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        This book is for survivors of narcissistic abuse.

        Breaking out of a trauma bond feels a little bit like you’ve been stuck in a cocoon, but you’re emerging with broken wings. It takes some time to get yourself in the air and thriving, but you can and will flourish when you’re free of the poison that was making you ill.

      

      

      

      
        
        You, and your emotions, are never “too much.”
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      Boeotia, Greece. 432 B.C.

      Screams tore through the trees, followed by silence. The stillness of the night proved far more frightening than anything else. Calix feared he wouldn’t make it, that Anthe had had too much of a head start by the time they’d discovered her movements. The last living maenad had been elusive to track and destroy before she could hurt anyone else. It didn’t help that a satyr, her lover, had become her protector—not that she needed one, really. The female was terror incarnate. Regardless, Theron knew how to keep her hidden away after her murderous rampages through the countryside.

      It ended tonight.

      The heavy thudding of hooves behind him provided the only sound, Orestes hadn’t fallen behind, and that lack of other noise chilled him to the bone. There should be more commotion on a night like this. Insects. Animals. Any ruckus at all.

      Something had gone terribly wrong here.

      Fuck. A nice family lived on this land. A man and his wife, kindly and generous. Two comely daughters Calix might have become acquainted with on a carnal level when the curse proved too much of a burden a few days prior. Several small children. None of them would harm so much as a fly. They didn’t deserve what he feared had come to their door tonight. No one deserved that.

      “We should have been here. We should have visited Theodora and Phoebe instead of trying to drink our sorrows away.” Why hadn’t he stayed with them a few days? He could have helped with the workload, kept them safe.

      “Do not lose hope,” Orestes bit out. “There is every chance Theron got to her before us and talked her out of whatever she had planned. Silence is not always bad.”

      Calix wouldn’t dignify that with a response. O tended to be optimistic. A good trait, true, but he knew better. He knew Dionysus had created maenads with the intent of making female versions of the Satyroi to keep the Boeotian satyrs out of trouble. The problem was, where satyrs could sate their curse enough to stay sane, a maenad never could. They sought death, destruction, and chaos for the pure enjoyment of it. They laughed the more their victims suffered.

      And Theron wouldn’t put a stop to Anthe’s terror, which meant someone had to. The Boeotian would mourn her death but get past it. The deed had to be done.

      Orestes cursed under his breath as they approached the homestead, and a bright light became visible through the trees. Fire. Something was on fire. The smoke-charred stench of burning wood among other things reached them, and Calix’s heart skipped a beat. Anthe would not get away with this. As a rule, Calix didn’t hurt women—but if they were murdering innocent people, he would stop them. It was a necessary act. One that saved lives. Anthe was a murderer.

      “We are too late, O,” he said, as they broke through the tree line. He drew his xiphos and slowed to a cautious gait. Orestes mirrored his actions, flipping his long black hair out of his face while turning to watch their back as Calix kept an eye on what lay ahead. “There!”

      Movement around the side of the burning farmhouse sent them both careening after the figure. Feminine laughter danced out, mocking them. Angering him further.

      “Go after her,” Orestes said, “and I will check if anyone is left alive.”

      Calix grunted in agreement and continued following the vile female into the dark of the night.

      “You cannot catch me, Arcadian.” The voice lacked warmth or any feminine sweetness. It was harsh, battle-worn, bloodied and distorted. Treacherous. The voice of a nightmare. “You will never catch me.”

      That was where she was wrong. He paused and ducked out of the path behind a crop of trees. Quickly, he sheathed his weapon and scaled up into the branches—a not-so-easy feat with cloven hooves—until he was completely concealed above. Then he withdrew the xiphos once more and waited, hoping the white chiton he wore didn’t give him away. Maenads were like cats; dangle any puzzle in front of them, and they were too inquisitive to walk away. It was how the Arcadians had successfully been eradicating them before they hurt more people.

      As he expected, Anthe walked warily into view, searching for where he’d gone. As she came closer to his hiding space, Calix prepared to make the jump and end this, once and for all. A thunk rang out into the silence, and sharp pain tore through the back of his calf. He lost his balance and plummeted to the ground with a thud. The breath left his lungs, and he gasped for air. His vision doubled and swayed back and forth.

      The maenad leaned over him, grinning. Her hair, once blonde, was so dirty and full of sticks and leaves that it now appeared black. Smears of dirt and blood covered her face and naked body. The blood hadn't browned yet. It was fresh.

