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“Father, are you sure this is wise?” Andreas asked as he followed the god through the halls of his palace.

Jarel chuckled. “Why are you so nervous?”

Andreas rolled his eyes. “You have invited entire pantheons of gods into our home, most of whom I’m sure aren’t very fond of you.”

Jarel laughed outright. “Your concern is noted and very touching, son, but you should know it’s unnecessary. I called them here for a reason.”

“Everything you do has a reason, but not even Zeus could guess at it.”

Jarel’s brilliant silver eyes twinkled in amusement. “Zeus is smart enough not to try. Now, where are your brothers and sisters?”

Andreas sighed. “Everyone is waiting in the throne room as you asked. The other Dragon Gods are on their thrones, one of whom is bitching incessantly.”

“You could have slapped him.”

“Duly noted,” Andreas muttered.

The doors to the throne room opened on their own as the Black Dragon God approached. The room was full, and all eyes fell upon him as he walked through the room. The towering brown skinned god somehow seemed even greater than the others among them parting away for him. His long black hair flowed behind him as he walked to the head of the throne room. Several thrones were there, filled with the other Dragon Gods, one of whom was identical to Jarel himself. He sat on one of the two tallest thrones, the other of which Jarel took himself. His twin brother, the Blue Dragon God, Zarel.

“Too much longer and I would have thrown Octavius into Tartarus,” Zarel muttered.

“He’s your son,” Jarel countered. “If you can’t shut him up, who can?”

“The only reason I could not the way I normally would is because you demanded that every god in existence be here.”

Jarel waved that off. “He’s only here for show and you know it.”

Zarel sighed. “Fine, let’s get on with this.”

Jarel turned to his right. “Vic, go ahead and allow them in.” He turned to the left. “Andreas, have everyone flank the sides. Let the gods keep the center of the room.”

“Won’t that seem threatening?” Andreas asked.

Jarel gave him a dull stare. “Do I seem as if I care? Go do as I say.”

The twins watched as Jarel’s orders were carried out. Several figures appeared until the hall was full. So many gods had never gathered in one place at the same time, not even in Solaris. The children of the Dragon Gods remained on the sides of the hall, unsure of what to expect. Jarel’s voice soon filled the hall.

“Today I have called every god remaining in existence before me. I understand that there was apprehension after the deaths of the Aesir and Vanir gods.”

“Don’t forget the children of Anu that your oldest child destroyed.”

Jarel’s eyes narrowed on the speaker. It was Ra, the Egyptian patriarch and god of the sun. 

“Their destruction was earned,” Zarel responded. “It would benefit you to keep in mind that Andreas did that with only minimal help. If he can do that, imagine what we can do to you.”

Jarel smirked. “With that in mind, things need to change around here. This world is overcrowded with gods that have the same purpose. Squabbles between pantheons happen far more than you admit. It’s time to end that.”

Murmurs among the gods were expected and tolerated for a few moments. Jarel and Zarel watched all the reactions. Some were fearful, some were overconfident. Some were wise enough to accept whatever their fate would be.

“You are right to be afraid,” Zarel told them. “But at the same time, provided none of you overstep yourselves, there is no reason to fear what happens here at all.”

“Each of you has some version of a creation story. Someone started your line. Someone crafted your world, so to speak. These are both right and wrong. So, let me clarify. The primordial ones, Gaea, Nyx, Erebus, Uranus, Tartarus, Oceanus, Zarel, and I were first. Others came later, and did in fact, craft their own worlds. The problem is that our worlds are connected; nothing separates us but many of you have similar roles. I’m going to fix that.” Jarel paused a few moments more to let his announcement register. “If you are standing here, I currently have no particular issue with you. I summoned no one here to destroy them.”

“In fact, we are going to separate the worlds. When this meeting ends, we will open the portals to your own worlds, your own universes.” Zarel waved his hand and before them an image of a swirling mass appeared. “If you are among the first, the primordial ones born of Chaos, you know what this is. It is our mother, the void if you will, from which we all spring. And as creators you know how to create. You will once again create as you were meant to. Your history, your stories, will go as you will.”

Jarel held up a hand. “Ra, you have a question.”

The bronze skinned Egyptian God stepped forward. “I have several but the most pressing of which is that if we must create again, does that mean our stories restart? If so, then we go back to the beginning of creation in our respective universes. My children would not exist with me, as in the beginning there was only myself.”

