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      I am a strange, strange person, and I’ve lived a bit of an odd life. I was born and raised in California, but was mostly raised by my Canadian grandmother and was then unofficially adopted by an Irish family in my late teens. You might be wondering why I’m mentioning this, and the reason is that I have a bit of a magpie approach when it comes to the English language.

      Sometimes I like the American English spelling… sometimes I’m really attached to that extra “u” and go for the Irish version (yes I’m specifically choosing to say Irish and not UK because I don’t want my family to smother me in my sleep).

      Bless the soul of my copy-editor because she just sighs heavily at the start of each manuscript and deals with my eccentricities. So if you’re an American and looking at a word and thinking it’s not spelt right… it is most likely the non-American version of the word.

      Okay. We got that out of the way. Let’s chat real quick about what to expect in this book. This is a fantasy novel that contains adult content and situations. If it was a movie, it would probably be rated “R” for violence and language. If you want to go into this book completely blind and prefer not to read content warnings, you can skip on ahead, my friend.

      If there are certain topics that you need to avoid for the sake of your own mental health, or that you simply don’t like, please take a look at the list below for some things you will find in this book.

      
        	Consensual explicit sex scenes (there is no dub-con or non-con)

        	Similar to previous books, this one has lots of fantasy violence and gore, and one scene of someone being tortured by being burned

      

    

  


  
    
      To Puff, my cranky yet adored bearded dragon. I promised you more dragons. I fucking delivered.
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      “You’re lost, aren’t you?”

      “I’m not lost!” I snapped at the vampire to my right. The one on my left wisely said nothing.

      We’d finally reached the top of the hill we’d been trudging up, and I gazed across the desolate landscape that stretched before us. No plants or any hint of life anywhere. Even the dirt was an odd grey color, as if life had been leeched from the earth itself.

      As a realmwalker, I’d been to a lot of different realms, so many I’d lost track over the centuries, but this was a new one for me.

      One I had no interest in ever returning to again.

      Something horrific had happened here, and I could still feel the echoes of it across my skin. Even my magic was uncharacteristically quiet and had retreated deep within me, as if it wanted nothing to do with this realm. I didn’t blame it.

      “There.” I pointed to a pile of debris not far from us. “Told you I wasn’t lost.”

      Mikhail shrugged. “If you knew where it was, then why didn’t you open a gateway closer to it instead of making us trek across this godsforsaken land?”

      “Oh, I’m sorry. Did you have something better to do with your day?” I stepped towards him and poked him hard in the chest. “I don’t even remember inviting you on this gig in the first place! And I’m not sharing any of the cut with you, so don’t even ask.”

      Mikhail narrowed his eyes at me, but before he could speak, Magos cut in, ever the peacekeeper.

      “Let’s go take a look, shall we? The sooner we find it, the sooner we can get out of here.” Without waiting for our agreement, he headed down the gentle slope, choosing his footing carefully amongst the loose rocks and rubble. I curled my lip up at Mikhail, displaying a fang, and followed after Magos.

      “How did Chamosh even know this thing was here in the first place?” Mikhail asked.

      “He has a piece of it that he acquired a long time ago. He doesn’t know where it came from, which is why he’s never been able to gain more of it. But when he learned of my ability to access any realm, he wanted to know if I could find one based on something that came from it. I agreed, and here we are.”

      I slipped on a piece of loose shale, and Mikhail’s hand shot out to steady me. I grumbled a thanks, and he let go after a long moment, letting his fingers trail across my skin. My magic that had been content to lie sleeping within me started to stir, but I slapped it back down. Mikhail had been doing that more and more. Finding reasons to touch me and gauge my reaction. I was only partially successful at hiding my responses, and my fae magic was all too eager to come and out and play with Mikhail.

      There had always been this pull between us. It scared the shit out of me, so I shoved it down into the darkest pit of my soul and kept it there. For a while, Mikhail had seemed content to ignore it as well. Until Andrei and I ended things for good. Now Mikhail seemed determined to pursue this connection we felt towards each other, and I was struggling to maintain the distance between us. Every time he touched me or I caught him giving me a heated look, the wall I’d built up crumbled a little bit.

      My emotional wall was looking pretty patchy and pathetic these days. But it was still standing, damn it.

      “How widely is it known that you can travel through the realms?” Magos asked.

      “At this point, I’m pretty sure every single daemon and fae are aware,” I said tiredly. “Pele is still managing my gig requests, but there are too many coming in at this point. A lot of it is from people who don’t even need anything; they just want to meet me. Some of them are finding ways to get around Pele, but I’ve been ignoring any direct contact requests.”

      Chamosh was the only one I’d agreed to take a gig for lately. He was a grumpy old bastard, but the daemon was an excellent spellcaster and the reason Magos and the vampire brats could freely move around in the sun. Plus, Chamosh was paying well, and he’d owed me a favor.

      I’d told the rest of those who’d come asking about my abilities to take a hike. I wasn’t enjoying my newfound fame. Most of my life, I’d hidden my magic from everyone else because it would have gotten me killed or enslaved. But recent events had forced me to come out of the shadows and make my abilities known. I was part fae, courtesy of my father, and both he and my mother belonged to the Unseelie Court. Now I did, too.

      I hated it.

      It’d only been a few months, and really nothing in my life had changed that drastically aside from my newfound popularity. But I still chafed at the idea of belonging to a court. Previously, I was just a feline shifter who had a solid reputation for finding lost things, nothing more. Now I walked into a room and everyone stared at me and whispered in the ears of their companions.

      That’s her, the daughter of that insane murdering bastard, The Erlking.

      Her mother is a real piece of work, too. She’d have to be, to be with that thing for centuries.

      The Unseelie Queen’s new pet.

      Devourer freak.

      Magos reached our destination first and looked over his shoulder at me. His bright copper eyes seemed so out of place in this realm devoid of life and color.

      “This was a ship.” He knelt down and picked up a broken piece of what indeed looked like a mast. I crouched next to him and picked up a few more pieces, looking them over. “Which means there was once water here,” he said, dropping the broken mast piece he’d been studying and gazing out over the wreckage. “What happened to this realm?”

      I rose and brushed my hands against my pants. “I have no idea. Chamosh doesn’t know anything about this realm. He acquired the chunk of meteorite in a daemon realm a long time ago. Might have fallen to the devourers during the first Cataclysm. It doesn’t really feel like devourers, though.” I frowned and looked around the remains of the ship. “I think something else happened to these people, and honestly, I don’t want to know. I already have enough crap haunting my dreams, I don’t need more.”

