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      I never expected moving into a new apartment would land me in the center of a supernatural harem.

      But then, how could I have? I hauled my measly two boxes of possessions up to the second floor, seemingly ordinary apartment. Well-kept. Clean. The manager, Ms. Patty, clearly took pride in her building.

      Two thousand dollars a month worth of pride, I reminded myself as I unlocked the door to my new home. It had to be worth it.

      When I walked in the door, something felt…wrong. I couldn’t pinpoint what, though. Ms. Patty had overseen the furniture delivery the day before, and looking around, I could see everything was placed where I had asked.

      Why, then, was unease clenching in my gut? I bit my lip, set my boxes down, locked up behind me, and took a look around the apartment. It didn’t seem anyone was here or had messed with anything.

      Maybe it was just in my head. After what had happened back in my hometown, it wasn’t really any wonder I felt on edge. But as long as Demarcus didn’t find out where I was, I should be okay.

      I would be okay. Especially, if I kept the necklace my grandmother had given me on. It made me feel safe and always reminded me of my grandmother, who I missed very much.

      I wondered what my neighbors would be like. There were nine total apartments, but three of them were vacant currently. When I had asked what the tenants were like, she had just laughed and said, “They’re all best friends…for now.”

      I had no idea what she had meant by that.

      Things had been a bit crazy in Jinla with the four main Other clans at war. The mages, dragons, werewolves, and elves had been at war for decades now, but humans like me had no idea why. Jinla was the hub for Others since the four clans had their headquarters based here. Just on my walk from the train station to here, I had seen two elves, a goblin, and two guys I was fairly certain had been werewolves. Grandma thought I would have been afraid of Others, after being attacked by some, but I knew that there were always bad apples in the bunch and I couldn’t blame an entire race of Others for one or two bad beings. Plus, I had dated a couple Others and they had been the most loving beings I had ever met.

      The four Other clans were ruled with monarchies, unlike the President of our human democracy. A few hundred years ago, we had had a king as well, but now the President worked with the Others’ Kings to ensure we kept peace between all races. The Others had huge areas in Jinla for their headquarters, but also a lot of land outside this city. There were entire states owned by one of the Other clans.

      After putting my clothes away and popping a frozen pizza in the oven, I turned to my favorite past time, video games. My gaming console was just in sleep mode, so I woke it up and launched my current favorite game, Ghost 2. One of my clan members had already created a chat lobby, having been on an hour earlier due to different time zones.

      “Yo!” I said in greeting.

      “Jo!” several male voices responded.

      I didn’t have many friends in person, but I had a great group of about ten online friends – my best friends. We talked about everything. Some people didn’t understand it, but my virtual friends were the closest people I knew. We had met in person a couple of times, but most of our interactions were through our headsets and in the games.

      “Jo, did you see the specs for the new hard raid?” Dragonknight asked. He wasn’t really a dragon or a knight, but that was his gamer tag. We created our own gamer tags, or gamer names, when we signed on to the console for the first time. Mine was not creative at all, Jolie. Yep, just my first name.

      I took my pizza out of the oven and settled onto the couch for the evening.

      “Yep, it looks hard, but I’m ready for the challenge,” I replied.

      Three hours later, I realized that I had in fact, not been ready for the challenge. We said our goodnights and I collapsed onto my bed, waking up with barely enough time to make it to my first day of work without being late.

      When I got to work, I rushed into the huge building, and the receptionist pointed at a map off to the right. “Room twenty-one.”

      There were over ten floors, and I was glad I only had to go to the second floor.

      I had landed a writing position with one of the most popular gaming companies. It was a huge honor and a nice pay increase from my last job.

      “You must be Jolie,” a man in jeans and a “vampires drool” t-shirt said.

      “I am,” I replied and held out my hand.

      He shook it and motioned for me to follow him. “Your desk is right over here. Someone will be by in a bit to walk you through the processes we have here.”

      Once I got started, the work and its processes were simple enough. The day flew by, and after a full day, I clocked out and headed back towards my new place.

      On my walk home, I put in my noise cancelling headphones and sent a message to the group chat with the clan. Without telling them any information that could get me in trouble, I hinted at the awesome games I’d gotten a sneak peek of. Just as I hit send, something slammed into my side and carried me across the intersection. I gasped and looked up to find a man carrying me and a bus barreling past where I had just been walking.

      He’d saved me from being hit by the bus I had not seen or heard.

      How cliché of me to have my nose down and almost get hit by a bus!

      He smiled down at me and said something, but I couldn’t hear him. I took out my earbuds and asked, “What?”

      “I asked if you were okay?” he repeated with a wide smile, setting me on my feet.

      He was drop dead gorgeous. Dark brown hair, blue eyes, nice cheekbones and jawline, and muscular, not too buff, but his chest was defined even through his shirt. I mentally checked to make sure there wasn’t drool dripping down my chin.

      “Yes, thank you.”

      He set me on my feet and I brushed myself off and smoothed my clothes down.

      “I’m glad,” he said softly.

      “Thank you, again,” I said and started to walk away, still in shock.

      “Wait,” he called and caught up to me.

      “Yes?” I asked.

      His biceps looked incredible in the shirt he had on. It hugged his shoulders and chest, and was cut in the perfect spot to accent his biceps. Had he lucked out in finding the shirt to fit like that, or did he just make everything he wore look amazing? His dark hair was styled up, his beard and goatee perfectly shaped to his jaw. The clothes he wore were nice, definitely more expensive than the skirt and V-neck t-shirt I currently wore.

      “Well, I did save you and I think I deserve a date,” he said and stuck his hands in his pockets, thumbs outside of them.

      A date? This sexy male wanted to go on a date with me? Hell yes!

      “A date, huh? What would this date involve?”

      I was glad I came off cool and composed, despite my brain trying really hard to fry itself with the fact I had almost died and this delicious being was talking to me. It had been a few years since I’d had sex, and he was making me think all kinds of dirty things.

      “Dinner and dessert.”

      The way he said dessert made me shiver in delight. I definitely wouldn’t mind some dessert that involved him.

      “Okay,” I agreed, keeping my drool in my mouth.

      “Great! This way, milady,” he said and bowed.

      “May I know the name of my savior?” I asked with a fake accent, staying in line with his “milady” comment.

      “Rhys. And you, milady?”

      “Jolie.”

      He stopped and held out his hand.

      I looked at it a moment and then asked, “Clan?”

      His smile disappeared. “I wouldn’t save you just to hurt you.”

      “It’s been a rough few years,” I replied stiffly and avoided looking at his eyes. It would take me an hour at least to explain all of the misfortune that I had experienced. And, I really didn’t want to go over what had happened last year, the reason my grandmother had given me the necklace.

      “Dragon,” he whispered.

      Thank the Goddess.