      “Did you think I would allow you to kill my wife?”

      As Calix’s vision and breathing righted itself, he turned his head from his position on the ground to face the newcomer. He didn’t really need to, considering he already knew who the voice belonged to.

      Theron.

      “Your wife?” He wheezed, twisting to his hands and knees, then standing upright, flinching as pain shot through his leg. “You actually wed that monster?”

      The Boeotian held a bow in one hand, and pulled another arrow from a quiver at his back. The asshole either had terrible aim, or had merely wanted him in better striking distance for the maenad to kill him. Chancing a quick glance down, he confirmed his wound was a graze and nothing more. No arrow protruded through his leg. He returned his focus to the idiot and his monster bride in front of him.

      “She is no more monster than you and I, Arcadian. Did going off with Pan instead of Dionysus make you soft?” Theron’s ebony horns were straight and sharp; there were times Anthe and the other maenads had worn bull skulls on their head to give themselves horns too.

      Calix gripped the hilt of the xiphos tighter. “Apparently, living with Dionysus made some of you lose your sense of morality. I shall be happy to correct that.”

      Before Theron could lift the arrow to the bow, Calix surged forward and grabbed Anthe by the throat, dragging her in front of him. She reared her head back, butting into his face, and he grunted, losing hold of her. Calix was pretty sure she’d broken his nose, but unlike Theron, who’d had his nose broken so many times before becoming frozen into immortality, Calix wouldn’t have to worry about his not setting correctly when it healed.

      The maenad spun around and launched herself at him at the same time Theron let his arrow fly. Without a moment to spare, Calix managed to grab hold of her again and yanked her in front of the arrow, where it struck her in the back. In the heart. He grunted at the jab in his chest where the arrowhead had come through her lithe form, yet it hadn’t gone deep enough through his flesh to cause him more than discomfort.

      “No!” Theron yelled as Anthe stumbled and slipped to her knees. The arrow pulled out of Calix's skin easily enough, and he grit his teeth against the pain while Theron cursed him and continued to shriek. “Why did you do that!”

      There was no time to overthink it. No time to feel pity. Theron might love this monster, but she was too feral and violent to live. He raised the xiphos and brought it down, cutting off her head. For good measure, he stabbed her once more in the chest to ensure the heart was truly damaged enough not to heal. An immortal could not revive when both the head was removed and heart destroyed.

      Theron dropped to his knees, shock stealing his voice as he stared down at the maenad in abject horror. Spital ran down his chin and he released a keening cry that would haunt Calix’s dreams. Calix stood there, hands shaking. He didn’t know what to say. He and Theron had never been on friendly terms, but they’d been cursed into satyrs together. He hadn’t wanted to cause the man pain, but the maenads were too dangerous to keep alive. One day he would understand. Once he could see clearly, now that she was no longer a threat.

      “I am…sorry.”

      Theron scowled up with him, rage consuming his features. “I will kill you for this.”

      Orestes arrived, holding a small child, who was sound asleep on his shoulder. He looked down at the decapitated body, then at Theron. He didn’t say a word, but Calix already knew. This was the only survivor.

      Rage clashed with sorrow as he bit out, “She was too dangerous, Theron. We didn’t want this…”

      But Theron wasn’t listening to a word of it. He only saw his dead lover. His wife. “You are a dead man, Calix. I will return this horror onto you, far worse than you can ever imagine.” He broke then, sobbing over the body.

      “We need to leave,” Orestes whispered. “I heard people coming, and we do not need to be caught here.”

      Calix glanced at the sleeping child. “What are you going to do with the babe?”

      Orestes nodded ahead where a cart was propped, a basket visible with a blanket already set inside. “I didn’t want to leave her until I collected you.” They hastened to the cart and Orestes gently placed the child in the basket, wrapping her up nice and warm.

      Voices in the distance made Calix nervous. They were coming this way, but that was a good thing because they would surely see the child. “We need to go.”

      Orestes ran a gentle hand over the child’s head and shoulder and shook her awake. When the baby girl began to cry, they took off running in the direction of the darkest patch of trees. With their horns and hooves, they would surely frighten the mortals who came to check on the welfare of a neighboring farm. The carnage they were sure to find inside the house, if it didn’t get eradicated by the fire, would undoubtedly have been blamed on Calix and Orestes should they be caught there. Monsters were monsters in their eyes, and no mortal ever stopped to allow them to explain. It was easier to attack what they didn't understand. To remove the threat and ask questions later, except never having the real answers to them.