      “Fair enough,” Magos replied. “Still, I wonder what these people were like. If any of them made it to another realm or if their entire existence ended here.”

      I stared at the broken ship, left behind in a forgotten realm. The shifter realm my parents had come from had fallen to devourers. So had Magos and Mikhail’s home realm. Countless realms had been lost. So many beings forgotten. Some had vanished without the rest of us even knowing about their existence.

      “Let’s find this expensive hunk of rock and go home,” I said, dragging myself out of my melancholy thoughts as I stepped over more debris. “I felt the tug of its magic as soon as we arrived in this realm, and it’s even stronger now. It’s definitely here.”

      We carefully sorted through the wreckage. I kept expecting to find some bones, but there was nothing. No trace of whoever had manned this ship. I hoped some of them had made it out of this realm alive, even though I knew that was unlikely.

      “Found it,” Mikhail said, pulling something from underneath several broken boards.

      He held up the chunk of meteorite, and it glinted in the fading sunlight. Despite being buried in debris and left to the elements all this time, the black rock sparkled in the light, bits of purple glowing brightly against the black.

      Mikhail’s dark purplish-blue eyes, which always reminded me of twilight, found mine, and I saw the amusement glittering in them. “Seeing how I found it, I do believe I earned my take.”

      I snorted. “You only found it because I led us here.” I held my hand out, and he tossed the chunk to me. The rock was cool against my skin, and something about it felt strange. I shoved it into a pouch attached to my belt. “Besides, you don’t even pay rent.”

      “I’m not paying rent to sleep on your couch.”

      “It’s a nice couch!” I countered.

      Magos cleared his throat politely. Right. We had gotten what we came here for. It was time to get out of this damn realm. I carefully picked my way out of the wreckage and stretched out my hand. Magic flowed from me, and a ripple formed in the air. A few seconds later, it widened, revealing a modern-looking apartment with floor-to-ceiling windows. I stepped through and waited for the two vampires to follow before closing the gateway.

      “I’m going to shower, and then we can head to The Inferno.” I walked down the hallway towards the bathroom. “We’ll drop this off with Pele. One of her minions can bring it to Chamosh. Eddie is going to meet us there. He wants to talk to us about something.”

      Ten minutes later, I walked into my bedroom with a towel wrapped around myself. I was pretty sure sand was still ingrained in my skin. I loved our apartment but would honestly kill someone for access to a nice soaking tub right then. The memory of the beautiful wading pool from the fae queen’s palace floated to the surface. I grimaced. That pool had been really nice, right until a monster had appeared from under the surface and dragged me through a gateway. I’d probably chance going in it again, though. I’d just bring my swords with me.

      Movement from the corner of my bedroom caught my attention, but I refused to look.

      “No. You just got fed yesterday.” I strode over to my dresser and pulled out some clothes. “We’ve talked about this. You’re not getting fed every day. You’re already too big for this room, and I don’t know where I’m going to move you to yet.”

      I closed the dresser drawer a little too hard and tossed the clothes on the bed, along with my towel. I reached for my underwear but snatched my hand back as a green vine snapped at where my fingers had just been. The vine wrapped around my underwear and pulled it away.

      I glared at the plant that now took up an entire corner of my bedroom. When Kaysea had given it to me as a housewarming present a year ago, it had been barely a foot tall and contained in a pot on my dresser. Now it was easily four feet tall and was in a massive stone pot in the room’s corner in front of the window, where it could soak up all the sunshine.

      The dark green stem that rose out of the dirt was nearly as thick as my waist. Narrow vines with small leaves wound up the stem; amongst them were several thicker vines, like the one currently waving my underwear around. The large electric-blue flower at the top of the stem was shaking its petals in frustration, and its bright orange center was opening slightly.

      “If you eat my underwear, I’m not feeding you for a week,” I hissed. “And I’ll make sure the kids don’t sneak in here to feed you either!”

      The orange center of the flower split open, revealing rows and rows of impossibly sharp teeth that curved backwards at abrupt angles. The vine shoved my underwear in and swallowed it down while I stared at it in disbelief.

      Fuming, I grabbed another pair and yanked the rest of my clothes on before stalking out of the room. Mikhail was grinning widely, and Magos was clearly trying to keep from doing the same.

      “It’s easy for both of you to find this funny!” I snapped. “You don’t have a giant plant in your room with a bottomless fucking appetite!”

      “I don’t have a room,” Mikhail replied.

      I growled in frustration and headed towards the apartment door. “Get cleaned up and meet me downstairs. I’m going to have a chat with the vampire brats. This plant is their damn fault from overfeeding it all the time, and they’re going to help me move it!” I slammed the door and stomped down the stairs, passing the apartment on the second floor where Bryn and Finn lived.

      Luna usually stayed on that floor as well, which meant Jinx was there most of the time. I was happy for my friend. He deserved to find love and happiness. But even though he was only one floor below me, I still missed him. He’d been my one constant companion my entire life. I knew I wasn’t being rational about it. He still lived in the same building, and he breezed in and out of our apartment all the time. But I felt like my life was radically changing, and I didn’t know how to deal with it. I just wanted at least one thing to remain the same.

      Laughter erupted from the first-floor apartment, and it checked some of my annoyance. I didn’t bother knocking but froze after taking only a few steps inside the apartment. Two vampires, barely past their teenage years, stared back at me. Between their pale skin, dark hair, and striking features, they could easily pass for brother and sister. Given that we didn’t know who their parents were, it was a distinct possibility.

      The slightly younger vampire they had pinned to the floor between them looked at me desperately. Something red was smeared on his face, but it appeared too thick to be blood, and small yellow chunks lay on the floor around him.

      A giggle tore out of the curly-haired girl standing behind the three others with her hands tucked suspiciously behind her back.

      “Elisa, dare I ask what you and Misha are doing to Damon?” I opened my mouth slightly and inhaled, parsing the scents. “And why Isabeau is hiding a piece of pizza behind her back?”

      Cheese and toppings slid to the floor with a plop as all four vampire kids gazed at me guiltily. “Damon says pineapple has no place on a pizza?” Elisa replied, somehow turning her answer into a question.

      “He won’t even try it!” Isabeau tossed the slice, now without cheese or toppings, onto Damon’s shirt and leapt the five feet to the couch like it was nothing. “It’s the best, and he would know that if he would just take a bite!”

      “I genuinely don’t know how to respond to this other than I’m not cleaning up this mess, and I better not be smelling cheap cheese and pineapple for the next month.”

