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Brushing my long, loose braid off my shoulder, I prowled toward the bed, taking in the delicious sight of my lover stretched out before me. I’d had many a hot young thing in my long life, male and female and everything in between—but nothing compared to the man before me. Part of it was the love, of course, as inadequate as that word seemed for what I felt. It was a deep, soul-searing emotion that I didn’t realize I was capable of feeling until I met Gesa and became part of our odd, perfect little family. But it was also just him. He was such an intriguing mixture of softness and steel, comfort and challenge, youth and wisdom. He had experienced so much in his short life that I, at times, forgot just how young he really was. And yet, despite our age difference, he always managed to keep me on my toes. As with all of the pride, it was embarrassing, really, how eager I was to please him. 

Hisashi’s albino skin was lustrous in the late morning light that poured in through the tall windows, the muscles of his arms and abs tensed as he gripped both his beautiful cocks in one big hand and stroked them both. His blue eyes glowed, turning silver as I watched, his cool, ethereal, otherworldly magic calling to me like the sweetest siren song. His chiseled lips curled upward into a smirk, and I realized my steps had slowed. That I was caught standing still, staring. Suddenly surprised—as I was now and then—by the realization that I was undoubtedly the luckiest fae to ever walk the earth. 

Hisashi pointed to the corner of his mouth with his free hand. “You’ve got a bit of drool there,” he said, his deep voice laced with amusement. 

I huffed and continued prowling toward him, my own flawlessly lithe fae body on full display. “Don’t be ridiculous, darling,” I purred. “I was simply giving you time to enjoy the view. To glory in my stunning beauty.”

He laughed, his silver eyes twinkling with merriment, and I couldn’t help but smile along with him. Damn these infuriatingly perfect creatures I had tied my life to… it was impossible to maintain any sort of haughty dignity when they were around. 

Not that I truly minded. But it wouldn’t do to let people know I suffered from such a common weakness. 

“Come here, fae,” he said, holding out both arms to me. 

I arched a brow at him for the command, but we both knew it was what I wanted, so I climbed onto the foot of the massive bed we all shared and crawled my way up his body, glorying in the smooth slide of my skin against his as I went. Gods, the man was made for revelry, all long lines and lean, strength, magic swirling about him like a heady drug! “Mmm…” I sighed, as his hands encircled my waist and his lips found my throat. “I fear I’ve died and gone to heaven. But then again… I’m far too wicked for that. And this is certainly not hell. So, I suppose I must still be alive.”

Hisashi chuckled against my throat and lifted a leg, bending it at the knee and planting his foot on the bed as I lay atop him, nudging my leg over his hip so I half-straddled him. “We’ll see how alive you feel when I’m done with you, little fae.”

Grinning, I hooked my other leg over his hip as well, leaning down to sink my teeth into the smooth skin of his lovely pectoral muscle. “Promises, promises,” I taunted. My dick was rock hard—had been ever since he reminded me that the kids were at school and everyone else was out. 

Kai might return home soon, but that was hardly a deterrent. Especially if she had managed to tire Iolani to sleep while she was out running errands. 

Once upon a time, I had feared having children would utterly destroy our pleasure. But we managed to find ways to work around that. Especially with so many of us to share the responsibility. I turned my attention back to the gorgeous father of some of my children, feeling that deep sense of overwhelming love well up even stronger. I blinked, willing back the sudden, embarrassing prickle of tears.

“Oisin?” Hisashi’s deep voice was husky with lust and his big hands smoothed a sensual rhythm over my back and ass. “Okay there, old man?”

I dragged my nails across his perfect chest, leaving red marks on that snow-white skin of his in retaliation for the age jab. “Fine,” I replied, undulating my hips, sliding my cock along the length of his and making him groan. “Just reflecting on how utterly amazing my life is.”

He shook his head at me and drew me down for a deep, searing kiss. “I agree. Couldn’t be more perfect.”

I smirked at him. “Oh, I think it could. I’d love life even more if your cock was buried in my ass right now.”

And that rather nicely brought an end to our banter. And my sentimental musings.

I moaned as I sank down onto one of his thick cocks, slowly stretching around him, letting him fill me completely. He let out a punched-out breath as I got fully seated, his fingers digging into my hips as he fought the urge to thrust up into me even deeper, to use me the way I wanted him to. 

“Always so gentle,” I teased, rocking my hips, making us both hiss in delight.  

He curled upward, his abs flexing in a decadent display of strength and grace as he caught the back of my head and kissed me again. Then he dropped back to the bed, thrusting his hips upward, and I was riding, flying. 

No, I had certainly never had a lack of skilled lovers in my bed. But this young fox was my undoing. He was perfection, and I knew without a doubt that no man would ever come close to making me feel the way he did. 

Euphoric. Wanted. Cherished. And so thoroughly, terrifyingly loved. 

“Oh, now isn’t this a pretty sight to come home to,” a husky feminine voice purred as a pair of soft hands slid around my waist to pet my chest, and a pair of utterly magnificent, pillowy breasts pressed against my back. 