      As they disappeared into the night, Theron’s words haunted Calix. Luckily, due to the curse including immortality, there was no way Calix would ever fall in love and risk watching his loved ones age and die. No way Theron could ever enact revenge on a woman who would never exist.

      So why did the words shake him to the bone?
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      The Pine Barrens, New Jersey. Present Day

      The ground shook as Calix stared up at the great dragon, Destroyer, as he stood his ground against the satyrs. All the while, Hermes taunted it. Shot insults at an actual, living, breathing—fire-breathing, to be precise—vengeful dragon. Because why not? Of course Calix would come back the very day a dragon would attack them at Pan and Kat’s wedding reception. Never a dull moment with the Satyroi.

      Two vrykolakas, named Bremusa and Myrine, teamed up with Hybris, the goddess of hubris, and made a quick and brutal effort to damage the dragon’s wings by ambushing it from behind while it was grounded. Despite the spectacle before him, Calix’s mind was awash with jaded thoughts and bitter remarks he'd never say aloud to those who cared for him.

      He never should have come back. He should have stayed put, training with Ares.

      As Hybris flashed the dragon out of the clearing, removing the threat entirely, he turned his attention to Pan’s New Jersey mansion, up in flames. A home Pan had recently rebuilt for his family: his wife of maybe an hour and their one-year-old son. This was the god's wedding day, and his house was on fire.

      Nope. Should not have come back.

      “Fuck!” Pan said, finally taking a moment to glance back at the house, then turned and leveled a glare on Hermes. “Did you really have to tell the dragon that he couldn’t light a barn on fire in the middle of a field or whatever you said?”

      Calix turned to catch Hermes’ crestfallen expression. “You were one of the ones telling me to taunt him and cause a diversion. I did.”

      “Not with my house!”

      “Fine,” Hermes said, crossing his arms. “Be more specific next time, or you can be the one to piss him off.”

      “I didn’t say you didn’t do a good job at pissing him off.” Pan gestured wildly at the house. “Because, obviously, you did that quite well.”

      The two gods looked enough alike with their black hair and bright green eyes that they could be brothers instead of father and son. Hermes flicked his son off and walked away to check on the vrykolakas that had been thrown from the dragon’s back. The vampire women, Amazons from the ancient days of Greece, were a bit muddy, but no worse for wear. Bremusa’s dress had torn, and her blonde hair fanned about her shoulders, a bit wild. Myrine’s yellow eyes glowed bright, her mahogany skin peeking through rips in her pale yellow gown.

      “Well, that wasn’t the way this evening should have gone.”

      Calix turned to find the speaker, Chrysander, standing to his right. The man’s long blond hair was pulled back with a hair tie, and his impeccable tuxedo had a huge scorch mark down the side. Chrys was giving him a look that made him uncomfortable. Like he knew something he thought Calix should know, but obviously didn’t.

      Wasn’t even sure he wanted to…

      At some point everything became way too much for one person to handle.

      He jumped slightly as Pan flashed back in beside him with Lily, who was a cloud nymph and Ariston’s wife. Without a word, she lifted her face toward the sky and closed her eyes. Rain began to fall in earnest around them, putting out the flames. Another fire blazed in his memory. A farm in Boeotia. A scream that was followed by silence. Anthe’s limp body when Calix landed the death blow.

      Nobody spoke as they watched the fire being extinguished. Like the act of falling rain washed away not only the fire, but the drama of the last hour. Or less. It was hard to tell how much time had truly passed. No amount of rain could wash away Calix’s past, though. When his hands shook, he slipped them into the pockets of his suit. The rain let up to a light drizzle, and chatter returned. At some point, Pan and Hermes had brought back the nymphs and humans without Calix noticing it. He became aware quickly enough when he felt the stares again. A quick glance in his peripheral revealed that Adonis and his nymph were looking at him and whispering, sadness in their eyes.

      Pity made him damned uncomfortable, especially after recent events. Before, he would brush it off easily with a smile and joke. He didn't feel much like joking anymore, and didn't know if he ever would be that man again. He needed to get the fuck out of there, but where would he even go? He turned toward the two gods who could get him out the quickest by flashing him to a new location, but they were squabbling again. The ache left in his heart at the loss of Orestes, his best friend, rippled to the surface so fast it overwhelmed him, and he had to focus on breathing to keep from losing it. The pain would hit him like a fresh wound sometimes without even the slightest trigger. It sucked.

