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Dedicated to all of those who’ve
had family betray them and never got
the closure you deserved. 

I hope this helps. 
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  Prologue

~ Kalista ~

Guilt will eat you alive if you let it. Fear even more so. My third youngest daughter, Astrid, who was usually my rough and ready survivor, was dealing with both. Guilt over hurting her sister, which wasn’t entirely her fault, and fear of losing Max, her giant of a mentor. The last would never happen. She was as much his daughter as she was her father and mine, but in her mind, the loss was inevitable. He’d left her here in California when he left for a mission in France. She thought, he’d repair his relationship with his on again, off again situationship, Discord Demokæ1 of Death, Life, Hope and Music, and return with her.

Astrid adored the Demokæ even though she only knew her for a week. Given what I’d seen in their auras, and knew about their relationship, I thought they’d get back together and return too. The Maker had other plans though.

 While in Paris, Max met Chaos, Angel of Death, Discord, Justice, and Music. They fell head over heels in love nearly on first sight. I was surprised they’d not met before, given Discord was in her Triumvirates of Death and Music, but it appeared to be part of the grand ineffable plan. When Chaos killed her corrupted soulmate, Max became her soulmate.

But where did that leave Discord? I had no idea, but Astrid thought Max replaced her. I knew better. I saw how much Max still loved Discord, and he would always love her, but I also saw a relationship line between Discord and Chaos that neither one fully acknowledged.

One night, I had a vision of the three of them together in front of a church, and I saw a line connecting them, but couldn’t quite believe it. I set about researching soulmates and cataloguing all the ones I knew of or could find records of. After three-thousand entries, I didn’t find a single soulmate throuple, but I was damned sure of what I saw. I couldn’t tell Astrid though. I didn’t want to get her hopes up. The Maker’s warmth rested on my shoulders, like someone hugging me from behind, and I closed my eyes to listen.

“Soon, my Judge of Justice. All will become clear soon. I know how hard it is to see your daughter in pain and not be able to help her, but the answer will make itself known soon,” his deep quiet voice calmed my thoughts. I smiled and opened my eyes. 

“Thank you, Packshana2,” I whispered as I looked at the picture of my ten kids that sat on my desk. The winds of change were blowing and the oldest five were finding their place in the world. I thought Astrid had found hers too. After all, she graduated grade school back in May and was well on her way to becoming a Marshal, but what now? Max was in Paris alongside his soulmate, at least until after we found and killed the last member of the Underworld’s infamous Triumvirate of Evil, and Astrid—  

A thunk from the other room crashed my train of thought. I sighed and reminded myself of the Maker’s wisdom. Soon, the answer would be revealed. I sat back in my plush deep black office chair and folded my hands over my eight week baby bloat. There was going to be a new addition to the Drascul horde in a few months. We planned to wait until the triplets were a couple years old… They were only three months this week, but a condom broke while we were in New Orleans. 

Another louder thunk sounded, and I looked at the time. It was just after midnight, and the kids were all either in bed, or at their second oldest sister’s apartment. I stood and walked around the desk as I reached my power out to check on the kids. 
The triplets, Anastasia, and Roanoke were all asleep in their beds. Astrid was in her room reading something for her training. I opened one of the French doors to the living room and paused to listen.

“And she’s not finished training. After that stunt she pulled in Utah…” Beryx, my soulmate’s voice said from the kitchen where he’d been prepping food for our family holiday. I silently shut the door and snuck through the living room, hoping to catch more of the conversation. 
He was talking about Astrid, but who was he talking with? As I rounded the corner, he thunked his head on the solid mahogany of the door to the front closet for a third time with a heavy sigh.

“Bear, is everything okay?” I asked as his long hair fell into his face. He turned his head to me, while keeping his forehead on the door.

“If you really want her to come, you’ll need to talk to her mother,” he said to whomever he was talking to before he tossed the phone at me. I caught it, saw Max’s face on the screen, and set it to my ear.  

“Neart?” I asked, using my Irish nickname for him while stifling a yawn. I shouldn’t be tired, but I hadn’t gotten good sleep in a few days. I was too worried about Astrid. When he didn’t respond, I continued, “What’s this about her coming to Paris?” I asked before I caught up with my earlier thoughts. “Astrid can come for a visit, but…”

“He wanted to know if Astrid could come visit for her birthday week,” Beryx projected as he walked back to the counter where he was packing food into easily transported coolers. I silently thanked the Maker for his timing and nodded.

“That would be fine, but you didn’t have to clear that with me—”

“He also pointed out that she’s still his trainee, and she’s graduated, so she could train under him if she lived there,” Beryx gave me the piece I was missing, and my breath caught. 

Would moving to Paris be the right decision for her? Yes, she loved Max, and he was the perfect mentor for her, but she was still so young. Was she ready to leave the nest too? Then I thought of Chaos before her aura slid over the phone. She must have come to see who he was talking to.

“Max, are you sure about having her long term? Have you talked to Chaos about it?” I asked, there was a pause, and my third eye opened. Max stood on Chaos’s back deck with his arms on the railing, and Chaos had her arms around him.

“I’ll talk to her, but does that mean the offer is on the table, Titch?” Max asked, using the nickname he’d called me since I was little. I thought about it again, and the Maker’s warmth nudged my mind. This was the right move, but Astrid would have the final say. It was her life, and I wouldn’t let anyone decide how she lived it.

“Yes. The offer is on the table, but it’s her decision. She’s more than a little hurt that you didn’t tell her about Chaos before Mikaila did,” I filled him in. Max sighed and said a mental curse about my second eldest daughter having a big mouth.

“What exactly did Snitch tell her?” he asked as Chaos leaned away from him with a confused head tilt. I tried to figure out a way for him to give Astrid this option, since she was more likely to accept it from him, but I didn’t want to cave on her punishment so quickly. I sent Mikaila home after she was healed and banned her from visiting for an entire week, which was the only thing I could do, since she no longer lived here. I realized I hadn’t answered him and cleared my throat.