      I shook his hand and met his eyes. “I’m sorry. I’m not racist. I don’t care what you are. It’s just⁠—”

      He kissed my knuckles and smiled. “I understand.”

      We resumed walking and I felt his eyes on me as we moved down the sidewalk. Dragons were notoriously observant, so I didn’t let it bother me.

      “Where would you like to eat?” I asked.

      “Me?” he asked, his eyebrows raised. “I don’t think a woman has ever asked where I wanted to eat before.”

      I chuckled. “Well, you saved me, so I owe you dinner.”

      “What about here?” he asked and indicated the restaurant beside us. It was a nice Italian chain restaurant that served amazing breadsticks. We had one in my hometown.

      “Great,” I agreed and opened the door for him.

      He grinned and walked in.

      “Thank you,” he said softly to me.

      “You’re welcome.”

      The hostess seated us quickly and ordered our food as soon as we sat down. The restaurant was a bit slow, which was good for us.

      “So, Jolie. What were you doing when you didn’t see the bus racing towards you?” he asked and snapped his breadstick in half before eating it.

      Texting my video game clan.

      “Texting some friends,” I said somewhat truthfully. “I just started a new job today and had promised to message them afterwards.”

      “Oh, you’re new to town?” he asked.

      I nodded. “Just moved in last night.”

      “I wish I had known. I would have taken you on a tour instead of to dinner,” he said. His brow furrowed a brief moment and then he smiled. “Maybe I’ll stop you from being hit by a car tomorrow and can convince you to go on a second date.”

      I laughed.

      “Let’s hope I don’t need rescuing again. Once in a lifetime is enough for me.”

      “You’re human, right?” he asked softly and tilted his head. His nostrils flared as he drew in my scent.

      “Mostly.”

      “Mostly?”

      “I am, like, a thirty-second Gorgon,” I admitted to him. The most famous Gorgon of all, Medusa, was a distant relative of mine. At least, that’s what my Grandma had told me. Generally, it wasn’t something that I brought up right away, but I wanted to be honest with him right up front. I was hoping it might get me into his bed tonight.

      No, stop that, you dirty mind. You are not sleeping with someone you just met.

      I’d never had a one-night stand before, not that I was against it, I just hadn’t had one before. But, I didn’t want to start my life in Jinla with one.

      “Interesting,” he replied with a smirk.

      “What do you do for work?” I asked him, leaning on my elbows on the table to give him a nice view of my cleavage. I didn’t flirt often, and I wasn’t great at it, but I could get by.

      “I’m an architect,” he replied.

      “That’s really interesting,” I admitted.

      “It can be, yes.”

      “Do you enjoy it?”

      He nodded. “I like creating things.”

      Our meals came and we ate and chatted. I ordered some wine and before I realized it, I was a bit tipsy. Okay, I was drunk.

      “Where to next?” I asked with a warm smile, feeling warm all throughout my body.

      “There’s a bar right around the corner,” he said. “Want to go get some drinks?”

      He led the way out of the restaurant and I stumbled when we walked down the sidewalk.

      “Easy,” he said with a chuckle and put his solid arm around my waist, so his large bicep fit into the curve of my side. I had to resist the urge to explore the muscle with my hands.

      “Sorry,” I said with a soft laugh. “I guess I had more to drink than I thought.”

      “Would you prefer to go home?” he asked, stopping and leaning against the side of a building, right next to the alley.

      I leaned into him, my breasts pressed against his chest, and whispered, “But I haven’t had dessert yet.”

      His eyes sparked and he leaned down, lightly brushing his lips over mine. “Dessert does sound good right now.”

      I pulled him down and kissed him deeply, sliding my tongue into his mouth, and wrapped my arms around his neck.

      He picked me up and I instinctively wrapped my legs around his waist, our kiss never breaking. He walked down the alley until we were hidden from view, and a distance away from the large trashcan we were using to block us from the sight of passersby. I dropped my legs long enough to let him unzip his pants and put a condom on. He lifted me up again, pushing me against the wall, and slowly entered me, moving my thong to the side to do so. He was big, but not too big. When he was completely buried in me, he moaned and whispered, “You feel amazing.”

      I moaned and moved my hips with his.

      He growled and clamped his mouth over mine, stroking his tongue across mine in sync with the pumping of his hips. My orgasm hit after only a couple of strokes and I squealed into his mouth as we continued to kiss. Stars danced behind my closed eyes as I floated on euphoria that continued as he didn’t stop.

      I had forgotten how great sex was with dragons. This male was an alpha and the safety and security he made me feel as his arms held me and we became one for a short time, was euphoric in and of itself.

      Another wave crashed over me and my fingernails dug into his muscular shoulders.

      He nipped my neck gently, my hips bucking against him as he did.

      He moved faster and harder, orgasms tearing from me one after the next, but soon he lost his rhythm as he orgasmed.

      We broke our kiss, both panting and satisfied.

      “Wow,” he whispered.

      “Mmhm,” I replied, euphoria and the alcohol making me beyond happy. This town was starting off wonderful.

      We got dressed and I stopped him at the edge of the alley. “Thanks, for tonight.”

      “Going to pass on drinks?” he asked with a smirk.

      “I think dessert satisfied me plenty.”

      He bowed elegantly and kissed the knuckles on one of my hands. “Then I bid you goodnight, milady.” He held out a business card. “And I would love to hear from you again.”

      I took the card and curtsied. “I shall call upon thee, good sir.”

      He bent and kissed my cheek. “Seriously, call me. I’d love to take you out again.”

      “Okay,” I said with a nod.
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      During my morning commute, I hummed along to a song, thinking about my date last night. I would wait at least two days before calling him, if I did at all. He was sexy, but he seemed like he might be super protective, which I didn’t particularly like.

      That sex had been great, though. Or perhaps that was just because of how drunk I had been and how long it had been since the last time. No, it had been good, and he was damn sexy.

      After almost getting hit by a bus, I had done some research and found out there was a great public transit system in town. Now, I was on a bus instead of getting hit by it. The buses were clean and most of the people riding were dressed in business casual clothes. I felt underdressed in my jeans and t-shirt, but this was my preferred attire and work didn’t care what we wore since we didn’t have visitors. Plus, as a video game company, we were more about the games and less about impressing suit-wearing corporate types.

      My stop was approaching, so I stood up, picking up my backpack from the floor by my feet as I did. The doors opened, and the man next to me snatched my backpack and ran off the bus.

      “Hey!” I screamed after him and jumped down and onto the sidewalk

      Something blurred as it rushed from behind, whizzing past me, and then knocked the purse snatcher, er, backpack snatcher down. I jogged forward and the blur turned out to be a handsome man with bulging muscles. He turned to look at me, his foot holding the criminal down, and smiled. His eyes were amber, which told me immediately what he was.

