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      Echoes.

      Screams.

      Mercy.

      Redemption.

      Silence.

      Death.

      Revenge.

      

      My blood is thick. Swirling under my skin in shallow waves of agony while we’re apart.

      

      But my need for vengeance is stronger. The hatred I cling to comes easy when my mind lingers on my Fated.

      

      Amelia. My Millie.

      

      Nothing can save her now. It’s time to give her exactly what she deserves.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Hi hello, my favorite people. I wanted to give you all a quick warning before you dive into Echo. This little story merges BOTH the Vibe and Fated worlds.

      

      That means that if you have not read Vibe yet, this story may contain spoilers for Ruby and Aura.

      

      All right, you’re ready.

      

      Dive in.
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      Ruby

      

      “How many times do we have to tell Aura this isn’t a fucking Christmas party?” a low, aggravated male voice sounds from across the line. I know I’ve heard it before, but not often and I can’t remember what this asshole’s name is.

      “Who is that guy again?” I ask, intentionally keeping my voice light while my fingers tighten around the edges of my iPhone. I can hear Stella mumbling an angry response to him while she keeps the phone muted with her hand.

      Aura’s soft fingers quickly wrap around my upper arm as she stands behind me, she rests her head on my shoulder as she quickly mutters, “Leon. That’s Leon.” Her voice is hesitant, because I assume she can sense how annoyed I am.

      She knows me better than anyone.

      I hear Stella sigh into the phone as she returns to our conversation, but just before she can speak, I cut through again. “Leon,” I grind out between clenched teeth. Aura’s hands fall to my waist as she drops her forehead against my back in surrender. “Go ahead and tell Leon that I’ll fucking skin him alive if he talks to Aura like that at this not-Christmas-Christmas party.”

      Stella laughs, a sexy little lilt that leads into a quieter tone, as if she’s remembering something important. “Ignore him, he’s… sick and frustrated.” But there’s something missing from her voice now. The vibrancy she held just a moment ago has disappeared as she mentions Leon’s condition.

      “I don’t give a shit if he broke a leg and lost a limb, he doesn’t talk to my fucking girl—”

      “We will. When is it again, Stella?” Aura interrupts me, her sweet voice sliding across my nerves like the silk it is. God, I want to strangle her for the power she holds over me, and then I want to fuck her for it.

      “Friday night. I’ll send you the address, okay?” I give up and pass the phone to Aura, who steps in easily and finishes the conversation.

      “Perfect,” Aura replies.

      “Oh, and dress up, okay? Make Ruby wear a dress,” Luna chirps in from the background, and I can practically see Aura’s eyes light up with excitement at her demand.

      “Oh fuck no!” I immediately shout, crossing my arms over my chest while Aura leans forward and rests her elbows on our granite counter.

      After we survived our experience at the Nation, we’ve spent the last few months really focusing on ourselves and each other. We are both still working at the club, and it’s the happiest we’ve ever been. No Dom, no guilt ridden regrets and worries of mistakes. Our identities are continuously evolving, and we’re supporting each other through our growth.

      We live in the same apartment complex as before, but we upgraded to a bigger unit. We have a guest bedroom, a more spacious kitchen, a bigger room for a bigger fucking bed. One with four posts and a perfectly placed headboard with these little slats.

      Each one wide enough for a set of cuffs, or rope, or silk, or even chains when—

      "Ruby," Aura's voice interrupts my quickly spiraling thoughts and I immediately start to raise my eyes to meet hers. But they move slowly, deliberately taking in the short sleep bottoms and loose tank she always wears to bed.

      Right before I take them off of her. 

      "Mmhmm..." I say, brushing my thumb along my lower lip when I finally meet her gaze. The heat sparks between us. It's always there, this low boil of tension and desire and the need to touch in some way. 

      "So, you'll wear a dress then?" She stands upright from leaning against the counter and steps towards me, her hips swaying ever so slightly as she moves. She's taunting me, tempting me with her body while her hands land on my shoulders and gently slide up the sides of my neck. 

