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CHAPTER ONE

THE KINGS
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Duchess watched on in complete awe at what had just transpired. Edwin got up to join his brother while she, Collier, and Frannie remained in their seats. Her eyes focused on Blaze as he spoke with Grayson. He glanced over at Fran, then returned his attention back to Grayson. 

“Did you know that this was going to happen?” she asked Fran. 

The rattled look on Fran’s face was a clear answer to her question. 

“What is going to happen now? I had wanted to save us from death. Now, they’re future kings, and—”

“Fuck that! They’re going to war over some shit that started long before us. We’re tangled in a web that you put us in,” growled Duchess, grabbing Fran by her arm. Her fangs puckered her top lip as they grew. “I will gut you, bitch, if something happens to my boys,” she spat. 

The sound of Fran’s arm snapping caused all the talking to cease. Waylan and Jackson stepped over to their sides in a flash. Fran’s blue eyes blackened. The pressure in the room changed. Before she could act, Waylan’s eyes flashed golden and bright, surprising them both. 

“You will not do this,” he spoke.

Jackson glared at his father, warning him not to move. 

Edwin smiled as he looked on. His parents were going to feel the force that he had. They were going to understand that these weren’t their boys or sons as they knew them. Waylan and Jackson weren’t men. They had risen to something more. They were fucking kings. 

Collier sat back and got to his feet in spite of Waylan’s warning. He took a step forward then paused. He blinked in disbelief at the sight of both Waylan and Jackson’s blue eyes beginning to burn golden. 

Pruflas tilted his head. “Out of respect of who you are to Jackson, I will give you a moment to get your shit together, old man. So, rethink challenging me. You aren’t my father, or his.” He thumbed in Waylan’s direction.

Collier felt it. His heart shattered into a million pieces, only to be reborn as he recognized it. It was the same look he had given his own father on that eventful day when he was ready to step out of his father’s shadow. He knew that his response to his sons could change the fate of their family. It could either break it, or shift it to another level. His boys were always strong and independent, but the change of guards had never occurred. He could either nurse his wounded pride and rejoice for his boys, or he could choose to try to flex his muscle in hopes of making them stand down to his authority. By the looks of things, he was sure that if he decided on the latter, it might not end well for him, and an unrepairable wound would be created. As the person within his son pointed out, these weren’t his sons standing before him. They had become something else. 

“Explain what’s going on?”

Pruflas flashed a smile, showing all of Jackson’s pearly whites. He would give it to Collier. He had made the right choice, but had done it in a way to still save his pride.

“Of course,” he nodded. Glancing at Fran, “Pull that back in,” he growled. 

Fran had yet to power herself down. The pressure she was giving off could still be felt throughout the room. 

“It’s stupid to ruin this family over actions that no one could have foreseen or control.”

She closed her eyes as she saw the truth in his words. She knew Duchess was just reacting out of fear and nothing else. Slowly, she opened them to glare at her old friend. This was not the time to start this shit. There was too much going on as it was. It wasn’t as if the damage done to her was major. Already the break had mended. She also knew that in spite of Duchess’ youth, the woman was no match for her.

No longer caring about the silly women that were on the verge of a cat fight, Danjal glanced over to find that Angie had laid her head on the table. Her heavy breathing made him laugh. Grayson tsked in her direction in a jokingly manner. 

Danjal rubbed her back. It was smart of her to sneak some sleep. He had planned a very long night ahead of them. 

“This declaration is in the traditional manner with the standard time frame?” he questioned. 

“Yes, in 30 days this will be over. There will be no more talking. There will be war,” promised Grayson. 

“Pick her up and follow us. I’m not leaving until I know what happened to you,” instructed Azezel. 

Danjal’s eyes darted over to Kerberos. “Will you be joining the story time?” 

Kerberos worked his jaw in anger. He had only heard whispers of what had been going on behind his back. Names of people that were making deals in a grab for power when his father had demanded for him to leave the humans and the family he had created on this Earthly plain. He eyed Danjal while he scooped Angie up into his arms. He followed the others with his eyes as they walked through the back door that lead to a private room out of the conference room. Sighing, he got to his feet. After so many years, he was going to hear the truth. The truth that he knew would reveal what Crissann had done so many centuries before. 

Mastema waited till the room cleared before he sat down. Quickly, the others followed his lead. He watched the expressions intently that played out on Collier and Duchess’ faces. His eyes every now and then went to Edwin who had already heard this story. As a matter of fact, he and Pruflas had the joy of kicking his ass when he tried to, in his words, “to free his brothers from there clutches.” Although, the man was strong as hell, it was like an ant trying to fight a praying mantis.  By the time the fight was over, the entire first floor of his home had been destroyed. It had taken a fight to get their brother to calm down enough to understand what was going on. He just hoped that today wouldn’t be a repeat this time with their parents. Where the father looked to be absorbing everything logically, their mother was becoming emotional. 

