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Terms


 

	Uppers — powerful families that help control the balance of the universe, planets, and other galaxies.


 

	Zeasters — another name for Uppers.


 

	Celestial Sands — planet where Therbelenth and Trace come from. This is the home of very powerful creatures that were formed to keep order among the upper and lower classes.


 

	Tremzs planet — formed a pact with Erole.
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Prologue


Realm of the Royal Lights

 

 

The atmosphere surrounding the individual homes of the Anasazi flashed with colors of red, blue, green, yellow, and purple indicating that they were awake. Birds of their realm squawked, whispers of the Guardians below could be heard by all, and the sour smell of their nervousness filled the air as it always did upon their first awakening. 

Wol-itelm paced his home, waiting for word from the other Anasazi. He glanced over at Therbelenth, the Anasazi’s enforcer and all-seeing eye. “Do we know what has caused the disturbance on this planet? I don’t like sitting here waiting when my mates are there.” A distant boom made him turn his head toward the large doors leading outside. 

“Cywdyn-qua has awoken and she’s not happy.” He smirked, knowing Cywdyn-qua, one of the few Anasazi females, loved her sleep. The last time someone woke her up, her creative form of punishment had various worlds talking about it for centuries. Wol-itelm cupped his balls at the thought of such torment. 

Therbelenth stood and stretched his seven-foot frame. He glanced at Wol-itelm and tilted his head to the side, his long black and red hair covering part of his face. “You know you can’t go to that dirt ball of a planet without a guide, and with the disturbance going on there right now, one is especially important.” 

Wol-itelm turned and walked to the door. “I don’t know why I can’t see what’s causing this rift. I should be able to see it, but for some reason I can’t.” 

Therbelenth stepped to his side and clapped him on the back. “Garyst is here. Your waiting is over, I believe.” 

Panic stabbed Wol-itelm in the heart.  “I’m coming soon, Tabatha,” he whispered.

A bright flash of green lit the area, and Garyst moved into the room, his full, green beard and mustache twitching with amusement. Laughing, the bald-headed man held out his hand to Wol-itelm. 

Focusing on his companion, Wol-itelm faced Garyst. “Who will be my mentor and guide?”

“You  are in a hurry, aren’t you? It seems I will be your mentor. “Garyst turned and nodded to Therbelenth. “But Therbelenth is also going with you. He is to find the source of this disturbance and report back to us.”

“You will go to this sublunary world and investigate.” 

He raised his hand, stopping Therbelenth’s protest. 

“I know you don’t want to go, but Wol-itelm will be too busy with his mates to be of any help. We’ve learned that the power source is moving closer, moving toward your mates, Wol-itelm. This is one reason why we’re letting you go now without the proper training. However, I must warn you, I’ll be watching every step you take. Well, most of them, anyway.” Garyst put his hands behind his back. “You are a lucky man to find your mates. I can’t wait to meet them. Now, both of you go.”

 

 




Chapter One


 

The blue sun blazed down on the green valley. Animals of many different colors and shapes moved below Tabatha.  Where the hell am I? This has to be a dream.

“Your body is sleeping, but I’ve called your spirit here. I wanted to see you one more time alone before I join you on your planet.” Wol-itelm’s dragon form stared down at her, and she smiled, remembering the ride he had given her the last time she was with him. The beauty of his homeland and the different animals had given her many pleasant memories. 

“You carry my mark now, as does Hoyt, Chax, and many others.” Wol-itelm used one clawed finger to trace the tattoo on Tabatha’s breast. “Lovely.” A small puff of smoke rose up out of his nose, his eyes flashed red, and Wol-itelm’s long, powerful tail swished behind him. His fingertip warmed her skin. “We don’t have much time. Chax and Hoyt have done well to protect you, but I’m afraid others will see your union as a threat.” He raised his mighty head, his eyes glazing over as a small flame escaped his mouth. He dropped his hand to his side. 

Tabatha grinned, thinking of the first time she had spoken with Wol-itelm. It all seemed like such a long time ago, when, in reality, it had only been a few months since she’d been introduced to all three of her mates on the same day. She shivered when she visualized the time she’d seen her boss, Kenneth, being hauled away by two demons. 