Jarel nodded. “If you’re starting anew, and you wish your story and hierarchy to remain the same, then yes. Or as a second option, you may simply lift everything that you created and insert it into the universe. However, you will have to fill in the rest of the void. Each universe is a vast place. You must fill it. Your laws govern it. Your stories begin and end there.”

“So, if we currently have a prophecy foretelling the end of our world, you will not change this?” Ra asked.

Jarel and Zarel exchanged a look. 

“No, your fate is entirely your own, the same as it has always been. Your conflict with the serpent Apep would likely begin again,” Zarel answered.

Ra’s mind was clearly racing to process information, but there were more questions. “The current universe would remain in existence. To which pantheon would you give this to?”

“The oldest, the Olympians and the like,” Jarel replied. “This was crafted almost entirely by Gaea and Uranus. It bore the weight of the battles from their descendants. It seems most fair for them to remain in the world they’ve built, ravaged, and rebuilt.”

“Would you limit yourselves to one?” Ra eyed both twins. “Only you two have the ability to split things in this way. It stands to reason that nothing would limit you.”

Jarel smiled. “You know us well, little brother. No, we may travel between as we please. We keep you all in line after all. But don’t worry, we will not contest your reigns unless there is some dire need to do so.”

Ra nodded in acceptance of this. “I assume that if any of your creations were to exist in our universes, they would still be governed by yourself and your family.”

Zarel chose to answer this. “Yes, and that brings us to a few warnings. Our descendants are subject to your rule in your universe but know this. Anu and his family were destroyed for one simple reason; they killed one of the rarest of our kind. If we find you guilty of this at any point without reason, you will share their fate.”

“If you perish, all that you create goes with you,” Jarel warned. “Especially in your case, Ra. Some entities crave only destruction, such as Apep. Some crave to rule. You know how these things work. Fate will always be what it will. Free will exists in all these places but shape the universe to your own will. You will find that humanity will tend to evolve in similar ways across each of them. How you respond or limit that is up to you. You are gods. Remember that your words are law, even for yourself. What you say will happen. Your words may take generations to come to fruition, but they will come to pass.”

More murmurs occurred among the gods, but again, Ra was the first to speak.

“This transition, does it involve death and reincarnation for us?” Ra asked.

Jarel shook his head. “Not in the sense that the young gods are thinking. Reincarnation is not a bad way to think of it, but we are not killing you. What we kill stays dead. Odin and Anu’s descendants will not return.”

“With the exception of Baldur, who already has,” Zarel added. “That prophecy of theirs was fulfilled and Baldur with his wife and two children were fated to be reborn. Baldur alone understood the failure of his family. The world reborn from their Yggdrasil has already been separated and has begun its new cycle.”

“Also, you may reach out to my brother or myself at any point. Travel between these universes is still simple for us, and Solaris exists in a between area of these. With our permission, you may visit but you will not venture back into this or each other’s worlds without one of us allowing it.” Jarel’s eyes came to settle on another of the Egyptian gods, Set. “None of you have the power to break through but trying might just piss me off. If I have the power to separate and allow the creation of universes, imagine what I will do to those that are power hungry enough to attempt to break my rule.”

Set, to his credit, remained silent. But he wasn’t the only god this was directed towards, and he knew this. The leaders of each pantheon stepped forward as a sign of acceptance.

“As you stand before us, we see this as a sign of acceptance of the separation of universes.” Jarel rose first. “With that, we open the portals and release the divine energy into it. Each creator shall craft as they choose. The divine energy of all that you created will follow you and time will begin as desired. The gates will seal behind you and no god shall pass through unless given permission directly from Zarel or myself. Worry not about the future or whether we shall meet again.”

Zarel rose as well. “Heed our warnings, remember all that you have learned. Rule justly and beware of the dangers you create for yourselves. Take inspiration from what you have seen of creation thus far and make your worlds work for you. With that, we bid you farewell.”

The other gods vanished, aside from the Dragon Gods on their thrones. The twins sat down again.

“I expected more of a fight,” Zarel admitted. 

“The likes of Ra and Cernunnos warned their families not to argue,” Jarel replied. “Shame, really. Slapping a few of them around would have been fun. But what’s done is done.”