      "No, absolutely not." I laugh as I drop my hands to her lower back and pull her against me. I know what she's doing. Her lips brush against my jaw and I glide my touch even lower, gripping her ass while I twist us around. 

      I lift her up and set her on the counter. Her legs fall open while I step between them, and I press my chest against hers while her fingers tangle in the newly cut strands of my hair. I chopped several inches off, and now it lays a little longer than my shoulders. Definitely not as long as it once was, but I love it like this, and Aura loves the change as well. 

      "But you will," I whisper as I wrap my fingers around the base of her jaw and drag her towards me. Her lips brush against mine, slowly at first, while she attempts to hold herself back. But we both know better, she can't get enough of me just as I can't seem to consume enough of her. 

      "Yeah?" Her voice is breathy, and she arches her back while my other hand slips up the side of her waist. I dip my fingers underneath the edge of her tank, feeling her heated skin under my eager touch. 

      "Yeah." My grip turns harsh, my fingers bite in her flesh while I rake my nails down her stomach. I reach her thigh and release her throat, only to pull her legs farther apart as her body rolls against mine. "Because you're a good girl, right?" 

      "I wouldn't say I'm a good girl," she laughs the words, and I slip my hand through the front of her shorts until my knuckles brush along her already wet pussy. She gasps, and her laugh is quickly muted into something so fucking primal that I can't help but lean up and pull her bottom lip into my mouth. 

      "Only for me," I remind her with teeth scraping across her skin in painful pleasure. She melts against me and I work my fingers against the thin fabric of her panties. "You burn everything else down, Vibe Girl." 

      “Always.”
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      Leon

      

      Everything is too fucking loud. 

      The constant voices. The reminders. The bond. The pain. 

      Satan, the fucking pain is too much. 

      I'm starving. Always so goddamn hungry, no matter how often I feed, or who I feed from. 

      It's never enough. 

      I shut my eyes again as the pulsing throb of hunger radiates through my stomach but lights a burning fire in my chest. I'm always hurting, and being this far from her is a constant injury weakening my usually strong state. 

      Never in my life have I ever been this weak. It's as if I can feel her calling to me directly, her voice repeating words I've never heard her say over and over and over again. Echoes of her soul screaming through my blood.

      Help. Save me. I'm begging for it. Kill me. 

      But she would never ask for help. I know her better than that. She's a vile, twisted waste of an Angel. Hell, she's a waste of a fucking Demon. If I had only killed her when I first found her again, why the fuck did I hesitate? 

      Instead, I was focused on Stella and her growth as a newly realized Succubus. I let her distract me from my true intentions, from what I knew I would do once I had found Amelia again. 

      For my sister, for Nya, I will slit Amelia's throat and watch her bleed out in front of me. I'll feed from her essence, taking every last ounce of what she has to offer and then Lucifer can finish her off. We'll use every part of her, nothing will go wasted. Not after what she's done to all of us. 

      She can feel it, my anger and hatred through the bond because her response is just as poisonous. It's everything between us, a constant war of toxicity between her own hatred and need for destruction against mine. 

      I'll take your sins, baby. The Demon I am finds beauty in your pain and chaos. A magnificent end to your deliberate malevolence, that's what I'll give you. 

      "Where the hell are you, pretty girl?" I grind out in my mind while the icy water rolls across my body. I'm on my back in our bathtub at the home I live in now with Luna and Elijah. Stella and Nathanial come back and forth, but they have their own place hidden away in the city that they can escape to when they aren't reigning over Avernus. 

      "Let go, Leon. You know it's the only way you can reach her." Luna's soft voice breaks through my concentration and I flex my fists in irritation. 

      "I know how this fucking works, new girl. Have you forgotten I've been a Demon my entire life? I wasn't thrown into it like you were." The second I lose focus, the ice penetrates my mind and reminds me exactly how insanely cold this is. I groan out in both discomfort and frustration. I just need to find her. Then I can get out of this fucking mess. 