      “Yes, Nemain,” Misha and Damon intoned.

      “Also, I have to head to The Inferno for a bit. But when I get back”—I pointed a clawed finger at them—”all of you are helping me move that damn plant out of my room. We’ll put it in the living room, somewhere it can’t reach anything sharp or important.”

      “Let’s move it down here!” Isabeau yelled. We were trying and failing to explain the concept of “inside voice” to her.

      “No!” everyone said at once, and she slumped against the couch cushions, a sulky expression spreading across her face.

      “Is it okay if I get a ride with you?” Elisa asked.

      Suspicion crept over me, and I narrowed my eyes at her. “Why?”

      “Pele offered me a part-time job as her assistant.” Elisa paused. “On a trial basis. Just to see if I can do it.”

      “Of course you can do it,” Bryn said from where she’d been sitting across the living room, well away from the pineapple pizza assault, and gave Elisa a knowing smile. Elisa smiled back at her, while Misha and Damon rolled their eyes.

      “I strongly suspect that allowing you to train under Pele is a bad idea, but I’m not going to stop you. Just be prepared to take a lot of shit for being a vampire.” I had no doubt Pele had already discussed this with her. Vampires weren’t well-liked or respected in most of the magical community. Pele in particular didn’t like them, but she’d grown to accept, if not respect, most of the vampires who lived with me. Elisa had been locked away for most of her life, but anyone who spoke to her for more than a minute could see the cunning mind and political savviness she wielded like weapons. Gods knew what she would be capable of underneath Pele’s tutelage.

      “I’m prepared, and I’ll deal with it,” Elisa said smoothly.

      From her position, she couldn’t see Bryn’s face as it tightened slightly, and red flashed briefly across her eyes. Elisa could stand on her own two feet, but if anyone seriously came after her, they’d quickly find themselves at the mercy of a pissed off valkyrie.

      “All right,” I said. “Get cleaned up. We’re leaving as soon as Magos and Mikhail are ready.”

      Elisa nodded and scooted off to her room. I walked over to the kitchen, where Finn was perched on one of the stools. He was settling in but was still very quiet. At least he no longer looked alarmed or worried at the constant outbursts from the vampire brats.

      “Hey, kid,” I said and grabbed one of the last cookies from a plate in the center of the counter, no doubt dropped off by Zareen earlier because nobody in this building could bake. “Luna upstairs, I’m guessing?” I knew she was because that’s where Jinx was. I had felt his presence when I walked past the apartment on the second floor. But asking Finn how he was feeling would result in only a one-word answer. I’d learned other tactics to get the kid talking over the past few months.

      “Yes. She’s taking a nap.”

      Finn studied the plate of cookies as if he couldn’t figure out if they were a trap or not. I rummaged around in the kitchen and poured him a glass of milk. Setting the glass in front of him, I nudged the cookies a little closer.

      Finn’s eyes flicked to mine, and I kept my expression calm as those strangely colored eyes looked at me. The inner part of Finn’s eyes was golden yellow, like the color of leaves in the fall. The color shifted to a bright green around the outer layer, the color of spring. Eyes of change.

      According to a fae prophecy, Finn, the son of the exiled fae king, would bring about the end of the realms. Unless I changed his fate. Unfortunately, the prophecy hadn’t come with a helpful guide on exactly how I was supposed to do that, so I just pushed the plate of cookies a little closer. When in doubt, eat more sweets.

      I was so not cut out for this.

      “Luna doesn’t mind the noise down here,” Finn said quietly as he reached for a cookie and carefully took a bite. His eyes lit up as he chewed. “I don’t think Jinx likes it, though.”

      I snorted and got myself a glass of milk and dunked my cookie in it. Finn watched with wide eyes and then, with slow, deliberate movements, repeated the process with his cookie and took a nibble. He pulled the milk a little closer and did it again.

      A smile tugged at my lips as I took another bite. “Jinx is grumpy. He always has been. Luna is good for him. She helps balance him out.”

      “Balance is good,” Finn said with a thoughtful expression. “Like Bryn and Elisa.”

      “Exactly like that,” I agreed. Elisa joined us again, running a hand down the well-tailored suit she was wearing. “I see Pele already has you dressing like her.” I shook my head in mock disgust.

      Elisa blushed slightly. “She said a certain level of dress was expected given the work she does. Looking professional is important. I didn’t really have anything, so she, uh, sent some stuff over.”

      “You look good, kid.” I wasn’t lying. Elisa was stunning with her dark hair and creamy white skin. She had a willowy frame, but the suit complemented her build without swallowing her. The way Bryn was staring at her, the valkyrie was very much a fan of this look.

      “You look old and stuffy,” Isabeau chirped from the couch.

      Elisa huffed a laugh. “Thanks, Bo. Stay out of trouble while I’m gone, okay?” The young vampire girl gave her an innocent smile, and Elisa peered at Bryn in concern.

      “It’ll be fine,” Bryn said, rising and giving Elisa a quick kiss. “Have fun on your first day of work. We’ll have to do something to celebrate tonight.” She toyed with the edges of Elisa’s jacket.

      “Can you not do that?” Damon said. “She’s like our sister, and it’s gross.”

      Misha and Isabeau voiced their agreement, and I laughed. Elisa and I headed to the front door, and just before we left, I saw Finn reach out for another cookie.
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      Vampires have excellent reflexes. Feline shapeshifters have better reflexes. That’s why when we walked through the doors of The Inferno, I was able to dodge the shot glass headed straight for my face, but Elisa wasn’t fast enough to dodge it completely. Still, it only hit her shoulder instead of her nose.

      “Sorry!” a gruff voice called from the bar.

      I glanced over my shoulder at Elisa, who was wiping the whiskey off her jacket with a frown. Mikhail and Magos had moved to either side of her and were surveying the room for more threats. Or flying shot glasses. An enormous being ambled over from the bar; he would almost pass for human if not for his ridiculous height. And then there was the issue of all that hair.

      “Your aim is still terrible, Kuya,” I said, tilting my head back so I could look up at him.

      “Sorry,” he said in a low, rumbly voice and sheepishly handed Elisa some napkins. “I wasn’t aiming for ya, girlie. Those damn lokis were annoying me, and my aim was off.”

      Elisa took the napkins from him and pressed them against the wet spot on her jacket. “It’s all right. The lokis annoy everyone.” She smiled brightly at him, and Kuya blushed all the way to the tips of his ears.