Andreas stepped forward. “Couldn’t you have done this before you ordered me to end Anu and his line?”

“Hell no!” Jarel snapped.

“They earned their fate,” Zarel added.

Andreas sighed. “I’m aware of what they did. But some of us can’t wipe gods out of existence with ease. I’m still recovering.”

“You’ll be fine,” Jarel assured him. “Besides, this opens up possibilities for later. This was necessary for the grand scheme of things. You’ll see eventually.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Andreas could get used to this. The eldest black dragon lay in bed completely nude, his bronze skin glistening with sweat. His long blond hair was damp, and those fiercely beautiful sky-blue eyes glazed over in the afterglow of a long round of lovemaking. Long legs were intertwined with slightly slimmer, but just as toned, legs. He looked down at his husband, Kazarian, who lay on his chest. In contrast, Kazarian had dark brown hair and bright green eyes. His build was slightly slimmer than his mate’s, but every bit as toned. The reigning god of anarchy and discord was just as content as his mate. Each had the Black Dragon mark on their chest, each with the other’s name and on opposite sides of the chest.

“That almost made me feel normal,” Andreas commented.

Kazarian’s laughter rumbled in his chest. “That was far from normal. I know it’s been a while since we were mortal, but I don’t think mortals go quite like we did.”

Andreas smiled at him. “I’m far from done. You’ve been gone for a month.”

“It’s the price we pay for an eternity together.”

“I’m not complaining much, but we have eleven thousand years of lost time to make up for. So, when I get you to myself, I’m damn sure going to try.”

Kazarian laughed again. “I’m certainly up for it.”

“Are you now?” Andreas wiggled his eyebrows teasingly.

Kazarian rolled his eyes. “You haven’t eaten since we started. I think a break is in order.”

Thunder clapped in the distance.

“We’ve been here so long a thunderstorm is coming in.” Kazarian stood up and made his way to the door. “I’ll make us both something.”

When he attempted to pull the bedroom door open, he found himself unable to do so. He looked back at Andreas. 

“I’ve never had this problem before.”

Thunder clapped again and the wind picked up outside. Andreas frowned as he stood and walked to the bedroom window. Lightning flashed far closer than it should and another clap of thunder followed.

“This isn’t a regular storm. Zeus is on his way here.” Andreas turned to his lover. “I’d prefer you to be clothed for this.”

Kazarian smirked but with a wave of his hand dressed both himself and Andreas. Lightning flashed again, this time brightly enough to blind them both. When their vision cleared, the king of the gods stood in the center of the room. The towering, bronze skinned, blonde haired god was an imposing yet highly attractive figure. In appearance, he looked similar to Andreas, but a little bit older. Zeus was, after all, his grandfather. The eyes that gazed at him were truly the color of the sky, and they certainly didn’t look very happy to see him.

“This must be important if you came here yourself, Grandfather.” Andreas kept his stare cool and level, certain that he couldn’t have been the source of the god king’s anger. 

“It is vitally important and yes, you are the cause of my anger,” Zeus replied, clearly hearing his grandson’s thoughts loud and clear.

Andreas raised an eyebrow. “I hardly think my last sparring with Heracles and Ares was bad enough to warrant this.”

Thunder clapped and the room shook violently. 

“Don’t test my patience, boy,” Zeus warned. “I give less than a damn about your sparring sessions with my sons.”

Andreas wisely remained silent. He was the oldest and strongest of all dragons, but even he knew better than to goad the king of heaven and earth.

“I have a mission for you specifically which cannot be passed off to anyone else.” Zeus narrowed his eyes. “Your father’s laws side with me on this.”

Andreas wouldn’t have argued the fact even if his father’s laws hadn’t been mentioned. “There’s only one law that would require me specifically.”

“Your mission is to find and eliminate Andre Damone, and free my niece, Celesta from him. You have roughly a week to accomplish this or I will personally condemn you to Tartarus. Am I understood?”

Thunder clapped again, this time making Kazarian wince.

“Yes, Grandfather, I understand,” Andreas replied.

Zeus vanished in another blinding flash of light.

“Why exactly do you have to take this mission?” Kazarian asked his lover. 

Andreas sighed, avoiding meeting the other male’s gaze. “It’s Father’s law. I have to handle this personally.”