“Mikaila said a lot. Most of which she saw more than heard, and I don’t want to tweak Astrid’s restrictions…” I trailed off as a yawn snuck out, and I cursed the time. We had to get up early to meet the other kids at the airport and fly to the cabin, which meant we needed to get to bed soon. “If you write a letter, explaining what’s happened and your offer, Chaos can send it via teleportation, and I’ll give it to Astrid. Maker, I hope it improves her mood,” I mentally added, but didn’t voice that little prayer. He dipped his head but was distracted by his soulmate. I shut my third eye as she rubbed up on him and cleared my throat. “Thank you, Neart. Text me after you write it, and we can hammer out the finer details. Stay safe.”

I hung up before they could start anything and sighed as I mentally checked off another box next to kids leaving the nest. The Maker said it would be best, and Max would make it work. Chaos would jump at the chance to have another introverted goth gamer in her house, especially since Astrid was like Max’s daughter. She would never intentionally split them up. 

“The Maker knows best, my Queen of the Night,” Beryx said, using an old endearment that he altered when we eloped nearly eighteen years ago. He met me halfway between the fridge and the closet. I nodded as we hugged, and I set my chin to the indent of his clavicle.

“He does indeed, my King of Nevermore,” I agreed, and he kissed me. I would’ve fallen into that kiss, but a yawn snuck out, and I had to pull back.

“Is it time for me to carry you up to our room, Missus Drascul?” he asked, bending his knees enough so that he could cup my ass. He lifted me, and I wrapped my legs around his waist.

“We should wait until he messages back. I want to give Astrid the letter before she falls asleep,” I said before gently kissing the tip of his nose, “But as soon as we get the letter, I’ll gladly let you carry me to bed and have your way with me.”

“You think we won’t have time in between? I can guarantee that he’s having his way with his soulmate as we speak.”

“One would think you’re the one who saw her practically grinding on him before I hung up,” I teased as he walked toward the stairs. He smirked and set his forehead to mine.

“I just remember what it was like when we reunited, Mi’ Ki’Taoahmma3,” he purred before stealing any argument with another kiss. It wasn’t just after we reunited and conceived Astrid and Roanoke that we got hot and heavy. It was any time we were away from each other for more than a few days, and nearly every single day we were around each other too. Soulmates craved being close to each other mind, body, blood, and spirit. They wanted each other, yearned to be closer, and when they were apart, especially without contact or hope that they were alive, it was agony and led to insanity or soul sickness as some called it.  

I pulled back to breathe, and we were in our room, stark naked. I rolled my eyes as he wagged his eyebrows. “You really are incorrigible.” 

“Has it taken you eighteen years to learn that, Nev’da4?” he teased, and blush burned my cheeks.

“To be fair, I made ninety percent of the advances for the first three years,” I reminded him, and he slapped my ass. I bit back a moan before throwing a sound dampening shield over the room. “Rex,” I whispered against his lips. That was the end of our conversation as he showed me just how much he still loved me, even after eighteen years, and soon-to-be eleven kids. 

 



   

 

Chapter One

~Max: Chaos’s House, 24 hours later ~

I watched Chaos pace the length of the house from the kitchen, through the “gaming” room, under the archway, and all the way to the front door then back to the island in the kitchen where I was making us breakfast. She wore a black dress with lace overlay that fell to mid-thigh and hugged her voluptuous body. I wanted to banish the unease from her aura, the worry from her mind, and the pain from her eyes. Every step begged me to leave the food, scoop her into my arms, and ravish her. I could control myself… Just this once.

She turned at the thought and her tattooed black lips lifted on the left side in her signature seductively flirtatious smirk. A playful glint shown in her mismatched red and orange eyes as she tossed her four coloured ombre curls over her shoulders.

“Is that so, stud?” she asked, sashaying to the island. She rested her forearms on the black granite countertop, giving me the perfect view down her dress. She wasn’t wearing a bra, which made me wonder if she were wearing panties, and my mind turned to mush.

Focáil5, she knew exactly which buttons to push to rev my engine. I shifted from one leg to the other, subtly adjusting my cock as the blood rushed from my head to my groin. The other side of her mouth lifted as she glanced down at my boxers, bit the hoop in her labret piercing, then flicked her eyes back to my face. I emptied the precooked mushrooms from the bowl onto the omelette I was cooking for her.

“If I didn’t have control, I’d have taken you on the stairs,” I said as I thought back to that little fantasy and almost burned my hand on the hot stove. She stood and moseyed around the end of the Island, hand trailing along the edge of the countertop. My eyes roamed her curves that begged to have my hands on them, but I slid my eyes back to hers as warmth burned my chest.

“Kotys was eating breakfast when I came down,” she reminded me. Her eyes flashed white for a split second as her powers burst out then returned. “She and Sin are still getting ready. They’ll be occupied for a few more minutes,” she tempted me as she stopped at the corner, and I turned to her. Her smirk turned to a true smile as she slowly crouched in front of me, putting all her weight on the balls of her feet in the six inch heels, which made her two inches shorter than me. 

As her right hand passed over my boxers, they disappeared, and my cock nearly slapped her in the face. She anticipated it, catching it in her mouth, and I grabbed the counter as she went down on me, not bothering with playful licks or teases. We didn’t have time for our normal foreplay or the sexcapade that followed.

Her head bobbed on my cock as she dragged her left hand down my chest while the other cupped my balls, gently rolling them. Damn, she knew exactly what she was doing. Right before I would’ve cum, she pulled off with a gasp, but kept her tongue out, showing me the string of saliva between her tongue and my cock. I growled as I flipped the omelette over, removed the pan from the burner, and turned it off. 

“Up,” I growled voice deep with need, and she rose with a grin. I grabbed her waist, picked her up, and set her on the counter between the stove and the sink. Her cheeks warmed as she leaned back. “Are you wearing panties?”

“Of course not, I haven’t since we met,” she replied, and the growl returned. I pulled her ass to the edge of the counter, which slid her dress up, and knelt in front of her. My mouth watered as she draped one leg over my shoulder and gently pulled me closer, so I could see her ambrosia glistening on her labia.

I didn’t wait. I buried my face in her cunt, and she cried out my name. I grabbed her hips, so she couldn’t pull away, and she laid on the counter, grabbing the opposite edge.