Wol-itelm turned his gaze on her. “What’s wrong?” His warm breath heated her skin and chased the goose bumps away.

“I was just thinking about the first time I met all of you. In a way, I have Kenneth to thank for bringing you into my life. I mean, if he hadn’t used that spell calling Chax, I wouldn’t have met him, and God knows how long Hoyt would have waited to make his move,” Tabatha snarled the last part. “To think all this time he knew he was my mate and did nothing. Maybe all four of us can pay a visit to Hoyt’s club.” 

Tabatha leaned closer to him. “From what I hear, there’s a special room there that has all sorts of adult toys we can try out. I would love to strap Hoyt down and have my way with him for all those months I went without having sex before I met him.” She wiggled her eyebrows, trying to get him to smile.

Wol-itelm threw his head back and laughed. “Honey, I don’t need toys to please you. Remember, I’m a god.” He reached down and pinched her nipple. “There are many things I can do to this luscious body, but the thought of Hoyt strapped down does sound interesting.” 

Desire spread through Tabatha and settled in her pussy. 

She grabbed onto Wol-itelm’s thick scaly skin and shook as a powerful orgasm forced her legs to tremble. “Damn, between Chax’s pierced cock, Hoyt’s long tongue, and your gifts, I’m in real trouble.” Tabatha pushed her hair back, out of her face, and glanced up. Once again Wol-itelm was far away, his gaze fixed on the horizon, but yet he saw nothing.

“What’s wrong?” Tabatha reached up and wrapped her arms around his thick neck, squeezing.

“Lilith is determined to stir up trouble, I’m afraid. She’ll pay you a visit tonight,” he mumbled. “One day we’ll make this world ours. Our children will be a new race, far superior to those of Earth. However, once we are joined, I’m afraid your family will always be hunted.”

“I don’t understand. If we’re such a threat, shouldn’t I just leave? I don’t want to cause my mates or you any pain.” A herd of purple and green buffalo-like creatures moved around them, their size twice that of the ones on her planet.

“You would leave us and your family, to prevent this from happening?” He brought his head around to stare at her as she stepped back and he ran his gaze down her naked body. 

She crossed her arms over her breasts. “If it would mean everyone would survive, I would. You know this.” Tabatha kicked at a rock and stubbed her toe. “Damn.” She hopped on one foot, rubbing her toe and glaring at him.  

A deep rumbling laugh rose out of the dragon. His voice, deep, hot and sexy, sent a pulse of heat to pussy again.

She stumbled, but Wol-itelm grasped her arm before she could fall. He lowered his mighty head. His nostrils flared, and his long, thick tongue swiped across his mouth. “Your smell entices me like no other’s has in a long time. Go now. I’ve been given permission to go to Earth to be with you, so we’ll be together soon.”

She straightened her shoulders and poked a finger in his face. “Don’t make me wait too long, Christmas is right around the corner and I want all three of you with me.”

“Be careful, Tabatha. There are many who don’t want this union — even some who are close to you.” 

His last words echoed in her mind, and the glow of his eyes was the last thing she saw before everything went dark. 

What are you doing now? Where are you?

With her questions unanswered, Tabatha sat up in bed and gazed around her. On either side of her body, both her mates still lay asleep. They snored, not moving even when Tabatha slowly pushed their arms off of her. Chax’s tail curled under his legs and rested over hers. Transforming into her wolf form, Tabatha quietly escaped, shifting back to her human shape as she hit the floor. 

As she stood, she tried to imagine the pleasures Wol-itelm could give her, carnal delights unknown to anyone on this planet. Desire swirled through her, and Tabatha’s pussy tightened. 

On the way out of the bedroom, she grabbed her robe and noticed the dragon tattoo moving. She jumped. “What the hell!” The dragon raised its head and gazed up at her, winking. 