Kazarian crossed the room and forced him to look him in the eyes. “I don’t keep secrets from you. Don’t start keeping them from me.”

Andreas sat down on the bed, his thoughts racing. He hadn’t intended to keep a secret from Kazarian, but he’d never really taken the time to share everything about their time apart. 

“Did you pay attention to the name Zeus gave?” he asked quietly.

“Andre Damone. So what?”

Andreas looked up into his eyes. “Are you really going to make me spell it out?”

Kazarian scowled down at him. “Yes, I am. Who is he?”

Andreas took a deep breath before responding. “He’s my son.”

Kazarian’s jaw dropped. He’d thought Andreas had never had any children. Even in their time apart, when Kazarian was a mortal soul in the Elysian Fields, he’d watched Andreas. He’d seen no signs of children.

“When did you have a child?” he demanded more forcefully than he’d intended to.

“About 700 years ago.” Andreas lowered his head. “I tried my hand at family life. I had this urge to settle down and you had been gone a long time.”

“But I watched you from the Elysian Fields. I never saw this.”

Andreas looked up at him again. “You wouldn’t have been able to see everything. You didn’t constantly watch me and there’s no real concept of time there. I think it’s safe to say you missed a lot more of my life than you thought.”

“So, clearly, he’s a dragon. Were you planning on ever telling me?” Kazarian still stood over him, looking down at him. “It’s obvious that he’d have become an issue sooner or later.”

“I hadn’t found the right time,” Andreas argued. “We’ve been at war and then you’re gone so much that I just hadn’t found the right time. I knew I would have to. Eventually he would have come around and he calls me Father. His mother and I were together for years.”

“How many years?”

Andreas closed his eyes. “About twenty years. I raised him into adulthood.”

“Who is his mother?” Kazarian’s tone was clipped.

“Clarissa, one of Vacker and Deidre’s daughters.”

“So, he’s part vampire?” 

Andreas nodded. “Descended from an elder vampire and trained by me. There’s no one else that can handle him.”

“Jarel’s laws say dragons can’t hunt other dragons, so why are you hunting him?”

“Because he’s something like my nephews, a hybrid of races that doesn’t have a true dragon form. Unlike them, he has no alternate form at all but the full firepower of a black dragon. It was my job to raise him properly and therefore, my job to put him down.”

Kazarian finally came to kneel in front of him and looked him in the eyes. “Why not tell me earlier? I know how long we were apart. I know you weren’t abstinent, so why the secrecy?”

“Because you mean more to me than anyone and I don’t want you to feel resentment toward me. It wasn’t that I ever stopped loving you or wanted to replace you. I just didn’t want to be alone anymore.”

Kazarian gave a small smile. “I never expected you not to move on. I had hoped you would be able to.”

Andreas exhaled the breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. “Kazarian, there’s a lot about me that you may not know. I’ve been alive a long time and there’s more than this that can come back to bite me.”

“We’ll deal with it. Let’s just handle this right now and the rest will come later.”

Andreas sighed. There would definitely be far more than this to come. He had a strong sense of foreboding. There was more to this situation than what Zeus had told him.
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Chapter Two
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Andreas had to go home first. He could handle many things on his own, but he needed his father’s advice before he set out on this one. He found the primordial god waiting in his throne room in Solaris, his home realm. The tall brown skinned god sat with his head resting in one hand. His long black hair hung around his face and down his back. His chest was bare and for once he wore pants instead of his customary chitons. His chest, as perfect as that of any other god, was covered in markings representing his children. Bright silver eyes gazed warmly at him as he approached.

“I figured you’d be here sooner or later.”

“How is it possible for my son to do what he’s accused of?” Andreas asked.

“A hybrid son of a dragon and an elder vampire. How do you think it was possible?” Jarel sighed. “Normally, I’d do this myself, but I’ve been told it has to be you this time.”

“Since when do you bow to the will of Zeus?”

Jarel smirked. “I don’t, but Eros made a visit. There are too many secrets you’ve held from Kazarian. They must come to light.”

Andreas scowled. “There’s nothing worse than meddling gods.”

“As irritating as it is to admit, Eros is right. You’ve lived so long in my service that you don’t know how to share. Many of your secrets will hurt him but you must reveal them. And you must find Andre.”