I tilted my head back to rest against Kaimana’s shoulder as she seated herself behind me, straddling Hisashi’s legs. “I was wondering if you’d be home in time,” I murmured as she pressed her soft lips to the side of my throat. “And so sneaky. I didn’t even hear you undressing.”

“Do you mind?” she asked, sliding a hand across my lower stomach and downward, lightly gripping my cock and giving it a stroke. “I don’t want to intrude.”

“You’re always welcome,” Hisashi murmured, continuing to slowly undulate his hips, never stopping his torturously perfect thrusts inside me. 

I hummed my approval. “The more the merrier, my lovely kraken,” I agreed, lifting up off Hisashi slightly to thrust into her soft hand before impaling myself once more. He and I both moaned in pleasure, and Kai let out a breathy little chuckle. 

Hisashi wasn’t the only bit of perfection in my life. I thanked the stars above every day that we had freed Kai from that nasty old man who’d imprisoned her. She was my match, my equal in pretty much every facet of life. Including debauchery. And I had never realized how much I actually needed a partner in crime.

“You’re both such pretty boys,” she purred. “Such treasures.” Her long arm squeezed around my waist, and I knew she was dying to go all kraken and drag us to the depths. 

I shuddered in delight. 

“Come here, Kai,” Hisashi demanded, reaching out his hands toward the Kraken. 

I pouted when her soft hand left my shaft, and her lovely breasts no longer pressed to my back. But I was rewarded with the sight of her perfect round ass gripped in Hisashi’s hands as she rode his face toward ecstasy. 

All-in-all, it was a very nice start to the day. 

But we had only just found our mutual release and collapsed into a heap on the bed to recover for another round when Hisashi jerked upright and gripped his head in his hands. 

All the languid, lovely post-coital feelings left my body in an instant as Kai and I sat up beside him. Our fluffy-tailed young lover was much better at controlling his magic than he had once been—especially since he had tied himself to the pride in place of a physical shrine. We gave him stability. Grounding. But still, we all remembered the times before… when the sheer strength of his own magic had nearly been his undoing. 

“Hisashi?” Kai said, putting a hand on his shoulder. Her brow creased in concern, and she suddenly lost all her playful manner and radiated the aura of a monster ready to devour anyone who fucked around with her hoard. 

He shook his head. “It’s Kana and Asa,” he ground out between clenched teeth. “I don’t know what the hell they’ve done now, but it’s them. I just felt them traipse through the in between. And I have a really bad feeling something is off.” He pressed a hand to his solar plexus and my worry—which had started to recede once I realized Hisashi wasn’t losing control of his magic—ratcheted up again. Hisashi’s premonitions were sometimes vague, but they were always correct.

I sighed. “Of course it’s Kana and Asa,” I said in a droll voice. “It’s been at least a week since they endangered themselves or someone else. They’re long overdue.”

I tried to sound flippant, but my breath felt restricted, and I couldn’t deny the shot of anxiety that always lit through me whenever the twins got up to mischief. 

I was fae. I lived for mischief. But it turns out, it’s not quite so amusing when it’s your children at the center of every new crisis. 

Sliding off the bed, I started handing everyone their clothes. Then I tossed my own clothes into the hamper and went to get a new outfit. One couldn’t go off rescuing one’s progeny from unknown mischief in wrinkled clothes. 

Clucking my tongue, I pulled my best suit and all its various pieces out of the closet. With the twins involved, there was a large chance that I’d have to remind someone that I was technically the king of the Silverleaf fae. I ran my fingers over the fine fabrics as I hastily got dressed. Silk and cashmere. And I was going to take the cost out of their lily-white hides if those two terrors put me in a situation where it ended up stained. 

Once I was dressed and my hair was stylishly braided back on the sides, I donned a few pieces of showy jewelry. Then I turned to watch Hisashi pace the length of the room and tug at his hair in frustration while Kai lounged in a nearby chair, her dark blue eyes taking in his every movement. 

“Well?” I said on a sigh. “Where have our precocious progeny gone now? I’m guessing it involves otherworldly travel, since you sensed their antics?”

He groaned and stopped pacing. “Oh, they traveled all right. Thank all the gods we were smart enough to have Halstad tag them.”

I nodded in agreement. We had discovered very early on that Asa and Kana had inherited their father’s ability to travel through the in between, where mortals shouldn’t tread. Gods, that had been terrifying. But Hisashi was able to retrieve the toddlers before they were devoured by the hungry ghosts that inhabited that realm. And no one had argued when our resident mage insisted on working a spell and tattooing it into their precious young skin so Hisashi could sense when they went realm-jumping.

Mixed-breed babies were rare. And thank the gods for that, because their powers were unpredictable. Walking the realm in between life and death was bad enough. But they had also developed other minor powers that were quite nerve wracking in a child.  We were constantly trying to stay one step ahead of them. 

I had assumed that they were of an age where this sort of thing would be less of an issue. By the time I was fourteen, I was riding with the wild hunt and learning how to be a great and terrible fae royal. But in this modern time, apparently children were still children at that age. I shook my head to myself at the thought. 
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