      Werewolf.

      He grabbed the backpack from where the criminal had dropped it and held it out to me. “Here you go,” he said with a wide smile.

      I took it and smiled. “Thank you, so much.”

      The werewolf was a few inches over six feet, had a beard and goatee similar to Rhys’s, black, slicked back hair, and was obviously of Italian heritage. The leather jacket he had on only added to his masculine appearance, which my inner Jolie was drooling over. This town had a lot of hot guys. I was so glad I had moved here.

      Police showed up, but paused when they saw the werewolf with his foot on the guy. “Deryn,” they called in greeting. “We’ve got it from here.”

      The werewolf raised his foot and stepped back so that he was beside me. “He snatched this woman’s bag,” he explained. “Lots of witnesses to attest to that.”

      The police nodded and handcuffed the guy whose eyes were wide as saucers as he stared up at Deryn. Was he scared because he was a werewolf? Or was there another reason? The cops seemed to know him.

      “I’m Deryn,” he said to me and held out his hand, still smiling wide.

      I shook it. “Jolie. Thanks again, Deryn. I don’t know what I would have done if he had gotten away with this.” I slung my backpack onto my shoulders and pulled my hair out from under the straps. “Do you work near here? I could take you out to lunch as repayment for helping me.”

      He smirked. “You don’t have to repay me for doing what was right. However, I’d love to go out on a date with you.”

      “I can’t go out tonight,” I said a bit sadly. I had a raid planned with my clan and I couldn’t back out on them. We were determined to beat the hard raid.

      “What about making it a lunch date then?” he asked.

      I smiled and felt my shoulders rise. “Okay.”

      He took out a pen, pulled the cap off with his teeth, and held his hand out, palm up. I set my hand in it and he turned it over to write his phone number on my palm. He took the cap out of his mouth and put it back on the pen.

      “Text me the time and place and I’ll be there,” he promised.

      I nodded and smiled, glancing down at his number. “Okay.”

      With a wave, he walked away, head held high, shoulders back, and smiled at everyone he passed by. His butt looked incredible in those jeans and I wasn’t the only woman to notice. With one last look, I turned and went to work.

      “You’re late,” Justina said and shook her finger at me. “Lucky for you, everyone is in a meeting, so they won’t know.” Justina was tall, thin, and gorgeous. She was part Egyptian and part Italian, add in being a dhampir, and she was almost perfect. I had met her when I came to interview over a month ago and we had instantly become friends, texting nonstop since that day.

      “Thanks,” I said and plopped down into my computer chair. “Some jerk tried to steal my backpack.”

      “Oh no!” She gasped and rushed to me. “Did he hurt you? Are you alright?” She grabbed my arms, raised them, and spun me around to search for injuries.

      I shooed her worries away and sat back down. “A werewolf was on the bus and stopped him for me. So, I wasn’t injured at all.”

      She smirked, a knowing look on her face. “Oh! Was this a sexy werewolf? Not that they make any other kind!”

      I chuckled and nodded as I looked down at my hand with his number on it. “Definitely was. He asked me on a lunch date.”

      “A lunch date! Damn girl, you move fast! Wasn’t it just last night that you were with that dragon?”

      I blushed and mumbled. “Yeah.” Now, I was really regretting telling her about that. I should keep things like that to myself.

      “Hey, no judgments here! I try to get two different men each week, though my options are slim lately, but that may be my high standards. Just make sure you give me more juicy details!” She laughed, throwing her head back as she did.

      “Where should we go?” I asked Justina. “I don’t really know any of the lunch places here.”

      “Fifth Street Bistro,” she said immediately.

      I sent a text to the number he had provided, glad that my hands weren’t sweaty, since that happened somedays.

      Me: This is Jolie from this morning. Thank you again for getting my bag back. How does noon at Fifth Street Bistro sound?

      “You need to get pictures of these guys for me,” she said. “Work best friends share everything.”

      I chuckled. “I’ll try.” I’d love to have pictures saved.

      Deryn: Perfect. I’m looking forward to it.

      She peered over my shoulder and whistled. “You are so getting laid tonight.”

      I put my phone away and shook my head. “Stop it.”

      “I’m jealous,” she said and sat down in her chair. “It took me a week to find some good males here.”

      “I definitely like this town better than my hometown,” I said with a smirk and laughed.

      The meeting ended and our coworkers came out, chatting and going to their desks, ending our reprieve. Should I feel bad for going on two dates in as many nights? Neither had been premeditated. Neither had been expected.

      I became engrossed in my work, letting the story take me, and it wasn’t until Justina yelled my name that I snapped back into reality.

      “What?” I asked, taking my headphones off and looking up at her.

      “Lunch!” she yelled at me.

      Several people turned to look at us, but I ignored them, leapt to my feet, and grabbed my ID and cash out of my backpack.

      “Thank you!” I yelled back and ran out of the office, shocked to find it was five minutes until noon already. On the elevator ride down, I typed in the address and used my maps app to find it. Justina saved me by giving me a location only a block away, so I wouldn’t be late.

      I walked outside, smoothing my clothes, taking deep breaths to calm down. I had dated werewolves before, and they were great at smelling emotions. I did not want him to think that I was nervous about our date, or flustered. I turned the corner and saw the bistro, it was pretty busy already, and standing outside was Deryn.

      I took one last deep breath and walked towards him, confident and relaxed, with a wide smile on.

      “Hi,” I said to get his attention since he was texting or emailing someone on his phone.

      He looked up and smiled. “Hi.”

      “You wait long?” I asked, despite the fact I was exactly on time.

      He shook his head and slipped his phone into his pocket. “Nope. How has work been?”

      We got into the long line of patrons, and I turned to face him. “Pretty good, actually. I would have been late for lunch if my friend hadn’t shown me the time.”

      “What do you do?” he asked, tilting his head to the side slightly.

      “I’m a video game writer,” I answered truthfully.

      His eyes widened. “You game?”

      I nodded, not surprised that he was shocked by that. A lot of males were shocked to discover that I played video games. They were even more shocked when they found out how much I played. “Yes, I do. Do you?”

      “Lots!” he said happily. “What’s your favorite type of game?”

      “RPGs and FPSs.”

      “Me too! Have you played Ghost 2 yet?”

      “Only every night since it came out,” I said with a chuckle.

      “Did you beat the hard raid?”

      “Not yet. My clan and I tried last night, but got hung up on the last part.”

      “That’s awesome that you game. I haven’t met a girl in real life who games before.”

      “We’re out there, just few and far between.”

      “That’s an understatement,” he said and chuckled. “So, what’s a gorgeous gamer girl like you doing single?”