      I reached up and clapped him on the shoulder. “It’s fine. Elisa’s right, the lokis do annoy the shit out of everyone. I’m pretty sure they believe it’s their sole purpose in life.”

      He chuckled and thumped me on the back, not noticing when I stumbled forward a couple of steps. “I was just about to head out, but it was good seeing you, Nemain.”

      We stepped aside to allow Kuya’s colossal form by.

      “What was he?” Elisa asked quietly.

      “A kapre,” I answered and headed towards Pele’s office. Elisa followed me while Mikhail and Magos split off to grab a table towards the back of the tavern. “It’s unclear what realm they originally came from. Most of their population lived in the Philippines when they first came to the human realm, but they’ve spread out over the past few centuries. They’re one of a few species largely responsible for the Bigfoot myths.”

      “I’m not surprised,” she said with a laugh. “He had to be at least eight feet tall and that was . . . that was a lot of hair.”

      “Yeah, they’re a hairy lot,” I agreed. “Harmless, though. Kuya is a great cook and throws barbecues during the summer. We’ll go to the next one.”

      “I’d like that,” Elisa said as I moved the thick purple curtain aside and waved her through.

      Pele glanced up from behind her desk as we entered her office. “Give me a moment,” she said, returning her attention to the book in front of her.

      Elisa and I obediently sat in the chars in front of the desk while Pele finished up whatever she was working on. Interrupting her usually resulted in a fireball being thrown at your head. I was used to it. If Elisa wanted to work for Pele in the long run, she’d have to get used to it, too.

      “The suit looks good on you, Elisa.” The young vampire preened at the compliment, as Pele closed the book and stacked it neatly with a few others. She turned her piercing turquoise eyes on me. “Do you have it?”

      “Of course I have it,” I scoffed and pulled the chunk of meteorite from my pocket and tossed it to her.

      Pele snatched it out of the air and studied it. She wasn’t skilled in making amulets and magical artifacts the way Chamosh was, but she had enough knowledge to evaluate those objects, as well as the materials used to make them.

      To me, the meteorite felt cold and a little off, but I couldn’t tell anything about it beyond that. “I still don’t see what’s so special about it.”

      Pele shrugged and set the meteorite piece down on her desk. “Any material from another planet is useful in crafting amulets and artifacts. Their properties make them difficult to create counter spells against because of how different they are from any material collected from here. That amulet of yours to prevent tracking spells being used on you relied on meteorite fragments.”

      “That explains why it was so expensive.” I hadn’t bothered wearing the amulet in months. Sebastian was the one who’d had my blood, and he was dead now.

      “That, and Kali charges a premium price.”

      I snorted. “I trust you’re good to deliver it to Chamosh?”

      “Yes,” Pele said. “He has some plans in motion that will require some careful arranging, and I’ll be working with him.” She turned her attention to Elisa. “You’ll be assisting me with those plans. Chamosh likes you, and he doesn’t like most beings.”

      Elisa smiled, keeping her expression calm and professional. “Wonderful. He was pleasant to work with in our previous engagements and provides exceptional services.”

      I glared at Pele. “You are the worst sort of influence on her.”

      Pele smirked and dismissed me with a wave.

      I shook my head and rose from the chair. “See you later, kid.”

      I left Elisa and Pele to their scheming and weaved through the bar patrons until I spotted Eddie’s dirty blond hair towards the back. Mikhail and Magos were already seated with him, but my pace slowed when I saw the other two people at the table.

      Badb and Kalen, known as The Morrigan and The Erlking to most, and more recently, as Mother and Father to me.

      Although I never actually called them that. I still thought of Macha and Nevin as my parents and always would, despite them technically being my aunt and uncle. Both Badb and Kalen accepted that, and I was getting used to them being in my life. But I still felt a pang in my heart every time I saw Badb. Her and Macha had been identical twins, and the seeing the familiar features hurt even though Macha had died centuries ago.

      “What are they doing here?” I muttered as I continued walking over to the table.

      Eddie kicked out a chair, and I slid into it. He set a shot glass in front of me and filled it with whiskey. I immediately slammed it back and enjoyed the burning feeling down my throat. Eddie smirked as he slyly looked at Badb and Kalen, then poured more whiskey into my glass.

      “Just leave the bottle in front of me,” I grumbled.

      Eddie’s smirk grew into a full-fledged grin.

      I gave Kalen and Badb my best hard stare. “Why are the two of you here?”

      Kalen’s features showed polite interest. “Perhaps we wanted to check on you after the way you left our last training session?”

      My left eye twitched, and I counted to ten in my head. My parents were the only ones in existence who could help me master my magic. In the few months we’d been practicing, I’d already improved drastically. I would have made even more progress if half of our lessons didn’t end with me and Badb going for each other’s throats and Kalen pulling us apart.

      “Oh, come now, love,” Badb said. “We had plenty of time to see she was fine since it took her so long to open the gateway to get back home.”

      I gritted my teeth as I wondered exactly how upset Pele would be if I broke her rule about no magic being used in her bar. “I repeat, what are you doing here?”

      “My apologies. We’re intruding.” Kalen held a hand apologetically to his chest. “Your friend here has something important he wants to share with you.”

      Even though I hadn’t known him for long, I knew there was no rushing Kalen to do anything. It wasn’t a coincidence he and Badb were here at the precise moment Eddie had something important to tell me. Which meant whatever they were plotting was related to Eddie’s news.

      “Fine,” I ground out, turning away from my parents before I lost the small amount of patience I still had. “What’s going on, Eddie?”

      The playful smile that had been plastered on his face while he watched the exchange between me and my parents slid away as his true self peeked out. Eddie was all fun and games most of the time, but at his core, he was a predator. A dragon to be exact, and even though I’d seen him in his true form only once, it had left a lasting impression.

      “I found something,” he said. “An artifact from my home realm.”

      “Do you have it?” I sat up a little straighter.

      Eddie and I had gotten off to a bit of a rough start that had resulted in him swearing a blood oath to never reveal the magic I’d been hiding from everyone in exchange for me taking him to his home realm. Now I considered him a friend and would have taken him to his home realm even without the blood oath between us.

      Unfortunately, Eddie had been exiled quite thoroughly, and I couldn’t use him to find a path back to his realm, so we’d been searching for something or someone from his realm. The search had proven to be far more difficult than either of us anticipated.

      “No.” He shook his head. “But I know where it is. We just have to go and get it.”

      “All right.” I swallowed another shot of whiskey. “Where is it?”