      "I know, I know," Luna says quietly, slipping back into her usual silence while she sits in the corner and supervises these fucking sessions. We've been doing this for months now—at least ten. I come in here once a day and try to find Amelia in my mind. I focus on our bond, on my undying need to have my hands on her body, around her throat, in her fucking hair. 

      I think of my sister, how close we both were to Amelia. I try to remember what our relationship was like when we were kids, when she was Millie... the freely running spirit high on life and discovery. 

      Life. She used to love living. She focused her time around plants and animals and little creatures that we usually found trite and disgusting. Not Millie, she was the one saving displaced moles and spiders. 

      A searing pain rips through my limbs at those thoughts, flashes of the terrible things Amelia has done replace the nostalgic memories I crave to hold on to. She's reminding me, and I fucking hate her for it. She does this every single fucking time I'm in here. 

      She knows I'm trying to find her now. And she doesn't want to surrender. 

      I let my head slip under the chilled water, the jagged bits of ice slip over my face and create a silent barrier with the rumbled sound around me. The water flows, sloshing in muted echoes in my ears. Everything gets impossibly darker, an empty abyss while I force my mind to let go of my current reality. 

      I need to access the other dimension, where we can find each other outside of the physical world we're in. 

      That's exactly when I feel it though, her presence around me. My eyes open within my mind, seeking her out while I know she's finally close. It's been so long, and while I want her blood on my hands, I also want her figure in my vision. I want to see her, meet the eyes that betrayed my sister so viciously; meet the gaze that destroyed the only person I ever cared for. 

      "Don't be a coward, Millie. I've been waiting for you." 

      Silence. She says nothing, but I know she's here. I can feel the waves of darkness rolling through our blood, inking my skin in her sadistic mark. I step forward in my mind, even though I can't see anything of significance. The ground below me is a reflection, like shallow waves of water showing me only my own, weakly mirrored self. It’s not even a sliver of who I know I can be, if only I was free of this fucking bond. 

      "Come on, show me where you are," I spit out, attempting to keep my anger at a somewhat manageable level. But the longer she holds out, the worse I'll become. I can feel it. "I'll save you, Amelia." 

      Lies. I'll simply be delivering her a new monster. One that has years of pain and vengeance built within. 

      "I don't want to be saved," her voice is weak, but firm. Never giving in, that's like Millie. When she makes a decision, she drowns in it. 

      "What if I told you, I have no intentions of being a savior in this?" I say, raising my voice just a bit as I halt my steps. I close my eyes again, willing her to come closer, or for my blood to find her obscure location. 

      "I've never thought of you as the savior, Leon. You've always been trouble. Even when we were kids." 

      Still, nothing. She's a vague figure of nearness, her pain and emotions amplified, but only barely, though my body instinctually calls to hers. My strength and the ache of being this close sharpens so significantly my breaths fall at a quicker pace. 

      More images of what she's done, of my sister, flash through my mind on repeat and I groan out as the pain of remembering rips through me. "Why the fuck do you keep doing this?" I shout, stumbling forward just a bit while my hand clutches my chest. 

      It's all too much. Her pain, my own, Nya's; all of it is overwhelming. 

      "To remind you of who I am." 

      "I fucking remember, bitch." The words slip through gritted teeth and I force my mind to focus on her location again. The quicker I find her, the quicker I can kill her and destroy this sick bond. 

      "I'm not redeemable, Leon. You can't save me, you can't change me. There's nothing left inside of me to claim. I'm an empty vessel, built and designed for the chaos I've already created." Satan, she sounds exactly as she says. There's no remorse, no pain, no semblance of humanity left inside of her. She's completely empty. Hell, I don't think she can even feel what they're doing to her anymore. 

