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​The first day that Oisin was awake for more than a few seconds was probably one of the hardest days of my life. In a way, it was even more fucking terrible than all the time I spent missing him, wondering if he was okay, or hoping for him to just wake the hell up.

We had rescued Oisin from his deranged dad right before the asshole drained Oisin completely. But my fae was still damaged. He’d been tortured, robbed of most of his magic. And...last time he woke up, he didn’t remember his new family.

It was the third day after we brought him home. The entire pride continued to take turns sitting with him through the day, and we all piled around him to sleep at night, hoping the energy and auras of his lovers would reach him, wherever he went while he was healing. 

I hadn't told the others about his memory issues. I was hoping like fuck that was temporary. Maybe it was just because he was still kinda out of it when he spoke to me the first time. Maybe the next time he woke up, he'd be back to his usual sassy, innuendo-making self. 

A girl can dream. 

I woke to someone shaking me. Con's big hand on my shoulder was gentle, but insistent. "Gesa," he whispered. "Oisin's awake."

I bolted upright to find a pair of emerald green eyes watching me with that same sort of detached curiosity as last time. His hair had grown, even in just a couple of days, and I reached out to ruffle the bare inch of red silk. "Morning, sunshine," I said, stuffing my nervousness way down inside and stomping on it. My fae was alright. He had to be. 

He tilted his head and licked his perfect lips before gesturing at the bottled water on the bedside table. I'd put it there just for this—in the hopes that he'd wake up soon and demand sustenance. Con sat back against the headboard, careful not to wake Kai on his other side, as he snagged the bottle and handed it to the fae. The kraken snorted in her sleep and rolled over, pulling the covers over her head. 

I smiled at her. Then Con and I watched Oisin drink his water. It was a tense moment. I think even Con could sense something wasn't right. 

"How are you feeling?" I asked, like every stupid medical person I'd ever met—even the supernatural ones. 

Oisin lowered the bottle and looked down at his graceful hands. There was still a faint pink scar on each one from where he'd been nailed to the fucking table. He took a moment, as if considering his answer, maybe taking a mental inventory or something. "I feel...."

He shrugged his slender shoulders, and part of me was glad his gray silk pajamas hid how skeletal he'd become during his captivity. I had changed his clothes a couple of times, knowing how angry he'd be if he woke up in anything other than fresh silk. So, I knew he was looking a little better than when we first found him, his flesh a little less bruised-looking and hollow, but his weakened state still sent panic rushing in to crush my chest. 

"Gryphon?" he said, turning to me and tilting his head, studying my features. "I don't know what I feel. But I am pleased you're here."

I swallowed hard. "Gesa," I said softly, flicking my gaze over to meet Con's questioning expression. "In case you forgot again." I waved a hand at the human on his other side. "Con. Uh...Concord if you're feeling particularly cruel."

Con's big brown eyes filled with concern. "You don't remember us, Oisin?"

The fae bit his bottom lip with his sharp teeth while he let another one of those long pauses go by, thinking. "I seem to have lost some...details."

I reached out a hand to Oisin and he took it automatically. Whatever he did remember, he seemed to know we wouldn't hurt him. "You said...before...well, do you remember when you woke up and talked to me?" Gods please let him still have at least that. 

He squeezed my hand back, his slender fingers curling around my own. "It's hazy, I'm afraid. But...yes."

Con frowned. "He woke up before? Why didn't you tell us, Gesa? And what do you mean about what he said?" I could see him warring with himself, wanting to stay here with us and wanting to bolt out of bed and start cooking up food and spells for Oisin. 

I heaved a sigh and glanced over at my other side, where Hisashi slept with one arm thrown over his face and one long, white leg hanging out of the bed. He looked like an idiot. My heart hurt just watching him lying there innocently sleeping, not knowing he was going to wake up to a whole new world of pain. 

"Oh," Con said softly. I nodded, feeling Oisin's curious green gaze on me as I explained to the human. "He didn't remember us, not all the way. I couldn't...I just couldn't do that to Hisashi when he's struggling so damned hard as it is. And...I hoped it would get better. He said he loved us. He remembered that he loved us. But...he didn't know names. Details."

Oisin's thumb stroked the back of my hand. "I'm sorry."

I stared at him. "You're sorry?" Oisin had been kidnapped, tortured, drained of his power, rescued and dragged the fuck back here and he was sorry? If I needed any more proof that he wasn't the same man I knew, this was it. No swearing. No demands for booze and food. No innuendos or snark. Just I'm sorry. "What the fuck do you have to be sorry about, Oisin? Jesus, Buddha, and Odin," I muttered. "He's fucking sorry."

Con cleared his throat awkwardly. "Are you hungry?" he asked kindly. "Thirsty? I can make you some breakfast. Anything you want." He smiled shyly at Oisin as if meeting him for the first time. As if they hadn't spit-roasted me more times than I could count. I coughed to smother a completely inappropriate laugh.

Con ignored me. "I...uh, like to cook. And I've been practicing my hedge witch...stuff." He ran a hand through his messy brown curls. 

Oisin considered the human for a while. "You're a hedge witch, but you feel like a new witch...a child."

Con sighed. "I know."

Oisin patted Con's thigh in sympathy. "We all have our weaknesses."

I watched this bizarre display of niceness with wide eyes. No jokes. No teasing. "This is so damned weird."

Con coughed to hide a laugh. Oisin raised a red brow at me. "I apologize for being...weird."

I shook my head. "That. That right there. The old Oisin would be swearing and demanding sex or mead right now. Are you sure you're okay?"

He smiled faintly at me. "I'm sure I will be. Eventually."

The fae's stomach growled, and Con nudged Kai away from him. "I'm on it," he said as he tried to get out of bed.

Kai rolled toward Con and wrapped her arms and legs octopus-like around the human. "Go back to sleep," she muttered without opening her eyes. 

Con let out a put-upon sigh and started trying to disentangle himself from long limbs and curves. Finally, he gave up and leaned in to whisper in her ear. "Oisin's awake. He needs a hug."

She muttered for a moment, cussed like a drunken sailor, then pushed herself up to a semi-upright position, shoving her long black hair out of her dark blue eyes. Her eyes widened when she saw Oisin looking back at her. 

"Oh, thank the Gods!" she gasped, launching herself over Con and engulfing the smaller fae in a smothering hug, knocking him back against the headboard. 

Oisin took it all in stride, wrapping his arms slowly around her and patting her back. "You're the kraken," he said, more sure of himself this time. 