“I don’t understand how he could be strong enough to capture Celesta. He was not this strong before.”

“He didn’t show you his true strength. I’m sure his mother has something to do with that.”

“Where is she?”

“She’s here in Solaris.” Jarel straightened up on his throne. “However, this is your task.”

Andreas scowled at his father. “I don’t intend to pass it off but we’re both subject to your laws. She can help.”

Jarel conceded that point. “She’s in the same home she’s always had. Feel free to recruit her.”

Andreas turned to leave. 

“One more thing, son.”

Andreas stopped. “Yes, Father?”

“You may be my general and the strongest of my children, but you’re also that boy’s father. Remember that.”

Andreas gave no outward reaction as he left the room. 

“Life here is never dull.” Jarel chuckled. “Right, Kazarian?”

The god in question appeared beside him. “I want to be involved in this mission. This one bothers him.”

“You’re already involved. You heard our conversation.” Jarel’s gaze softened. “Zeus and Eros agreed that you two have to face this trial. I cannot spare you from it.”

“I get the feeling you know why his son did this. I find it hard to believe that a child Andreas raised would break your laws in such a way.”

“Raising a child a certain way does not determine who they are.” Jarel sighed. “Even I have had a rogue child. Free will governs all.”

Kazarian frowned. “You didn’t actually answer me.”

Jarel smiled. “I cannot give you the answers. You have to see this through to the end.”

“I sincerely hope that we’re meant to survive this.” Kazarian vanished.

The primordial god sighed again. “I hope you do, too.”
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Chapter Three
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Andreas took his time walking through Solaris. The last thing he wanted was to deal with Clarissa Devial. He hadn’t spoken to her since the end of their relationship. It had been easier that way. Venturing through the beautiful realm his father had created, he suddenly felt tired. He would do his duty; that much he knew. But it wasn’t an easy task. 

Arriving in front of the manor Clarissa called home, he dreaded entering. Shutters were closed over the windows since it was still daylight. Andreas swore under his breath. He’d clearly forgotten the time of day. Vampires could not be touched by the rays of Apollo without dying, unless they’d obtained either the sun god or Jarel’s blessing.

“You didn’t think this through, did you?” Kazarian appeared next to him. 

“Clearly I haven’t been thinking things through in a long time,” Andreas replied, irritation evident in his voice.

“Why are you in such a sour mood, other than the obvious reason?” 

Andreas glared at him. “I have to kill my own son. What other reason do I need?”

Kazarian said nothing, instead staring coolly at him. Andreas sighed.

“I’m having a much harder time now dealing with my past. I’ve done a lot of things I can’t be proud of, but it never bothered me before.”

“Then why does it bother you now?” Kazarian asked.

“Because of you.” Andreas’ blue eyes locked on Kazarian’s green ones. “Being with you makes me feel human. I’m not saying it in a bad way, but it’s as if you’ve given me a conscience.”

“Andreas, I’m a warrior, same as you. I’m the god of discord now and I serve Ares. There’s no way I should make you feel guilty about whatever past misdeeds you think you’ve done. I do a lot of things I don’t agree with.”

“Nothing you’ve done comes close to some of the things I’ve done.” Andreas averted his gaze. “Eleven thousand years of living is a long time, and it leaves plenty of time for bad decisions.”

Kazarian stepped forward, leaving them mere inches apart as he gazed into his mate’s eyes. “Why are you so worried that I’ll leave you? We’re mated. Our vows are sealed by Hera. You of all people know how serious that is. You’re the other half of my soul.”

Andreas leaned forward and kissed him. It was a desperate, hungry kiss. Kazarian felt it and opened his mouth as Andreas’ tongue prodded at him. Being a mate to a dragon meant he was used to being overpowered this way. Andreas needed this right now.

When he finally broke the kiss, he remained close, his forehead resting against Kazarian’s and his eyes closed.

“I know we’re soul mates. I feel it every day. Having lost you once, I live in fear of losing you again. It’s even worse now. I know you can’t die but I’m afraid that when you see my darker side, you won’t be able to handle it. I’m not as noble as my siblings make me out to be. I am very much my father’s child.”

Kazarian pulled back to gaze up at him. “How much of your father’s child?”

Andreas was momentarily baffled but understanding quickly dawned. “Andre is my only child. There are no others.”

“Then I’m confused.”