She giggled when a small puff of steam rose from her breast. Her nipples hardened, and she moaned. Tabatha had no doubt Wol-itelm would always keep her blood boiling with need. Slipping the robe on, she ignored Wol-itelm and covered the tattoo as she glanced at the clock. It was 1:00 in the morning, but Tabatha would need something stronger then beer to help her sleep tonight. A shot of tequila just might do the trick. Her body was still sore from Chax’s and Hoyt’s love making two hours before. 

Making her way down the hall, the memories of her mom and Dad flashed through her head. She loved this house they now lived in and wondered if Wol-itelm could move a house. 

It was nice and quiet and the hard wood floors were cool to her feet. She pushed open the kitchen door. The smell of steak, her favorite meal, still lingered from their earlier dinner. From a cupboard, she grabbed a glass and the bottle of tequila, and then poured herself a shot all the while gazing at the new snow that had fallen outside. Cold tequila ran over her hand, jarring her attention back to her mundane task. 

“Bottoms up.” Tabatha’s throat burned, and her stomached warmed as the fiery liquid entered her system. She held the empty shot glass as she admired the snow sparkling like a swath of diamonds in the moonlight. 

“Good evening, Tabatha,” an unfamiliar female voice spoke behind her. 

The shot glass dropped into the sink, clattering and clinking loudly. Tabatha spun around to come face to face with what appeared to be a human female with rotten teeth. The smell that radiated from her made Tabatha’s stomach pitch up and down. Even her eyes watered from the stench filling the room, one like a shit house on a humid summer day. 

“This is Lilith, Chax’s mother, whom I told you about earlier,” explained Wol-itelm’s voice in her head.  

Tabatha growled and stood ready to fight, the warmth from the tequila long forgotten. She had to be certain Wol-itelm was correct about Lilith. “Who are you and why are you in my home?” 

“I’m Lilith, Chax’s mother. I’ve come to give you a chance to back away without getting hurt. You must refuse my son as your mate.” Lilith moved around the kitchen table. Her skin stretched, bones crunched, and her clothes changed from human garb to what looked like a dress of crap. Black-and-green horns protruded from her head. Her eyes, the pupils black with dark-red irises, stared hard at Tabatha. Filthy green bows hung throughout her greasy, knotted hair. The stench of dung and decay grew stronger, and Tabatha’s stomach threatened to rebel. 

“I’ll not refuse Chax or any of my mates. Neither you nor anyone else will stop us from joining!” Tabatha slowly moved so her back was to the kitchen door. 

Lilith snarled and scraped her claws against the countertop. The screeching sound reminded Tabatha of one of her school teachers who used to scratch her nails on the chalk board. It was a sound that had always made her cringe. 

Tabatha’s breast burned where the dragon lay. Her rope slipped open as a fiery sensation traced up her chest to her neck. She sensed the dragon watching Lilith.

“My son needs to take his place next to the Master! He can’t have a human for a mate! I won’t allow it. You best take my advice, dear. I didn’t spread my legs to Bael for nothing! I give you two days to decide.” Her rotten teeth snapped together, her gaze landing on the dragon tattoo. She froze.

“And if I refuse?” asked Tabatha. “Do you really think I’m afraid of you, because if you do, then think again!” Anger worked through her body. To think this filthy thing was Chax’s mother — how disgusting! Chax had to get his good looks from his father, that’s all there was to it.

“Then you’ll die! I don’t care if Wol-itelm himself approves of you.” The hag nodded to the dragon on her skin.

A furious hiss arose from the tattoo. Heat burned Tabatha’s skin where Wol-itelm’s image lay. 

“You have two days!” the she-demon growled and disappeared from the room, but not before she twirled and sent shit all over the kitchen as well as on Tabatha. 

She ran to the sink and vomited tequila and her supper. The vile, runny fecal matter dripped down her neck as Wol-itelm watched. To say the shit hit the proverbial fan was an understatement. She busted out laughing and then glanced at the kitchen. It was trashed, and it would take her hours to clean it alone.

“You could have warned me she smelled so badly!” Tabatha smiled when the dragon flung his head, and shook a small piece of poop off.

“What the hell happened, and who are you talking to?” Furfur, Chax’s brother, snapped behind her. “Lilith was here, wasn’t she?” 