      He thought I was gorgeous? I knew I was attractive, but I would never have described myself as gorgeous. I had long, dark brown hair that was naturally wavy, high cheekbones, thick lips, and an hourglass figure. Even with how much I played video games, I made sure to work out and eat healthy most of the time, so I was in good shape.

      “I just moved here from out of state.”

      “Really? Maybe I can take you for a tour?” he offered. “Show you the best parts of the city?”

      “I would like that,” I replied and stepped forward, following the line as it moved.

      “What do you think of our city so far?”

      “I really like it. I like the diversity here and how everyone gets along.” Even though there was a war, it seemed like here, everyone put that to the side. I also liked that there didn’t seem to be many vampires here. I was hoping to avoid vampires as much as possible. They were not my favorite race of Others.

      “Deryn,” a deep voice called.

      Deryn turned and scowled at the large male behind him. The male had dark sunglasses on and was a brick wall brought to life.

      “What?” Deryn asked, irritated by this male’s presence. They obviously knew each other, but that didn’t explain why he was upset by him just talking to him.

      “You’re wanted at headquarters,” the male said.

      “I’m busy,” Deryn snarled. “It can wait.”

      “It’s urgent.”

      Deryn rubbed his temples. “You guys always say that, and when I get there, nothing important is going on.”

      “Dan’s orders. I’m just the messenger,” the male said and shrugged.

      Those around us were slowly moving away from Deryn and the newcomer, their eyes wide, and stances stiff. Why were they scared? Was it because Deryn was a werewolf? I couldn’t see people in this city being scared of an Other, since there were so many of them here.

      “Fine,” Deryn said with a sigh. He turned to me and said, “I’m really sorry about this. It’s a family matter.”

      Pack matter, was what he meant.

      I smiled. “No problem.”

      “Dinner, tonight?” he asked. “I’ll make it up to you.”

      “Okay, if it’s early.” I could go to dinner with him and then get home and raid with my clan afterwards. I would make it work.

      He kissed my cheek and inhaled sharply. “I’ll send you details later. Thanks for understanding.”

      He left and people looked at me questioningly. I realized with a sigh, that I hadn’t snapped a picture of him for Justina, but it was too late. She would have to wait until later to get a picture. I ordered a quick bite to eat and took it back to work with me.

      I ended up staying late at work to help some coworkers with a project, so I didn’t even get to go home before my date with Deryn. Justina had been bummed that I hadn’t gotten a picture yet, but I promised her that I would try tonight. That had appeased her enough she loaned me a change of clothes for my date. I asked her why she had the clothes in her desk, and she had simply said, “You never know when you’ll need them.”

      I stood outside of the restaurant Deryn had chosen and rubbed my arms against the chill that was starting to set in. A drink sounded really good right now.

      “Waiting long?” he asked as he approached.

      I smiled and shook my head. “Nope.”

      He wore a pair of slacks and a button up shirt that accentuated his strong arms incredibly well. Yes, I had a huge thing for biceps. Well, muscles in general.

      I wore a nice blue dress, that hugged all the places men appreciated the most. Thank goodness Justina and I were the same size.

      “You look amazing,” he whispered and leaned forward to inhale my scent next to my chin.

      I inhaled his scent back and practically purred. He smelled like pine. “You look great, too.”

      He quirked his eyebrow. “You’ve dated a werewolf before?”

      I nodded.

      “How long ago?” he asked.

      “Four years ago,” I informed him. Knowing he would want to be sure that he wasn’t overstepping another wolf’s grounds, I added, “I’m completely unattached.”

      He smiled wide and pulled open the door for me. “Just what I wanted to hear.”

      The restaurant was incredible, reminding me of an opera house, with thick, burgundy drapes and low lighting. The host took us to a table that had been marked reserved, and they immediately brought out champagne and two flute glasses.

      Deryn raised his glass of champagne. “To new friends.”

      I smiled and clicked my glass against his. “New friends.” I took a long drink and then looked at the menu. It was extravagant and expensive, I wanted to try it all.

      “What do you recommend?” I asked and set my menu down.

      “The prime rib is amazing,” he replied, still looking at his menu.

      “I’ll have that then,” I said with a nod of my head, glad I had a decision made.

      He looked up at me and smiled. “I know you’ll love it.”

      “So, what type of work do you do?” I asked him.

      “I make a lot of decisions for the family business,” he replied. “My dad is the CEO, but he’s training me to take over and decided the best way to train me is just to hand me the reins for ninety percent of the operation.”

      “That sounds like a lot of work,” I said sadly. He wasn’t that old, but had a lot of responsibility.

      He smiled, joy filling him again. “Yeah, but I get a lot of time off to spend with my friends.”

      “What do you do for fun, besides play games?” I asked.

      “My friends and I usually hang out and drink, or play something together. We’re all really busy and have high level jobs, so the time we spend together is strictly relaxation time.”

      That sounded really nice. Sounded like what I needed.

      “And why is a sexy, alpha werewolf like you single?” I asked, resting my chin on my linked hands on the table, raised up on my elbows.

      “Haven’t found the right one,” he said with a shrug.

      “Well, I’m flattered to be considered,” I whispered huskily.

      He smiled and mimicked my position. “I’m glad that I found you early on.”

      “Oh?”

      “I know you’ll have plenty of suitors knocking down your door once you’ve been here a while.”

      “I doubt that, but I’m glad I met you early as well.”

      He smiled at me, and it warmed me all the way to my toes.

      My phone buzzed, and I looked at it.

      Dragonknight: We still raiding?

      Shit. I had forgotten to message them.

      Me: Be on in an hour or two.

      Dragonknight: Okay.

      “Everything alright?” Deryn asked.

      “Forgot to message my clan that I would be late to raid tonight because of our date.”

      “Do you need to go?” he asked, completely serious.

      He would let me leave our date early to go game? This guy was definitely a keeper!

      “No, thank you. I let them know I’d be on in a couple of hours.”

      “I really wouldn’t mind,” he said. “I know what it’s like when you make plans with your clan. Especially, if you and your clan members don’t live near each other.”

      Was he perfect or was I dead? Had that bus actually hit me and everything after was just a dream?

      “I appreciate it, immensely, but they understand that I just moved here and I need to meet people in real life.”

      “My lucky day,” Deryn said with a wide smile.

      “Your orders?” a waiter asked.
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        * * *

      

      Deryn held open the taxi door, looming over me as I stepped up to him. “I had a great time tonight,” he said softly and brushed some hair behind my shoulder.

      “Me, too,” I said sincerely and stood up on tiptoe to kiss him lightly on the lips. “I’d love to do it again.”

      He leaned down and kissed me deeply, his tongue sweeping across mine. I leaned into him, as we continued to kiss. He tasted like champagne and strawberries. When we finally separated, I was grinning like a fool.

      “Goodnight, Jolie.”