"Kaimana," I said helpfully. 

"Kaimana," he repeated, as Kai drew back to leave him eye-level with the most amazing tits on the planet. "Um, yes, I see."

Kai sent a frown between me and Oisin. "You sound like you...don't remember me, fae." She crossed her arms and pouted. Gods Kai did pouty lingerie model like a pro. 

Oisin did that lip biting thing again that made me want to kiss the fuck out of him...but he still felt like a sort-of stranger, so I refrained. "I remember things," the fae said, his voice cool and defensive. 

Oh, there he was. A little glimmer of the old Oisin, hiding his insecurities under cold distance. Perfect. 

"He remembers he belongs with us," I said firmly. "That's good enough for now."

"You...don't remember us?" I nearly cringed when Hisashi's deep voice rolled over my shoulder. Fuck. Thanks a lot for waking him up, Kai. 

Con and Kai shared a look, and both practically bolted from the bed, grabbing clothes in a flurry and muttering something about breakfast and herbal teas. 

Silence stretched out in their wake as Hisashi got up and moved to the other side of the bed, closer to Oisin. "Oisin?"

The fae tilted his head and curiously examined the nine-tail. His eyes traveled over Hisashi's handsome face and asymmetrical white hair, to his lean, muscular chest and his big hands as the fox reached out to touch Oisin's cheek. 

"It was something Japanese," the fae said, as if totally unaware how he just broke the fox's heart. "Hisashi!" he said triumphantly. He turned to me and nodded. "I remember, you said the white-haired man was called Hisashi." 

He seemed so pleased with himself for remembering what I'd told him the last time he woke up. He missed the way Hisashi closed his eyes and took a deep breath like he'd been punched in the gut. 

"Tell him what you do remember, Oisin," I said softly. "Please."

Oisin turned to the fox and seemed to register his pained expression as Hisashi opened his ice blue eyes. "I...we care deeply for each other, yes?"

Hisashi took a slow, calm breath and I was proud of him for not letting his spirit powers explode out of him. "Yes."

Oisin nodded. "All of us. We're Gesa's pride. But...I feel like you and the gryphon were special."

Hisashi was silent. 

"We're special, all right," I muttered, standing and going to find clothes. "Let's get you up and fed."

Oisin nodded. "Yes."

I dug around in Oisin's things, trying to remember which weird items he might put together to make an outfit. I was so out of my fucking element among the tailored, designer bits of cashmere and silk. 

Meanwhile, Hisashi helped the fae out of bed, giving him a moment to find his feet and get used to being upright again. I turned back to them with a pile of clothes.

Normally, we'd all strip in front of each other like it was no big thing. Gods knew I'd definitely had enough up close and personal experience with my pride that we weren't shy. And most of us were shifters anyway. Nudity was kind of a non-issue with shifters. 

But now, something made me set the clothes on the bed and back away. "We'll just be in the kitchen when you're ready," I said in an awkward stammer. 

It was so fucking weird. It was just Oisin. We'd thoroughly explored every inch of each other more times than I could count. But this fae before me was a stranger, vulnerable, damaged. 

Hisashi bent to kiss the top of Oisin's head before he followed along behind me, leaving Oisin to contemplate the undoubtedly horrible outfit I'd brought him. 

Once we were in the hallway, I reached out and grabbed Hisashi's hand, not speaking, but squeezing hard. The fox squeezed back, kissed my forehead, then let go of my hand as he headed toward his own bedroom.

Gods. Give me a good physical fight any day over this emotional shit. I could stand being punched, or stabbed, or shot. But I didn't know if I could live with this fucking bleeding heart. 
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​The next few days were strange. Things started to go back to normal—as much as they could. We got contractors in to fix the downstairs area where the fae and their mages had destroyed much of the bookstore in their attack. My gryphon side didn't like having strangers in my territory, especially not now, with things feeling tenuous and strained, but it was worth it to have the place put back together. They fixed all the structural damage, but we opted to do cleanup ourselves. 

I think it gave us all something to focus on. 

Oisin drifted by me as I sorted books into bins—keep or toss depending on how damaged they were. The fae glanced at me and gave me a soft smile in greeting, then continued on. He was "tasting the wards," I had been informed. He said his magic was still far too weak to do anything like reset the wards that protected this place. But I think he was wanting to test his power, stretch his magic a little and see what was left. 

I left him to it. Fuck if I knew anything about magic, and he assured me he wouldn't blow himself up. He might have some memory loss, but he had been around at least five hundred years longer than me. I had to trust he was an adult...at least in this.

I watched the fae out of the corner of my eye. He was dressed to perfection in his usual way, skinny jeans, a perfectly pressed shirt and a silk vest embroidered with gold flowers. He even had on his red wingtips. The ridiculous shoes were my favorite, not that I'd ever tell him that. I loved when Oisin expressed his beautiful, vibrant self as loudly as possible. 

Hisashi and Kai came in through the front door and it was comforting to hear the little jingle of the new bells we'd hung just today. Gods, I was fucking nesting. What was with me and this warm, homey vibe?

The snow had partially melted the day before under an unseasonable heatwave, then today all the slush froze and more snow started falling, in typical Michigan style. Kai almost fell on her ass coming in the door, but Hisashi caught her and they both clung to the door frame for dear life. The kraken pinched Hisashi's ass when he turned to pick up the bag of salt he'd dropped and Hisashi jerked, almost falling on his face on the icy stoop. 

Shaking my head at their antics, I turned to find Oisin standing right beside me. I started and let out a yelp. "Fuck. I still need to get you that collar and bell. Don't sneak up on me!"

The fae smirked and the expression made my heart flutter. That was the smirk that had landed me in bed with the degenerate the first time. And nearly every time since. 

"Are all gryphons so jumpy?" he asked calmly. 

I huffed. "Are all fae so fucking sneaky?"

His smirk faded. "Yes."

Gods damn it. I hadn't meant to make him think of his stupid-ass clan. 

Kai came to my rescue, with that krakens-don't-give-a-fuck attitude that either made me want to kiss her or kill her, depending on the day. "Gesa! Tell your fox to get his cocks back inside before he breaks one off. I haven't even had the chance to play with them yet."

The fox in question was skating around the sidewalk, scattering salt so people might actually be able to make it to the door without busting their asses. He came back inside, his high cheekbones stained red against his albino-white skin. "Gods. Do you want my social security number? So you can shout that to the neighbors too, Kai?"

She just ginned. I knew she was never going to let it go. Not until she got to see the magnificence of Hisashi's diphallia herself. 