“Fuck, Max, I’m going to cum,” she warned me, and I sucked harder, flicking the bar of my tongue piercing over her g-spot. She cried out, her back arched, and I tasted the salty sweetness of her. As I drank her down, it warmed everywhere it touched, just like ambrosia. That was why I called it that after the first taste. She thought it was just a cute name for it, and I let her keep that delusion. 

When I pulled back, I made sure to clean her off, before I stood. She lay on the counter panting, hair splayed out around her, and her mismatched eyes half-lidded. I ran my hands down her thighs to cup her ass and grinned as I massaged it. 

“Are you ready for me, Mo Grá6?” I asked. She nodded, but I waited for verbal confirmation. She was more than ready, but I wanted to hear how wet and needy she was.

“Yes, yes! Les Dieux et petits poissons7. Please, slide inside me and fuck me here on the counter before the girls come downstairs, or something spoils the mood,” she begged, sliding herself a bit further off the counter. I picked her legs up in one arm and held them against my chest.

“With great fervour.” I lined myself up, locked eyes with her, and shoved myself deep inside her. She covered her mouth as she cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure as my thick cock filled her tight cunt. She loved riding that edge, and I enjoyed taking her there. Though, I wished she didn’t have to be quiet. I loved hearing her scream my name. I pulled out of her, agonizingly slow, and her back arched. Her chest heaved, causing her nipples to peek out of the scooped neckline of the dress.

I shoved back in, hard, fast, balls slapping against her ass. Her second orgasm slammed into her without warning. Her cunt gripped me, massaging and milking my cock, begging me to go faster, to fill her. I leaned forward until her thighs were pressed to her breasts. She grabbed my face in both hands and lifted enough to capture my lips with hers. I rode her faster, deeper, and harder as we kissed until her veins glowed orange, obsidian spread across her skin, and she came a third time. 

I growled into her mouth as the warmth of her partially shyfted form threatened to burn me, but I didn’t pull back. I pounded her cunt until she wrapped her arms around me as best she could and dragged her iron nails down my back drawing red marks. She wasn’t being careful, and blood trickled from the top of the scratches. That sent me over the edge. I pulled back from the kiss as my balls tightened, and I buried myself inside her.

“Fuck yes, Maolanaithe, fill me,” she moaned my birthname as heat burst across my skin, and my vision brightened. It unleashed something feral, something instinctive that I couldn’t control. She always did this to me.

I growled as my cum coated her insides and wondered again if this would get her pregnant with our child. I wanted it, wanted to see her glowing and happy as our baby grew inside her. Now that I could read her thoughts, thanks to our melding powers, I knew she wanted it too, but she was trying her best not to think about it. She didn’t want to be disappointed when she didn’t conceive, which hurt my heart. So, I tried not to think about it either and didn’t mention that I had a son whom I’d never met.

I let her legs go, and she dropped them to either side of my torso, then wrapped them around my waist. I wrapped my arms under her back which cracked as she purred. The hound in me wanted more. It wanted to mark our cat, but that could wait until after we were safely home again. We didn’t want to scare anyone today, or cause them to ask more questions. Chaos wasn’t quite ready to talk about our relationship with others. She wasn’t one to kiss and tell, and got nervous when anyone commented on our sexcapades, even her daughter, Kotys, who thought she was the one who set us up.

“Max,” Chaos breathed against my ear before she set her head to my shoulder. “How the fuck am I going to do this?”

I didn’t have to ask what she was talking about. The dress, the food, the pacing… Even this little quicky was because of her nerves and her need for a distraction from where we were going in an hour. I lifted her to a sitting position and combed one hand gently through her loose curls.

“You won’t be alone. You’ll have me, Kotys, Sin, and your siblings too,” I reassured her, but she shook her head. That’s what was making her the most nervous. We were going to the funeral of her first soulmate, whom she killed. Ninety percent of people attending would have no idea that she killed him, or why she hadn’t gone insane yet. 

When you lose a soulmate, you enter what some called soul sickness or soulmate insanity. Their powers become volatile, their mind deteriorates, and their mood shifts violently. They were aggressive and suicidal, or homicidal in some cases. I’d known that and witnessed several angels who went through it. Some were saved, some killed themselves, and some I’d killed when they’d gone too far to be redeemed. Chaos, however, was given a new soulmate, me.

“I don’t know what I’m going to tell them…” she trailed off, lifting her head. The monotone cadence of her voice reached the protective part of me that wanted to keep everyone away from her so she could grieve like she needed to. This was our second funeral in as many weeks. Last week was for Tiffany Kandy, one of the girls in Kotys’s found family. Chaos had been Kotys’s rock. Today, I was her rock or her distraction.

“Just spout utter nonsense and start frothing at the mouth or go all slimy black skin,” I replied, and she looked up at me with one eyebrow cocked, “It’s what they expect.” A smirk lifted her full lips again and she shook her head.

“I never do what’s expected,” she reminded me, then looked back down, still thinking about what to say if they asked.

“Why tell them anything?” I asked, making her think it through. She tilted her head, and my cock twitched one final time. She writhed in my arms as the sensation caused aftershocks. She leaned against me then looked to her cooling omelette.

She thought about eating, and her vitals changed. Her heartrate increased, and her temperature dropped drastically. I hadn’t seen them do that before. I pulled back to look at her face as she tried to think about what I asked and not focus on her queasy stomach.

My thoughts stopped. Queasy? My Nicky? That wasn’t like her. She talked about food with carnage all around us down in the tunnels two and a half weeks ago. She even went down on me while there was blood and other fluids running down our bodies in the shower right after. Why was she nauseas while looking at the eggs and thinking about the funeral?

“It’s not just the funeral. There’s the luncheon afterward, and so many of my siblings will be there—” her words stopped as her mind drifted to one person that she wanted to see so much that her chest ached, but she wasn’t sure how I’d handle seeing them interact. Whenever she thought of them, I couldn’t see who it was, but she was drawn to them, like a moth to flame. I was worried they compelled her, or used some other sith mind trick, but I wouldn’t know until I saw them together. It was a cruel trick that some powers didn’t work while others were amplified.

“Are you worried about what they’ll say, or how they’ll react to us?” I asked, trying to pull her mind away from the person. She turned to me and blinked.

