and headed to the restroom.
Ariel’s sparkling, adoring face was doing nothing to help Kyra’s mood as she tried to banish these thoughts from her mind. 
“I don’t remember the last time I’ve been so happy,” Ariel gushed and then looked at Kyra who was trying her best to appear neutral and not like she had been punched in the gut. 
“You and him look it.” Kyra ignored the straw, put her glass to her lips, and took an uncomfortable drink, the ice clicking together, trying to look at anything except Ariel. She couldn’t take that happy expression on her friend’s face as it was battering her insides like a screen door in a hurricane. “You do tend to spend quite a lot of time together.” Kyra recalled unhappily that ever since Keitaro and Ariel had been dating, he’d been spending less and less time with her and their friends, and his visits to Ivan’s had gotten fewer as well. 
“I’m over at your guys’ place so much I practically live there,” Ariel gushed with glee so cheerful that it made Kyra cringe on the inside. Why am I feeling this way? Keitaro and I are just friends. Ariel being in his life shouldn’t make me feel like I want to punch her in the throat. 
Kyra plastered as fake a smile on her face as she could, trying to push these intense reactions to everything Ariel was saying down. “Hmm, maybe we should start charging you a portion of our rent.” She wasn’t joking, even though she laughed while setting her half-empty glass down. She could barely hear the bits of conversation around her that her friends having and she wished she could focus more on those instead of the conversation Ariel had locked her into. The only thing that gave her comfort was the fact that Ariel had yet to spend a single night over.
“I’ll most likely go back with you two tonight, because well, I think it’s time Keitaro and I moved our relationship to the next level.” Ariel said glancing at her fingernails with a smile that made Kyra’s stomach drop into her feet.
“The next level?” Kyra echoed, her head swirling with disgust. It was as if her whole world was falling away and she was trapped underwater. She swallowed hard, a difficult lump of air. I don’t even want to think about this. “D…does he even know you’re an Elysian?”
Ariel’s smile fell a little, “Of course he does. We have no secrets.” She flipped her long, black hair over her shoulder, “Unlike with Rowan, who had no idea. I mean I had to tell Keitaro the truth since there’s no way you would keep it from him.” 
She’s right about that! Kyra snorted at how Ariel just lied through her teeth to her face. Kyra knew the truth. She and Rowan had the same energy signature. Within the last few months every time she came in contact with Rowan in the city Ariel wasn’t too far away and she could feel them, the same buzz up her spine, the tingles that spread out through her hair like wildfire. What was bothering her now was Keitaro also knew this, so then why was he dating her? 
It made no sense.
“Keitaro seems to be okay with the fact that you’re an Elysian,” Kyra said while lifting suspicious eyes to Ariel’s. The other woman seemed not bothered by her glare at all.
“I still can’t believe you’re a Star of the Gods, Kyra. That came out of left field for me.” Ariel chuckled which reminded her of a soft kit purr, “I’m still having trouble wrapping my head around that.”
Sure you are, you little liar. Kyra simply smiled and she knew it was convincing enough. It would do no good for an enemy to realize she knew who they were. “You do know Keitaro will be leaving soon, for the Providence capitol and his soon-to-be-amazing sokker career.”
Why doesn’t Keitaro find it a problem that Ariel is an Elysian for Set and Rowan is her Star? Dominick had confessed to her that Keitaro was the one who put those puzzles together while she and Ivan were away. Whenever she would bring it up with Keitaro he would quickly change the subject. Something was not right here—and since when did they have any secrets between them?
All he kept saying is he didn’t have time to talk about it, he had to start boxing up his stuff for his big move in a few months. Kyra didn’t push. She couldn’t, not with Keitaro. It looked as though he was done doing anything concerning her Star path, not that she wanted him involved in it anyway. 
She was so torn here in how to feel. Was she glad he was acting like a more normal person? Or upset he seemed to be drifting away? Her stomach twisted and a weight, like someone had strapped a two-ton iron around her, formed in her chest the more she thought about it.
Ariel had been talking about something but she wasn’t paying attention at all, she realized she had zoned out but the young woman’s lips just kept moving, not the barest idea that Kyra hadn’t been paying attention. 