      “The seraphim realm.” Eddie couldn’t hide his wince.

      I stared at him. “Tell me you’re joking.”

      “Sorry, can’t do that, I’m afraid,” Eddie replied and grabbed the bottle of whiskey. He didn’t bother pouring it into a glass but drank a third of it straight from the bottle. I had a high tolerance for alcohol, but apparently dragons were on another level.

      Badb and Kalen maintained neutral expressions, but Mikhail and Magos looked at me with confusion. “What is the problem with going to the seraphim realm?” Magos asked.

      “What do you know of the seraphim?” I gestured at Eddie to give me back the bottle. The greedy bastard clutched it tightly to his chest.

      Magos glanced at Mikhail. They were both too young to remember the seraphim, and unlike me, they hadn’t spent most of their life traveling through the realms. But Mikhail had served the Vampire Council for centuries, and they had collected vast amounts of knowledge in their quest to gain power in this realm.

      “The seraphim inspired most of the angel mythology in the human realm,” Mikhail said. “They vanished from this realm roughly two thousand years ago. Rumor is, they were asked to leave by the fae. I’ve never met one, so I know little about them other than they have wings and fire magic. They were apparently quite formidable in battle.”

      “Bits of that are true,” I said. “The seraphim do have wings and strong fire magic. Their culture is barbaric and militaristic. When they lived in this realm, they found humans to be quite tasty. They had a bit of fun hunting them down and firebombing cities. It was the daemons, not the fae, that made them leave this realm. After the fae and daemons perfected the magic of creating wards to protect realms from the devourers, they suddenly cared quite a bit about the human population. The spells to protect the daemon, fae, and other realms from the devourers required a constant source of magic, and humans provided that.”

      “They are excellent magical batteries,” Eddie agreed, tipping the whiskey bottle in my direction. “They generate all that lovely magic, and the vast majority of them never use a drop of it. Must be delicious to snack on.” Everyone at the table stared at Eddie, and he shrugged. “I said what I said.”

      “I was really hoping you would find what we needed in a nice realm. Maybe one full of sushi and sunny spots to nap in.”

      “Sorry. I checked those realms first, but they were fresh out of dragon bones.”

      “They have a dragon bone?” I raised my eyebrows.

      Dragon bones were highly sought after because of the amount of magic they contained. Since the dragons had been locked away in their realm, finding bones was nearly impossible.

      I’d assumed Eddie had been searching for a relic or trinket from his home realm. We didn’t need anything with significant magic; I just needed something from the realm to lock in on. A plain old rock would have worked just fine. But the daemons were overachievers, and when they banished the dragons to their home realm, they threw away the key . . . and every trace of the realm they could find.

      “How the hell did you learn this?” I asked.

      “Not bone, dragon fangs. One of my regulars came by yesterday. Pele’s cousin actually, Azrael.”

      Alarm bells went off in my head. Pele had barely batted an eye when I told her that Eddie was a dragon, and she had been surprisingly hands off about our plan to break into the dragon realm. Which meant she was plotting something, and every time Pele plotted something I ended up being almost swallowed by underground devourers or rescuing lost fae princes.

      Argh.

      Seeing the alarm on my face, Eddie finally relinquished the whiskey bottle to me, and I slammed down another shot. “What did Azrael have to say?”

      “He was picking up some rare books I’d acquired for him, druidic shit, and he stayed to chat a bit. Told me he’d just gotten back from the seraphim realm where he’d been conducting some business, under the table of course, and the seraphim he was dealing with was some big-shot general.”

      “What a coincidence.” I gripped the whiskey bottle and poured myself and Eddie another shot. Mikhail pushed his shot glass towards me, but I ignored it. He could pour his own damn whiskey.

      “The general’s name is Zephon.” Eddie swiped his glass and downed the whiskey in one gulp. “He was bragging about his various conquests and showed the fangs to Azrael. Apparently, he has a room somewhere in his house full of trophies.”

      “Azrael is sure they’re the real deal?”

      Eddie’s burnt amber eyes met mine. “We both know he only went to that realm to confirm they were real. This is Pele’s doing.”

      “Which means they are very likely the real thing.” My head fell back, and I stared at the ceiling. “Fuck. We have to go to the seraphim realm.”

      “Why the concern about going to this realm?” Magos cut in. “Is it forbidden?”

      I looked at Kalen and Badb, who’d remained suspiciously quiet during this entire conversation. Between that and Pele playing cat’s-paw with us, my irritation was reaching all new levels.

      “It’s not forbidden exactly, but it is . . . highly discouraged,” I explained. “The seraphim are one of the few species that rival the daemons and fae in terms of raw magic power. They’ve been slowly and quietly expanding beyond the realm given to them, but they’ve made no move on the human realm or any realms belonging to the fae and daemons, so it’s been ignored. I have no doubt it’s being closely monitored, but the daemons and fae have more pressing concerns at the moment.”

      “Doesn’t seem wise to annoy such a threat and let it grow stronger,” Mikhail pointed out. Magos and Eddie nodded.

      “Not my call, not my mess.” I shrugged. “I’ve run into the seraphim in other realms, and it has always been a less than pleasant experience. I was lucky to limp away the last time. We’ll have to plan this as a smash and run job.”

      “My favorite kind,” Eddie said.

      Magos and Mikhail didn’t look happy about this plan, but they didn’t disagree. If I had it my way, they wouldn’t be coming on this trip, but I doubted I’d get my way. Still, I’d fight with them about it later.

      “Technically, no one is forbidden from going to the seraphim realm, but for those who belong to a fae court, it’s understood that they’ll ask permission first,” Kalen said smoothly.

      “Ask permission?” I bristled. So this was why they were here. Somehow, they knew what Eddie had found and that we’d be going to the seraphim realm. I was getting really tired of my friends and family plotting behind my back.

      “You’re part of the Unseelie Court,” Badb cut in, her emerald-green eyes practically glowing. “I understand the leash chafes. But you entered the court willingly, and there is no going back now. The Unseelie Queen won’t stop you from going. She’ll just ask for something small in return.”

      I glanced back and forth between my parents, suspicion taking root. “You’ve already spoken to her about this.”

      Kalen’s dark eyes sparked with amusement. A small grin played across my mother’s lips.

      I let out a long breath and rubbed my temples. “Just tell me.”

      “The Spring Equinox is in one week. Your attendance is requested,” Kalen replied.

      I looked at them in confusion. “The price for me going to a forbidden realm . . . is going to a party?”