“I’m not ashamed of you, Max. If anything, I’m proud to be your mate,” she paused to kiss my chin where my beard was growing back after she burned it off during a violent PTSD attack nearly two weeks ago. “Your lover.” Here she kissed my lips. “And…” she looked up into my eyes… “Your Anfaidh.” My cock twitched again at her Irish name, the goddess of tempests and storms. “You are mine, and I am yours. I don’t care how they will react to you. The Maker bound us and there is nothing that Angels can do to separate us—”

“Then why are you worried?” I asked, and she thunked her head against my sternum as my cock slipped out of her. She summoned a cloth, turned to the sink, and soaked it. She wrung it until it was merely damp, then cupped my cock, cleaning it while she decided how to explain her thought process. What she was thinking didn’t make sense, so I hoped she’d figure out a better way to explain. 

When I was clean, I took the cloth from her and cleaned her off. Then helped her down from the counter again. She summoned the pair of dark denim jeans we bought yesterday to my legs and sighed. 

“I’m not worried about them. I’m worried about you,” she said, setting her hand to my chest. “Worried about how you’ll react to seeing a couple of them—”

“If you’re worried about Lou, don’t be. I know how to handle that ass,” I joked, trying to make her smile, her lips only rose to a side smirk.

“And I know how well you handle ass,” she returned, cupping me through the denim. My cock hardened against her hand, and she pulled back, straightening her dress. Her powers stretched, and she was now wearing panties. Just to keep from fucking me again. I was glad I wasn’t the only one having trouble.

“Then who?” I asked, keeping on topic. Her eyes slid up to mine, and she swallowed.

“You remember the question I asked two weeks ago…” she trailed off again, and her mind flashed back to the window seat in her room. It went back to the time I made her eat something and drink a bottle of water then ravished her for a good three hours as a reward.

“About the threesome?” I asked, making sure that was the right question. She nodded, and it was my turn to tilt my head. “The person you have in mind is one of your siblings?”

“It’s not like that, Max. You know that Angels aren’t actually related to each other, not by blood,” she rambled. I was still unsure where this was going. “She’s one of my thirds.”

That stopped all thought. Kotys and Sin said a lot, about Chaos’s Triumvirates. Sin knew them because of Lucien, the dead Fœmoræ8 who’s funeral was in a couple hours. Lucien had Sin watching Chaos and taught the girl a lot about his soulmate. Some of the things he told her not even her closest friends knew. 

Chaos had three or technically four triumvirates. Disorder or Chaos, Justice, Death, and Music. Though, her Triumvirate of Death was also her Triumvirate of Music, so I considered it to be only one. I tilted my head and slid the omelette onto the plate.

“Which one?” I asked. She looked a little green as she eyed the eggs. “Do you want me to make you something else?”

“No,” she said, then looked at the fridge. “Would you be mad if I had pizza instead?”

“Not at all.” I kissed her forehead. “I’ll eat your omelette.” 

“Thank you, Max.” She kissed my chin, then walked to the fridge on shaking legs. I forgot my own rule: food before sex. As she shut the door to the fridge with a slice of cold pizza in her hand, I stepped up behind her.

“Nev’da, go sit down, and I’ll get you a drink,” I offered. She nodded still thinking, or overthinking something, but walked to her favourite two person chair and dropped into it. She moaned as it conformed and cradled her body like I wanted to. I slipped the omelette back into the pan, reheated it, and waited for her to talk. 

I wasn’t used to anyone being so quiet around me. It’s one reason I didn’t like being around people, but Chaos… She had a stubborn streak the size of Russia, and didn’t like talking about much of anything. She preferred to say only what needed said in the most concise way, and avoided the unnecessary. It was one reason I loved her. Even before the Maker made us soulmates. At the thought of her father, and my technical father-in-law, I briefly closed my eyes.

“How do I get through to her? How do I prove that she can trust me?” I thought as if he were right beside me. There was a familiar sensation in the back of my head, and I opened my eyes as a small, calming voice spoke.

“Patience, Maolanaithe. She is a wounded Angeles9. She will tell you, in time, but she has yet to figure this out for herself. She cannot reconcile the need for her third, just as you cannot get Áine from your mind,” he said, guiding my thoughts to the red headed Angel, and my baby mama, who was also in Paris. She’d been my off and on lover for seven thousand years. I thought I felt her a few times before meeting Chaos, and a few after. I even smelled her the night we met, and in this very kitchen that week. 

My cock hardened at the thought of Discord, my Áine. The curvaceous, crimson haired seductress, and… another Angel of Death. Could she be— I shook my head of the thought. How did she still affect me like this? From everything I knew of soulmates, they were supposed to be wholly for each other. No thought of another entered their mind. 

Why would the Maker mention Discord? Who was Chaos thinking about? Would I like them, or trust them enough to have a threesome? I never entertained the thought before she brought it up, but since she asked, I’d been dreaming of them… of her and Discord together. I chocked it up to pure lust fuelled fantasy, but what if it wasn’t? What if it was another vision like I had of Chaos before we met?

The omelette popped and the juice hit my hand. I turned the heat off, slid it onto the plate, and shook my head. No, best not to think about old flames when my soulmate was a few feet away. I grabbed two small bottles of orange juice from the fridge and walked around the chair. I held one out to her, but stopped with my mouth open to ask if she wanted it. Her pizza was gone, her head was resting on the top of the chair, and her eyes were closed. 

I checked her vitals with my cybernetics and blinked a few times. They registered as if she were in her REM cycle, but that couldn’t be right. She didn’t drift off so soon after waking up, especially when she had a good nine hours of sleep… I recalculated. I woke up four hours ago after falling asleep before her. She came to bed an hour after me. I got a full six hours, and she got nine hours. Kotys said she needed eight hours to be fully functional, and rarely got it or more.

The stairs creaked in the other room as Kotys and Sin descended them. They were chatting back and forth, but Chaos never moved. That too was odd. Chaos wasn’t a light sleeper, but she always stirred when she heard Kotys’s voice. She claimed it had something to do with her being bound to watch over the Born Angel, who was about sixteen hundred years younger than me, and could take care of herself. I set one bottle of orange juice down on the arm of Chaos’s chair while staring at her. She didn’t so much as stir. 

