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Oliver’s hands continued to tighten around my neck. I was seeing black spots before my eyes, but I continued to struggle, unable to give in to the temptation of allowing death to claim me. I called on my power, urging it to come forward and help me beat this bastard back.

My bonds with my mates flared with assistance, which I didn’t even know was possible. My flames burst free from my body, the queen in me taking control.

Screaming, Oliver scrambled off me, his eyes wide. For someone who was incredibly good looking, he was incredibly stupid. I smirked, struggling to my feet as I tried to swallow back the tears that wanted to fall down my cheeks.

“How did you burn me?” he asked. Then his eyes widened as he took in the flaming crown above my head. “Impossible! How is that fucking possible? You’re the first soul. Hell can’t taint you.”

I shrugged, trying not to wince from the pain in my neck. Speaking was out of the question until I could heal completely. I watched him, awaiting his next move. With my wings flared out, the light in the room reflected off the gold trim around the feathers.

Oliver was the reason for my existence. He created me as the first soul and wanted to destroy me because I was made in his image. When I got away and hid for all these years, he finally found me when the magic binding my power finally broke free. Now here I was, facing off with him for what was at the top of the steps. His throne. I knew if I could make it up those stairs, I could claim it as my own. It called to me, having had enough of Oliver. What I suddenly realized was that he wasn’t the first to create all that there was. There had been someone else once. He didn’t know they had placed a little of their influence in me, hoping that one day I could destroy this asshole.

At least, that’s what images played in my mind as he strangled me. Images offered by this place that remembered everything. It was alive, and he probably had no idea after all this time.

As he tried to back away from me, fear in his usually confident eyes, my throat had nearly healed. “You’re scared.” I chuckled, my sword revealing itself, flames flickering like it wanted to taste his blood.

“You have the sword?” He shook his head in disbelief. “All this time I thought you were my creation, and you aren’t completely, are you?”

“Hmm, what gave you that idea?” I rolled my eyes, my flames fueling the ones on the sword. They blazed to life, red pouring itself into the black and gold.

“He’s dead. I don’t see how it can be possible.” He shook his head, disbelieving.

“He placed what remained of himself into me when he died. You were already creating life, but he added his power to it, making me into something more. I’m just sorry it took me this long to figure everything out.” I shrugged, taking a step toward him. “Now it’s time for me to allow him to have his revenge. You took his life when he was at his weakest.”

I moved faster than I’d ever done before. I know more of my secrets, but now I had to choose how to handle this situation with Oliver. The only correct solution? Taking him completely out of the picture just in case someone else thought it was a good idea to bring him back. Mercy, the siren queen, thought removing him from the prison I put him in would be a good idea. She later learned he didn’t have alliances. He destroyed anyone he would owe any favors to. Kind of like my mother, who also died because she had the same way of thinking.

With a yell that I hoped was worthy of previous warriors, I charged Oliver, swinging my blade at him. He darted away, forming his own sword. He was more of an expert than I was. Sean only trained me a little on weapons, thinking I wouldn’t have to deal with swords much in today’s world. He was wrong, of course.

Oliver swung his own blade, aiming for my chest, but I moved swiftly, kicking at him, forcing him to stumble back. He roared, swinging it again, barely missing my face.

I flapped my wings, blowing the wind in his direction and forcing him to stumble back. There was another roar from somewhere in the room. That’s when I spotted Sean, his wings on fire as he tore through, bent on killing Oliver himself.

“No!” I shouted, but Oliver was already spinning around with a grin on his face. He swung the blade, slicing Sean across the chest. It wasn’t enough to stop my fallen angel, because he swung his own blade, cutting down on Oliver’s shoulder, mangling his arm.

Oliver screamed, pure terror on his face. My gaze swung to Sean, and I snarled. “Get out of here before you die! I will not allow you to die on me again.”

White light poured from my hand when I meant to shoo him away. He disappeared from the room. Where he went, I wasn’t sure. Panic flooded my chest, but I returned my focus to Oliver.

“It’s time to end this, asshole. You’ve done enough already.” I spun, swinging my blade with expert ease, slicing cleanly through his neck as it cauterized the wound at the same time. He wouldn’t be returning. Oliver was finally dead.