"Kai," I said calmly, "you're an asshole."

Her grin widened as she hung up her coat and oozed toward me and Oisin, all undulating curves and wickedness. Shit. Here came trouble. 

She stopped in front of me and leaned in, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me down for a kiss. Then she turned to Oisin. "Gesa and the fox are no fun," she said, throwing an arm around the fae's shoulders and stage whispering in his ear. "Not like you, my lovely little fae. Spill it. What's the fox hiding? Gesa said cocks. Plural."

Oisin arched his perfect red brows at me. "I have no idea what she's talking about."

I rubbed a hand over my face. Hisashi wiped his boots on the rug and stomped by, still blushing. But probably also more than a little hurt that Oisin didn't remember our little threesome. Foursome? Did the fox count as one person, or two in that situation?

I cleared my throat, realizing I had gone off on a mental tangent while Oisin and Kai stared at me. "Oh, for fuck's sake," I muttered. "Oisin, you're gonna be so pissed you forgot."

The fae frowned, then tugged on the bottom of his vest and straightened to his full, diminutive, height. The haughty mask appeared and I mentally cursed. Gods, Gesa, just keep kicking him while he's down. 

"I remember new things every day," he informed me, perfect nose in the air. "Maybe I've only forgotten what's not worth recalling."

I pinched the bridge of my nose. I wanted Oisin back. But fuck he was an asshole. "That...I didn't mean...oh screw it. You know what? Fine. If you say so."

I shoved past him. "Thanks a lot Kai."

She chuckled and pulled Oisin into a crushing hug, nearly suffocating him with her overflowing cleavage. "Oh, lighten up," she said as the fae remained rigid in her grasp. "We can always make new memories. Want to make one right now?"

Oisin didn't seem to know what to do with his hands. Finally, he heaved a sigh and slumped, letting Kai smother him. "Maybe another time," he muttered. 

She tilted his head back with a finger under his chin and kissed the tip of his nose. "We had fun together," she informed him. "We absolutely devastated the gryphon."

He smiled a little at that, tossing a glance my way. "Did we?"

I rolled my eyes and turned my back on the morons. Devastated. Ha. Hardly. Okay, maybe a little. Gods my pride was amazing. 

I left the two degenerates behind talking about wards and fire damage and whether either of them had ever fucked me on the long wooden counter out front, and made my way up the spiral staircase to the apartment. 

Con was at the local college, where he worked part time as an adjunct professor teaching mythological studies and other classes about dusty old books and legends. I found Hisashi in his bedroom. He was setting up his meditation area and I watched him as he moved about. 

Our fox was young. Only twenty—or, maybe twenty-one now? I'd lost track of time when everything went to shit.

When Hisashi first came to us, I had resisted. He'd been caught between scary powerful adult and awkward teenager. As I watched him now, I realized he had changed. I could feel his power, his aura more obvious than it ever had been, but he didn't stoop under it. He seemed...more confident, his broad shoulders more able to carry the burdens that kept being tossed his way. And he had an innate way of being whatever was needed at the time.

Given the shit sandwich our lives had become recently, that was a good skill to have. 

But I still worried about him. He might be more mature, but he was still our youngest. And sometimes I wondered if he didn't carry the heaviest burden. I knocked on the open door and strolled in. "You okay?" I asked as I sat on the edge of his bed. Everyone in the pride had their own room, but Hisashi used his more than the others. 

He set down the candle he'd been holding and raised a white brow at me. Gods he was beautiful, the perfect combination of lean, masculine hotness and ethereal, otherworldly pretty. He pushed a hand through his white hair, pushing the longer strands over to one side so the blue tattoo on the shaved side of his head was visible. The marking was a ward of some sort, I was sure. It pulsed with a shimmer of magic as I watched. 

"Fine," he said softly. "Why?"

I heaved a sigh and flopped back to lie down on his bed. "Because Oisin doesn't remember you have two cocks."

He snorted. "At least that's not the only thing he remembers about me."

I snickered. "Yeah, that would suck." I ran a hand through my hair and stared at the high ceiling. Oisin had done a beautiful job renovating this place before he moved us all in like the master schemer he was. "He told me he held onto the love. He said it was the one thing his fucking father couldn’t take from him." I turned my head to watch Hisashi pace closer. His blue eyes were sorrowful. "He said he loves us all, Hisashi. He even asked for you, the first time he woke up." 

I waved a hand in the air. "All the other stuff doesn't matter. If he remembers the emotions, remembers how much we mean to each other, then we'll be okay. Even if he doesn't remember why we're together."

I didn't realize I was crying until Hisashi leaned over me and swiped a tear off my cheek with his thumb. He slid his hand down to cup my jaw as he pressed his lips to mine, soft and tender. 

I let out a little half-sob and wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him down to me so hard he lost his balance and fell on me, making us both grunt as the breath whooshed out of us. I laughed, even as I felt more tears leaking out of my damned eyes. Hisashi kissed them away and the cool, misty touch of his magic against my skin made me shiver. 

He gave me a serious look. "You remember how many cocks I have, don't you?"

I laughed harder at that, letting out all the pent-up emotion from the last few days. "I don't know...nine?"

He snorted and bent his head to nuzzle at my neck, right where he'd bitten me the last time we fucked. Before we went to get our fae back. I let out a groan when he licked the spot, following up with a few sharp nips along my shoulder and neck before he got to my ear. "Sadly, no," he whispered. "But I've got one for each hand."

I rolled my eyes. "Lame."

He chuckled against my skin and ran his hands up my sides, skimming along my waist and pushing up my shirt, his big, warm hands a flaring contrast to his magic. "I know, so lame. Make me feel better?"

I nearly purred when his hands reached my tits, cupping and kneading, pausing to tease the nipples. I arched my back and shoved, reversing our positions so I sat astride him. "If I have to," I teased, trying to sound bored while he rolled his hips under me so I could feel his massive bulge. 

We made quick work of clothes. Then I slipped back and got a grip on him, working a big cock in each hand. I wanted to ride him, but...Gods. "Uh," I said intelligently. "You said I could...um with one?"

He gave me a very vulpine smile, all sharp teeth and mischief. "What was that, gryphon? I'm not sure I understand what you mean?" 

I glared at him. Fucker knew exactly what I meant. 

"How," I said slowly through clenched teeth, "do I ride one cock at a time."

He grinned. "Condoms are in the drawer there, babe."