Kotys stopped short of the archway when she saw me staring at her adopted mother’s chair. I lifted my head in the barest greeting, and Sin tilted her head like a curious cat. I pointed to Chaos’s chair as I sat on the couch with my omelette and the second bottle of orange juice, because I didn’t want to disturb Chaos by sitting with her. 

Sin raked her hand through her deep purple hair and slowly walked under the archway. Playing with her hair was her nervous tick. One of three I’d noted since we met two weeks ago. She was more nervous and traumatized than most people I knew, but she handled it well. She stopped with her hand halfway down her hair as she spotted Chaos. 

A soft smile pulled at her oil black lips before she looked back over her shoulder at Kotys. The shorter girl who was around the same age set one finger to her lips, then waved the ginger forward. The tall, amazonian-esque woman tiptoed to her adopted sister’s side and froze. She even stopped breathing for a second before she turned to me.

“What did you do?” she telepathically asked. I cocked an eyebrow in silent question and ate a large bite of omelette. Kotys dropped her chin, scowled, and lifted both her eyebrows pushing me to answer. I felt like I should, but she was the heir of an Angel of Confession, so I refused to break.

I dropped my eyebrow and looked back to Chaos. The fact that Kotys was an Heir of Confession could be why Chaos was quiet around me. She had been around Kotys for six thousand years, and raised her. She learned not to say things even through the compulsion to spill her metaphorical guts. So being around me, the grandson of an Angel of Confession, or two depending on who you talked to, didn’t faze her.

Chaos startled, and her eyes flew open. She blinked for a moment, then looked at her daughters. A smile lifted her lips as she eyed their outfits. They both wore all black, but Kotys chose a classic business-esque dress and suitcoat where Sin wore a gothic number with ruffles and spiderweb lace. It showcased their unique styles perfectly. 

“Morning, Sunshine. Did you not sleep well?” Kotys asked her mother as she walked over to her chair. Chaos rose, teetered on her heels, and Kotys grabbed her hands, steadying her. 

“I’m fine. Just got a little lightheaded. Stood up too fast,” Chaos dismissed her while speaking in clipped sentences like she usually did when she first woke up. I eyed her again. It was unlike her to get lightheaded too, but maybe I just hadn’t known her long enough.

“That’s unusual, did you eat?” Kotys asked, voicing my thought, though she wasn’t a telepath, that I knew of. She nodded as Sin sat on the couch on the opposite side of the room. We still had a good half hour before we needed to leave.

“Yes, Simakti10. I ate a slice of pizza and…” she trailed off as she spotted the orange juice on the arm of the chair, “I’m going to drink that. I’ll be fine, Esca’Troikas11.”

Chaos kissed Kotys’s cheeks, but Kotys was worried about her. I saw it not only in her aura but in her thoughts. There was something there that I hadn’t thought about. Chaos had cycles like a human, and all of this may be a sign that she was going to start bleeding soon. Chaos sat as Kotys checked her watch. She tapped it, then swiped her finger back and forth on the screen. Her nostrils twitched as if she were scenting something then she shook her head.

“Kotys, what’s wrong?” Sin asked, and the ginger dismissively waved her hand.

“Nothing. I was just thinking about leaving a bit early so we can swing by the hall and make sure everything’s ready for the luncheon, before we go to the dorm and pick up Bri,” she answered. Chaos’s face paled, and she capped the orange juice. A bottle of her homebrew, Chaos Theory appeared in her hand. She started to unscrew the cap then turned it back and sent it to the counter. I tilted my head a bit, and she summoned a bottle of peach ambrosia wine instead. “Makumae12, you going to be okay if Sin and I head out a bit early?”

“Sure. We’ll meet you at the church,” Chaos said, before she summoned a wine glass and actually poured herself a glass instead of drinking from the bottle as she normally did. Kotys watched, but didn’t comment. She leaned over, kissed the top of Chaos’s head, and walked toward the garage door. She stopped where her mother couldn’t see her, and met my eyes as Sin said goodbye to Chaos. 

“Watch her closely. I’ve not seen her like this since Auntie left,” Kotys projected to me, and I gave a small nod. “Auntie” was one of Chaos’s thirds, but I wasn’t sure which one. That’s all Kotys called her, or thought about her. I had no name or anything to go on. Sin waved to me as they walked into the garage, and I gave a small wave back before my eyes dropped to my soulmate. 





  


 

Chapter Two

Chaos sipped the light amber liquid that shimmered with a pinkish tint as it swirled in the glass. It wasn’t like her to not drink her home brew… Though the nickname for it was the Elixir of Truth, and I found out how true that was the night I tried it. I’d said more than a few things I hadn’t intended to that night. I was glad we got to talk about them, but I didn’t drink any more Chaos Theory, unless Chaos and I were alone.

Her eyes slipped to me as I put the last bite of omelette in my mouth and grabbed the orange juice. She flipped her eyes away from me to the armoire that held her downstairs gaming equipment, and thought about gaming as I downed the juice in a single pull. She decided against it since she’d get distracted and lose track of time. 

Her watch vibrated, and she tilted it toward her. A smile curved her lips, and she tapped it. A holographic keyboard appeared, and she masterfully typed a quick message with one hand. After she sent it, the keyboard disappeared again, and she turned to her own bottle of orange juice. She grabbed it and lifted it toward me.

“Want this too?” she asked, and I shrugged. 

“I’ll drink it if you don’t want it—”

“It’s not that I don’t want it. My stomach doesn’t,” she said, and tossed it to me. I caught it, and watched her as she thought about her cycle, like Kotys, then spoke her thoughts aloud. “It’s probably my cycle. Sometimes the hormones mess with my stomach.”

“As long as you’re sure,” I said, opening the juice. She nodded and swirled her wine before taking another sip. I chugged the juice and capped it then took my plate, and the bottles, to the sink. I set the plate down and rinsed the bottles before setting them upside down on the rack beside the sink, and pulling the pan from the stove. The monotony of doing the dishes would help me stop worrying about Chaos. If something were wrong, she’d let me know. I turned the water on, added a bit of soap, and set to washing the breakfast dishes.

“So, you want to leave in about ten minutes?” I asked. She heaved a sigh and downed the rest of her wine.