      "Where the fuck is Hybris?" Hermes paced up and down the front walk of the house in the rain.

      "You need to calm down," Pan snapped at his father while putting his arm around Katerina, his wife. She didn't cry, but she did stare at the house with a look of utter disbelief. She had changed out of her wedding dress for the reception, but she, like the rest of them, were soaked to the bone now. "I'm sure she is fine. Maybe Zeus called her to Olympus." Which would make sense considering Hybris had taken over Hermes’ former position of being the messenger of the gods. Ankle wings and speed and all. Their love for each other seemed to override any discontent about the exchange of powers.

      "What I want to know is…how the dragon was even aware the wards would be down at the house tonight," Kat said quietly, pulling Calix back out of his thoughts. Everyone turned to look at her. "They were removed so my guests could find the house. Someone had to know that. I don't feel like it was an awful coincidence that he happened to be here at the right time. On our wedding night, when people other than our group could locate this house. There are coincidences, but not like this." Thankfully her parents had taken baby Leonidas for the night, so he hadn’t been in danger or in the house. But he could have been. That had to be the thought causing her to anxiously twist a lock of her red, curly hair around her finger.

      Pan's jaw set tightly, and he looked at the damage surrounding his house. "I agree. There's another immortal in on this."

      There was always another immortal behind any attack on them. Weariness set into Calix's bones. It never ended.

      Hermes was about to say something when he snapped his mouth shut, cutting a glance at Chrysander and Myrine. "Chrys…what are you hiding?" At Hermes' question, all eyes turned toward the couple.

      Myrine squeezed Chrys’ arm comfortingly. "You should tell them. It's time."

      "Tell us what?" Hermes asked. "You know, I can forgive not telling me about the dragon because there was so much other shit happening, but if there's an immortal helping him and you know this information, and haven't told anyone…"

      Chrys had taken over Dionysus' company, Bach Industries. There was no telling what secrets he had uncovered in the time that had passed since taking the position. The man brushed hair out of his face and straightened the lapels of his now-dirty and soaked suit.  "I wasn't sure when it would be the right time to share the news, so I wanted to wait until after the wedding. I thought we still had time."

      This caught everyone's attention, and not in a good way. Comments were muttered under breath that ranged from startled to just plain rude. He, himself, had no real feelings about it. He was just ready to get it over with, whatever it was.

      "Shut up, and let the man speak." To Chrys, Hermes said, "Get to the point. We can figure out the details at a later time."

      "Okay." He took a long breath and exhaled it. "Dionysus is alive."

      Silence met the statement, and then a roar of denials and cursing surrounded them. Calix merely rolled his eyes heavenward and sighed. Would they never be free of Dionysus either? Honestly, when did it end? Death?

      Obviously not, considering Dionysus had been confirmed dead, and now suddenly he’s not.

      "I saw his dead body," this from Pan, echoing Calix’s thoughts.

      "Why wouldn't he take his old job back then?" asked Adonis as he bound his long, damp locks with a hair tie Sage handed him. Calix narrowed his eyes on the ginger-haired nymph at Adonis’ side. She looked so familiar, but he couldn’t place her. He hadn’t met any new nymphs recently, so maybe he’d met her in ancient times at one of Dionysus’ orgies. He hadn’t spoken to the two of them to get their story. When Hybris returned Calix’s panpipes and he’d agreed to attend the wedding, she’d informed him that Adonis had borrowed them in his final days as a satyr before this nymph had broken his curse.

      Myrine bit her lip and looked up at Chrys, then turned back to Hermes. The glow of her yellow eyes was just as eerie as Bremusa's in the low light. "He thinks he's now a new class of god. Whatever comes after the Olympians, the way they followed the Titans who came after the Primordials. He supposedly knows a way to defeat Destroyer…with some sort of hero's quest and a godhood reward. As well as a Hephaestion weapon that took a year to forge. I don't know what it is though."

      That was…intriguing. Not that Calix coveted godhood, but once Theron was dead, he’d need something to occupy his time. He wasn’t committing to the idea by any means, but it was something to consider. He didn’t think he could return home to the inn again. At least not permanently. The pain was too fresh. The torture he’d endured at Theron’s hands mere hours after watching Orestes die in front of him. His best friend. His brother in arms.