Tabatha tossed a look his way as she grabbed a bucket and a bottle of bleach from under the counter. “Yes, it seems she’s not too fond of me, and she demanded I refuse Chax’s proposal. Did you know why your mother is against our union?” She shrugged. “Not that it matters.” 

“She’s not my mother, only Chax’s. We share the same father, Bael. Here, let me do this. Why don’t you go take a hot bath and clean yourself up?” He grabbed the bucket from her, turned and filled it with hot water.

“I’ll help. With the both of us working together, we should have this cleaned up in an hour or so. Can I ask what kind of demon she is? I don’t mean to be nasty, but she was disgusting. And thinking about how Chax had to live with that makes me sick.” 

When Tabatha flipped the light switch on, her foot landed in a pile of something warm. It gushed through her toes, and she cringed. She glanced down, and sure enough, she stood in a big pile of shit. 

“Shit, this is disgusting!” Deep laughter filled the room as she grabbed the mop in the corner and started to push the foul stuff into a pile. 

“Chax lived with our father most of the time, and Lilith is what we call a Waste Demon. Do I need to say more?” His smile reached his eyes. 

“Okay, one more question. What the hell was your father thinking when he had sex with her? I’m glad he did, because I wouldn’t have Chax, but my god, she’s just gross.”

“I have to agree with you on that one. Father said she had changed her appearance, but as soon as he found out who — and what — she was, it was over before it begun. But he’s made sure Chax never had to deal with her until he was old enough to ask about her.” 

“Furfur, keep this between us. I don’t want Chax to know about it. He doesn’t need another distraction with everything else that’s going on.” She stopped sweeping and looked up into Furfur’s big, round eyes. 

“I don’t like keeping things from my brother, and Lilith is no one to mess with, Tabatha.” 

“I’ll tell him about this, but just not right now. Give me time to deal with her myself, please. I don’t want this to cause him any pain.” 

“I’ll give you until tomorrow night, but by then, if you haven’t told him, I will.” He frowned and returned to cleaning. 

They worked for the next hour mopping and scrubbing the kitchen until it was spotless. Tabatha knew she had only 12 hours to deal with Chax’s mother, but she had no clue where to begin. 

Finally, the revolting chore finished, Tabatha stripped out of her robe, dropping it into the washing machine. Furfur had gone back to the guest cabin after she’d promised him once more that she would inform Chax about his mother.

She poured the laundry soap into the washer and closed the lid, and then moved into the bathroom where she turned on the warm water. 

“Okay, Wol-itelm, how dangerous is Chax’s mother? If it comes down to it, can I handle her alone?”

The steam fogged up the bathroom windows and warmed the room as she stepped into the hot water. Tabatha tried not to throw up again as the dirt and shit that had attached itself to her body swirled in the bottom of the tub before it drained. 

“You will not be doing anything with Lilith. I’ll deal with her when the time comes, and Chax already knows Lilith was here. Do you really think I would keep this from him after you taunted her? We need to know all serious threats against you so we can plan to protect ourselves,” Wol-itelm snarled and bit her breast.

“Damn it, Wol-itelm, that hurt.” Tabatha jumped and slapped her hand over her tit.

“ Wait till you’re done with your shower. Chax and Hoyt are waiting for you,” Wol-itelm grumbled. 

Tabatha glanced toward the bathroom door, knowing Chax would come up with some creative and yet delightful way to punish her

 

 




Chapter Two


 

Tabatha stared out at the men as they built the pack house in the distance, her dragon asleep against her breast. Chax’s brothers Derk, Nicor, and Furfur stood guard, never far from her. Both Hoyt and Chax had been furious with her for not calling them when Lilith had appeared. They were both so mad they chose to ignore her sexual desires last night and this morning. They still didn’t know about Wol-itelm’s summons, but it was only a matter of time.

“Why didn’t you say anything to Lilith last night, Drakos?” Tabatha called to Wol-itelm.  She noticed your mark.”

“She doesn’t know I’ve chosen you. She just knows that Chax has already marked you. Lilith had been hoping he would wait until the ceremony. But Chax always did what he wants and doesn’t follow procedures too well.”