“Don’t want to, but we should,” she confirmed, standing slowly this time. When she was fully up, she stood there for a moment then gave a curt nod before she walked to the island and held her glass to me. I took it and washed it then set it beside the rack.

“The colour is back in your cheeks,” I commented, unsure why I felt the need to say anything. I unplugged the drain and made sure all the bubbles were gone while she watched in silence. I dried my hands on the towel on the bar in front of the sink and watched her. She was looking right at me, but her eyes were the distant thousand mile stare that said she wasn’t focused on the present. “Nicky?”

She startled and looked into my eyes as blush burned up her cheeks at her nickname. That was the telltale sign that she’d been fantasizing. She tucked her hair behind her ears and cleared her throat.

“You should put your shirt on before I get any ideas,” she said, voice growing quiet as I walked around the island. Her throat bobbed as she swallowed, and I stood beside her, a breath away but not touching. Her chest heaved as she looked up at me. “Nev’de13, we don’t have time.”

“I know, Mo Grá, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want to take you upstairs, tie you to the bed, and ravish you to keep you from going somewhere and interacting with people you’d rather avoid,” I said, taking one of her hands. Her pulse sped up as I mentioned tying her up, and her chest heaved higher, her breasts rising out from the scooped neck of her top as she thought of it. She shook her head, and summoned the shirt to my torso, but it wasn’t buttoned. She took her hand from mine and started buttoning the shirt, which she had to concentrate hard on. She stopped three buttons from the top then looked up into my face. 

“That’s… Max, you don’t know how much I’d rather just stay here with you and let Kotys and Elsie deal with the Funeral, but I won’t abandon them. Besides, it’d look bad if I wasn’t there,” she rambled as she summoned a small clutch to her hand. She packed it last night, and set it on her nightstand so she wouldn’t forget anything, but she double checked the contents to calm her anxiety. “Besides, if we don’t go, then I won’t get to introduce you to my thirds.”

When she was satisfied that everything was in it, she shut it, took my hand, and we were suddenly in the garage next to Revenge, my heavily modified ‘65 Pontiac GTO. The concrete floor felt rough on my bare feet, and she looked down. 

“Right,” she said. Both a pair of socks and my chucks appeared on my feet, and I chuckled.

“Nicky—”

“What? What am I forgetting?” she asked, looking over me but not seeing anything missing. I summoned my leather jacket and pulled my keys out of the right hand pocket. I jingled them before I pulled her to me and kissed her forehead.

“You forget that I have the power to summon things too now. You don’t have to expend your energy for me anymore,” I reminded her as I set my forehead to hers. She exhaled with a sadness that permeated my bones. She wanted to feel needed, to be useful, and take her mind off the potential meeting. “It’s going to be alright, Nicky. I trust your judgement. If you think I’ll get on with your thirds, then I’ll try not to disappoint—”

“But I want you to be genuine and tell me if you don’t like them,” she interrupted, and a hearty laugh bubbled up from my stomach. She cocked her head, and it looked so damn adorable that I wanted to fuck her right there on the trunk of Revenge. When my laughter settled, I kissed her deeply before pulling back.

“I have never been disingenuous a day in my life. I wouldn’t know how to be. I speak not only my mind, but everybody else’s as well. Much to most everyone’s chagrin,” I explained my outburst as I opened the passenger door. “Now, get in before I take you on the trunk and make us late.”

“What if I want you to?” she asked leaning in until her breath caressed my lips. My breath came in a growl as her breasts pressed against my chest.

“Nicky, one of us has to be responsible, and you don’t want to smell like sex while we’re at the funeral. There’ll be too many preters there that’ll comment on it,” I quoted her, even though I wanted to fulfil that desire. Her bottom lip stuck out a bit, and I smirked at her. “Baby, you know that I hate being the responsible one…” She pulled her lip in, sighed, and stepped away. I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her back. “Chaos, look at me.”

She pulled back and stared into my eyes from inches away confused because I called her by her legal name instead of my nickname. I smirked and kissed her nose.

“You are so gods damned gorgeous. You intoxicate me with your mere presence, but being a soulmate means more than just fucking your brains out, Hanakta14. It’s about keeping your best interest in mind, and it’s in your best interest that we don’t smell like sex, arrive late, or do anything that would prompt prying idiots to ask you more intrusive, personal, and sensitive questions,” I explained, and she wrapped her arms around my neck.

“You, Mister Áiféiseach, are too responsible for your own damn good, and you make my heart melt more with each word you say,” she gave me a gentle kiss on the lips with a little nip at my bottom lip as a promise of more to come, “Thank you for thinking of me, but know that so long as you’re near, I will have plenty to keep me distracted from their inane, idiotic, and intrusive bullshit.”

She ducked into Revenge, and my blood burned to take her again. I reminded myself of what I just said and made sure she was completely inside, before ducking down to grin at her.

“No one, that has known me more than five minutes, has ever called me responsible. I don’t believe that word has been uttered in the same sentence with my name… before you,” I corrected myself.

“That’s because they don’t know you like I do,” she purred, before kissing me again. Damn if she wasn’t spot on.

“No one knows me like you do, Mi Ki’Taoahmma,” I purred right back before I straightened and shut the door. I walked around the trunk of Revenge, shifting my cock in the denim so it didn’t feel so damned tight. I pushed thoughts of her voluptuous body naked against the black paintjob to the ‘for later’ part of my brain. She popped the driver’s door open as I reached it, and I slid in.

“Thank you,” I said, turning to her. She gave me another gentle peck on the lips then shimmied in her seat and buckled her seatbelt.

“Do you need my GPS?” she asked, pulling her phone from her clutch as I started Revenge. I shook my head in answer and pulled my phone out. I tapped the radio, and it connected automatically, via the Angelic chip.

“Just type it in, and Revenge will tell me where to go,” I said, feeling awkward for having to use it. Normally, I followed scent trails. I could’ve followed the one Kotys’s Aston left, but that would take us to the Kandy Shop and Dorm, which was nearly on the opposite side of the city.

She punched in the address and handed my phone back. I tapped go, and slipped the phone into a hidden groove on the dash over the radio. It was just big enough for the thin smartphone to sit in while being invisible. She blinked and tilted her head then leaned forward to drag her finger along the groove. 