      He clenched his jaw, refusing to let emotions get to him. Ares had taught him not to let emotion cloud his actions or thoughts. When he felt like he was going to explode, he was to think of something opposite of what caused the disturbance of his mind and heart. Orestes caused him pain instead of happiness these days. Instead, he focused on Theron…on killing him. Avenging his friend and all the women he’d hurt. Some in front of him. He’d finally discovered why Anthe’s actions hadn’t forced Theron to stop her—he had been helping her all along. Participating in her horror. All that innocent blood, all these years, and the gods who knew about it had let him do it. Theron was as deranged and sadistic as Anthe was. Truly, the two had been made for each other.

      A hand on his shoulder startled Calix out of his thoughts. He’d missed the remainder of the conversation, but he supposed he could catch up later. He glanced at Adonis, who was touching him, and the nymph by his side. When had they gotten so close to Calix?

      “Sorry to bother you, but…” The nymph bit her lip and looked away. “It would probably be best to wait to tell you this later.” She glanced up at Adonis, Calix following her gaze to the former Boeotian.

      The blond man lowered his arm back to his side and looked more uncomfortable than Calix felt at the moment, which didn’t seem like it should even be possible. “It’s best to get the bad news out of the way, Sage. Keeping it secret causes more harm than good.” Why was Adonis staring at his own feet as he said that?

      Calix's stomach felt hollow yet full of lead at the same time. “You two have been staring at me all night, whispering. What the hell is going on?” They knew something, and it would eat away at him until he found out what.

      Sage blanched—quite the feat considering her complexion was so fair. “I, uh…you don’t recognize me, do you?”

      “Should I?” Calix asked, real alarm starting to spike through his blood. “Did we meet on Mount Kithairon, before the curse? Is that how you know me?” Dread froze his blood like ice. Please say that is how you know me… His silent plea stabbed through his gut, nausea forming. He had a horrible suspicion where this was headed, and he couldn’t even allow himself to think it. Bile in the back of his throat burned with sour disgust. At himself? Circumstances? No telling, honestly.

      “N-no…” she stammered, tears forming on her lower lashes. “I’m so sorry, Calix. I didn’t know what I was, or you, when it happened.” Beside her, Adonis looked so uncomfortable it wouldn't be surprising if he took off running. “I didn’t know.”

      Calix's vision swam with spots of light. The sickness in his gut increasing, he staggered, half aware of Adonis stepping in front of Sage. Like Calix was going to hurt her? The honesty in the girl’s eyes said it all. She hadn’t known she was a nymph, just like she hadn’t known he was a satyr. They’d fucked. He recognized her because she was one of the women he’d been with in recent years. He'd had sex with her and then forgotten her probably that same day.

      Fuck. Shit. Son of a bitch.

      “I need to get out of here.” Calix swayed, looking for an escape route, but he staggered as lightheadedness overcame him. Adonis quickly grabbed his left arm and looped it around his shoulder and helped him to the nearest chair. Once sitting, Sage handed him a bottle of water. Calix practically tore the cap off and chugged almost the whole bottle in one breath. “I’m fucked. I’m absolutely fucked.”

      “I’m sure there will be another way.” Adonis tried to make the situation positive. There was no positivity in this. None whatsoever.

      Calix glared up at him, knowing full and well it wasn’t the former satyr’s fault. “I have nothing left to live for. I’m doomed to this hell, and now the only light in the darkness, the one hope left, has been extinguished.” He waved an arm wildly. “By dumb, bad luck. By bad timing.”

      “Pan is trying to find a way—”

      “Did you tell half the Satyroi about this before anyone told me? Does everyone know!” He hadn’t meant to shout, but all eyes were on them now. He remembered the weird looks the others had been giving him all night and humiliation sprang white-hot through his blood. “I have to get out of here,” he said again.

      “Where do you want to go?” Pan appeared at Adonis’ side, concern etched in his features. He shot Adonis a look and whispered, “You could have told him in a more private setting.”

      Anger bubbled into a boiling rage and he stood, toe to toe with Pan. The god of the wilderness, who was also the Jersey Devil. “Everyone is sure to know eventually when I am the only one of us who can’t break their curse.”

      “That isn’t true,” Pan said with a shake of his head. “Melancton can’t.”

      “That’s different.” He glanced at the violet-eyed satyr with his long, black hair who currently had an arm around the nymph, Daphne. Both watching him with pity. Calix couldn’t take much more of that look from any of them. “Melancton chose that. I didn’t.”