I growled. Not what I meant. But I obligingly suited him up, taking time to stroke him long and hard. Then I looked at him again, arching a brow. "That last time was fun and all, but I really need to work up to this whole two cocks thing," I said with a growl still in my voice. If he didn't get on with the fucking, I was going to lose my shit. 

He relented and grabbed a cock. "Hop on." 

When I eyed him skeptically, he rolled his eyes. "They're dicks, babe, not eggshells. That one will get a little squished, but the friction feels good."

I sighed. Why did everything in my life have to be so fucking weird?

Sliding forward, I took one of his glorious cocks slow and deep. The other one was trapped between us, and it slid over my folds in a way that was both weird and wonderful all at once. I leaned forward and kissed him, and despite all our teasing his touch was tender and loving. He ran his hands over my body in a worshipful move and I sighed against him, leaning into the roll of his hips. Normally, I didn't do sweet. But we both needed this. Needed comfort. 

What we needed was a small, snarky redhead in the middle of all of this. But what can you do?

We were slow and gentle, but I could feel it building to something more between us. I leaned forward and bit Hisashi on the juncture of neck and shoulder, hard. Canid thing. 

He surged up and flipped us over, pulling out and slowly easing back in, this time with both his dicks. I moaned and dragged my nails down his back, urging him on even though it was just this side of too much. When he was fully seated, he took a minute to just breathe, dropping feather-light kisses along my neck. "Okay?" he whispered. 

I nodded. "So okay." 

He moved slowly, but it didn't take much to make me orgasm, stuffed overfull of fox and my own damned emotions. He fucked me through it, holding himself back, and I dropped my head, utterly spent. 

Gods he was so perfect. 

Shoving him off, I hauled him to the edge of the bed and dropped to my knees on the soft rug. Hisashi was stretched out before me like some sort of pagan offering. I grinned as I took in every inch of lean, muscular white skin. Then I stripped off the condoms and went to work sucking two cocks. 

It was quite the...handful. Ha.

Hisashi watched me, his head on one folded arm, blue eyes rimmed in silver. "Gods," he gasped as I twisted one wrist while deep throating on the other side. 

I growled my approval as he lost his calm and tangled his hands in my hair. 

It wasn't long until we were both wrung out and satiated, lying tangled together on Hisashi's seldom-used bed. 

"You were going to meditate," I reminded him. 

He laughed and dragged a hand up and down my back where I lay tucked against his side. "This is a much better way to clear the mind."

I grinned. "Any time you need to work on that, fox...."

I think I drifted to sleep for a while, lulled by the warm strokes of Hisashi's hand on my side and hip. Clearly he wasn't sleeping though, because his deep voice brought me out of my stupor. 

"I'm scared," he whispered. 

I ran my hand up from his flat stomach to his chest, brushing across his light smattering of soft white hair. "Of what?"

He ran a hand through my hair, teasing out the tangles in the blond mess. "My powers are getting stronger," he said softly. "I feel it. It got a lot worse during the...rescue. But it hasn't stopped now that we're home. The energy inside, all around me, it just keeps growing. It feels like it will swallow me up. Or like...maybe one day I'll just explode. Like Cardoc."

I reached up and cupped his jaw, tilting his head so he had to look at me. "What can I do?"

He covered my hand with his own, then drew it up, so my fingers rested on the ward on the side of his head. "Do you know what this is?"

I traced the outline with a finger, feeling the power in it pulsing against my touch. "A ward?"

He nodded, trapping my fingers again and resting our clasped hands on his chest, over his heart. "It is. For protection. But, it's more than that. It's kanji. Japanese characters that represent my clan name. It's a brand. Lets everyone know who I belong to."

I growled. He didn't belong to anyone. And if he did, it was me, damn it. 

"I had it altered," he said, squeezing my hand in acknowledgment of my anger. "When I ran away. I scraped together enough cash—in ways I am not proud of—to hire a mage in a seedy shop to alter the kanji. I added my name to it." He gave me a wry smile. "So, it essentially says I belong to myself. I thought I was making a big statement, you know? That they didn't own me anymore."

"Fuck Hisashi," I breathed. "You were a ballsy fifteen-year-old."

He grinned. "I was. I had to be if I wanted my life to be my own." His grin faded and he let out a sigh. "But...now I don’t know if I did the right thing."

I glared up at him. "What?"

He shook his head at me, still clasping my hand to his heart. "I lost control of my magic, back there in the fae lands. I almost unleashed that hell—all those hungry ghosts—on you and the pride. Then I jerked you all into the otherworld and got you trapped. I almost killed us all. Twice."

"Oisin didn't even want me involved," he continued. "I know he was trying to protect me, has been for a while now." He gave me a look that said I wasn't as good at keeping secrets as I thought I was. "The only thing keeping me together before all of that was Oisin and his magic. Now he doesn't even remember that. Or why he would care enough to do it again, even if he could. Which he can't, because he's weakened and my magic's only getting stronger."

I squeezed his fingers so tight he grimaced. "Listen, fox," I warned. "You are not going anywhere, you hear me?" I knew what he was saying. He needed to bind himself to a shrine so he would be more stable. But that meant letting his clan use him like a fucking battery. And it meant tying him down to one spot for the rest of his nearly immortal life. 

I had a sudden, clear memory of Oisin telling me not to send Hisashi back to his family. There had to be another way.

"You belong here with us," I told him, my voice all growly. "We'll figure it out."

He sighed. "But how?"

I closed my eyes. I could not believe I was about to say this. "White. He offered to give me Halstad's mage contract if we did a job for him."

I opened my eyes to find Hisashi staring down at me with the weirdest look on his face. It was like...half horror, half resignation. 

"Halstad could help you, couldn't he? With his wacko mage magic?"

The fox pressed his lips together. "Maybe. For a while. If I don't keep getting fucking stronger all the time and...outstrip his abilities."

I nodded. "So. White's job. Can't be that bad, right? More supernatural creature tracking? Maybe someone jerry-rigged something at his casino."

Hisashi looked down his long nose at me. "Are we really going to not talk about you and—"

I cut him off. "No."

He laughed. "Gods, you are so...Gesa."

His eyes flicked toward the ceiling, then darted back down, and he froze. I turned my head, following his gaze to the door, which of course we hadn't pushed all the way closed. We also weren't covered up. And Hisashi's double poles were flopped out on his thigh on full display. 

Oisin stood there, one hand lifted as if he was about to knock. He dropped his hand. "Ah." He looked flustered for all of a second before the cold, flat mask dropped over his elvish features. "So that's what all the fuss was about?" He lifted one slender shoulder in a shrug, as if to say he was unimpressed. 