“Why don’t you want people to know about this chosen stuff?”

“I’m afraid more would take it upon themselves to hunt you all down. When the time is right they will know. You have company coming. I’ll be around.”

She knew something was wrong when she had awakened and they hadn’t said a word to her or told her where they were going. At first, Tabatha thought they were still giving her the cold shoulder, but something else was not right with either of them. Hoyt didn’t even want her knowing about their meeting, but she had dragged that out of him at least. They fought when they wouldn’t discuss what was going on.

“I have a right to know if the danger is still here!” She had screamed at them as they disappeared from their bedroom.

 

Her sister Melody stepped up next to her. “Tabby, it looks like Hoyt’s parents and grandparents are here. A limo just pulled up.”

“Great, and Hoyt isn’t here! The jackass! Are their rooms ready?” She turned and walked to the front door. “I wanted to get the Christmas decorations out of the attic today. Now there won’t be time and we still need to pick out the trees.”

“Yep, everything is ready in the rooms. You’ll do fine. Everyone will love you. Maybe this afternoon we can look for the trees. How many do you want to decorate this year? Your mom did three?” Melody slid her arm around her waist and squeezed. “And if you need some breathing room, we can sneak you to my house for a breather.” She laughed, her gaze full of mischief. 

“Yea right! My ass is still sore where Hoyt and Chax got a hold of me last time we did anything, but you are right. We could at least pick out the trees, even though I wanted to do it with my men and yes, mom usually decorated three. One in the living room, the large one outside and one in the family room. The only good thing is we won’t have to look for the one outside since it’s planted right where mom wanted it.” She laughed and remembered mom yelling at her dad when he had bought it for her. “I thought I would pee my pants watching Dad move that tree all around outside. She couldn’t make up her mind where she wanted it at first, but she did well. The tree is perfect where it is.”

Opening the door, Tabatha watched as an older mated pair got out of the limo, followed by five more people. They gazed about at their surroundings, until all their gazes landed on her. One female glared, the hate radiated off her from a distance sizzling around her. 

Just great! Someone else who doesn’t like me. Can’t this Christmas go without all the hassle?

 

“Okay, who’s the bitch with the glare? I swear if one more person starts something, I’ll rip their heads off,” Melody snapped.

“Whose head are you ripping off now?” Ben laughed behind them.

“Whoever that bitch is? Look at her, she’s just itching to get bitch slapped. How dare she come to my sister’s home with hatred,” Melody snarled.

“Let’s not start anything, shall we? We don’t know who she is.” Ben wrapped his arm around Melody’s waist as the group moved forward.

 

Sucking in a deep breath, Tabatha stepped outside, but not before she noticed that Furfur was now beside her. She smiled up at him and knew he was there to give her support. The Three new men stepped up in front of her, blocking her view of the four females behind them.

“Hello, I’m Lance Cyrus. I’m looking for my son, Hoyt Cyrus,” the tall muscular man stated, as his green eyes gazed down at her.

“Hello Mr. Cyrus, and welcome. Hoyt isn’t here right now. He’s at a meeting. Why don’t you and your group come in? Your rooms are ready.” She held her hand out to shake his, but he stood there, not taking her hand. She lowered her hand. “Um, excuse me, I’m Tabatha, Hoyt’s mate, this is Furfur, Chax’s brother, and behind me, Ben, my brother, and his mate, Melody.” She went to step back, but Lance reached out and pulled her body into his and hugged her tight.

“I knew my son would find a beauty for his mate. Welcome to the family, Tabatha. I’m so happy to finally have a daughter.” He kissed the top of her head before he stepped back and smiled.

“Thank you. Please come in. I have coffee all ready and a late breakfast waiting for you.” Her cheeks heated with embarrassment as he released her. The other two men smiled as they all walked past her into the house. The women didn’t say a word as they followed.

 

Melody slid in next to her as she walked back into the house. “I’m telling you that bitch is trouble,” she whispered.

“Hush, you know they can hear you.” Tabatha watched them sit down on the sofas and chairs in the living room. “Please help yourself to the drinks and food.” She nodded towards the buffet that had been set up earlier. 