“We’ll go into it later. You’ll have to know more. Some of it will really hurt you. I know this and I can’t apologize enough.”

Kazarian frowned. “Andreas, what are you hiding?”

“More than you can imagine.” Andreas turned away. “There’s really no easy way to start telling you.”

“Then show him.”

Jarel appeared behind them.

“How?” Andreas asked.

“Kazarian is a god. He has access to the Hall of Memories on Olympus, our record of time. Go there and walk through all we hid from him in the Elysian Fields.”

“That’s time consuming,” Andreas replied.

“When you find time then. But it’d be easier to start now.” Jarel’s beautiful silver eyes glanced to the manor before them. “She will be here.”

“Father, people can’t die without Celesta, not unless their death is violent. Balance has to be restored.”

Jarel nodded. “I’m aware of this. Kazarian can do this on his own. He has to know these things.”

Andreas frowned. “I know that.”

Jarel shrugged. “Suit yourselves.”

He vanished.

Andreas turned back to his mate, who was openly staring at him. “What?”

“You know what I’m thinking already,” Kazarian replied softly.

The elder dragon sighed. “This may be selfish of me, but I’m not ready for you to see all of it yet.”

“This isn’t really about you. It’s not just you in this. Whatever these secrets are, everyone says I need to know them. I honestly don’t have time to wait on you to get comfortable.”

Andreas clamped his mouth shut. Kazarian was right. He closed his eyes for several seconds to resolve himself.

“Let’s start this, then.”
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Chapter Four
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Jarel wasn’t accustomed to watching and waiting. He was a primordial god, and Andreas was going to need help, so he took himself to the realm of eternal night, Nyxena. Ruled by the young god of darkness and shadows, it was a place of dark beauty. The moon was constantly high in the sky and the inhabitants, once imprisoned by him, now moved freely. It wasn’t such a bad place to visit.

The Black Dragon God entered the palace and sent out a summons to his grandson, unsure where he could be or what he might be doing. Fortunately, the young god was in his throne room. Jarel entered and found him on his throne with a large grey wolf laying at his feet. His grandson was scarcely dressed, wearing only a pair of black jeans with no shirt or shoes. As most of his descendants were, Brandon was toned and chiseled. He had a much smaller frame than most as he was of average human height, but his size did not hinder his power. Light brown eyes gazed out at him with a spark of amusement under his long black hair. In truth, he looked like a younger, smaller Jarel with less markings and shorter hair.

“Am I interrupting?” Jarel asked with a smile.

“We can finish later,” Brandon replied. 

“It’s somewhat unnerving to see Phil in wolf form right now. I assume he wasn’t clothed.” Jarel waved his hand, and the wolf transformed into a man.

Phil was about an inch shorter than Brandon with a similar build, though he might have had a little more muscle. He had darker chocolate skin and dark brown eyes. His hair was cut low and Jarel had dressed him in a similar pair of jeans to his mate. The full lips Brandon loved so much were curled in a slight snarl as he wasn’t used to being forced out of his wolf form.

“Sorry, but I need you able to speak.” Jarel smiled, prompting the wolf to follow suit.

“You have horrible timing, my lord,” the young wolf replied.

“Well, there are matters I need attended to. You’ll be able to get back to what you were doing shortly.”

Brandon chuckled. “What is it, Gramps?”

“Your uncle Andreas will be going through a bit of a rough patch. He could certainly use your help.”

Phil raised an eyebrow. “That’s a little odd. He can kick most of the gods’ asses, but he needs our help?”

Jarel smirked. “This is more of an emotional matter. The mission he’s been given I have no doubt he will succeed in. The problem comes in with the things that Kazarian will find out.”

“So, we’re just emotional support?” Brandon asked.

Jarel nodded. “There’s a lot of ground to cover. Andreas is so much my child that his past dwarfs that of my other children. He has not always been so calm and collected. He is my general, an unquestioning general with a fierce temper that has gotten the best of him at times. For the first time since entering my service, he feels fear.”

Brandon studied his grandfather for several long moments. “You feel guilty too, for whatever is about to happen.”

It wasn’t a question, and Jarel’s silence was an answer in and of itself. 

“I’ll do what I can, Gramps, but you’re sending me in blind.”

“It’s his past. Better he tells you than me.” Jarel vanished.