I frowned and looked around at the burned feathers that came from Sean, one of my mates. He shouldn’t have been here. When my father, Darius, dropped me off in this realm, he couldn’t stay because it did something to the fallen angels. I wasn’t sure what, but hopefully what I did to Sean wasn’t an ultimate death.

My gaze swung up the stairs that led to Oliver’s throne. It called to me, wanting the next person in line to take a seat. First, I felt down the bonds to make sure everyone was okay, including Sean. He was angry, but safe. That’s all that mattered in that moment. We could make up later. I smirked, thinking of all the ways we would.

Dear gods, here I was about to change my life completely, and I was more focused on fucking one of my mates. Someone help me. I need therapy.

My wings shivered, preparing for flight. I leaped toward the steps, my wings using the momentum to boost me further into the air. The throne was further up than I expected, but I continued upwards, hoping I was making the right choice. This would change everything for me. More than it already had.

I was getting tired, but I kept going even though my ascent was becoming slower. Just as I got close to the throne, gleaming black and gold, a shadow appeared. Surprised, I flew back a few feet, staring as it took the shape of a man. His form wasn’t solid, but I could see the features that made him handsome. He was large, powerful and everything Oliver wasn’t. He smiled warmly at me, reaching his hand out that whisked my cheek. I shivered, the touch was cool.

“You have finally come to claim what is rightfully yours,” he said.

I landed next to him, several feet away from the throne. My exhaustion prevented me from caring if he killed me because my wings were tired. “Who are you?” I asked.

“Erebus. You might as well consider me your father, even though this will be the last time we’ll see each other. I may have placed myself in you when you were being created, but I will always view you as one of my own. The only one ever to exist. He glanced down at Oliver’s body and smiled. “You’ve accomplished a great thing. Now it’s your time to be something that I couldn’t be.”

I raised my eyebrows. “What would that be?” Just by looking at him I could see that he was speaking the truth about having a part in my creation. We looked similar, almost as if he were really my father and I were his daughter.

“You must save this world. Prevent it from becoming the true Hell. People want to stop you from stopping them from gaining more power, but you must. If you don’t, many innocents will die. Even you. Your fate is bound to theirs. After today, this will be the last you’ll see of me.”

I frowned, the tears coming to my eyes despite my not even knowing this man. Seeing him disappear was going to be hard, but at least he stuck around this long just to speak with me one time. I couldn’t imagine all the time he sat around waiting for someone to come around. He spent his time observing Oliver’s comings and goings, as if Oliver were meant to be there.

Not anymore. It was mine now. “I’m ready,” I said to him. Speaking the words made me realize how much I truly meant them. I was ready. I could do this. I was capable of taking the responsibility he was giving me.

He once again brushed the side of my face, slowly fading away into the shadows. “You will do well.”

When he was finally gone, I sat on the throne, placing my hands on the arms of the seat. Black shadows burst around me like bats in the sky, scattering around the room. The colors changed from white to black with gold. The roses turned from white to black, rimmed with the same gold. It was mine now.

Or so I thought… Spikes slammed up into my hands, blood pouring from my wounds and onto the chair. I screamed as whatever covered the spikes filled my veins. My head fell back, and I continued to cry out in more pain than I’d ever been in.

My wings flared out, the shadows weaving around like they were becoming part of me. Fire burst from my hands, covering the chair as the shadows slowly melted away as if they didn’t like the light. Within moments they returned, changing my flames to black like my sword.

Now it’s mine.
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Someone destroyed my office. The gorgeous desk Darius purchased for me was now in pieces at my feet. Someone shattered the windows overlooking Umbrage City, leaving glass everywhere on the floor. Even the photography I purchased from a gallery in New York was lying on the floor in ruin. I clenched my fists, preparing to scream at everyone in the room, only all I found was one man.

My king. Elias.

With all the damage forgotten, I ran toward him, wrapping my arms around his neck and taking in his amazing sandalwood scent through my nose. He sighed in my neck, holding me tightly against him as if I might disappear at any moment. “You will never go somewhere that I can’t go, ever again,” he growled in my ear, which sent a delicious shiver through my body. I grinned against his chest.

“Like I had a choice. Darius took off with me, and I wasn’t able to use any of my powers,” I pouted and pulled away from him.

He examined me as if he were trying to find any injuries. Satisfied, he seized my shirt and yanked me toward him. He devoured my lips. I moaned, rolling my body into him as I thought of all the ways I wanted to have sex with him.