“Stop this bullshit,” Duchess snapped. Turning her eyes on Fran. “And you just went along with this fuckery?”

“Please explain to me what was I going to do, huh?” asked Fran, leaning back in her seat to keep from smacking her. 

“You could have made Waylan and Jacks—”

“Do what, Duchess? They are grown men. You fail to understand that we don’t have a say in this. They have spoken,” stressed Fran. 

“No! They are my boys. You can’t tell me that they are—”

“Is that all it will take, Ma?”

Duchess’ head snapped around to stare at Jackson. Her light browns locked on to the dazzling blues that she had gazed into on the day he was born. 

“I...will...I,” she stumbled. 

“Would you accept that your boys that you never seemed to understand have been men for fucking years...that have wives and kids, that close deals, can wipe our own asses, can make our own decisions?” he hissed. 

Duchess’ mouth hung ajar for a moment before she closed it. She shifted in her chair due to the force of his words. 

Waylan touched his brother’s arm, lightly, only for Jackson to snatch it away.

“No, bro. She needs to understand. It’s hard for you to hear, but business as usual is over. You all are used to calling the shots and speaking, and we try to make you feel as if you’re running things, but you aren’t. You haven’t been for a very long time. The shit of nodding with a fake smile to let you save face is over. Now, I’m not saying it’s time for you to find a rocking chair in the corner, but what I am saying is that it’s time for you to get behind us...to support us...to get with our program. The nonsense that lead to Mastema, Pruflas, and Danjal being fucked can not be repeated with our family, but it will if we aren’t a strong clan,” he explained. 

“The who or why doesn’t matter at this point,” said Waylan. “The way I see it is things have come full circle. This course was stated by Nana as a child, an act that saved her life is what allowed you, Dad, to come into being, and led to us being born. I have no fear of the changes that have happened, or of the future ahead. This is the place we all were meant to be. Now, just shut up and take your places,” he ordered. 

Silence fell over the room. Both Duchess and Collier stared at their sons in awe with new eyes. Duchess swallowed hard. 

“Will there be a place for us in your kingdoms?” she whispered. 

“Why do you say crazy shit like that, Ma?” smiled Jackson. 

“Well, I had to ask. Hell, with all this struttin’ you’re doing, I needed to know,” she teased. 

“Same clan, just more members,” Collier add. The pride shining in his eyes were almost too much for Waylan and Jackson to take. 

“Which also means that Edwin is going to start reporting to the office since he will be taking over the majority of our businesses,” Waylan revealed. 

Collier tossed back his head in laughter. “So, they got your ass finally. No more footloose and fancy free.”

Edwin frowned and mumbled something under his breath which caused them all to laugh at his discomfort. He had refused to take a stake in the family’s businesses. He knew what was going on, and would assistance, but he had managed to fight the noose of dealing with the day to day operations. He lived off his investments within their multi-million dollar corporations. 

Sobering, Duchess tilted her head in deep thought. 

“Question...before, that man in you said something about Collier and his father. Who’s that?”

Jackson dropped his gaze. When they rose again, they were a breathtaking amber. 

“He is a man that I don’t claim, nor do I have too much connection with,” said Pruflas. 

Mastema agreed when Duchess looked at him. 

“So, is he more like Kerberos or like Astraroth in the pecking order?” questioned Edwin. These were the things he would have asked if he hadn’t been wobbling to stand up that day they had paid him a visit. 

“He is more like Astraroth,” replied Mastema. 

“Wait, you say that as if you two are related,” Duchess pointed out. 

Mastema and Pruflas stole a quick glance. Pruflas ran his hand through his hair. 

“We’ll speak of this once, and no more. We are both brothers and nephews.”

Pruflas’ admission fell like a tree in the silent room. Fran’s eyes grew in size before she wrinkled up her face in disgust. 

“So, brother and sister,” she remarked. 

“They were lovers for years. It was a known fact. Even though they had mates, there was no denying the fact that we favored her brother and not her husband. Our father never acknowledged us. His only interest is for our mother, as twisted as that is,” spoke Pruflas.

“And her man was cool with this?” inquired Edwin, still in shock. 

“Things are different in our realm. The rules of morals are almost nonexistent. When people are God-like, they do whatever they want to with whomever they want,” explained Mastema, matter of factly. 