“Well, that is a nifty mod. No need for a mount, or a GPS on the dashboard. Those big screens mess with my night vision,” she commented with a smile. Her mind drifted to her car that Nevari and Liam, the golden dipshits, exploded just after we met. I knew two things for sure. I was going to build her a new one, a better one, and it would have a hidden groove too.

⁂

We arrived at L’eglise de la Madeleine an hour before the funeral and before the traffic got heavy, because she wanted to talk with the priest before everyone arrived. The historic church looked more like a Grecian temple with its Corinthian columns. It’d been erected by Napoleon to celebrate his victories. As I walked to her side of the car, I smelled a familiar preternatural scent that made me turn.

Parked at the other end of the churches designated spots was a black agency issue vehicle. It wasn’t one of the SUV’s with the logo on it. This was sporty and Angelic make. Something for people to use when they were in town and didn’t want to bring or register their car, or rent one. Karma, a five-foot-eleven, dark haired, red eyed Angel stepped out of the back seat before ducking back in for something.

I wasn’t sure what until Michael Stryker opened the front door for his wife, and Karma’s adopted daughter, Jael. That was the scent I recognized. We worked together enough that I knew her scent, even after they married, and their scents mingled. It made it easier to pick out of a crowd. She ducked into the backseat too and, when she stood again, she held something on her arm. Probably a bag. Then I smelled it, that unmistakeable, fresh scent of baby.

When Chaos heard the car door, she turned her head toward them and genuinely smiled. Then Karma stepped onto the curb with a baby carrier, and her smile grew to a grin as a witty comment slipped into her mind. I wasn’t sure she’d say it, but again, she proved me wrong.

“Azzy, you work fast. I didn’t even know you were dating anyone with a dick, let alone were pregnant two weeks ago. It would explain the hormonal outbursts though,” Chaos ribbed her sister as she sauntered toward them.

“Ha-ha,” Karma fake laughed, and pointed to her adopted daughter who was once again sans baby bump. It floored me how fast preternatural females bounced back to their pre-pregnancy bodies. Mortal women tended to look pregnant months after giving birth, if they didn’t stick to a strict diet and exercise. “They’re hers and you know it.”

Chaos ignored her sister’s grump, and turned to her niece. “Jael, I didn’t think we’d see you. After all, the twins are only a week old,” Chaos noted as she reached them. Jael hugged her, and eyed me as she pulled back.

“I wouldn’t miss Professor Scu’s funeral. Besides, Makuta said the twins are perfectly fine to leave home now,” she said, using a nickname for Lucien Albescu that I hadn’t heard since 1998 before she looked between us. “Though, your comment really should’ve been mom’s line. Look at you—” Jael set her hand to Chaos’s chin, scrutinizing her aura, then looked at me— “talking about fast. You’ve known each other, what… Three weeks now. Maybe your reputation wasn’t all rumour after all.” She winked at me, and Chaos looked to me.

“Reputation?” she asked. I didn’t answer. “He’s got a reputation for violence and kicking Underworld ass—” When Jael lifted an eyebrow and slightly rocked the baby carrier, Chaos blinked at her then slowly looked to me. “Is there another reputation I should know about?”

“Nothing but rumours. You know my past,” I stated, not going into detail. She blinked up at me, her mismatched eyes dulling for a moment as she thought about that. 

“There are rumours that he’s a womanizer?” Chaos laughed, and Jael joined her while nodding. 

“He came on to you quite strong,” Karma muttered as the baby in the seat she was carrying whimpered. She slowly rocked it as Chaos’s cheeks burned. “Jael’s right though. You do work fast.”

“Let’s not go there,” Chaos sobered, looking between the baby carriers. “You gonna introduce me to the crew, or not?”

Jael smirked and turned the seat so Chaos could see the baby.

“This is Calhan,” she said, and I set my hand to Chaos’s back as she smiled at him. He had his mother’s dark red curls and his daddy’s dark brown eyes. He looked nearly a month old, which tracked with when Chaos said they were born, since preternaturals grew much faster than humans. “Mom has Sonya.”

Karma stepped up next to her daughter, putting the baby carrier beside the other one. The baby girl was pale skinned, and her bright blue eyes shone with flecks of violet, but her hair was the exact same colour as her brothers. She looked like Kôrtægœh, Jael’s polyamorous Omnicubus life partner with whom she and Michael had fun with from time to time.

“They’re adorable,” Chaos beamed, and she was genuinely happy for her niece, but there was something dark in her eyes. Jael and Karma didn’t seem to notice as she talked with them about the twins, but Michael looked from Chaos to me then met my eyes from under his dark brown waves.

“You’ve got some new scars,” he thought directly at me, and I tilted my head. “Your hair is also shorter than I’ve ever seen it.” 

I rolled my eyes, as I ran my hand over the inch of blonde hair that had grown in since Chaos’s PTSD episode where it burned off. 

“You shoulda seen it in 1916,” I thought back as Chaos looked back at me as if she heard our thoughts. She blinked once, then twice before she slowly turned to Michael then quickly looked away. 

“I have to talk with Father Jacob and see if everything’s prepared,” she hurriedly excused herself, stepping back to me. I had a moment to wonder if I was the reason she stopped their conversation, but something in her body language changed too. 

I paid close attention to every move of her body and every swirl of her aura as we walked up the steps to the courtyard. I couldn’t tell what the shift was or why it happened, but there was something stirring in her that I hadn’t seen before. Again, I tried to dismiss it as not knowing her long, but this time I couldn’t shake it. When we were halfway across the courtyard, where the others wouldn’t hear, I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.

“Are you okay? You feel off,” I whispered, and she slowly looked up.

“I felt something odd from you…” she trailed off and turned back as a familiar sensation crawled up my spine. My hound sat up and sniffed before baying when it caught a whiff of foxglove, cherry, and vanilla on the breeze. It was my Áine’s scent. 

Another scent mingled with it too. The same one I smelled at the Death Angel concert: pine, damp moss, fresh death, and honeysuckle. It smelled like home, like pack, and specifically, like Mab, the Queen of the Cú Sídhe15. I thought she was going by Bailitheoir and was blonde, in modern times up, until that concert. When I saw the ginger lead singer, songwriter, and front woman of Death Angel, Melody Amhrán, it blew my theory out of the water. 