“Let me do some introductions first.” Lance said and pulled a female into his arms. “This is my wife, Grace. The pair to my left are my parents, Helen and Brady Cyrus. The other gentleman is Hoyt’s younger brother, Trey, and the two other females are old friends of Hoyt’s, Marcy and Clare. They were raised together and insisted on coming.” He frowned at them. 

Tabatha gritted her teeth and smiled. This was just great! Two females from Hoyt’s past. Just what she needed. “Well, I’m glad to meet you all. I’m afraid though I wasn’t expecting his friends, so they will have to stay in the guesthouse next door. It’s already been cleaned and stocked with food in case others came for the ceremony. I have two extra rooms here in the house for you and your mate, Mr. Cyrus, and your parents, along with a room for Trey. When you are ready, I’ll be glad to show you where they are. Melody can show Marcy and Clare to their rooms. Lunch will be ready around 2:00. Hopefully, your son will be back by then.” She glanced up at Furfur who just shrugged his shoulders.

“That’s fine dear, and I must say this is a beautiful place. It’s perfect for the pack. Welcome to the family. I too have always wanted a daughter.” Grace stepped out of her husband’s arms and hugged her. “And I’m sorry about Marcy and Clare. We tried to make them stay, but they wouldn’t hear of it,” she whispered into her ear and stepped back, a twinkle in her eyes. 

“Thank you. Now, why don’t we show you to your…” Tabatha looked around, but something was wrong. She didn’t know why or how, but ever since the change when something was off her body seemed to warn her of the danger around her. Every muscle in her body tensed, something smelled off. She moved to the sliding doors on the balcony and saw the blaze across the pond. At once she knew it had been started on purpose. 

“What is it?” Furfur asked as he and Derk stood beside her and gazed out the window. 

“We have company and it’s not friendly. I guess that’s a warning to let me know it’s not over.” Her voice shaky, Tabatha hugged herself. “I had hoped it wasn’t true.” She looked up at Furfur.

“Shane and Nicor are on their way to check it out now. The guards have been put on alert and your mates are on their way back. It will be okay.” Furfur and Derk moved in closer and hugged her. 

“They haven’t contacted me. I’ve been trying to reach them for the last 15 minutes!” Tabatha pulled back and frowned at him. “Their little punishment is starting to piss me off.”

Furfur just shrugged his shoulders. “They just contacted me when they found out what had happened.”

Tabatha was fuming, but she pasted on her smile and escorted Hoyt’s parents and grandparents to their rooms so they could freshen up. Then she waited in her room for her mates — World War III was about to take place and she was armed and ready.

 


 




Chapter Three


 

Tabatha paced back and forth in her bedroom. Her mates had been home now for half an hour, and still they hadn’t even bothered to come to her. She knew Hoyt would check on his folks and grandparents, but that shouldn’t have taken half an hour!

“Let’s get this over with, we have guests waiting for lunch,” Hoyt said behind her. 

She jumped and whirled around. Both of her mates leaned against the wall staring at her.

“Well, are you going to tell me what happened at the meeting? I’ve only been pacing here for the past half hour!” She gritted her teeth, and counted to ten.

“We’ve been over this before. We’ll take care of everything. All you have to do is work on the ceremony that joins us together.” Chax crossed his muscled arms over his chest, and dared her to say another word about it.

“I have a right to know who is trying to kill me, Chax. How am I supposed to plan anything when I don’t know what’s going on? It’s going to be Christmas in a damn week and I haven’t been able to do crap. I have shopping to do. I need help getting out the decorations from the attic and we still have to go searching for our tree.” 

She turned her gaze to Hoyt, “And who are Marcy and Clare? I won’t have trouble Hoyt, I’m warning you now.” She watched them both step away from the wall to circle her. Their heated gaze traveled over her body, but she ignored it and snarled when they got too close.

“You are warning me?” Hoyt snapped and Chax grinned. “You have enough to worry about without worrying about the threat. As to whom Clare and Marcy are, they’re old friends from school. I was raised with them. Their parents will be here in a couple of days for our joining along with my father’s pack. They’re no threat to you.” Hoyt brushed his fingers down her cheek.