“You pull that shit with Callie or Em, and I’ll cut your damn balls off. There is no fucking up our family unit with chasing scant pussy,” growled Duchess. 

Mastema raised an amused eyebrow. The women in this family were beyond words. They all seemed to have been bred to complete the powerful family. They were fearless, intense, smart, and loyal. It was amazing to find what both he and his brother had been lacking here, after walking so many worlds.  

“No scant pussy will turn our heads or hearts from Waylan and Jackson’s wives. We strive to enhance them, not to hurt them,” replied Mastema. 

“So, what about Danjal? How do you know him?” asked Collier. 

“We aren’t blood, but his father trained us when the males in our lives showed no attention to us. We were just wild beasts living off of emotions until he took pity on us. We became the brothers that he never had,” chuckled Pruflas. 

“But he has a brother. We just heard—”

“I’m tired of talking,” snarled Pruflas. His eyes flashed golden at the mention of Danjal’s brother. 

“The past doesn’t matter, anyway. You belong to us now,” promised Frannie. 

Mastema and Pruflas couldn’t help their smiles due to the passion in her comment.

***
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KING DANJAL
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Danjal sat back on the leather sofa. His eyes stayed on Angie’s face that rested in his lap. He listened to the voices of the others in the room while they finished up with Nabil. A wicked grin formed on his handsome face. He fought the need to moan when she turned her face and nestled closer. Her painted lips were so close to his cock. He could feel the heat of her breath through the material of his pants. His hands tightened on her shoulder while he watched her face from behind his hooded lids as her mouth opened slowly. 

“Jesus,” he mumbled low. 

The tip of her tongue moved towards his stiff dick to give it a lick. His eyes darted over to the others. He knew that they were aware of what was going on between him and Angie on the couch. The amused stares they gave him confirmed it. Danjal didn’t give a damn. He ran his hand through her thick hair as an excuse to press her mouth closer to his cock. His breath hitched when she bit him playfully. 

“You’ll pay for that later,” he chuckled.

At last, she opened her eyes to glance up into his stormy greys that were fastened on her. 

“I’m sure I have the cream to make it all better.”

His eyes narrowed. She shivered due to the intense look on his face. No longer willing to play, he fingers held her head in place for his demanding mouth. His kiss was wild with the promise that he was going to fuck her senseless. Wanting more, Angie answered back with her own heated promise to meet him on the field. 

“That’s enough for now, Nabil. I see that our time is running out,” whispered Grayson while they all watched the lovers. The sound of Grayson clearing his throat fell upon Danjal’s and Angie’s deaf ears. 

“Oh shit,” chuckled Astraroth when Angie pushed Danjal’s hands out of the way to make room on his lap. His palms rested on her hips as he let her take over the kiss. 

“I like this girl. She knows what she wants,” laughed Astraroth. 

Azezel shook his head to erase the look of pride that was there. “I don’t want to watch my son fucking,” he grumbled. 

“Shit, he ain’t my son,” chuckled Astraroth. “With all those years of no pussy, you know it’s going to be a good show,” he finished with a naughty wink. 

Laughing, Azezel strolled over, grabbed Angie by the waist, and lifted her off of his son’s lap. The lack of sex and the strength of the Joining was driving the lust in the both of them. Normally, the two would be fucking and sucking for days with only them feeding on each other’s blood to sustain them. However, there were other pressing matters that needed to be focused on. 

Angie blinked rapidly at the faces in the room. She grasped her hands together behind her back while she stared hungrily at Danjal. It had been so long since she had, had sex until last night with Danjal, but she knew it was more than that. He didn’t need to do a damn thing expect be in the room with her for her to yarn the feel of him moving deep within her, stretching and stroking.

“I’m so sorry,” she said in a rush while she held her hands up in surrender. “Don’t look at me like that,” she snapped. 

His gray eyes were roaming her body, setting it on fire everywhere they touched. He smirked at her and sucked his bottom lip in that sensual way that made her clamp her legs. 

“Why are you pissed at me? You started it,” he teased. 

“Hurry up and talk, so I can finish it,” she sassed. 

“I’m sure that will loosen my tongue” he winked. 

He laughed at the deep eye roll she gave him before she plopped back on the couch next to him. 

Azezel kept his comment to himself. The joy he felt in his heart for his son was something he couldn’t put into words. For so long his boy had been an entitled piece of shit. Then to have had to endure the hellish punishment for so long, to now have a second chance, gave his father a peace.

“Ask me your questions,” ordered Danjal with a wave of his hand.

Grayson glanced over at his father as Nabil left the room. He would have to hear the story second hand. At the moment, he wanted to find Lissett to handle his own mess. Kerberos nodded towards Azezel instead. He could wait to find out how Crissann fit into this little story. 