She had to get her to stop talking, so she slammed her palm down on the table and Ariel flinched, but it was enough that it shut her up. Kyra leaned forward over the table a little, as if trying to get closer to the girl, her eyes narrowed as she peered up at her. “I can see how much he cares about you, and it would be a shame if things ended between you guys over both your different paths in life.” Kyra said in concern for Keitaro. Mostly. Of course she was trying to dissuade them from going to the next level. She couldn’t even stomach the idea of Keitaro and Ariel passionately entwined and she was sure she openly cringed as the images assaulted her brain without her consent. She squeezed her eyes shut as if that would make them go away.
Ariel smiled, but there was something behind her eyes and then she saw it the little smirk that lifted ever so slightly the corner of her mouth, “He doesn’t seem to have much of a problem with my Elysian path. After all, he loves me.”
“He…he said that?” Nervous sweat gathered at the base of Kyra’s neck against her hairline as she grabbed her glass and downed the rest of what was in it as she sat back in her chair.
“Not with words yet, but I can tell.” Ariel also leaned back in her seat.
“Well, uh, good for you two.” Kyra set her empty glass down and as the server came back with her friends’ orders, she lifted her finger. “Can I get another one of these, please? Oh, and—”
Ariel cut her off. “My boyfriend would like to order another beer, please.”
Kyra kept the growl at being interrupted down in her throat, even though hearing Ariel refer to Keitaro as her boyfriend sounded so much to her like nails on a chalkboard. The server walked away and Kyra tried her best to keep her cool. She’d always known that once Keitaro got a girlfriend she would be second to that and that’s how it was supposed to be, but did it have to be Ariel, of all people? If she were dating someone, she’d expect the same courtesy—but the only other she thought about wanted nothing to do with her. 
Stupid Anen… she inwardly cursed his name. She had to find a way to live and be at peace with all of it. Anen ignoring her now was worse than had been was before she’d been sent back, and even worse than feeling like she was being replaced by Ariel in Keitaro’s life. 
She had never thought she would be struggling with something like this as badly as she was. And Ariel was an Elysian. If the girl were just a normal person, would she still be feeling this way toward their relationship? 
Her heart squeezed. 
Fact remained, Ariel was an Elysian for someone who was trying to steal the medallion from around her neck. She glanced down at it briefly, the outline of the triangle piece under her top. What was the purpose of Rowan needing her necklace? A piece of the disk of Amun Ra was useless without the other five pieces. Was Ariel serving as a distraction to try and steal it from her? Well, she wasn’t letting it out of her sight, no matter what!
Was Ariel just using Keitaro? She had even brought that up to him, but he had dismissed the idea on more than one occasion, saying that Kyra had been overreacting. But something just didn’t feel right about this relationship, and being the concerned friend that she was, Kyra was determined to get to the bottom of whatever games Ariel was playing and if they involved Rowan in some way. 
She would not let her guard down, not for one moment.
Kyra looked up as Keitaro walked up behind Ariel to reclaim his seat. She averted her eyes to the left and tried to smile, wishing that something would come up and she didn’t have to sit here with them a moment longer.
Her phone sounded, and it was just the reprieve she needed. Relic and Antiques Shop’s name flashed on the screen. She answered it, cheering on the inside. “Ivan? Is everything okay? You’re calling me on my day off from the landline.”
“Yeah, there’s a few things we need to discuss. Can you stop the shop on your way home from Dominick’s event?”
“Uh, just me?”
“Just you.”
Kyra didn’t want to wait. The need to flee was strong and she would heed that call. “I’ll be right there.” She was aware Ivan was starting to say she didn’t need to hurry, but she cut him off and ended the call before he could finish. “Looks like I gotta go. I did order another drink, but…”
“I’ll drink it for you, Kyra,” Jessie said, grinning, and Kyra nodded with a forced smile. She reached into her little black bag and pulled out her wallet for her portion of the bill. 
“You don’t have to give money for the bill, Kyra,” Keitaro said, “I’ll take care of it.”
Kyra’s forced smile grew wider and Keitaro’s eyes narrowed in suspicion just enough that she caught it. “I got it, it’s fine,” she insisted. It was foolish of him to offer to pay for her drinks; that wasn’t necessary anymore. Without letting him say another thing on the matter, she fished out some bills and a portion for the tip.