      “Goodnight, Deryn.”

      The taxi dropped me off, and I took the stairs up to my apartment, needing some exercise. Deryn was a lot of fun and super sexy. I would definitely be calling him to hang out sometime soon. He was really easy to be around.

      Rhys was sexy, but I didn’t really know much about him. That was something I could fix by going out with him again, on an actual date. But damn, that sex had been great!

      After taking a shower, I sat down to turn my game on, but saw my phone blinking.

      Deryn: I enjoyed tonight. Maybe Saturday we could get together to game? I’ve got a lot of old school games, including some karting games.

      I smiled and chewed on my nail as I debated what to say.

      Me: I enjoyed tonight as well. That prime rib was amazing. Saturday should work. I’ll text you Friday night to confirm?

      Deryn: Sounds great. Can’t wait to see you again. : )

      Me: Same XD

      My phone chimed again and I expected it to be him, but it wasn’t.

      Justina: Did you get a picture?

      Me: No. Sorry. Xoxox

      Justina: Did you get laid?

      Me: No! Geez.

      Justina: hahaha lmao

      Me: We’re hanging out Saturday.

      Justina: “hanging out” Nice!

      Me: Sigh. I’m not a slut…normally.

      Justina: You do you, hun.

      Me: Going to bed. Bye.
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        * * *

      

      During lunch, I went to the park and found a quiet place to meditate. All morning I had been warring with myself about whether I should feel bad about dating both Rhys and Deryn, or whether it was fine. I took a deep breath and sat on the grass. Closing my eyes, I tried to make all of the sounds disappear as I relaxed.

      Five minutes later, I was groaning and grumbling.

      “Meditation works best when you’re quiet,” a male voice whispered beside me.

      My eyes snapped open and I turned to find a male elf sitting right next to me, mimicking my sitting position with his eyes closed. He was handsome, most elves were, and I really wanted to touch the pointed tip on his ear. He was incredibly stocky and looked to be Latino, with warm, bronzed skin.

      He opened his eyes and smiled at me, warmth filling his eyes and radiating from him. How could one being be so happy, that it infected another person?

      He held out his hand. “I’m Foxfire. Everyone calls me Fox, though.”

      I shook his hand and smiled back, my shoulder dropped forward, and my breath released in a content sight. “I’m Jolie.”

      “It’s nice to meet you, Jolie. You must be new to town.”

      “How’d you know?”

      “I visit this park often, and this is the first time I’ve seen you. I would remember if someone as beautiful as you had come through here before.”

      My smile widened. “Flirt.”

      He chuckled, stood up, brushed his butt off, and then held his hand out to help me stand. I accepted, letting him pull me into a standing position before I wiped off my butt to get rid of the grass and dirt.

      “I’m sorry I interrupted your meditation session,” he told me.

      I laughed. “It wasn’t much of a session, as you could tell.”

      “Troubles at home?” he asked, the edge of his smile slipped slightly.

      I shook my head. “No. Just started a new job here, and I’ve only been here a few days, so it’s been a bit crazy.”

      He waved toward the park’s main path. “Care to go for a walk?”

      His eyebrow ticked up a little when he asked, and my heart fluttered.

      “I’d love to,” I said, hoping I didn’t sound as breathless as I felt.

      We continued down the path, side by side, the wind whispering through the canopy of trees. There wasn’t another soul in sight, and for that, I was glad.

      “Do you work, Fox?” I asked, once I’d worked up the nerve. I could flirt with Rhys like a pro, but something about Fox made me feel childish and inexperienced.

      He nodded. “I’m on my lunch break right now.”

      “Me, too.”

      “Does that mean that I might get a chance to see you again during the week?” he asked.

      His eyebrow did that thing again, this time paired with a smirk that made me feel weak in the knees.

      “Only if you’re very nice,” I said, not letting on to my infatuation as I flipped my hair over my shoulder.

      “I’m always nice,” he replied, and with that, he produced a silver rose out of thin air into his palm. He held it out to me, and I gratefully accepted it.

      “Wow,” I whispered. “It’s beautiful.”

      “Not nearly as beautiful as you.”

      So, he was a sweet talker, too! I couldn’t contain my smile as I pressed my nose to the flower to smell. It had a muted scent, but it was calming and reassuring, just like his presence.

      “Thank you,” I said from behind the rose before offering my smile to him directly. 

      We walked in silence for another five minutes, enjoying the flowers and trees, a small reprieve from the city life that surrounded the park. It smelled clean and fresh here, reminding me of my small hometown and the fields that had surrounded my house. 

      We didn’t get nearly enough time together before he told me he had to get back to work. 

      He dipped his head forward slightly, then looked up, and asked, “Would you meet me here tomorrow?”

      I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, immediately warm and open to the idea. “I’d like that.”

      He pulled out a cell phone from his pocket and handed it to me. “If you’ll please…”

      I entered my phone number and name into his contacts and sent myself a message with his name, so that I wouldn’t be surprised if he texted me later.

      “All set,” I said, handing his phone back with a smile.

      He kissed my cheek and waved as he walked away. I twirled the rose as I went back to work and inhaled the slightly sweet smell that it gave off. I might as well have been walking on air as I strode back into the building.

      “Who gave you that?” Justina asked.

      “None of your business,” I whispered, not letting the fact that I had added a third guy already to my phone book bother me. Or the fact that she would definitely have something to say about it.

      She rolled her eyes and went back to working.

      I sent a message to Rhys, not wanting him to think I had forgotten about him.

      Me: Work’s been crazy. Dinner on Saturday?

      Rhys: I was worried that you had forgotten about me.

      Me: No way that I could forget about you.

      Rhys: Dinner sounds great. 7?

      Me: Okay. You pick the place, and message me the address, and I’ll meet you there.

      Rhys: Can’t wait.

      I would spend the day with Deryn, and then go out with Rhys for dinner. I was a single woman and I didn’t have any attachments to these men. So, there was no reason that I couldn’t date a few of them.

      After work, I went out to a nearby bar and sipped on a vodka lemonade while I people watched. It was one of the best ways to figure out what the town was really like, and what went on. There were various races in the bar. Among them were werewolves, elves, dragons, and even some mages. There were way more humans though, our race taking up at least seventy percent of the population of the bar.

      “Hello, is this seat taken?” an incredibly deep male voice asked.

      I turned and smiled wide. He was hot, incredibly hot. What luck I seemed to be having!

      “No, it’s not taken.”

      He sat down and held out his hand. “Hi, I’m Nico.”

      “Nice to meet you,” I said with a smile, but didn’t shake his hand, picking my drink up to give me an excuse.

      With a flick of his wrist, he produced a playing card. “Would you like to see a trick?”

      I turned to face him fully and nodded with a wide smile. “Yes, please.”