“Why did you go to war against me?”

Danjal sighed before he answered his father’s question. 

“I wanted power, as if I didn’t have enough... as if you weren’t fair enough with your dealings with me. I’ve had time to see the truth, but then...I believed that there was more that was owed to me.”

“What more did you want, son?”

“For one...my birthright. I craved power.”

“It would have come in time.”

“I know...but when I heard that you were favoring Ashlan over me, hell I got pissed,” he admitted. 

“You mean the one that has taken all you had possessed after he utterly destroyed your body and chances for regeneration,” Azezel mocked. 

“Thank you, father, for pointing out my stupidity,” growled Danjal.

“Yeah, he played your arrogant ass, boy. He knew that you would fall for that lie. He knew you were too blind to see just how much my brother favored you over that ugly motherfucker,” replied Astraroth.

“How did Crissann fit into all of this?” Asked Kerberos, at last. 

“She was the source of the lie. She worked me over till I believed it,” Danjal answered. 

“But why? Why would she hate you to the point that—”

“I don’t think anyone knew the existent that Ashlan was going to take things,” Danjal interjected. 

“Why haven’t you answered my question? Why?”

“I ignored it to give you a moment to ensure you really wanted an answer.”

The room fell silent at Danjal’s statement. All eyes went to Kerberos. This was the moment of truth. Did he really want to know? He pulled out a chair, sat down, ran his fingers through his hair, and took a deep breath. 

“Speak, cousin. Nothing you reveal will turn my heart against you ever again,” promised Kerberos.

Danjal rubbed his beard for a second in thought before he spoke. 

“After you left for home, Crissann approached me.”

“In what way? What do you me—”

“If you’ll be quiet,” snapped Azezel at Kerberos. His eyes flashed with his annoyance. 

“She didn’t believe that you would return. Then there was the placement of the kings that you put on the thrones to govern when you left. In her small mind, she felt as if those men would push her and Gray out of what was rightfully hers,” he paused. “So, she was willing to fuck her way onto a throne.”

He had to know. Kerberos’ jaw felt stiff when he spoke. “Did you?”

“She didn’t set me up because I didn’t stroke it right,” teased Danjal. “I didn’t let it get that far, when I realized she was willing.” 

Grayson jumped in the conversation to stop his father from asking for more details.  

“How would you sleeping with her could have helped her?”

“According to the scheme she had cooked up, and yes...this was all her. I would help kill one of the Kings and take his throne, which would give her the status she desired. I have no idea what she intended to do after you came of age. She would have been a damn fool to think she could get rid of me that easily. I remember laughing at her. I said a few other things too, on your behalf, cousin,” he added. The anger could be felt in his words. 

“How did Ashlan thicken the plot?” inquired his father. 

“He overheard Mastema, Pruflas, and I joking about it.”

“So, he helped her in exchange for delivering you...and of course, that meant taking out Mastema and Pruflas because they would have beheaded Ashlan as payment,” finished Grayson. 

“Fuck that. Those two would have never let Ashlan get the drop on Danjal,” boasted Azezel. 

Everyone’s head snapped around at the sound of the door opening. 

“I called for her,” explained Kerberos. 

Crissann shifted her weight, nervously. The tenor of his voice made her stomach sink.  She felt like a lamb for the slaughter. She couldn’t take her eyes off of him. There was no denying that she had been the topic of conversation. 

“Don’t just stand there...come in,” Kerberos finished in a growl. 

He didn’t give her a chance to comply. With a crook of his fingers, he slid her across the floor. 

Grayson, along with the others, watched as Kerberos got to his feet to tower over her. Bringing his hand back, he brought it hard across her face. Her blue eyes turned towards her son in a plea for him to help her. Grayson tilted his head as he gave her a cold stare at his response. She tried to back away, but Kerberos was faster, stronger. His hand whipped out to capture her arm. She winced in pain as he tightened his hold to bring her to her knees. 

“You’ve managed to escape paying your dues, but no more.” He paused to grab her by the hair. Danjal sat still while Kerberos half drug, and Crissann crawled towards him. “What say you, cousin?”

Danjal’s eyes darted from Crissann’s frighten blues to lock with his cousin’s. He knew that this was his right. He knew that whatever his verdict given, Kerberos would carry out. He saw the rage within the depths of Kerberos’ orbs, and if he wasn’t a changed man, Danjal might have overlooked what else he saw there in the name of revenge. It was love. 

“The two of you aren’t Joined,” said Danjal to test what he saw. He took note of the way Kerberos stiffened due his question. The man was preparing himself. Crissann began to shake uncontrollably. 