“I’m lost. What exactly does he need from us?” Phil asked.

Brandon frowned. “I hate it when he holds back information. Whatever is going on in my uncle’s past seems big, bigger than just keeping things from his mate.”

“So, what do we do now?”

Brandon closed his eyes and sat back on his throne. “We wait.”

* * *
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JAREL’S NEXT STOP WAS in the demon world, Shevat. His other grandson, known only as Demun now, was expecting him. He stood on the roof of his palace, his long black dreadlocks flowing around him in the breeze. Identical to his brother, Brandon, the only other difference was the bright red eyes looking out at him from under the hair.

“I assume you spoke to your brother already,” Jarel commented. 

“We stay linked at all times, except for private moments,” Demun replied. “So, how bad are these secrets?”

“Bad enough that even I can’t guess Kazarian’s reaction.”

Demun snorted. “I didn’t think anything could split soul mates up.”

“The soul will always desire the mate, but some pain can force them apart.” Jarel closed his eyes for a moment. “Andreas would never intentionally hurt Kazarian, but some things were beyond his control. We had no idea they’d come back on him.”

Demun raised an eyebrow. “You had no idea? Come on, Gramps, we know better.”

Jarel shook his head. “I see many things, but not this. Free will often obscures the future. Fate is not really set in stone.”

“If you say so. I don’t know how exactly I can help.”

“Andreas has more of a conscience now and an emotional dragon is dangerous. You’re there to help however necessary.”

“If it comes to a fight, even together Brandon and I can’t take him.” Demun studied his grandfather. “Only you or your brother can stop him. I’m sure you know that.”

“I doubt he’ll lose control in such a way, but I’m prepared if he does.”

“What aren’t you telling us?” Demun questioned.

“Nothing that Andreas can’t or won’t tell you. Just be there when he needs you.” Jarel vanished.

Demun snorted. Andreas wouldn’t come to his nephews for help by choice.
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Chapter Five
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Andreas had never liked visiting Olympus. Being in the presence of the Olympian gods made him uneasy. Sure, Zeus was his grandfather and Ares his first patron, but the gods knew exactly what he was and what he’d done. They knew all the things Kazarian didn’t know, and he hated being judged. For the most part, he’d always followed orders. Except for the first thing Kazarian would see; that, he’d done by choice.

They stood in the Hall of Memories, random images swirling around the room. Andreas wasn’t accustomed to being nervous, but he most definitely was. Even as a mortal he’d never feared the opinion of others. But Kazarian wasn’t just anyone. 

“Where shall we start?” Kazarian asked.

Andreas reached out with a knowledge none outside of the gods should have, and yet he did, bringing a single image to a halt in front of them. “Start at the beginning. I just ask that you remember that you were gone. The grief was fresh and I’m not the most levelheaded person.”

Kazarian nodded and the scene began to play for them.

* * *
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9,234 B.C.

Andreas stood on a hill overlooking the city of Athens. His blue eyes sparked with anger and hatred.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Jarel appeared at his side.

“You told me I could,” Andreas responded.

“I’m not rescinding it. You may do as you wish, but Athena will rebuild it, albeit much later if she’s smart.”

“She will not be the only one,” Andreas growled. “These gods have no concern for those that serve them. We are pawns in their game. They cost me everything. I will return the favor.”

Jarel’s lips twitched. “You are much more like me than I thought you’d be, but can you blame these people for following the laws of a goddess?”

Andreas glared at his father. “Yes. They took all that I know and loved away from me. From here I can hear them plotting the next assault. I will end this stupid rivalry between siblings here.”

Jarel bowed his head. “Then go for it.”

Andreas returned his gaze to Athens. Pitch black flames surrounded him and his form beneath changed. He expanded in size and wings sprang from his back. The flames cleared, slowly revealing him on all fours. Sharp claws protruded from his hands and feet. His body was not long and black, with shiny scales resembling marble. His underbelly and wing membranes were silver, and his eyes were the same sky blue. His dragon form was massive, taller and longer than any of the buildings of the highly advanced Greek city. He was beautiful yet terrifying as he roared before taking to the air. Flying over Athens, he flashed his fangs as the people of the city took in that the massive shadow coming over them wasn’t a cloud. Screams started just before he opened his massive jaws and black fire burst forth.
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