      "Do you think that's what I want to do for you, Millie? Transform you into some sort of good person?" I speak slowly, centering myself on exactly what I need to find. I'm getting closer to her, even through our bond, through the shell of what she's made of, I'm taking one step nearer. "Let me make things incredibly clear for you, pretty girl. I don't want to save you. I want to slaughter you. I don't want to redeem you, baby. I want revenge for what you've done. I want you to pay, in screams of pain and prayers for death." 

      The air turns frigid, but a wash of comforting resolve solidifies on both sides of our bond. We're coming to an agreement here, reaching some sort of solution in the midst of hunting. 

      "I want your blood, pretty girl. I'm coming to find you."
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      Luna

      

      I gasp as Leon harshly emerges from the icy water, his slick hands frantically grasping the edges of the tub as he breathes. His disheveled hair now hangs over his forehead strands of dripping water. Elijah and I told him to do this without his clothes, honestly. Once he steps out of the tub, the freezing temperature of the water simply makes things worse when his sopping wet outfit clings to him.

      But he refuses. Every single time, he gets in—fully clothed—and then climbs out and instead of turning on a hot shower, he intentionally stays in them. He goes to his room, turns off the light, and sits in the corner while he remains closed off to everything else. It’s as if he likes to rest and revel in the pain, in the freezing temperatures Amelia tends to exemplify. Maybe that’s where he finds his own comfort.

      “Why don’t you take a hot shower this time, Leon?” I start, just as he stands and the water sloshes below him. His black tee clings to his broad chest and rippled abs and I can’t help but admire him. He’s attractive, absolutely. But he’ll never be what Elijah is to me, and the consistent pulse of aching need that flows through my bond reminds me of that.

      “No.” He begins stepping out of the tub and I attempt subtly adjusting the atmosphere with my ability, making things somewhat warmer for him, ideally. But his eyes immediately dart up to mine and his lips pull back over his teeth. “I fucking said, no.”

      Frustration rolls through my chest at his clear dismissal of his own health. This isn’t good for him, especially now while he’s already weak and sick.

      Is he being an ass? Elijah’s words radiate through my blood as he speaks. He can feel my own irritation, and he knows how these sessions usually go.

      Always. I respond to him and then I feel our bond flood with understanding. This isn’t anything new, but it continues to hurt us watching him waste away like this.

      “I spoke to her,” Leon’s voice is quiet, but there’s an underlying tone of surprise there as well. My eyes snap up to meet his as he pulls open the bathroom door and steps into the hallway. I immediately follow him, waiting for him to continue sharing.

      “What? You spoke to her? How is she? Where is she?” The questions spill from my mouth quicker than I can control them. I can’t help it, we’ve been searching for months without anything from her. This is the first bit of contact we’ve made. My heart is racing in my chest, and before I know it, I can feel Elijah stalking up behind me. He can feel the change in my energy, in the way my blood is pulsing through my veins.

      Leon doesn’t answer, instead he stays silent and continues his intentional pace through the hallway to his bedroom.

      “Leon.” Elijah’s voice thunders behind me, the heat from his nearness enveloping my colder frame. I try to stay focused on Leon, but being this close to my Fated pulls my attention. A shiver races up my spine as Elijah’s hand falls to rest on my hip, his thumb slips under the edge of my shirt and grazes my skin. Heat, and explosion of sparks in the singular place he touches me. I lean back against him, seeking even more of his touch while my mind races to hear Leon’s response.

      Leon halts his steps, just as the knob to his door vanishes in front of him. It’s Elijah, altering the space to force Leon’s attention. He turns his head slightly, but doesn’t meet our eyes as he speaks.

      “I spoke to her, yes. But I don’t have any answers for you. I still don’t know where the hell she is. She doesn’t want to be found, Elijah.” Leon’s voice is strained in his throat, and I can feel the tension pulling tightly between all of us. Leon wants to find her for entirely different reasons than the rest of us do. Stella and I are constantly trying to stay one step ahead of him. If we can get to her first, we can keep her safe from her Fated.