While his eyes were still focused on Crissann, he touched Kerberos’ mind.

I know you still love this woman, so I’ll show pity...but if she casts a shadow on me and mine, I’ll do what you can’t, warned Danjal.

“As it will be, cousin,” nodded Kerberos. 

Leaning over into Crissann’s face, Danjal promised, “I’ll leave you with the joy of finding out what has been decided for you. I trust that Kerberos won’t let me down.”

With nothing left to say, Danjal got up, held out his hand for Angie, and left the room. The door had barely closed before he backhanded Crissann. She trembled under his imposing figure that towered over her. 

“You are fucking stupid,” he thundered into her face. 

Her body quaked. She scooted back across the floor in terror. Kerberos tore at his hair in rage. 

“All you had to do was wait...to trust me. Why?” he roared. 

Crissann shook her head until she was dizzy. She had seen how he lost control in his fits of anger. She could recall the number of bodies he had left in his wake. 

“I didn’t think you would come back,” she sobbed. 

Her hands batted wildly in an attempt to hold Kerberos back when he marched towards her. His fingers bit into her arms. 

“You had my son. You had my heart, Crissann,” he spat. 

“But...I...I didn’t know,” she replied as she fought to touch her feet to the ground. “You left me in the care of one of the kings, but who was to say that he would honor me and Grayson...that he would do right by us?”

He saw through her excuse. “No, you mean you didn’t want to eat at another’s table. You felt like you were too good for that. You wanted to own the table and the entire house.”

“And what’s wrong with that?” she snarled, finally showing herself. “I wasn’t your bitch. I was your woman...the mother of your only child. Not a damn pet you dump on a friend to mind while you’re gone. The fact that you didn’t give me a throne was a fuckin slap in the face.”

“And you wanted that position so much that you would betray me with my blood, side with his brother, deliver him to his death, and take up with that fag boy?” he questioned in awe.

“I’m sorry, Kerberos...please, please believe me,” she begged as she stomped her feet like a helpless child. 

Kerberos backed away from her in utter disgust. 

“I made a mistake loving you.”

“No, no, please,” she screamed, dropping to her knees. She clawed at his legs. 

“I thought showing you respect and gentleness would have softened you. All that time I was back home, you were all I thought about. I longed to smell you...to make love to you. Then I come back, full of excitement to spend all eternity with you, only to find you married and another man raising my son,” he spoke in a deep, calm voice, which frightened her to a whole other degree. 

“He never raised Grayson,” she promised. 

“You still stole that from me.”

“You could have stayed,” she pressed. 

“You were married to-“

“I would have killed him.”

Kerberos pinned her with a narrowed gaze. He tilted his head as he looked into her upturned, red rim eyes. 

“Yes, his death would have come sooner by your hands than later. You, Crissann are a cold bitch. You are as breathtaking as rose that possesses poison tipped thorns. You’re one that I see can be never be trusted.”

“Don’t...don’t say that. I...everything, everything I have done was for you...and Grayson, to, to further the Nation that you established on this planet from the creatures that your parents created,” she stammered. 

“Really? No, baby. You were taking, grabbing, and claiming in hopes of establishing a kingdom of your own to reign as queen bee. You can lie to yourself all you damn well want, but we all see you, Crissann. You’ve been dumping bodies that you’ve slayed on your quest, but this body had risen. Danjal, that stubborn bastard has come back, and it’s time to pay.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER TWO

NABIL AND LISSETT


[image: ]




Lissett tapped her finger on her thigh encased in her black leather pants. She tilted her head which caused her black locs to fall into her face. She marveled at how the sun touched Nabil’s face. The dark shadows seemed to make the cuts in his chiseled jaw line appear to be deeper. She knew it was the fact that it had been centuries since she had seen him that made her eyes greedy for the sight of him. For the life of her, she was having a problem focusing on a single word he had been saying. Sure, she got the gist of it, but her gaze kept going elsewhere which drug her imagination along for the ride. 

My Lord, his lips...and his body, she acknowledged. 

Once again, she did a slow sweep of his handsome features. His tan skin stretched tight over his muscular body. Nabil was never a huge man. Instead he was tall, fit, and lean muscled. His dark, silky hair was always a nice compliment to his brown eyes. She had to admit that the short hair style he had chosen and clipped goatee was just the right amount of facial hair to give him a sexy, rugged look. 

Lissett narrowed her eyes in thought while she watched his lips move to form the words coming out of his mouths. They were words that she could really care less about hearing. They both knew that he had screwed her over years ago for a very stupid reason. 
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