      “You will be there as a member of the Unseelie Court,” Kalen explained. “Your mother and I keep a presence in the court—” Badb snorted, and Kalen let out a low chuckle. “Let me rephrase. I keep somewhat of a presence in the court, and your mother is occasionally dragged kicking and screaming to court events. But the Unseelie Queen wishes for you to have more of a presence. The Spring Equinox will serve as your coming out.”

      Eddie made a strangled noise, and I glared at him. At my expression, he lost it, and the laughter he’d been holding back came pouring out of him. A positively wicked smile spread across Mikhail’s face, and even Magos started chuckling.

      “I hate all of you,” I spat. Thank the fucking gods Jinx wasn’t here for this. Although I had no doubt one of the laughing idiots at the table would be filling him in later.

      Kalen and Badb glanced around the table, taking in the reaction of my friends and what was no doubt a murderous expression on my face.

      “Was it something I said?” Kalen asked.

      “I haven’t known our wonderfully cheerful Nemain for that long, but even I know there are two things she absolutely hates. Well, three things.” Eddie held up a finger and counted off. “One, fae politics. Two, fancy parties. And three, being the center of attention.” Eddie shook his head in amusement. “I know both of you are quite proud of yourselves for working out this small bargain on behalf of Nemain and your fae queen, but it just demonstrates how little you know about your daughter.”

      Kalen and Badb both stiffened at the insult.

      My father recovered first, slipping into that calm and bemused expression he wore as a mask most of the time. I got the distinct impression that if Badb were in her feline form, she’d be snarling right then. I watched as she reeled her emotions back in until they were hiding behind a bland expression, but her eyes still betrayed a hint of wildness.

      Her vertical slit pupils slid to mine, and she matched my stare. I looked away first.

      “I’ll do it,” I said. “You’re right. I willingly joined the Unseelie Court so Finn could remain free of bullshit like this for the next few decades, and I’ll hold up my end by going to this party and letting everyone gawk at me. I’ll ask Pele or Kaysea to come along. That will make it slightly less miserable, and they can keep me from saying the wrong thing.” I sighed.

      The party would be terrible. To say I was awful at fae politics was an understatement. I’d have to watch every word I spoke, and everyone at the party would be looking for a weakness, something they could use to their advantage later on. We might all belong to the same court, but that didn’t make us friends or allies.

      “That won’t be possible, I’m afraid,” Kalen said. “The court of the sea fae is in transition since Kaysea’s father only recently stepped down. It’s tradition for those of the former ruling family to avoid political events for the first few years while the new king or queen steps into their power.”

      “Fine,” I conceded. “Why not Pele, though?”

      “Daemons aren’t invited to these types of events,” Badb said. “Furthermore, Pele isn’t just any daemon. She’s the daughter of the leader of the Assembly. Everyone knows she’ll be taking his place one day. Likely one day soon.”

      “Well, on the plus side, if I go by myself, I can avoid dancing for most of the night,” I muttered. “I’ll just have to glower threateningly at any sidhe who attempts to ask me.”

      “You can’t dance?” Mikhail arched an eyebrow at me.

      “Not well,” I said. “Definitely not at the level expected at a fae court event.”

      “You’re over four centuries old. How can you not dance?”

      “Because learning how to kill all sorts of beings in all sorts of ways was more important than figuring out how to twirl around on my toes!” I snapped.

      Mikhail grinned at me, flashing his fangs. I was calculating how far I’d have to push back in my chair to be able to leap across the table at Mikhail to wipe that grin off his face when Kalen cleared his throat politely. “You will be expected to dance. It’s the Spring Equinox, and you’re new to the court.”

      “Fuck,” I groaned.

      “I’ll go with you,” Mikhail offered. “I’m a good enough dancer for the both of us.”

      I narrowed my eyes at him. “Why do you know how to dance?”

      “Apparently, the vampires have something in common with the fae. They both like their fancy parties.” The words were casual, but Mikhail’s expression tightened slightly. “First impressions matter, Nemain. Kaysea can show us some dances to practice, or one of them can.” Mikhail gestured at my parents. “Your ability to stab things indeterminately will only get you so far in the fae courts.”

      “I’ll stab you indeterminately,” I grumbled.

      Mikhail ignored me and turned to my parents. “Will there be any problems with me going?”

      Kalen studied Mikhail, and I had to give the vampire credit. He didn’t look the least bit unnerved by Kalen’s gaze. Several types of daemon had solid black eyes, like Zareen. Mikhail had been around her often enough that he was used to it. But Zareen’s black eyes still shone with joy and happiness. Kalen’s bottomless obsidian eyes were cold and touched with cruelty. Even I found them unsettling at times.

      After a moment, Kalen looked at Badb and something passed between them. Some silent conversation only people who’d been together for centuries were capable of having.

      “It will be fine,” Badb finally said. “It’s well-known that you’ve left the Vampire Council. Some members of the court might be intrigued by your presence and will likely try to test you, but given your experience with vampire politics, I suspect you’ll be able to weather fae politics just fine.”

      “This is going to suck so much,” I said in defeat. Eddie laughed, and I kicked him under the table. A thought occurred to me, and I glanced at Kalen. “Is the Seelie Queen going to be there?”

      “Queen Áine will not be in attendance.” His lips quirked up in an amused grin. “By tradition, each queen celebrates the Spring Equinox separately, in their own court. The Unseelie celebration is being held in Mag Cíuin, which is the realm Queen Elvinia spends the most time in.”

      “Good,” I said in relief.

      The last time I’d seen Áine, I’d broken into her private chambers and threatened to kill her if I found out she had anything to do with the death of Macha and Nevin. They may not have been my parents by blood, but they had raised and loved me all the same, and they would always be my mother and father.

      The warlocks had played a direct role in their deaths, but I strongly suspected Áine had been the reason Badb and Kalen hadn’t learned about the danger they were in until it was too late.

      “I’ll work on getting you something to wear. Your”—Badb stumbled at the words—”Kalen . . . he can show you some of the basic dances.” Uncertainty flashed across Badb’s pretty features, and Kalen reached out and laid a gentle hand on her arm.

      “Right.” I stood up, looking away from their small intimate gesture. “There should be a room upstairs where we can begin this torture. Magos, you can head back to the apartment or hang out here. Eddie, let’s chat tomorrow about the seraphim realm. It’ll be difficult to find updated maps, but if you can, that would be really useful. Maybe Pele can pull some out of her ass since she’s decided to involve herself in this.”