The distinct scream of a motorbike’s engine revved in the din of the traffic at the three way intersection out front of the church. I spotted a familiar black and red Kawasaki Ninja as it turned the corner and beelined for the parking spaces near Revenge. Was that her? I almost thought I was wrong, because someone was riding bitch, but the rider in front had Discord’s bodacious build. Her curvaceous form, familiar black and red leather jacket, and Clone Trooper’s Helmet in matching colours confirmed it. Why would Discord come to this funeral? She hadn’t been to Raphael’s…

“They’re here,” Chaos whispered, but she hadn’t meant to voice the thought, so I acted as if I hadn’t heard her. I focused on Discord and her passenger, waiting to see if I was right. We watched her park as we stopped at the ornate doors. Chaos was immediately greeted by the six-foot tall dark haired priest who was a preter, though not very high up the food chain. He wasn’t a threat, so I didn’t need to listen. I focused on the riders as they dismounted and pulled off their helmets. 

The passenger slipped off the back and as her feet touched the ground, her leathers shifted into a short black dress with a lace overlay that was longer in back than in front. She pulled off her helmet and her ginger hair fell to her waist. My senses charged. It was Melody Amhrán. How did she know Discord? At that second, the taller woman pulled off her helmet and set free a mane of deep crimson red curls that made my heart race. My Áine was here. 

  





  
 

Chapter Three

Chaos slid her hand along my back under my jacket, and my heart hitched. I couldn’t pull my eyes away from Discord. I hadn’t seen her since New Orleans, yet here she was… but I had a soulmate. I shouldn’t feel this pull to her.

She turned toward the church, and even though we were the courtyard and stairs apart, her eyes locked on mine. The urge to go to her increased, and she smirked before her eyes dropped to Chaos. A grin lifted the other side of her lips, and she lifted her leg up and over her bike. How did she know Chaos? 

Kotys’s Aston Martin slipped in beside Discord’s bike, and Discord turned her attention to the ginger, who popped her door open as she shut off the engine. Kotys said something, but Father Jacob cleared his throat, and we turned to him.

“Do you know the biker?” he asked, and we both answered in the affirmative. I looked to Chaos, and she smirked up at me.

“Somehow, I had a feeling you knew Disco,” she said, and set her opposite hand over my stomach. Father Jacob looked worried. Chaos must have felt it because she turned to him.

“Is she going to cause trouble? I have a strange feeling about her,” he admitted. I gave him credit for not only recognizing it, but voicing it. Everyone felt strange around Discord, though few admitted it. She had an air about her. That’s why she had the moniker Discord, which became her name in the present millennium. I’d known her for seven thousand years, and at least seventeen aliases. Áine was the name I gave her the day I saw her in Lucifer’s fortress. 

“Don’t worry. Everyone feels that way about her at first. She’s a bit intense, but she won’t directly cause trouble,” Chaos reassured him, and I lifted an eyebrow.

“She doesn’t cause trouble like I don’t turn into a big black dog,” I said, and Chaos smirked up at me. 

“No, you turn into a fae hound. There’s a difference,” she split hairs, and lightly tapped one finger against my chest. She looked back to the stairs and went rigid as she saw the number of people in the courtyard.

 While I was watching Discord, the number of people had grown to a crowd, which triggered Chaos’s social anxiety. I wrapped an arm around her shoulders and gave her a reassuring squeeze to let her know I was here for her. I’d guard her, protect her, and tell off anyone she needed me too. She turned to Father Jacob again and returned to their previous conversation.

“I’ll come inside when the girls come up,” she told him, and he dipped his head then walked inside. Michael, Karma, and Jael walked to us, and Michael now held Sonya’s baby carrier. The couple walked inside with a polite dip of their heads, but Karma stopped, and her eyes locked on mine. 

She didn’t offer her hand because she knew I didn’t like to shake hands. I preferred not to touch anyone if I could help it, because I always came back with some knowledge of the person that I didn’t want. It was part of my Cú Sídhe sense that never dulled. 

“Hey Mayhem, I didn’t get to greet you earlier. How’re you liking France?” she asked. I lifted an eyebrow, and Chaos nervously rubbed the thumb of her right hand, which was still on my stomach, over the fabric of my shirt.

“I’m not sure about the climate yet, but the company makes it worth it,” I said, rubbing my thumb over her shoulder. Chaos purred, but Karma exhaled in a sound that was nearly a scoff. She thought I was being corny, but wouldn’t say it aloud. Smart Demokæ16.

“I wouldn’t say that with Lou nearby. Word might get back to your shadow,” she said. I hid any reaction I might have had to that behind a neutral mask and tried not to let myself worry about my shadow, Astrid Drascul, aka Midge, since I still couldn’t contact her. I talked to her parents yesterday, and we got their permission for Astrid to come for a weeklong visit to test the waters, but I hadn’t heard anything since Chaos sent my letter. I wasn’t about to tell Karma how nervous I was that Midge might say no. Chaos had no such compunction though and knew how to get Karma to go away.

“Midge is staying with us next week,” Chaos all but purred as she slid her hand from my stomach to the triangle of chest at the neckline of my shirt. She fingered it and smiled as Karma stood speechless. “From what I’ve heard, she’ll fit right in.”

“I have no doubt that she will,” Lucifer butted in as he stepped up beside his sister, who shared his colouring. From their dark hair to their tan skin tone and crimson red eyes, they could’ve been twins. They even had a similar shape to their eyes. I almost pitied her. “Karma, you’re looking pale. Maybe you should go find a seat.”

Karma didn’t acknowledge him. She simply stalked off to sit with Jael and Michael at the back of the knave. Lucifer shook his head and turned to us with a small smile.

“Some people don’t know how to have fun,” Lucifer winked, and smiled at us, but didn’t offer his hand. That was odd. “You two look far too comfortable to disturb with a handshake.” 

Lilith, his lover of many millennia, slid in beside him and hooked her arm in his as she sadly smiled. She pushed her flaming red hair away from her green eyes and tucked it behind her ear.

“You two fit
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