I blinked, then sat up, hiding Hisashi from that damned cold gaze. "Oisin? What's up? Did you come to join?"

My humor fell flat as the fae refused to take the bait. "I came to find you, so I could tell you there's a demon here to see you." 

"Motherfucker," I hissed. 

That got me one raised eyebrow. "He says he has work for you. For us. I assume he means with clothes on."

I stood and scooped up my clothes while Hisashi pulled on his pants. I wasn't sure if Oisin was making a joke or asking me an honest to Gods question. Did he forget White wasn't one of us? I shuddered at the thought. 

"The demon isn't part of the pride," Hisashi said as he pulled on a t-shirt. 

Oisin stared at him for a long time. I wasn't sure what the fuck was going through his stupid fae head, but he looked even more distant. "I gathered."

The fox let out a long-suffering sigh. I agreed with him wholeheartedly. And, on top of that, I had to deal with Derek fucking White. 

But it saved me from Hisashi's questions about a certain annoying-ass mage. Small miracles. 
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​Chapter 3
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​I yanked on a pair of yoga pants and the rattiest t-shirt I owned and hurried to follow Oisin down the hall. The fae was immaculately dressed in slim-fit trousers and a light blue cashmere sweater that I knew would be the softest thing I'd ever felt, if I was brave enough to pull him into my arms. 

I watched his ramrod straight back as he walked down the hallway. It looked strange to me, him not having hair down to his waist. He looked even more uptight this way, with less of his usual deceptive softness. He was wearing a glamour that hid not only his ears, but the patchy chop-job they'd done on his head when they shaved him. It also hid the new white patch that had grown among the fiery red, above his left temple.

His hair was getting a bit longer every day, and I realized that must be why most fae wore their hair ridiculously long—otherwise they'd have to cut it every day or two. Oisin's current glamour made it look like his hair was a few inches long, curling around his ears. In reality, it had grown that much in places. But it was all weird random lengths.

I lengthened my strides, quickly overtaking the shorter man. "Hey, are you okay?"

Sharp green eyes met mine, but he kept walking. "Why does everyone insist on asking that? Clearly I'm not bleeding out or missing a limb."

I heaved a sigh. "That's not what I meant, and you know it. We're all worried about you, asshole."

His lips twitched, but he didn't smile. "I've told you all, I'm fine. Or I will be. My magic is slowly rebuilding itself—the bastard left me enough to do that at least." 

He stopped, and I turned to find him glaring in that haughty way only fae can. The look softened a bit as he glanced at the potted pine tree growing in the hall, rather than meet my eyes. "I...sometimes I get some memories back with the magic—bits and pieces, all jumbled up."

Finally, he lifted his eyes to meet mine, a frown marring the perfect, smooth skin of his forehead with creases. "You all seem to imply that I was...intimate with the fox. And I do feel a great sense of affection for him. But...I don't remember fucking him. What I remember, what has come to me the last couple of days, is that I clearly did not want him here. And I think...." He heaved a sigh and straightened his sweater sleeve, which was perfectly fine to begin with. 

He lifted his hand and make a strange, aborted gesture and I thought he might be losing what was left of his tiny fae mind. "I remember that I vowed to myself I would not become involved with that boy," he said softly. "Beautiful though he is, he is just a child. And a vulnerable one, at that. If I recall correctly, he has no control over that overwhelming power of his."

I stared at him. Fuck my life. "Oisin. We've had this argument before. Repeatedly. You changed your mind. You told me it was more than him being young, it was because you wanted to protect him from your father. That's why you held him at arm's length." I reached out and flicked him gently on the forehead. "News flash genius. That child is the only reason we all made it out of the fae lands. He made your dickwad dad explode for fuck's sake."

Oisin's eyes widened. "I...." Then he lifted his chin a notch and went all offended noble. "No one has taken the time to properly explain to me exactly what happened. I know my father took me and tried to drain me. I certainly remember pain and despair. But then I woke up here, surrounded by people I love, but who are complete strangers to me."

I clenched my teeth. Fuck me. I thought he remembered the situation, just not the details about the pride. I was a moron. Of course he didn't know the exact details about his rescue. Even if his memory was completely intact, he'd been unconscious nearly the entire damned time. 

"Oisin, fuck I'm sorry. I thought...well I'm a moron. As you liked to remind me before. All brawn, no brains."

He lowered his chin a notch and reached up to ruffle my hair. "Well, one can hardly blame you for your hair color and species."

I slapped his hand away, then froze when he seemed to think I was serious. "Oisin—"

He rubbed his wrist, where I'd smacked him. "I apologize," he said stiffly. "I did that without thinking. I don't know what possessed me."

I wanted to bang my head against the wall. "I'm not mad that you touched me, jackass. It's...well, we...."

Hisashi walked up behind us, dressed and not looking like he'd just been thoroughly fucked. Pussy. I intended to offend Derek fucking White every way I could. Hopefully my hair was as much of a mess as I thought it was. 

"You guys back at it?" Hisashi muttered as he met us. He was going for exasperated, but he wasn't hiding the fact that seeing me argue with Oisin was making him happy. Because that was our normal state. Too bad Oisin seemed to have forgotten that little fact.

Oisin dropped the hand he'd been rubbing and shrugged as if unfazed. "I simply overstepped my bounds. One doesn't pet a shifter. Any idiot knows that."

I rolled my eyes and lunged, wrapping an arm around his slender neck and putting him in a choke hold while I messed up his hair under that glamour, making it stick up in uneven spikes. Oisin struggled and I let him get free, smirking as he glared daggers at me and straightened his hair and clothes. 

Hisashi laughed. "Oh, Gods. It's going to start all over again, isn't it?" he teased. When Oisin just gave him a blank look, the fox slapped him on the back. "You and Gesa. If you weren't constantly sniping at each other, you were letting everyone within a few blocks know you were fucking her brains out. You two arguing is just foreplay."

Oisin thought about that, as if he was scanning his memory banks. His pert nose wrinkled up in a way that made me want to kiss him. He was too fucking adorable. "Is your entire pride mentally impaired?" he said, making me want to slap him. 

I heaved a sigh and started walking again. "Yes. Yes, they are. And you're one of them, fae."

Hisashi snorted at that. "This coming from the ringleader."

I didn't respond, taking the steps down to the main level two at a time. 

When I reached my office, I found my human-and-sometimes-hedge-witch chatting with a demon. 