      He snapped his fingers and a red rose appeared, a smile spread, and he set it down on the bar top in front of me. Then, he showed me his hands, front and back. The next instant, he held a full deck of cards and was shuffling them.

      I clapped and he chuckled. “I haven’t done the trick yet.”

      “I’m still impressed,” I told him.

      He showed me the cards, front and back — they looked like normal cards. “Watch closely,” he whispered. He shuffled the cards again and then, they changed, the symbols turning blue and purple instead of red and black.

      “Wow,” I said and clapped again.

      He continued shuffling and they returned to black and red. He bowed his head and smiled.

      My liquid courage was in full effect at the moment, plus the fact that I’d managed to get dates with some other pretty hot males this week. I hoped three would be enough, but I wouldn’t be disappointed if I couldn’t add him as the fourth to my phonebook.

      “Would you like me to show you a trick?” I asked him.

      “You, show me a trick?” he asked.

      I nodded. “Yes.”

      He waved his hand at the bar top. “Please.”

      I wrote my name and phone number on a napkin, folded it in half, took the glass of water that was next to me, put the folded napkin into it, slid a coaster on top of it, flipped it over so that it was upside down, and then pulled the coaster out. This left my number in the folded napkin inside of the water with no easy way for him to get it.

      I stood up and kissed his cheek. “Thanks for the show. Hopefully, I hear from you soon.” Quickly, before he could say anything to me, I turned and left.

      His laugh was deep, and rumbled all the way across the noisy bar as I left.
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        * * *

      

      I was chuckling to myself as I typed a message into the group chat with my clan, telling them about the joke I had just played on Nico. They all agreed that it was great, and if he figured out a way to get my number, he would definitely call me and I should give him at least one date. I slid my card through the reader to open the apartment building door and replied to another message on my phone, looking down as I walked inside, towards the elevator.

      “Jolie!” four male voices called out at the same time.

      I jerked my head up and felt a knot form in my throat. Rhys, Deryn, Fox, and Nico stood together in front of the elevator, waiting for the doors to open.

      Oh no. They all know each other!

      “Wait,” Rhys said to the others. “How do you know her?”

      “How do you know her?” Fox asked.

      “What is happening?” Deryn asked.

      I kept my head down and was about to head to the stairs, but the elevator arrived. They walked in first, lining up along the back of the elevator and looked at me expectantly. Rhys held the door open for me. I stepped inside, pushed my floor, and felt as small as a mouse with all of them towering over me. Their stares were heavy, pressing upon me as the elevator moved up.

      What was I going to do?

      “You live here?” Rhys asked.

      I nodded. “Just moved in. Which one of you live here?” I hadn’t turned around, worried to see what the expressions on their faces might be.

      “All of us,” Nico replied with a soft laugh. “We all wondered who the new resident was. I had no idea it would be you.”

      “So, it seems you’ve met the four of us already,” Deryn said. “Sort of funny, right?”

      I spun around, worried they were mad and needing to defend myself.

      “I didn’t know you guys knew each other. I met you all randomly and…”

      “It’s okay,” Fox said and smiled reassuringly at me.

      I wasn’t so sure. My floor came up and I rushed out, getting into my apartment and locking my door with a groan. What the hell was I going to do? They all lived here. They all knew each other.

      My phone beeped and I wasn’t shocked to see it was one of them.

      Deryn: We still hanging out tomorrow?

      He still wanted to hang out? Had they talked? Maybe he didn’t know that I’d slept with Rhys.

      Me: Yeah, if you’re still up for it.

      Deryn: Definitely!
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      I stood outside of Deryn’s apartment and fidgeted with my hair. I had told him I would come over, but now I was nervous. What if they confronted me instead of wanting to hang out?

      Taking a breath for courage, I knocked on the door. Might as well get it over with.

      Deryn opened the door and smiled. “Jolie! Come on in.”

      “Thanks,” I replied with what I hoped was a nice smile.

      His apartment was pretty large, at least two bedrooms, and had a huge living room where Fox was sitting, playing a video game.

      He turned and smiled at me. “Hey, Jolie.”

      “Hi, Fox,” I said with a little wave, shocked that he was here. Wasn’t I supposed to hang out with Deryn?

      Fox was playing the newest first-person shooter, a game I had been considering getting, but wasn’t certain it was good enough to draw me away from Ghost 2.

      “How do you like it?” I asked him and leaned on the back of the couch, while I watched him play. Deryn’s TV was huge, at least eighty inches. I was totally jealous and possibly drooling a little at how amazing the graphics looked.

      Our building had incredibly fast internet speeds as well, so the frames per second were maxed and there was no lag.

      “I love it so far. I’m just doing the campaign,” he replied, shooting one guy and blowing up another guy with a sticky grenade.

      “Haven’t given PVP a chance yet?” I asked with a smirk. A lot of the gamers I knew avoided the player versus player aspect of the game for as long as they could, because they became rage monsters. I was also one of the rage monsters when playing PVP, but it took a lot to make me rage.

      “He rages worse than anyone else,” Deryn told me. “We had to ban him from playing one game because he wouldn’t stop breaking controllers.”

      “I replaced each of the ones I broke,” Fox countered.

      “Do you guys live together?” I asked curiously.

      Deryn shook his head. “No, Fox lives across the hall. He comes over to try the new games that I get, though.”

      “Sweet,” I said and looked at the entertainment center where my eyes widened. “You have every single console,” I whispered and headed towards it. It was calling to me. All of the old consoles that I had played with as I grew up, and some I hadn’t been able to get.

      “Yep,” Deryn said with a satisfied smirk. “Even the oddball ones that didn’t really have a purpose like the Mini Sub One.”

      “Do you have games for all of these?” I whispered as I almost began to worship his collection.

      “What do you want to play?” he asked with a smirk.

      “Road Bashers 3?” I asked. It had been a childhood favorite of mine, but it was rare and incredibly expensive now.

      “Mind if I stay and play?” Fox asked.

      “Not at all,” Deryn replied and then looked at me. “Okay with you?”

      I smiled and nodded. “It’s a party game, after all.”

      Deryn set up the game and I took a seat on the couch in the middle. Deryn and Fox sat on either side of me and we all grabbed a controller and prepared to play. The music came on, and I immediately got the chills.

      “Oh man,” I whispered excitedly. “It’s been so long since I’ve played this.”

      We spent three hours playing Road Bashers 3, teasing and messing with each other like the three of us were old friends. They were so easy to be around. It was strange for me to feel so safe and comfortable with them when I barely knew them, but here we were. When we finally decided to turn it off, Fox kissed my cheek and then waved as he left the apartment, yawning.

      “That was fun,” I told Deryn. I would have kept playing except that I had my date with Rhys and I didn’t want to be late for it.