I pulled away, gasping. “Where are Sean, Merlin, and Luca?” I asked, searching for them. When I was about to pull away from him, Elias pulled me back to him.

“You’re not going anywhere. Right now, you’re with me. The others can wait, Little Moon” He took my lips again, and I moaned, my mind going fuzzy and need sweeping through me. I was wet and aching with desire for him.

“You might not have long with me. The others know I’m back now,” I said before I chuckled.

He groaned and then pulled away from me. His thumb brushed my cheek and then went over my bottom lip. “I’m afraid of losing you. I got scared that I might have when Darius came back in flames. He said we wouldn’t be able to go after you and that you had to face Oliver alone.” Genuine fear appeared in his eyes, and I felt it down our newly healed bond. He was so sexy. I didn’t know how I got so lucky in finding him. I was demon-touched because of him.

Our bond was more than what I had with the others. Our bond existed because fate joined us as mates, and I was demon-touched. When someone was demon-touched, they had the blood of a demon in them, making both completely vulnerable to each other. There was nothing more special and better than what we had together.

My fingers went through his black hair, brushing it back from his face because it had become disheveled at some point. His dark eyes examined mine, intense and filled with what I identified as a need to be with me.

I brushed my lips against his. “I love you. Always. You shouldn’t worry about me. You know I’m badass.” I winked, heading toward the door. He slapped my ass, and I squealed, running right into Sean.

My fallen angel wrapped his powerful arms around me, lifting my body from the ground. “Holy fuck, did I miss you! Don’t scare us like that again,” he said, Irish accent thick with emotion. He buried his face in my neck, taking a deep breath of me. His body stiffened, and he slowly pulled away from me, blue eyes searching mine. “What is different, Ember?” His large hand touched the side of my face as he continued to examine me.

“Something we all have to talk about later. Right now, isn’t the time. We need to get back somewhere safe, take showers, and then discuss what happened.” I kissed him, planning on pulling back, but he kissed me harder, tongue brushing against mine.

“Come on, let the rest of us see our mate,” Merlin grumbled. His real name was Jack, but everyone started calling him Merlin because of his magic potential at such a young age. Now he was a wizard, something most didn’t accomplish until they were older. It was rare, and few could manage it.

Sean rolled his eyes, kissing me quickly before Merlin shoved him out of the way. My wizard swept me off my feet, spinning me around. I closed my eyes, worried I might get sick, but then started laughing. He set me down, holding onto me as I wobbled on my feet. “I’m glad you’re back, babe. We were freaking out, ready to torture Darius for answers.”

“Like I would have let that happen,” my father grumbled, moving into the room. He tucked his black angel wings behind his back, sending me a smirk. He was a fallen angel as well, the very one that convinced Sean to leave their home in the sky. Now after we put Oliver away the first time, all the angels fell. It was an immense problem I wasn’t sure we could fix.

Leaving Merlin’s arms, I shoved Darius back hard enough that he hit the wall of my office. “You’re an asshole! All you had to do was tell me what needed to happen. Instead, I was freaking out that you’ve been betraying me this entire time.”

Darius brushed off his clothes as if he had gotten something on them. “Well, would you have believed me?”

“Probably not,” Amaria said as she appeared behind me. She crossed her arms, spreading her legs like the tough guys she wanted me to believe she was. The angel was gorgeous, with blonde hair to her waist and blue eyes that matched the sky on a good day. She might have been pretty to look at, but she was also a bitch.

“Woman, do I get a kiss or not?” Merlin growled.

I chuckled and wrapped my arms around his neck, then pressed my lips to his. He kissed me passionately, moving his hard length against me as if to give me a reminder that he had plans for me later. Merlin also had dark hair like Elias and Sean, but his eyes were gray like stormy clouds. Impossibly beautiful.

“Holy fuck, how many men does she have?” Amaria whispered.

When I pulled away, my gaze fell on Luca. My newest bonded mate. Well, I didn’t fully complete the bonding, but when he saved me with his blood, it created something between us. There was something there already before that, but I was refusing to believe it. Now, there was no denying the truth of the situation.

I hesitated, unsure how to respond to his presence. Luca approached me, pulling my body into his. I didn’t resist, allowing him to press himself against me. His nose brushed against my neck, then his fangs, which sent a shiver through me. He pulled away, nose touching mine. “I’m glad you’re okay,” he whispered.