"What the fuck are you doing here?" I demanded, crossing my arms and glaring at Derek fucking White. 

The demon lounged in the wing-backed chair reserved for clients and visitors, sipping a steaming mug of something. My nose twitched. That was Con's special coffee blend. White smiled at me with perfect, even white teeth, his eyes black pools and his thousand-dollar suit perfectly pressed as always. At least he was keeping his creepy as fuck magic to himself at the moment.

"Miss Lionheart," he said in his smooth, deep voice. "So good of you to join me." He raised a black brow at me as he took in my appearance. "I trust I didn't disturb you."

I snorted and went to sit in my desk chair. "Oh, you're disturbing all right."

Con smiled at me and shoved a coffee cup my way. Then he pointed at the muffin sitting on a plate in front of the demon. "Well? What do you think?"

I glared at the human. Where the fuck was my muffin? 

The demon picked up Con's creation and nibbled at the edge. His eyes turned red around the edges and he smirked up at Con. "Marvelous. Your skill is improving, Concord."

I watched as Con's brown skin turned a dusky color under the praise. "Oh, for fuck's sake," I muttered. "Traitor."

Con glanced at me and laughed. "There's plenty of food for you in the kitchen, Gesa. Don't worry. This was...special. You really don't want any."

White licked his lips and cast an almost adoring look at my human. "Thank you, Concord. You made more?"

He nodded. "Half a dozen. That's all the herbs I had. Let me know if it works, though, and if you need more. Now that Oisin is...awake, maybe he'll help with the ingredients."

The demon nodded. 

I really wanted to know what the fuck kind of deal was going on there, but fuck if I was going to ask in front of White. No way did I want him thinking I cared what the hell he was up to. I'd grill Con for details later. 

"Can I help you with something, or did you just come to admire my boyfriend's cooking abilities?" I asked as I took a sip of my wonderful coffee. I closed my eyes for a moment, just to thank the Gods for Con and his special abilities. He hated that he wasn't like the rest of us magical, strong supes. But he was an idiot. I'd take his ability to create edible bits of heaven over the ability to shoot lightning out his eyes any day.

"I just came for a visit," White said, breaking up my little moment of bliss. "You said we're best friends now, after all. Isn't that what friends do? Stop by and chit-chat? Drink coffee together? Should we talk about boys—or girls, maybe?"

I stared at the asshole. I'd said we were besties in a mocking way, as warning that I was going to be using him and his terrible name every time someone pissed me off. Not so he could use it as an excuse to stop by and have coffee and muffins anytime he wanted. 

"You're an asshole," I reminded him. 

He drank his coffee, though I noticed he didn't eat any more of his muffin. Con took that away with him and left me with the damned demon. And the weird atmosphere that happened every time Oisin and Hisashi were in the same room together. My two pride members were currently both pretending indifference as they hung out on opposite sides of the room. 

What the fuck had I done to deserve going through that stupidity all over again?

"Oh, don't be crass now, Gesa," White said, leaning on his use of my first name and bringing my attention right back to him. Cause we were besties now, and all. It made the hairs stand up on the back of my neck. 

"What the fuck do you want, White?"

He sighed. "The pleasure of your company?"

I glared. 

There was laughter out in the bookstore, and I raised my eyebrows when Kai came into the office with White's assistant, Orion Black—because apparently demons are shit at making up names. The kraken and the incubus were still chuckling at something as they entered, and I narrowed my eyes at them. That was a combination I didn't trust. Gods. 

Black put on his serious face as he approached his employer. When White nodded at him, the incubus set the briefcase he was carrying on my desk and pulled out a stack of papers so thick it could be a novel, all bound up with red ribbon. "Hello, Miss Lionheart," he said with a soft smile. "I do hope you and your pride are well."

I smirked when he flicked his one visible blue eye at Hisashi and away. The pretty, subservient, scarred man standing before me was really different from the last time I'd seen him—when he'd been in full incubus form, power hungry and trying to get my fox to fuck his brains out. 

"Oh, we're good." I said with a grin. 

He cleared his throat and tapped the papers on the desk to straighten them before handing them over. "Good. This is a copy of the contract you discussed with my employer. The original is written in mage rune, but this is a direct translation for the...non-magically inclined. Please review this as soon as you can and let me know if there are questions. I can look back at the original and clarify anything that arises." He shook his head. "The language is meant to be purposefully confusing. Navigating through the deal is part of the—process. It proves an individual has the intelligence and savvy to handle the weapon they are contracting."

I took the papers and set them aside, my hand shaking slightly. "Cool. I might be able to read all that before I'm old and gray."

"Thank you, Mr. Black," White said with a wave of his hand. "You may go visit while I speak to Miss Lionheart privately. I believe the hedge witch has something for you in the kitchen."

Black bowed slightly to his employer. "Thank you, sir."

Then he turned to smile shyly at me. "Good to see you, Gesa."

I tried hard not to smile back. "Just make sure you only eat the food, demon."

He bowed his head, hiding behind his caramel-colored curls. "Of course, Miss Lionheart."

The incubus left and White glanced at Oisin, Kai, and Hisashi with a raised brow.

I leaned back in my chair and let him stew. I could discuss anything he wanted to talk about in front of my pride. He didn't get to come in here and start ordering people around. He could just fuck off. 

Finally, he heaved a sigh and started fishing inside his jacket. "I suppose you can all stay. This information is very sensitive, but since you'll all be working on this assignment, I suppose you can be privy to the details."

"So generous," Kai breathed, her eyes comically widened, and hands clasped to her breasts in feigned awe. 

I laughed. "Yes, please order my pride around like you expect them to give a fuck what you want," I said to the delusional demon who thought he owned the world. 

He ignored me. As usual. 

Pulling out a photo from his pocket, he slid it across the table to me. "This girl. She is moving to Ontonagon within the next few days. She will be living with an aunt, I believe. Recently orphaned. I need you and your pride to keep an eye on her. Let me know what she's up to. Protect her from any hint of danger."

I stared down at the picture of a plain-looking, tomboy type. The chick was probably about sixteen or seventeen years old. White was going to teach me how to navigate mage contracts, and buy me my own personal, expensive as fuck mage...in exchange for stalking some teenage girl? "What the actual hell?"

White shrugged one broad shoulder. "You know the deal, Miss Lionheart. Take it or leave it."

"But what...you're not going to hurt her, are you? Why the fuck do you want me to stalk a kid?"