      Never thought those words would pass through my mind, though. The fact that we have to keep a Fated safe from their other half. Even through all of the newly realized and connected pairings that have been slowly coming forward, we’ve never dealt with a situation quite like Amelia and Leon’s.

      “Then go farther, search deeper, force her to fucking show up.” Elijah’s voice is clipped and the anger building in his chest spirals through my own. I slip my hand behind my back and through his fingers, pulling him against me and trying to reassure him through our bond.

      “We’re running out of time, Leon,” I say gently, wishing that whatever they’ve been through wasn’t such a massive wall erected between them. I want more than anything for them to find each other in their bond, in the ways Elijah and I have found each other. But I don’t think it’s possible for them…there’s far too much blood and hatred imbedded in their histories.

      “What do you expect to do when we find her?”  Leon’s head whips around and his shoulders stiffen as he speaks. He takes a step towards me, his frame growing impossibly larger as his eyes fall darker. “Do you think you can fix her, mo dheamon?” His tone takes a sarcastic turn as he uses Elijah’s name for me.

      “Say it again and I’ll rip your fucking throat out.” Elijah’s huge body is suddenly in front of mine, his chest pressed up against Leon’s as he forces him back and against the door. But Leon isn’t about to back down, and in the same instant his eyes have ghosted over in a new color we’ve only experienced a handful of times.

      It isn’t white, and it doesn’t happen when he’s feeding from sexual tension. No, this is when his eyes have turned completely black. Sleek orbs of complete evil and anger. He feeds from the darkness, rather than sex, and it’s not a characteristic any of us are familiar with. It started happening only after him and Amelia had bonded.

      “Elijah—” I start, but Leon’s altered voice quickly cuts me off.

      “She’s nothing but an easy sleeve to fuck and kill. Do you think she loves you? Is that it? Any of you?” Leon laughs, the gritty texture his voice takes on is both sick and disturbing. “We already know she threw you away years ago.” He aims his dig at Elijah, and even though I know it no longer hurts him, it’s a piece of his past which took years to heal from.

      He tilts his head to the side as his black eyes find my own. Fear snakes its way through my chest but I force it back, reminding myself that this is only a side effect of whatever is happening inside of Leon and Amelia’s bond. “She tried to kill you. She would have killed Stella if given the chance. She doesn’t love, you guys. She has never loved. Will never love. All she will ever be capable of is burning and hurting.”

      “You don’t know that,” Stella’s heated voice chirps out beside me as she steps into our little encounter and slips her hand through mine. We stand united, while Elijah holds Leon in place and tries to remain calm.

      “I don’t know that? Are you fucking kidding me?” Leon groans, his head falls back against the door with a heavy thud and his shoulders fall in what looks like surrender. “I’m the only fucking one who does know that. I’m the one who knows her best.” He suddenly shoves Elijah back, trying to end this conversation but just as Elijah steps forward again, I reach forward and wrap my fingers around his arm to hold him back.

      “I know you don’t believe us. I know you’ve lost all hope for Amelia and I know that she’s done unspeakable and irredeemable things. We all understand that.” I pull Elijah back as Stella aligns herself with the two of us.

      “But you don’t get to claim her death as your own!” Nathanial’s voice explodes from behind all of us as he steps in to join as well. “We will find her, with or without you.”

      Leon’s chest begins rising and falling with heavy breaths. His fists clench at his sides and I can’t help but notice the red wash of anger as it works up his tattooed neck and over his jaw. He’s grinding his teeth, and the veins building against his skin only add to the darkness billowing around him. “She belongs to me,” he says as his voice drops lower. A snarl rips from his lips as he speaks and the tension continues pulling around us.

      “She belongs to herself,” Stella says slowly, enunciating each individual word so that he comprehends what she’s saying. “Don’t lose yourself to this darkness. None of us want to lose you, Leon.”

      “Let him go,” I finally say, squeezing Elijah’s hand gently to catch his attention. He’s tense and ready for whatever might be coming, but I know this will only end in dangerous measures. It’s a constant struggle, trying to keep the peace in this house. Leon loses his mind a little more each day, his body unravels another inch the longer he and Amelia are apart.