“You only say that because you need a wife,” I muttered, rolling my eyes.

“All he needs is a wife? Sign me up,” Amaria cheered.

I growled in irritation, turning to look at her. She stiffened and took a step back as if something about me frightened her. “Ember, you need to calm down.” Luca ran his hand up and down my back. “Look behind us.”

The shadows were peeling off the walls, shaping into human forms. My eyes widened in alarm, and I shooed them away like they were kids in my yard. “Go back where you came from. Go on!”

“What the fuck happened while you were gone?” Amaria asked. “That should be impossible. Fallen can hide in the shadows, but you were creating more of us. I don’t see how that can happen unless…” Her gaze swung to Darius, who stared at me like he was seeing me for the first time.

Darius sighed, glancing at Amaria. “This is a conversation for another time. Right now, Ember needs to get home and sleep. She’s been through a lot tonight.”

I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to feel about my father. There was a lot he hid from me and probably even more he’d yet revealed. But I strode over to him and wrapped my arms around his torso, pressing the side of my face to his chest. I remembered doing this many times when he was my uncle. I missed those days. Almost. I would miss my mates even more.

When I pulled back, Darius had a look of surprise on his face. He smiled warmly, the old Darius returning. “I’m hoping we can get back to what we had before, only better. You’re my daughter, and I’d do anything for you. Just know that I’ll be here for you anytime you may need me.” He pressed his lips to my forehead and then turned, motioning Amaria to follow him out.

“So, where do we go?” I asked everyone.

Merlin yawned loudly, then pointed to Luca. “We all decided it was probably safer for you to hang at the vampire’s house until we can get better arrangements made in Umbrage City.”

I raised my eyebrows in surprise. “Really? Are you sure the vampires would welcome all of us?”

Luca shook his head. “Unfortunately, no, but I will speak with them tonight. For now, you all can stay at my other home, which is at a secret location in the suburban area of the city.”

I nodded, brushing my hand against his to show my appreciation. He was trying. They all were. Hopefully, everything continued to improve now that we had the upper hand. Or so I hoped.
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My mates decided it would be okay for me to stay at the suburban home with Luca so that they could retrieve all our belongings. Merlin had some unfinished business with the mages and wanted to bring more of his spells with him. If he didn’t need to speak with his people, he probably could have brought the library to the house like he’s done for me before.

Elias was reluctant to go. He kept staring at Luca as if he were the enemy, and I had a feeling there was more to that story than I knew. Before he left, he kissed me hungrily, promising me more later. “Come on, brother. The demons are impatient to hear from their leader now that Father has disappeared to who knows where.”

“Wait, what?” I grabbed Broderick’s arm, ignoring his raised eyebrow at my touching him.

He sighed audibly, rolling his eyes. “Look, Father disappeared, which means Elias needs to take his spot. He must visit Hell to make sure everything stays quiet down there. We don’t need the demons climbing out of the portal and making trouble, do we? I’m surprised Father hasn’t done that since you’ve become whatever you are.” He gestured at me to go along with his words.

Elias brushed his thumb against my cheek. “I know you’re not ready to be queen, but you may not have a choice if he stays away for long.”

I stared at him, looking into his dark eyes that were blazing with actual flames. He leaned down, kissing me softly at first. After a moment of that, he deepened the kiss, tongue brushing against mine. I wanted more, but he pulled away, glancing once at Luca with an expression I couldn’t decode.

Sean left next, but only after I forced him to show me his wings. “Don’t you say no to me,” I threatened, shaking a finger at him.

He chuckled, flaring out his wings as he jerked me into his body. New feathers were growing in, and it didn’t look as bad as I thought it would. My fingers brushed the feathers, my smile returning when he shivered. “I love it when you boss me around.” He bit my lower lip, running his tongue over it to soothe the sharp pain. “I’ll be back soon. Do you want me to bring any food for you?”

“Dude, need you say more? Soup and a sandwich would be perfect right now.” I smacked him on the lips with mine and watched him retreat, turning at the last second to leave the house. I sighed unhappily, wishing my lovers were staying behind with me.

“Is it so bad being left behind with me?” Luca inquired, raising a questioning eyebrow when I spun around to look at him. Freaking sexy vampire. I leaned against the frame of the doorway that led into the living room.

I cleared my throat, looking away from
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