      “But I want to stay for these dancing lessons.” The corners of Eddie’s lips turned down in a pout.

      “I will stab you. Repeatedly.”

      “Fine, fine. We’ll talk tomorrow.” Eddie rose and swiped the bottle of whiskey on his way out.

      Mikhail walked over to me and held a hand out, a look of challenge on his face. “Shall we?”

      I ignored him as I stalked up the stairs. Kalen’s voice carried after me, “You sure you don’t have a death wish, vampire?”

      “The threat of death is what makes life interesting.”
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      Sidhe fashion was not meant for someone built like me. In general, the sidhe were tall and slender. I had the tall part but not the slender part. My build was far more muscular than most sidhe, not to mention my hips were wider and my breasts fuller. All of which meant any fae clothes brought to me had to be adjusted.

      Badb wasn’t as tall as me, but she had a similar build, so she knew we’d be spending some time making a sidhe outfit work. She brought along a tailor who adjusted her clothing and was used to these sorts of adjustments. It was a wise move because if she’d brought someone who made judgmental comments about my body, I likely would have thrown them out the window. Even with Badb’s experience and the tailor’s skill, it still took us hours to find something and tweak it so it worked for all parties involved. Then the discussion about what type of makeup and hairstyle I would wear that night started.

      At that point, I considered throwing myself out the window.

      And all this was just to get ready for the party that was still almost a week away. Badb had ambushed me in my own damn apartment that morning, and Magos had done nothing to save me, the treacherous bastard. All he’d done was make us some coffee and then politely excuse himself.

      I didn’t know if Mikhail was going through something similar. Kalen had shown up shortly after we’d started with another sidhe tailor in tow, and they’d whisked Mikhail off to the second floor. I hoped he was suffering every bit as much as me, but I suspected Mikhail would enjoy all this primping.

      “Quit messing with the dress,” Badb said without looking at me.

      I scowled at her. She was wearing loose-fitting black pants and a black top with open-flowing sleeves. I’d dubbed it her casual, menacing look. No weapons were visible, but I had no doubt she had some tucked away somewhere. “Shouldn’t you also be getting fitted for something just as ridiculous?”

      Badb glanced over her shoulder at me and grinned. It felt like being sucker-punched. Most of Badb’s mannerisms were different than Macha’s. My mom always had this quiet determination around her whereas Badb had more of an intensity. Like she was always one breadth away from going on a murder spree.

      But that damn grin. It was the same one Macha would give me and Cian when we’d steal our father’s favorite book and hide under the bed waiting for him to find us. It was the grin she’d wear when we’d convince her to stop working for a few hours and play tag with us in the meadows instead. That grin was tied to almost every good memory I had of her.

      Every time I saw it on Badb’s face, something inside me broke. Not just because it brought back a flood of memories, but because I was terrified that those memories would start to slip away, and I’d associate that grin with Badb instead. I hated her for it.

      It wasn’t fair. I knew that. Macha had been her sister. The only family she’d had left since their older sister had already died. She had known and loved Macha for far longer than I had. They’d had centuries together whereas I’d had barely twenty years. I hated her a little for that too.

      The grin slid off Badb’s face, and her eyes darkened as she stared at me like she could see into my soul. Which to some extent she could; I’d inherited my abilities to sense and read souls from her. It wasn’t a particularly strong gift, only allowing us to get a basic read on someone’s nature. But I hadn’t been bothering to keep the pain off my face, so she likely knew what I was thinking even if she hadn’t been able to sense it in my soul.

      “You’re not the only one who misses her.” There was an edge of pain to her voice I’d never heard from her before. “This is hard for me, too.”

      The muscles of my jaws tightened as I looked away from the emerald-green eyes that were a match to my own. That had been a match to Macha’s, too.

      Fuck. I needed a drink. Or to stab something.

      Badb let out a low, raspy laugh. “That look is exactly the one Macha would have when our older sister critiqued her stance while sparring. Nemain taught us both how to fight and she could be overly critical at times.”

      “Maybe you can tell me about her more sometime.” I swallowed, and some of the pain in my chest eased. “It’d be nice to know more about the person I was named after.”

      It was her turn to look away. After a moment, she nodded and said softly, “She would have liked that. She would have liked you.”

      We sat there quietly for a few minutes before I cleared my throat. “So explain to me why you don’t have to get fitted for a stupid dress but I do?”

      “I’ve already paid my dues,” Badb replied gruffly. “I’ve earned the right to dress however the hell I want, and everyone in the court knows better than to challenge me on it.”

      “Must be nice,” I muttered as I let the remnants of grief fade away.

      Echoes sounded from outside the apartment as two people came up the stairs. A few seconds later Kalen entered, followed by Mikhail. Kalen greeted us and asked something, but every part of me was focused on Mikhail.

      He was wearing a daemon garment commonly referred to as a khikri that fell somewhere between a robe and a dress. The top was sleeveless with a high collar and was practically molded to his upper body before it loosened enough to flow over his hips and fall to the floor in a dark curtain. The deep indigo color matched his eyes, and vibrant purple vines were stitched elegantly throughout it in a simple pattern.

      Lately Mikhail had taken to braiding his hair back, but now it fell in loose waves around his face. Mikhail was a vampire, but at the moment, he looked like a daemon prince, whereas I felt completely out of place.

      “Nemain?” Kalen’s voice finally cut through my short-circuiting brain.

      I blinked and looked at him. Based on his expression, I got the impression he’d said my name a few times already. “Yes?”

      “Is something wrong?”

      “Why a khikri?” I asked, instead of answering his question, my gaze already back on Mikhail.

      “Dressing him in fae fashion would have given the impression we were trying to hide that he’s a vampire. There is no hiding that. Everyone not only knows what he is, but they know who he is.” Kalen gave a small smile. “I find the best way to keep the fae on their toes is to lay all your cards on the table sometimes. You will be escorted by the former assassin of the Vampire Council who is wearing a daemon garment made infamous by the current head of the Daemon Assembly, whose daughter is your oldest friend and occasional lover.”

      My attention snapped back to Kalen, who merely shrugged. “Despite your attempts to hide in the shadows and avoid the politics you constantly remind everyone you hate, you’ve managed to collect some powerful friends in your life, my daughter. That is not something you should hide.”

      I held Kalen’s stare for a moment longer before turning to Mikhail, who was giving me an odd expression. Looking down at myself, I ran a hand across the light crystal-blue fabric. I usually wore black and other dark colors, but when I saw this dress, I couldn’t resist.

