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“Don’t let them go downstairs,” I said sternly, staring down at my sister. Gabbi rolled her eyes and pushed her long blond hair back from her face, giving me an impatient look. “I mean it, Gabs,” I said, crossing my arms and darting a look at my two adorable hell spawn. Their chubby cheeks glowed, shiny and pink from where we’d just scrubbed ice cream off them. “One of them distracts you for like, two fucking seconds, and when you turn around there’s crayon all over the antique books.”

“And some of Hisashi’s crystals look like rock candy.” I added, narrowing my eyes at the sweet-looking little toddler who was weaving toward me with outstretched arms, her angelic white-platinum curls and big blue eyes disguising the mischievous fox inside. “And when they shift, they chew on things. Terrible things. Things that don’t belong in mouths.”

I scooped up my daughter and obligingly tossed her in the air a few times, earning myself a sloppy kiss. 

Gabbi just shook her head at me and scooped up the other terror. He looked just like his twin sister, all sweetness and innocence. But I’d heard his sweet mouth mutter what I swore was “cock-sucking asshole” yesterday with the sort of glee that didn’t bode well for my future sanity as a parent. 

Gabbi looked good in a pair of leggings and a long, loose sweatshirt, cuddling my wayward cub. She had taken to her role as my seneschal and head of the gryphon council with a scary ease, slapping the bigot right out of the older council members. But it was nice to see her relax. She muttered something to Asa in her deep voice. They were thick as thieves ever since Asa said he wanted to be a pretty girl just like Gabbi when he grew up. Gods forbid. I had a feeling my children were going to be beautiful and manipulating enough, without Gabbi teaching them how to cross-dress. 

“Hello, a thaisce.” Oisin paced over to take Kana from my arms, planting a soft kiss on her head before shooting a mischievous green glance toward my sister. “Gesa’s not lying,” he warned, his musical voice full of amusement. “They’ll eat anything, especially when they’re in puppy form.”

I ran a hand over my face, wanting to strangle Oisin for making me remember. And for calling our children puppies.

Gabbi grinned. “What’d they get into?”

Hisashi took Kana from Oisin’s arms and gave her a kiss before setting her on her feet and shooing her toward the pile of toys on the living room floor. His handsome face was haunted when he looked back at Gabbi, his blue eyes mournful. “These degenerates let my poor, sweet children chew up a butt plug. I’m never going to get over the trauma.”

Gabbi snorted and put Asa down to play with his sister. “Are you kidding me right now?”

Oisin shook his head sadly. “It was my favorite one. It had real diamonds embedded in it! And I’d only just convinced your prudish sister to use it on me.”

Gabbi met my eyes and we both blushed. “Okay, you guys need to go now. Because I can’t even look at you right now,” she ground out, her deep voice cracking as she tried not to cackle like the horrible person she was.

Con and Kai joined us, ambling in from the bedroom. Con took one look at my sister’s face and went beet red. “You didn’t tell her.”

Kai ruffled his brown curls fondly and sauntered over to say goodbye to the kids. “Of course they did. It’s like you don’t even know our mates.”

The mostly-human man looked like he was questioning his life choices as he glanced around at all the supernaturals in the room, avoiding eye contact with Gabbi. 

“Where’s your surly mage gotten off to,” Oisin said as he slipped on his candy red Oxfords. “We’ve got places to be. Haven’t I said you need to collar him?”

I watched the beautiful redheaded terror carefully. He was the one who had orchestrated this “date night,” and he wouldn’t say anything about what we were doing. Only that it involved going out for a run, and eventually eating because, in his words, “I know a big, beautiful beast like you needs sustenance. Constantly.”

I didn’t like the fact that he was keeping the details of the evening secret. For all I knew, we could be doing anything from shopping—which was awful in its own right—to riding down enemies on his family’s wild hounds and bathing in their blood. It was a toss-up.

He caught me looking at him and preened, tilting his long nose up in the air like royalty. “Just save all that lust for once we’re out of the house, love,” he crooned, bright green eyes flashing. 

I growled. He did look sexy as hell, in a pair of slim-fit gray pants and a silvery silk vest that hugged his lithe body like a second skin. But no way was I going to tell him that. “I wasn’t admiring you,” I lied. “I was just wondering why the hell you’re dressed like that to go on a run in the woods.”

One corner of his wicked mouth curled up in a smirk and he raked his eyes over the t-shirt and jeans I was wearing. “It’s as if you don’t even care about our date,” he said, plastering a pout on his perfect features. “Though, I know that’s probably the best you could do, given your limited wardrobe choices.”

I rolled my eyes. Everyone else was dressed down too. Because he’d promised a run in the woods. “If you lied and you’re going to try to drag us somewhere with a dress code, fae, I swear I’ll destroy the rest of your box of sex toys.”

He gave me a wounded look. “So mean.”

Hisashi shook his head and put his big hands on Oisin’s slender shoulders, turning the smaller man toward the stairs. “Come on. I don’t want to stand here all night while you two engage in foreplay.”

I followed them, casting a glance over my shoulder at the kids before meeting Gabbi’s eyes again. “Seriously. Watch them like an eagle—like a gryphon!”

Kai turned around and went back to hug the kids again, making them squirm in her kraken-like grasp. Con split a fond, patient glance between me and Kai. “You’re doing it again.” He snagged Kai’s arm and shoved me toward the stairs. “Come on. They’ll be fine.”

I huffed. I wasn’t an overprotective parent. I was just the right amount of protective. The appropriate amount of concerned. 

Okay, so maybe Oisin was right and we all needed an adult outing. Because I wasn’t the only one who was head-over-heels for the kids. And running after twin supe toddlers was even more draining than looking after human spawn. Especially when they had a parent as powerful as Hisashi. I shuddered to think what kind of trouble they’d get into as they got older and more powerful. At least Hisashi could follow them into the otherworld, if they ever developed that wonderful gift.

“Mage!” Oisin shouted from the bottom of the stairs. “Hurry up or you don’t get to play with us tonight.”

A rough grumble floated to us from the back of the bookstore, where Halstad had taken over a section of shelves and hauled in a big desk to store his ever-growing collection of creepy magic books and teaching resources. I smirked. I still couldn’t see Halstad as a teacher—patiently mentoring and shaping little escaped mage minds. But he was constantly preparing for the day he got his first student. The poor kid, whenever they showed up, was in for a world of hurt. Halstad would probably use a smack to the back of the head and a gruffly muttered “dumbass” as his primary teaching tools. 
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