      “Any one of the Satyroi could have had the same misfortune as you and not know it yet.” Pan’s eyes began to glow red. “Even though it sucks, and it does, you at least know. Imagine how much worse it would be if you fell in love with a nymph, only to find out the hard way under a Satyr Moon.”

      The words didn’t make him feel better, but he had a point. How horrible would it have been to think he was breaking his curse only to discover…it wasn’t meant to be? To be so joyful and anticipate the moment others have found with their nymphs, only for it to…not work? It would be a terrible realization indeed.

      “Get me out of here,” he said softly, not looking at Adonis, Sage or any of the bystanders. He pleaded with Pan silently to heed his wishes. All he wanted right then was to be alone. To think. To dwell. To regret.

      Pan’s eyes softened, losing the red glow and returning to their bright green state. “Where do you want to go, Calix? We would prefer you stay with us, to let us be there for you, but I get it. Everyone will understand.”

      “I don’t know where.” He had to leave though. “Is my stuff still at the inn?”

      Pan nodded. “If that is where you wish to go.”

      Not really. “I’m going to pack my things, and then find a place to stay. I don’t know where.”

      Sage squeaked and opened her bag that had been slung across her body, barely noticeable in its small, sequined form. “She pulled out a set of keys and began twisting one off. “My roommate is out of town for the week to visit family. You can stay at my apartment. No one will be there.”

      The absolute last place he wanted to be was the home of the nymph who had stolen his chance of freedom. He closed his eyes and exhaled. That wasn’t fair to her. It was not her fault, and neither was it his. Anger and stress were getting the best of him. He did need a place to stay for the night, and he would leave in the morning. “Thank you. I’ll return the key to the inn tomorrow and be on my way.”

      Sage handed it over. “Pan can give you the address.” She hesitated a moment. “For what it’s worth, you shouldn’t let this sort of thing deter you. There are other ways to be with someone you love even if you stay cursed.”

      Calix accepted the key, the cool metal against his palm anchoring him to Earth somehow. He didn’t respond, only looked to Pan. The god gripped his arm and flashed him to The Aegean Inn, located in downtown Savannah, Georgia. Glancing up, the white four-story building with blue shutters no longer felt like home; it loomed over him like a tomb. As Calix climbed the stairs to the doorway, located on the second floor of the building, anxiety gnawed deeper into him.

      “It will be okay, Calix. It’s just a building.”

      He grunted. “I’ll never unsee Orestes’ murder. Never.”

      “I understand.” It was said so softly it almost seemed imagined. Then Pan added, “I still see Syrinx’s death when I close my eyes sometimes. Like it’s imprinted there on the backs of my eyelids. It never goes away. The hurt dulls over time, but the ache remains.”

      While not the same—Calix had known Orestes since they were humans, guards to Prince Evander of Dia—he knew Pan had taken Syrinx’s death very personally despite having known her briefly. Had always blamed himself for it, and in a way, he had been partially responsible for the events leading to that tragedy. There wasn’t a competition on grief though. Grief was grief, trauma was trauma, no matter how big or small it was. Nobody held a monopoly on suffering.

      Once inside, Pan allowed him to wander to his former bedroom alone. Down on the first floor, Calix stood in the hall and stared at the doorway to Orestes’ former room. The door was shut, but he could see it all. The blood, the headless body. Raw emotion stole his balance and he fell to his hands and knees. He welcomed the rush of pain from the force of his landing.

      Would he ever run out of tears? Orestes deserved better. He deserved so much better than to be murdered by Apollo, and for what? Because a nymph didn’t want to have sex with a god? What a senseless waste, and Calix hadn’t been able to stop it. Hadn’t been able to save him.

      He didn’t know how long he sat there, but eventually the soul-wrenching sobs turned to sniffles and he was able to gather himself and make it to his room. He filled a suitcase with clothes, as well as a few weapons and trinkets he liked. A photo on his dresser showed Orestes, Vander, Jacen and himself smiling in front of the first bed and breakfast they had opened in another state. They'd moved before anyone caught on to their lack of aging. He added the frame into his suitcase and zipped it up.

      When he returned to the lobby on the second floor, Pan waited silently on the couch. He was watching internet videos on his phone, but he wasn’t smiling. His face appeared haunted.

      “I’m ready,” Calix stated, his voice gruff from emotion.