      “I know I’m not as pretty as you, Mikhail, but I don’t think I look that bad,” I said wryly.

      My words seemed to snap him out of it, and Mikhail blinked slowly. “You’re stunning.”

      “Oh,” I said awkwardly, trying to fight back the blush. Gods, what the hell is wrong with me?

      “I. . .” Mikhail’s gaze slowly looked me up and down. “I wasn’t expecting the dress.”

      “My options were limited,” I said, biting my bottom lip. “The sidhe tend to use a fabric that doesn’t have much give to it, and fighting in the fancy tunic I tried on would have been difficult. Not that we’re going to be fighting at the party, but just in case.” I realized I was babbling and took a breath. “It would have irritated me all night. The dress is less restrictive.”

      “I can see that,” he murmured.

      The intensity in his dark eyes was usually only visible when he faced off against an opponent. The damn pull I felt towards him rose, just as it had the first time we’d met before I’d even known who he was. I’d tried ignoring it, smothering it, and would have tried setting it on fire if such a thing were possible.

      Everything about Mikhail was complicated, and my life was already complicated enough. He was Magos’s nephew and came with a whole lot of baggage thanks to centuries of serving the Vampire Council.

      What really worried me was that Mikhail knew a lot about me. He knew some of the terrible things I’d done in my life while I’d been hellbent on revenge. And he didn’t care. It didn’t bother him in the slightest. I didn’t know what to do with that. In the short amount of time I’d been with Andrei, I’d worked hard to keep my dark side under control just as I had when I’d been with Myrna.

      The only person I’d been with who had known about and embraced my darker side was Sebastian. And that relationship hadn’t exactly gone well. Mikhail and I were too much alike. I couldn’t let myself go down this path no matter how much part of me wanted it.

      The longer we stood there in awkward silence, the more it felt like my skin was on fire. Unable to stand it any longer, I turned towards Kalen to ask him a question but stopped at the look of concern in his features. I glanced at Badb and found her staring at Mikhail with outright suspicion.

      I was way too old to be feeling this awkward. “So do we just show up at the party or do we have to do some type of dramatic entrance?”

      “It’s a fae party, daughter, and you are the special guest of the evening.” Kalen smiled. “Do you even need to ask that question?”

      “No,” I sighed. “I guess not.”
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      “This is where we need to go,” Eddie pointed to a city sketched out on some parchment that one might call a map. If you squinted and tilted your head to the side. A few sections had squiggly lines that we weren’t sure represented mountains or water. General outlines of buildings and streets were laid out in the city. Eddie’s finger rested on a square building towards the city center.

      “That’s the general’s house?” Magos leaned in closer and scrutinized the map. “Given what both of you have told me of the seraphim, their city will be well-guarded. If Nemain opens a gateway within the city, we risk immediately being seen. But if we start outside the city, we’ll have to sneak past whatever guards they have and whoever is still awake.”

      Eddie stared at the map, but I could tell he wasn’t really looking at it. He’d been uncharacteristically solemn since arriving at our place in the early afternoon. I thought he would have been more excited about being one step closer to returning to the dragon realm, but instead, he seemed troubled, as if convinced something was going to go wrong.

      “This is Zephon’s house. We have to figure out how to get there,” he finally said. “Azrael never saw the trophy room itself. Zephon sent a servant to retrieve the fangs, so it might take us time to locate them within the house.”

      “I still can’t believe he has a pair of dragon fangs,” I said, still not over my disbelief that a pair of dragon fangs had been found in the seraphim realm of all places. “Did he tell Azrael where he got them from?”

      “He did,” Eddie said absently, still staring blankly at the map. “Azrael was concentrating on sending out his magical subtly to confirm they were, in fact, dragon teeth, so he missed most of the story. But every part of a dragon is soaked with magic. There will be enough in the teeth for me to summon a vision of whom they belonged to when I touch them.”

      I nodded. Eddie wasn’t a seer like Kaysea, but all dragons had the ability to draw memories from magical artifacts. That ability was what had allowed him to track me down in the first place.

      “If I recognize the dragon the fangs belong to and they still have someone left when we get to the dragon realm, we can return them.” His fingers clenched into fists. “At least then they’ll know what happened to their loved one.”

      I thought about what it must feel like to lose a loved one like that. To know that they had likely met a terrible end but never knowing for sure. On the one hand, we would be ending whatever hope someone might have that their loved one was still alive out there somewhere. But we’d also be giving them closure so that they could hopefully move on with their lives.

      “All right, moving back to our original problem, I think our best bet is to start outside the city.” I placed two polished stones on the coffee table, one a deep blood red and the other a pearl white. “These were delivered this morning. Apparently, Azrael swiped them while he was there. One is from just outside Zephon’s house, and one is from outside the city walls.”

      The vampires stared at the stones suspiciously. “Have you talked to Pele yet?” Mikhail asked.

      “No.” I tapped my fingers aggressively on the table. “I looked for her yesterday after Kalen was done torturing us with those dance lessons, but surprise-surprise, she was nowhere to be found. Elisa hasn’t seen her in days either, she’s been helping Zareen behind the bar while she works through some reading that Pele assigned to her before pulling her vanishing act.”

      “I don’t like this,” Eddie said. Mikhail and Magos nodded.

      I tossed my hands up helplessly. “I don’t either, but Pele will tell us what she’s up to when she wants to and not a moment before. Trust me, I’ve known her for almost my entire life. The only reason we know about these dragon teeth is because of her, because she wanted us to know.”

      “You’re certain she won’t betray us?” Eddie asked.

      “Yes,” I said with no hesitation. “Regardless of the history between daemons and dragons, Pele would never betray me. However, having been on the other side of her scheming before, I can promise we won’t like whatever she’s planning.”

      “Then we proceed without her,” Magos said. “Based on the little intel we have, this is a fairly large sprawling city. Even under the cover of night, some seraphim are bound to still be awake. Plus, we can’t search the house while Zephon is inside, and trying to take him out quietly is risky. If something goes wrong and others are alerted to our presence, we’ll have to flee, and the house will be highly guarded after that.”

      “We need a distraction,” I said, gears already turning about what we could do to distract an entire city of seraphim. “If someone stays outside the city and causes a distraction, I have no way to quickly get to them when it’s time for us to leave. Once we find the fangs, I can open a gateway and get us the hell out of there. But it’s still hard for me to open a gateway within the same realm. I’ve been practicing, but it’s not something we can rely on, and I’m not leaving whoever is causing the distraction behind.”
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