      He smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I haven’t had that much fun playing a game in a long time.”

      “I should get home,” I whispered and headed towards the door. He trailed behind me, then leaned against the wall next to the door. “I really did have a lot of fun tonight,” I told him.

      He brushed my hair behind my ear and whispered, “I’m glad.” His lips were warm and soft as he slid them across mine. It was a sweet kiss, and yet, it made my hormones rage. “We should play again soon,” he whispered.

      I nodded and kissed his cheek once before leaving his apartment and running right into Rhys.

      “Oh,” I gasped.

      He smiled. “Hello.” He looked up at the apartment number and his smile disappeared as he asked, “Were you on a date with Deryn?”

      “I played some games with him and Fox,” I explained. “I had planned on going back to my place to finish getting ready.” After glancing at my phone and confirming that there was still half an hour before our date, I asked, “Unless you’re ready now?”

      “Go ahead and freshen up. I need to talk to Deryn really quick,” he told me with a smile.

      I kissed his cheek and then went to the stairs to walk down to my floor. I threw open the door and almost screamed when Nico was there. I put my hand to my chest and dropped my head. “Mage’s Mana!” I exclaimed.

      “What?” Nico asked with a chuckle.

      “You startled me,” I explained and exhaled loudly. “Sorry.”

      He pushed open the door for me and stepped to the side. “No, my fault.” I stepped past him and he whispered, “Your trick was great, but one thing you didn’t know…” He snapped his fingers and the napkin I had written my number on appeared in his hand, dry and smudge free. “…I’m a mage.”

      My eyes widened as I stared at him in disbelief. A mage. Wow. I had no idea.

      “Good to know,” I whispered and smiled before skipping down the stairs to my floor.

      It only took me a couple of minutes to get my hair brushed and touch up my makeup. I did a twirl in front of my floor-length mirror and then went to the living room. As soon as I sat down on the couch, someone knocked on the door.

      Rhys smiled at me when I opened it. “You look beautiful.”

      “Thank you,” I replied, stepping into the hall, and turned, closing and locking my door.

      He pushed the elevator button and looked at me with a tilted head. “You’re an enigma.”

      “What? How?” I asked.

      “You’re gorgeous, but single. Normally that’s because the girl is crazy. However, you don’t seem crazy.”

      “You’ve only spent one night with me,” I reminded him. “I could quite possibly be hiding my crazy.”

      He smirked. “That is possible, but you’re forgetting that you’ve also spent time with all of my friends.”

      My cheeks warmed and he noticed.

      “All of them were raving about you,” he informed me. “Deryn couldn’t stop talking about how much fun he had with you today. This is the first time that I’ve heard him talk about a girl. It’s definitely the first time I’ve heard him talk about a girl he hasn’t slept with.”

      “How do you know if I’ve slept with him or not?” I asked defensively.

      “We’re best friends,” he replied. “We tell each other everything.”

      “So, they know that we…”

      “Yes, but not the circumstances or details.”

      “And what did they have to say when they learned I’ve dated all of you, but you and I have slept together?” I asked nervously.

      “There were a couple high fives, and we all agreed that you’re pretty awesome,” he said and hit the stop button on the elevator, making it freeze between floors.

      I glanced at it nervously and fought the urge to rush forward and hit the button. He walked towards me slowly, stopping a foot or so away from me.

      “Why was I the only one you slept with?” he asked.

      The others weren’t really in situations that allowed for it.

      “I just, didn’t…” I replied softly.

      “But you want to,” he stated.

      “I’m single,” I reminded him. “And I had no idea that any of you knew each other, or that you all lived here. I met four sexy males at different times and they all wanted to spend time with me. I don’t think it’s wrong that I went out with you all. I don’t think it’s wrong that I had sex with you. I don’t think it would be wrong for me to sleep with one, or all, of the others either. None of us are attached or taken. Am I wrong?”

      “No, you are not wrong,” he agreed. He reached out slowly and then pulled me forward against him. “I’m not selfish enough or possessive enough to try to make you choose. I wish I was the only one, but you have done nothing wrong and are still doing nothing wrong.”

      “Glad we agree,” I whispered as I swallowed around the lump in my throat and set my hands on his chest, mostly to keep me balanced, but also because I really wanted to touch him.

      “I am competitive, however,” he replied and inhaled. “And you are too good to pass up.” His lips were on mine and my hands wound around his neck instantly. He lifted me up and pushed me back against the wall of the elevator. He gripped my butt as he held me, his fingers digging into my skin, but not painfully.

      I broke our kiss to kiss his neck and he moaned.

      “Not now,” he whispered and gently nipped my neck. “Though, the thought of taking you here is very tempting. Tonight, I want to enjoy our date and not lose out on it because dessert was too filling.”

      I chuckled and nipped his earlobe. “Okay.”

      He groaned and gripped my butt tighter. “If you do that again, I’ll go back on what I just said.”

      I leaned back and held up my hands in surrender. “Okay.”

      He kissed me again and then set me down and hit the button on the elevator. “I’m glad that we agree.”

      “Me, too,” I said and exhaled happily. I ran my fingers through my hair and smoothed my clothes down. “I was really worried that you guys would shut me out after you found out what happened.”

      “No, that’s not how we are.”

      “Good to know.”

      We stepped outside and were met with several members of the media with cameras on, and bulbs flashing as they took pictures. Rhys put his arm around my shoulders and steered me away from them.

      “Rhys, who is this new female? What is she doing in your apartment building? Is she part of your clan?”

      “Has the Dragon Clan made a decision about the war?”

      “Where was the artifact last seen?”

      He didn’t respond, and gently propelled me forward until we were away from the building, and across the street.

      “My apologies about that. They’re vicious at times,” Rhys said with a soft sigh.

      “Who are you?” I asked softly. “You seem to be someone important, but⁠—”

      “No one important,” he replied. “They’re just trying to get information out of us, but it won’t work.”

      “You guys seem important,” I commented as I looked back at the media who were now scowling at us.

      He smiled. “Did you just say we are important to you?”

      I scoffed, but smiled at him. “I hardly know you.” It was strange, though. I did feel close to them. Was I that desperate for affection that I fell for the first guys to give me attention? Was I the crazy stalker chick? Oh no! I didn’t want to be the crazy stalker chick.

      He waved down a taxi and moved close to me on the back seat. His scent was a mixture of fire and something that I couldn’t place, but knew it was a masculine smell. “I’d like to remedy that,” he whispered to me.

      “Remedy what?” I asked, sidetracked by his delicious scent and body heat.

      “Not knowing each other.”

      “Sounds great to me,” I said and looked up into his beautiful eyes. “Are you always warm or do you create extra heat when you want to?”

      “I run warmer than a human, but I can create more heat if I want to,” he replied.