      Pan didn’t meet his gaze. “I should have been here. I could have stopped him.”

      “You couldn’t have. Apollo had to draw blood. He couldn’t back down from the edict he’d issued that someone would die if Melancton and Daphne ended up together or whatever the damn shit was. We all knew what could happen. We helped them be together anyway.” Knowing it didn’t make it any better. Calix wished it had been him instead. He’d have gladly died in Orestes’ place, had even tried to get into the room to do just that.

      “I could have done…something. Anything.” Pan wiped a tear that slipped down his own face. “I loved Orestes too.”

      Silence filled the space between them and around him. Calix couldn’t take it anymore. “If you write down the address to the apartment, I’ll make my way there. It’s your wedding night, and you're spending far too much of it away from your bride.”

      Pan glanced up finally. "I’ll take you to the front door. You shouldn’t be walking around without glamour anyway.” He stood up. “Katerina will understand my delay, and I’m still waiting to hear back from Hermes that he’s found where Hybris took Destroyer.”

      Right. The dragon. It said a lot when one forgot about the dragon crashing a wedding reception in the midst of everything else that had happened in one night.

      Minutes later, Pan was gone and Calix was locking the apartment door behind him. He sighed with relief at being alone at last. He wheeled his suitcase to the corner behind the sectional couch that wasn’t flush against the wall and looked around the place in the dark. Enough moonlight came through the horizontal miniblinds that he could see clearly. It was small, but more than enough room for two women living together. Apparently, from the sound of it, Sage spent more time at the inn with Adonis these days.

      He bypassed a standard-sized kitchen and then a bathroom, and entered the first of the two bedrooms. He didn’t turn the lights on here either. Didn’t want to see the lives the women lived. Didn’t even want to be in their space, really. He only wanted a good night’s rest. As he ran his hand across the soft comforter of the bed, a key in the lock dragged his attention to the living room. The door opened, and then closed.

      “Sage, are you home?” The soft, feminine voice didn’t belong to the nymph he’d met that evening.

      The roommate, the one supposedly gone for the week, had come home.

      Fuck. Calix didn’t know if she knew about satyrs, so he did the only thing he could do. He hid in the closet.
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      Darcy looked around the dark apartment, shaking her head at her own foolishness of calling out to her friend. Of course Sage wasn’t back tonight. She’d gone to a wedding in New Jersey with her boyfriend. Not that her roommate stayed here very much anymore, but Darcy wasn’t resentful. She enjoyed time alone, especially now that Brad hadn’t called or shown up unannounced in over a year. It was just that… Sage was her friend, and she missed spending time with her. And missed not being a third-wheel, which was all she was now that Sage and Adonis were together.

      She sighed. Darcy wouldn't always be the single friend, and going out with her friends would become fun again. Hopefully.

      What she wasn't going to do was think about the last time she'd tried to date anyone and how wrong that had gone. The person who had hurt her in the past wasn't worth any more tears shed over that betrayal. She couldn’t even call the asshole an ex-boyfriend because she wasn’t even good enough for him to date. Using and abusing emotionally and mentally was all he’d wanted her for.

      She'd find someone who would love her, cherish her. And Brad would fade away into the lowest pits of her memories and perhaps be forgotten altogether.

      …One day.

      Turning on the living room light, she then pulled her cell phone out of her purse, staring at the screen while dropping the bag on the couch and walking fully into the room. No missed calls or messages, and the email notifications were all spam. Looked like another boring night, but at least she could read a book or watch television. Yay…

      As she reached for the remote control, footsteps in the back of the apartment made her stand up straight and stare toward the hallway.

      "Hello?" Oh, real smooth, Darce. Why don't you just tell them where the real jewelry is in your jewelry box versus the fake stuff too?

      Silence met her question, but what did she expect? A robber or a rapist to jump out, wave, and say, "Oh, darn it. You caught me!" Still, her hands started to shake, and she felt the tremble through the top half of her body. Brad had never laid a single finger on her in violence or even sexually, but after what he put her through, she feared seeing him at random as strongly as she used to crave it. Feared the trauma bond he once trapped her in would come back.

      He's not here, Darce. He doesn’t have a key. The locks were changed when he moved out, and only Sage has the other key. Besides, why hide in the apartment when he could find her at work or in the parking lot?

      Retrieving her can of mace from the side pocket on her purse, she tiptoed into the hall, turning all the lights on as she went, peeking her head into
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