Ariel—and Kyra knew the girl did this on purpose—squeezed his arm against her breast while pulling him against her.
Nausea bubbled in Kyra’s belly. I can’t take it anymore! She bolted from her chair, knocking her knee on the underside of the table. Her chair toppled over and clattered to the floor, she rushed to pick it up, ignoring the sting of pain.
“You alright?” Keitaro made a move to get up but Kyra’s quick raise of her hand stilled him.
Her face was burning yet she smiled at him while tucking a strand of chin-length ruby hair behind her ear. Avoiding his gaze, she knew Keitaro was aware of her forced smile, for his brow furrowed and his eyes narrowed. 
“Just fine. I’ll uh…see ya guys,” she muttered hastily and hurried from the table and through the crowd, out the door and into the nightlife of San Sisko. 
“Kyra!” Ashel’s voice called to her and she spun around as he stepped out into the night air. 
“What?” She sounded harsher than she intended.
“It won’t last,” Ashel said and Kyra’s brow crinkled in question. “Ariel and Keitaro.”
Kyra scoffed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
Ashel stepped closer. “You may be able to hide it from our other friends, but I can see it.”
I knew it! Kyra’s thoughts were loud, not that it was something to be victorious over in her being right that Ashel could see her emotions. She simply shrugged. “There’s nothing to see.” 
“Deny it all you want, but I know you—” He was silenced when Kyra’s palm covered his mouth. 
“Stop, please.” Kyra dropped her hand from his face and stared down at the dirty, gray concrete beneath her feet.
Ashel’s hands held her shoulders gently. “I may joke around and flirt but I know when I see something real. You can’t keep holding in how you feel. On top of everything else you’re dealing with in your life, this will also weigh you down.”
Kyra flattened her lips together and shook her head. “There’s nothing to weigh me down except being a Star of the Gods, and right now I’m in a good headspace for this path. Everything is fine now.”  
She turned around and left Ashel standing there on the sidewalk in front of the club. Lights were abundant in the pitch black of night. The tall buildings that surrounded her bathed in the darkness still glittered like tiny jewels as the lights made some of these gothic buildings of glass, stone and iron with their tall spires seem like they belonged in a dream.
A whisper of dark clouds against the bright yellow moon made her heart swell as she tried to wipe all thoughts of Keitaro and Ariel from her mind.
She headed for the bus stop to take it back to Ivan’s shop on the other side of San Sisko. The powerful scent of fried foods filled the air as she breezed by restaurants, bars, and taverns, passing through groups of friends on the sidewalk huddled together, laughing and drinking. When a car’s horn sounded from behind her, she turned her head and saw a sleek black car pulled up alongside her on the curb. 
The tinted window lowered, exposing Blake Hartley’s face, and Kyra rolled her eyes.
“You’re a bit far from home, aren’t ya?” He sounded like someone she should never accept a ride from. “Care for a lift?”
“You sound like a creeper when you say it like that.” Kyra said with a hint of disgust and annoyance. “If you must know, I’m not going home. I’m heading to Ivan’s.”
“You’re far more dressed up for Star training than you should be.” He gestured at her red dress and the heeled black ankle boots with a gold buckle on the sides.
“Stop judging. I wear what I want and go where I want.” She didn’t really need to explain it to him why she was heading to Ivan’s around nine at night. Sure, he might be one of her Elysians, but she kept him on a need to know basis. Not wanting to waste any more time with this buffoon, Kyra moved a step.
Blake called out to her, “You’d rather take a noisy and uncomfortable bus to Ivan’s than accept a comfortable ride that doesn’t come with exhaust fumes and drunken ruffians?”
She groaned. Nothing about a ride with him would be comfortable. She looked at the bus coming down the street, the number on it informing it was heading to a stop near Ivan’s…but at this time of night, Blake did have a point. She rolled her eyes at what she was about to do. 
“Fine,” she grumbled, turning toward the car, and saw Blake’s slight smile. I’m going to regret this ride. Still, Kyra stepped closer to the car, wrenched open the door, and got in. “This doesn





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
(‘\

: GAJ\M_, OTTUDE % D%






OEBPS/images/586ed199-822f-4aee-acde-f245cf7ada89.jpeg
I |

R

_ S TR






OEBPS/images/89765553-2eb3-4f0c-a01d-f5934bd68a3f.png





OEBPS/images/6c8aa7da-df2f-4841-916a-f0d29933535f.png