      The taxi pulled over and we climbed out onto the sidewalk. Rhys paid the driver as I stared at the restaurant we were headed into. Simone’s was not just nice, but swanky. It was a restaurant that people joked only politicians and celebrities went into because no one else could afford it.

      “You okay?” Rhys asked and set his hand on my lower back.

      “You lied. You are someone important,” I said. “Or at least famous.”

      “Come, our table is waiting,” he replied and ushered me forward, completely ignoring what I had said. We stepped inside and the staff immediately led us to our table and brought out champagne.

      Rhys smiled at me and said, “Order whatever you’d like.”

      The restaurant was somehow the perfect temperature. Most of the places I went to were either too hot or too cold, but they seemed to know the exact temperature appropriate. There were far less tables in this restaurant than the ones I frequented, which gave us more privacy to talk.

      “Are you part of a mafia?” I asked him.

      He smirked. “No.”

      “An actor?”

      “No.”

      “Model?”

      “Not currently, though I did model for a brief time when I was younger for extra money,” he admitted.

      “A member of the Summit?” I asked since I knew many of the clans had representatives who went to the Summit to meet and discuss issues with the other clans.

      “I do not have a seat on the Summit,” he replied.

      “But you are affiliated with it somehow?”

      “Yes.”

      “You’re not a King?”

      “No.”

      I tapped my chin as I tried to think about who he could possibly be that would allow him this much money and the eye of the media.

      “Have you decided on what you want to order?” he asked, obviously trying to change the subject.

      “I’m debating between the steak that costs twice my monthly income or the chicken pasta that costs more than my rent,” I replied with a relaxed and teasing smile.

      He smiled back, completely at ease and relaxed as well. “I recommend the steak, medium rare.”

      I sipped the champagne, and my eyes widened at the delicious taste. “This is wonderful,” I told him and took a bigger drink.

      The waiter who came over was old, but his skin was unblemished and smooth. He also had sharp pointed teeth that came to his bottom lip. Vampire. “Are you ready to order?” he asked with a slight accent.

      “My usual, Vlad,” Rhys replied.

      “Medium rare steak,” I ordered.

      “Mashed potatoes?” Vlad asked.

      “Please,” I replied with a nod.

      “Very well,” he said and bowed before leaving us to eat the bread I had not even seen him set on the table.

      I took a piece and buttered it. “So, what do you do for fun?” I asked Rhys.

      “You asked me a ton of questions. I believe, it is my turn.”

      “Okay,” I agreed.

      “What do you do for work?”

      “I write for a gaming company.”

      “What do you write?”

      “I write the storylines for games. I’ve got one that I’m working on now, which I think is going to be pretty awesome.”

      “Really?”

      I nodded.

      “Do you like it?”

      He was so focused on me, it was a bit overpowering, but also exciting. There was the potential for danger with him, but also for him to protect me from danger. The latter was something I desperately needed.

      “I love it,” I replied with a wide smile. “Not only do I love it, it was a big raise for me to move here and take the job.”

      “So, that’s why you moved to Jinla?”

      I nodded.

      “What do you do when you aren’t working?”

      “Usually I play video games.”

      “Really?” he asked, eyebrows raised.

      “Why is that hard to believe?” I asked him a bit defensively.

      “I’ve never met a gorgeous woman who played video games.”

      “We exist,” I assured him, silently pleased he had called me gorgeous.

      “Clearly,” he replied with a smirk. “What are your favorite types of games?”

      “The kind you play,” I said and chuckled. “I play a little bit of everything.”

      “What are you playing currently?”

      “Ghost 2.”

      “Do you play with a clan?”

      “Yes,” I said, shocked he knew what that was.

      “Double standard,” he whispered with a smirk.

      “What?”

      “You were shocked that someone as hot as me would know about clans.”

      He caught me.

      “Possibly,” I admitted.

      “We have our own clan,” he explained. “Deryn will be sad to learn that you already have a clan.”

      “He knows, actually. I can still play with you guys, but I’ve been with this clan since the first beta came out. So, I don’t have any plans to leave them,” I explained.

      I chewed on the bread and closed my eyes at the perfect texture and flavor. How did they make bread so perfectly?

      “I take it the bread is good?” he asked with a chuckle.

      “Amazing,” I replied and took another bite.

      “What character do you main?” he asked.

      “DPS.”

      “Really?”

      I nodded. “And I’m guessing you’re a tank?”

      He blinked twice and then asked, “How’d you guess that?”

      I smirked at him and buttered another piece of bread. “You seem like someone who would prefer a tank.”

      “Can you guess what Nico is?” he asked softly with a smirk.

      “Obviously the DPS,” I said with a chuckle. “He would be the one who wants to use magic.”

      “And what about Deryn?”

      “That’s a bit harder to guess. He seems like he would be good at all of the classes and would enjoy them all.”

      “True.”

      “If you’re the tank and Nico is the DPS, then Fox is the healer and Deryn would be your additional DPS,” I guessed.

      He clapped softly. “Impressive.”

      “If I were to play with you guys, it would be beneficial if I was an additional DPS player,” I replied.

      Our food came out and we ate without much discussion. The food was almost worthy of the price tag and deserved to be savored. Once we finished, we didn’t linger and left the restaurant, headed back to the apartment building.

      “Thank you, for tonight,” he told me and kissed my cheek. “I enjoyed learning more about you.”

      “I enjoyed tonight, too,” I replied and smiled happily. I was normally alone or with just one or two friends, but I had promised myself when I came here that I would be more outgoing and make more friends. So far, it was serving me well.

      “Next time I get to learn more about you,” I said adamantly.

      “Deal,” he agreed.

      We waited for the elevator and I realized how tired I was. I leaned against the wall beside the elevator opening and Rhys played with some of my hair, twisting it around his finger gently and letting it fall away.

      The elevator opened and Deryn stepped out. His eyes widened as he took us in. “Were you out together?” he asked.

      “Yes, we were on a date,” Rhys replied.

      “What!” Deryn yelled.

      “I told you that I wouldn’t let you steal her away from me,” Rhys told Deryn. “Besides, all of us are single, so there’s nothing wrong with it.”

      “I didn’t say there was anything wrong with it. I just can’t believe you took her out so soon,” Deryn explained.

      “We had already set this date up a few days ago,” I whispered, staring intently at the floor.

      “Always one step ahead, aren’t you?” Deryn grumbled.

      “Let’s get you to bed,” Rhys said to me and ushered me inside of the elevator.

      I put my face in my hands and sighed. What was I going to do about these guys? While I said that I didn’t see anything wrong with it, part of me did feel bad. I would never forgive myself if I ended up ruining their friendship.

      “Jolie,” Rhys said loudly.

      I jerked my head up and asked, “What?”

      “It’s your floor,” he noted and waved at the
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