He sighed and gave me a bored look, but his eyes were going all red again. This was something big. "It's not important," he said calmly. That was a lie. "I just need you to keep tabs on her and ensure she isn't in danger. I won't hurt her." Truth. I thought. It was hard to get a good read on the demon.

What the shit? "What, is she like, your long-lost daughter or something?"

He arched a brow at me. "None of your business."

I sighed. "Fine. But I'm not going to let her get hurt. So, if you go all pervy psycho, the deal's off."

He rolled his eyes. "Yes, yes."

Oisin paced over to the desk to peer down at the photo, then at the stack of papers Black had left for me. "What is this deal you've made, gryphon? What is the contract he spoke of? You haven't made a contract with a demon. Surely even someone as blond as you couldn't be so stupid."

I shook my head. "You'd be surprised."

Hisashi put a hand on Oisin's shoulder. "I'm sure we'd all like to know what's going on." He gave me a look. Right. Keep Oisin in the loop so his fragile fae feelings weren't hurt. And...okay, so I might have agreed to White's bargain without telling the rest of the pride. 

"Uh," I said, sounding all intelligent and like a commanding alpha and shit, "I may have agreed to take a job for this asshole in exchange for...something."

"Something?" Kai asked, sliding closer to flip through the stack of papers on the desk. "This is.... Oh, Gesa, honey. I thought so, but I didn't realize you'd made up your mind...."

I snatched the papers from her. "Shut it."

Hisashi gifted me with a purely vulpine smirk. "That's a contract, huh? Like...an employment contract?"

I glared at him. "Shut the fuck up."

Oisin looked at us all in confusion. Then he looked to White, since clearly the demon in the room was the only one able to provide coherent information. "What was your bargain with Gesa?"

The demon smiled. "I need a job done. She needs a mage. So, I'm going to teach her about the complexity of dealing with the mage guild and help her buy her very own battle mage."

His red eyes met mine and he fucking grinned. "So you can all be safe, of course."

I growled.

Oisin stepped away from the desk, looking a little pale. "I see. Thank you. That seems...like a reasonable exchange."

"Are you happy now?" I said to White. I think the word mage had just thrown Oisin into some sort of PTSD. And I didn't want the rest of the pride to know my real reasons for buying a mage yet, damn it. I needed to talk to them first. Now I was pretty sure Kai and Hisashi knew exactly what was going on. 

White finished his coffee and stood. "I did try to speak with you in private, Miss Lionheart," he reminded me. The asshole. 

"Get out."

He smiled at me. "Such a nice visit. We should do this again soon. Read that contract and I'll help you negotiate your purchase. But in the meantime, I'd like to know the moment you set eyes on the girl."

I sighed. "Sure thing, boss man." My life was so fucked.
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​Chapter 4
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​So, as usual, everything in my life was fucked up all at once. I didn't know quite what to do with Oisin. Hisashi was worried about his fox powers, and frankly so was I. I didn't know what to do about that either. And, oh yeah, there was a mage out there who should be my mate, but someone else fucking owned him. I had barely showered and put on clean clothes before someone was tapping at my bedroom door. Couldn't a woman get a minute to freak the fuck out in private around here? 

At my growled invitation, Kai pushed the door open. She looked at me and her face crinkled with silent laughter. "You have the worst resting murder face I've ever seen," she informed me, crossing her arms under her breasts and leaning against the doorjamb to watch me drag a brush through my shoulder-length mess of blond waves.

"Thanks," I said dryly. 

Kai kept grinning like the cat who caught the canary. Or...the kraken who caught the submarine? Whatever was making her so happy, it probably meant pain and suffering. 

"You've got another visitor," she said calmly, but a smirk still twitched at the corner of her full lips. I contemplated giving her something better to do with that mouth of hers but didn't act on the thought. I was too antsy.

"What?" I said stupidly. "Who?"

Kai brushed her long black waves over her shoulder and adjusted her dress, making sure it enhanced all her curves just right. "I wonder if he goes for the more feminine type too, or if he's only into that whole muscle thing you've got going on? Will you share with the rest of us? Or is this one only for you, since you were keeping it a secret?"

I narrowed my eyes at her. "Did you hit your head?"

There was a thump and a masculine grumble from somewhere downstairs and she smirked again. "Would you wait at the door while some stubborn gryphon took forever to get dressed? Because you know, you two are exactly alike...."

I shoved her out of my way as I made for the stairs. She was right though, Halstad was every bit as impatient and grumpy as I was. He was already halfway up the staircase and he stopped to glare at me in his long leather duster and his all-black ensemble. At least he wasn't wearing the stupid steampunk goggles today. One purple eye and one gold eye locked on me and narrowed. "Fucking 'wait here,'" he muttered, in a mockery of Kai's sultry accent. "Y'all realize it's colder than a witch's titties out there, right?" 

I crossed my arms and glared down at him from my higher vantage point, taking in the faded military-issue duffel bag he carried slung over his sturdy shoulders. "What are you doing here?"

He rolled his eyes and continued up the stairs until he stood a step above mine, putting the shorter man nearly at eye level with me. "Seriously?" he bitched. "Just stopping by for a visit, gryphon. Did your momma drop you on your head as a kid?"

He was trying to act like a gruff asshole, but I saw right through it. His eyes flicked away from my face and he dragged them back, firming up the line of his lips, which had softened for just that brief second there. "How many times do I have to tell you, I don't go anywhere unless the boss man says so?"

I heaved a sigh. "White sent you. Again. Why?" Probably just to torture me. Or to make sure I kept my word and started on his job, since I'd gotten what I wanted. Halstad cringed, pain crossing his features at my words.

The mage closed his eyes for a minute and let out a slow breath. When he opened them, the emotion was gone, replaced by indifference. Kai was right. Me and the mage were very similar. Neither one of us went in for that emotional bullshit. "I don't ask questions," he said flatly. "I follow orders. Like I was made to do." 

He started up the stairs again. "White wants me to help you lot keep an eye on that kid he's stalking. Said my contract with him is almost up and he's sick of looking at my ugly face every day. Told me to come here and coordinate with you lot on guard duty until I got a new owner."

I took a deep breath and followed the magehole up the staircase. Once we reached the hallway, I grabbed his arm. "Halstad," I said, spinning him back to face me. "I'm trying. I...," I ran my other hand through my hair. This was so stupid. Sure, we'd kissed. I'd felt the pull of that potential mate bond with him. But he'd never said he wanted to be with me. "I'm trying to get your contract," I muttered. 

He was silent, but his thickly muscled arm went rigid under my hand. I looked at him to find a murderous glare on his bearded face. "You what?"