“Right, your main concern should be what we’re going to do to you now.” Chax mumbled in her ear from behind. His hands slipped under her skirt and rubbed her butt cheeks. “Where are your panties? Were you waiting for us?”

“Ha, I was waiting this morning, but No-oo. Plus, we don’t have time for this. I need to tell you about the visitor I had last night, while you two were snoring.” Tabatha tried to step away from them, but both of them held her in between them. “Let me go Hoyt. I can’t talk when you’re doing this. I know you know about your mother, Chax, but we still need to talk about her.” She leaned back, pretending to let them have their way, and as soon as Chax released her butt, she escaped from between their arms.

“As I was saying, I had two visitors, well one summoned me actually.” She looked up, and saw she had their attention now.

“We’re listening.” Chax and Hoyt once more cornered her, but this time they had her up against the wall, trapped with no place to go. 

“Wol-itelm called me to his planet last night. He’s here now.” She squirmed, remembering his heated gaze and unbuttoned her shirt, while her other two mates looked down. The dragon stared back at them, his eyes blinked.

“Wol-itelm welcome, have you any word as to when you’ll be here?” Chax inclined his head.

The dragon stretched on her breast and moved up her chest to her neck.

“I’ve always watched you Chax. I knew we would draw attention, but something else is going on here.”

“We have to agree with you.” Chax glanced at her and then to Hoyt.

“Hoyt, your kind has not heard of me, or understood who I am. Will you sacrifice everything to be with us?” 

“There is no choice, I’m nothing without them.” Hoyt stated, his gaze never leaving the dragon.

“ Think hard Hoyt, part of your pack will not follow you to where you have to go. Are you willing to give that up? To leave all that you know, when the time comes?”

“I’ll not leave my mates, no matter what.” Hoyt stated with a bite to it.

“ Very well, you all have chosen. I must say, Chax and Hoyt, we have a feisty mate. I thought for sure she was actually going to challenge Lilith last night. We will have fierce sons and daughters.” His voice deepened and his tongue licked the side of her neck.  

“I will be around, but we must not let others know just yet. After your ceremony, gather all who are close to you. They’ll be given the choice to go with you or to stay behind. For now, watch your backs. There are those close to you that will try and stop your ceremony. I must go now, but I will be here for the ceremony.”

Tabatha watched the dragon move back down to her breast. She glanced up to see both of her mates glaring.

“What? I was going to tell you. You didn’t give me any time.” She frowned and crossed her arms over her chest.

“You should have woken me the minute my mother was in this house! You don’t know what she is capable of!” Chax’s fingers held her chin, his gaze heated. 

Hoyt pushed her arms down and proceeded to unbutton the rest of her shirt and removed it. “On the bed, Tabby! You’ve been bad. It’s time for your punishment.” His gaze fired with lust and he pinched her nipple.

“What? Now you want me?” She glanced once at her mates, than shifted to her wolf form and made a dash for the balcony door.  “Feed your family yourselves. I’m going for a run. I am tired of these games. I just need air and calm for a few minutes.”

She jumped out of the balcony window, her paws hit the ground running. Tabaha’s anger gave her the energy she needed to move fast towards the top of the bluff.  How could they do this to her? Didn’t they know she needed to be a partner, not a damn maid to their whims! And I’m not going to some damn strange planet. We’ll be fine here, she declared to herself and to them.

Get your ass back here! Chax snapped.

Go fuck yourself. Tabatha stopped and scanned around her. She heard something, a cry.

She ignored Chax’s demand and moved closer to the noise. Jumping over a fallen tree, a red makeshift cradle rocked back and forth. Her wolf sniffed the box. The whimpers grew louder. Shifting back to her human form, she carefully opened the box. “Oh my God, you poor thing. Who would leave you out in the cold?” She scanned the area again and didn’t notice anything strange. Was it a trick to get to her? An envelope lay in the box next to the baby. Picking up the note she read:

Ms. Spinning, 

If my plan comes to frustration, you will find my son. Please forgive my cowardice, but I couldn’t risk his discovery. You are my only hope. My son is a sub-species, half-human and half-demon. I have hidden until the time of his birth, so my mate would be ignorant of my son’s existence. I know in your care he will receive all the love and attention he needs. I’ve left naming him in your capable hands, and according to your time frame, he is two days old. I could never express my appreciation, but hopefully you will know that I want nothing but the best for him.

The note was unsigned. 

“Shit, I don’t have anything for you baby, but soon we will.” she whispered and picked him up not even phased by the cold due to the demon and wolf DNA in her. “But what a great Christmas gift you are to us, an instant family.” She wrapped the thin blanket tighter around him. 

“You are cute. What should I call you? I can’t wait to show you to your new daddies.” Tabatha turned to walk back towards the house, but her two mates blocked her path.

“What do you have here?” Hoyt glanced down at the bundle in her arms, cautiously.

“It’s the most precious thing in the world. Someone left him for me, here is the note. Will you move please? I’m can’t shift and carry Drake at the same time. He will be our new son.” 

She smiled up at Hoyt. “Just think, we’re going to have a family for Christmas. I have to get a stocking for him, his first Christmas bulb and all sorts of things.” All her anger had gone. The precious gift in her arms seemed to settle everything inside her. She lifted the baby up to her face and took in all that baby scent, just sighing.

Her looked down to the bundle in her hands. “Do you like that name? I named you after Wol-itelm. He’s a mighty dragon, and don’t worry about your other two daddies, they’ll come around.” As the little one reached out, and grabbed her finger, a tingling sensation shot through her body.

“What in the…” she locked her knees and stared at the precious life in her hands. Her heart seemed to skip a beat at the thought of losing this baby. He was Tabatha’s. Somehow the little man had chosen.

Chax stepped up to her and interrupted her. “You can’t keep the baby. It has to be taken to the master. He’ll place it with a demon couple to take care of it.” Chax said and waved his hand. Clothes covered her naked form, warming her body, but a cold chill circled around her heart and she shook.

A need to protect her child overcame every other sense. No one would take her baby including Chax or his boss. “The baby is staying. His mother asked me to take care of it, and I will.” If she could have, Tabatha would have transported herself to her room, but she hadn’t learned how to use the powers that came with being part demon, or even knew if she had them.

“I have to go into town and get things for this little one. I’m sure it’s starving. Are you hungry?” She cooed to the baby and walked around her men, ignoring them as she studied each feature the baby had. He had all his fingers and toes.

“I’ve informed the master about the child. He wants him brought to him.” Chax announced, keeping pace with her.

“You did what? You had no fucking right! He was left for me and I’m not letting him go. So you can just go tell, the master you have a home for him!” Her stomach clenched, tears formed, and her nose got all stuffy, as she made her way towards her home.

“He is part demon, and needs to be with his kind, Tabatha. It’s up to the master, you have no say.” Chax tried to reach around her to grab the baby.

“It you touch this baby, I will personally cut off your dick, and shove it up your ass!!” She growled as the demon inside her rose.

“Tabby, calm down, you can’t shift with a baby in your arms. You know he’s right. The baby belongs with its own kind.” Hoyt rubbed her back, and tried to comfort her.

She shrugged away from his touch, “Have you forgotten I’m half demon, and so are you Hoyt. Chax is full demon. We can raise him fine. He’s half demon. What better people to raise him and I’m going to!” Tabatha didn’t know what was going on, but the thought of someone stealing him from her took her breath away and brought out every maternal instinct she had.

Tabatha ran up the stairs to the back porch, and turned, glaring at her mates. “Don’t try and take him, Chax, I won’t allow it.” Tabatha flung open the back porch door, and ran in without saying a word to anyone. Her living room was now filled with guests and Christmas decorations. 

“Melody, I have to go to town and get supplies. Will you come with me? I need you to hold Drake for me while I drive.” Grabbing her purse and the keys to the Blazer, she turned to a room full of shocked people. 

Tabatha’s jaw dropped, her body shook with anger and fear. The one person who could take her child away, now stood in her living room right in front of her. The master of demons glanced down at the bundle in her arms.
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