I let go of him and waved a hand, feeling like a fool. "Your contract. White said he'd help me negotiate it with the guild. So you can stay."

His mismatched eyes burned into mine. "And I'm supposed to be happy about that? You'll buy me and put me here with the rest of your fucking lunatic harem, like a good little slave. Is that it?"

I gaped at him. What the hell? When you put it like that, it sounded awful. "But you...I...what the hell, Halstad? Would you rather go back to the mage guild and get...redistributed, or whatever the fuck you all call it?"

He stepped closer to me, getting into my space, pushing me back against the wall. Halstad might be shorter than me, but he had me in the mass department. His thick chest pressed against mine, shoving me into the wall. "Well?" He ground out in his gravelly, rock grinder voice. "You wanted your very own mage to add to your fuckslaves, girlie. Here I am. Use me. Everyone else does. Why should this be any different?"

He dropped his duffel bag and locked one hand behind my head, pulling me down to him as he kissed me. 

Fuck, he might be mad as hell, but he still tasted like mine. Rough stubble from his beard scraped my skin as his lips met mine, his magic pulsing out over my body like it was trying to grab me and pull me inside him. 

I should push him away and tell him to stop being such a fucking drama queen. But Gods, I'd missed the gruff asshole. I gripped his hip, pulling him closer against me, feeling his belt of vials, and charms, and who-the-fuck-knows-what dig into my hip. 

More magic pulsed around us and I jerked my head back in surprise, slamming my skull against the wall behind me. "Fucking, fuck!" I growled rubbing my head and, looking for the source of outside magic. 

Then my body registered that feeling. The touch of sunshine and growing things...and primal danger. Shit. 

Oisin stood at the head of the staircase, one fae blade in his hand, and a murderous look in his emerald eyes. 

I shoved Halstad away and kicked his duffel toward him, then inserted myself between the two men. "Oisin," I said in what I hoped was a calming tone. "Maybe put the sword away?"

He bared his teeth at me. "There is a mage in my home," he said in that light, soft voice that meant someone was about to bleed. 

I held up my hands. "Just let me explain. He's a good mage. Helpful. We like him."

Oisin sneered at me. "Oh, I saw you liking the mangy bastard just fine, gryphon."

Fuck my life. 

"Oisin," I pleaded. "Please just calm the fuck down. You don't remember Halstad, that's all. Once you do...."

"I'd rather slit my own throat than be in the presence of one of his kind," the fae seethed. "Leeches. Vultures. Fucking look at his eyes, Gesa!"

Halstad took it all with the sort of forbearance of someone who was used to being stereotyped and discriminated against all his life.

"Whatever." He turned and hauled his bag over his shoulder.

He didn't pause as he made his way to the end of the hall and up another flight of stairs, headed for his old borrowed room, just like he lived here. 

I looked at the poor, pissed off fae. "Put the knife away, Oisin. You're not going to use it."

His glittering emerald eyes were like daggers. "Knife?" He glanced at his long, thin, deadly as fuck weapon. 

I heaved a sigh. "You usually have two of those, you know? Where's the other one?"

He let go of the fae sword and it shimmered and blinked out of existence. His green eyes met mine again and he gave me a sad grimace. "I could only call the one." The power that had been rolling off him sucked back inside with an audible snap. His eyes rolled back in his head and his slender form crumpled to the floor like someone had just cut his strings. 

"Oh, fucksticks!" I breathed, rushing to him and pulling him into my arms. 

Oisin barely had enough magic left to heal himself, let alone pull powerful auras and yank magical blades out of thin air. I was such an asshole. I scooped him into a bridal carry and headed to the bedroom, wondering why he let us all stay here. Clearly, he should just stab my ass and be done with it.
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​I carried the unconscious fae to my room and lay him on the bed in what was getting to be a far too familiar routine these days. I probably should have taken him to his own room, I supposed, given how pissed he'd been. But fuck that. This was where he belonged, and he was just going to have to deal with it. 

I moved around the bed, gently taking off his shiny shoes and arranging his head on the pillow, as if he cared about neck kinks when he was fucking unconscious. 

Growling softly at myself, I tried to get a grip. I was fussing like Kai. Like a clingy fucking octopus. But the sight of Oisin lying there passed out made my chest clench and my palms sweat. It reminded me of days spent hoping he'd wake up. And that he'd be himself when he did.

Feeling like a perv, I glanced at Oisin's perfect features to make sure he was still out before I lifted his sweater, pushing the soft cashmere up over his flat stomach to reveal his chest. I let out a soft breath at the feel of smooth, pale, unblemished skin under my hand. The runes the mages and Cardoc had burned into my fae were gone. The red marks from a few days before were completely faded out as if they'd never existed.

"It still hurts sometimes," Oisin's soft, silky voice startled me and I found him staring down his perfect nose at me. He lifted a graceful hand to touch the spot directly between his nipples, where one of the runes had been. "I know it's in my head, but it feels so real. Like burning worms beneath my skin."

I moved without thinking, forgetting we were almost-strangers now. Brushing his hand aside, I pressed my lips to his skin in the spot where the runes had been, at his solar plexus and over his heart. His hand caressed my hair before I sat up to meet his shimmering gemstone eyes.

He sat up and pulled his shirt down. "I reacted like a child," he said, reaching up a hand and doing that weird gesture again—like he was going to do something, then aborted the movement at the last minute. 

My heart broke when I realized what it was—he was reaching for his braid, the long hair he was always flipping around when he was agitated. "I apologize," he continued. "It's not that I question your decisions about the pride, not really. I just—"

I reached out and took his hand, the one that had forgotten he'd been shaved by his captors. "You're hurting still," I said, taking a stab at that emoting thing. "I get it."

He sighed and pulled his hand away to sit over the edge of the bed beside me. "It might help if I wasn't weak as a Godsdamned kitten."

"Yeah," I said with a laugh. "It has to suck not being able to bat your eyes and make everyone do your bidding. You're such a...peasant now."

He gave me a sideways look that told me he was considering snark. He didn't say anything, but hey, it was the thought that counted, right?

Oisin had spoken with his sister the night before. He knew he was a king now. I didn't know how we were going to survive his ego, once he was feeling better and thought to lord it over us all.

"Do you think it would help to shift?" I asked. 

He gave me a look and I shrugged. "I know fae animal forms aren't the same as a true shifter but...when I'm injured or...stressed, it feels good to be in gryphon form. And I heal faster."
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