      We’re running out of time… For both him and Amelia.
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      Elijah

      

      I do it. I release the hold I had on this small space of reality and let him leave. But only because I’m this fucking close to killing the mother fucker. Every single day is another test of my strength in not ripping him limb from limb. He’s lucky I have Luna, and the entire fallen race to keep me from ruining him.

      Leon turns around and immediately stalks into his room, still soaked in his clothes as he shuts the door behind him. I groan out in frustration and turn on my heels, my hands already seeking Luna’s skin while Nathanial turns towards Stella.

      “Don’t forget about the party, Leon! Ruby and Aura will be here in two hours!” Stella shouts through his door.

      This fucking party. I’m only putting up with it because it was Luna’s idea. She knows that none of us will celebrate Christmas… that’s actually a great fucking joke. But the traditions and decorations surrounding the secular translation? I can tolerate that—for her.

      “Mo dheamon,” I whisper in Luna’s ear as I grip her waist tightly. I step us forward, and catch Nathanial pulling Stella back into his hold by her hair. He’s muttering something to her, probably things I don’t want to hear. But my attention is secured on my Fated, while her ice flows through my heated blood, calming me in the times I need it most and solidifying my strength at others. “Go.” I push her forward and towards the door to our bedroom. She pauses momentarily, but when I wrap my fingers around the nape of her neck she obeys my demand.

      “Please, do not keep her long, Elijah. I need her help finishing the decorations,” Stella quickly says, just as I push open our door and throw Luna into our room.

      “Use my brother. Luna will be busy for a while.” Stella opens her mouth to refute, but Nathanial slams his hand over her lips before she can speak. He grips her wrists in between his fingers and tugs them behind her back, pulling her down the rest of the hallway while I shut Luna and I in our room.

      “We should discuss our plans for Amelia moving forward. Now that Leon has made contact—” I begin speaking as I turn on my heels in order to face Luna. I expect to see her facing me, waiting to converse over this new information. But I’m surprised to find her turned away, her hands lifted and slipping into the back of her hair as she pulls it over one shoulder.

      "We should," she replies, glancing over to me briefly before turning around and stepping back until she sits on the edge of our bed. She braces her hands behind her, shoulders pulled back while my eyes immediately drop to rake over her body. Tight, dark wash jeans and a low cut, Burgundy silk tank. That's what she's wearing. 

      Did she wear that in the bathroom with Leon? Fuck, I'll kill him if he looked at her with anything but brotherly-fucking-intentions. 

      "Have you been wearing that all night?" I ask, stepping towards her. She glances down quickly, and I can feel the spike in her pulse as my eyes narrow on her flushed skin. Her eyes stay glued to the floor as she refuses to meet my gaze again. Mother fucker, she has been. 

      In an instant, her eyes snap up to mine and I can feel the defensive heat rolling through our blood. She stands and steps towards me, her chest coming flat against my own. "I can wear whatever I want, Elijah." 

      My lips lift in a confident smile, she knows what she's doing. Pushing me, teasing me, testing my patience with her rebellion. My hand darts forward and my fingers wrap around her throat as I stalk us both towards the bed. "Yeah? Can you?" I dip my head forward, brushing my lips against her ear while her breath races in the space between us. Her hands lift and grip the arm that's pressed against her. She tries to pull my hand free of her throat, but it's useless. I'm not letting her go now. 

      "Elijah," she says breathlessly, and I drag my teeth across the edge of her jaw while I tighten my hold on her. This is what I love, the sight of my marked skin decorating her creamy flesh. Always opposites, her and I. She's the actual other half of my soul, and while she constantly pushes me towards the edge, she's the one lighting my blood on fire with her pleas for more. 

      "You know what you do look good in, mo dheamon?" My voice drops lower, the instinctual growl working its way through my tone. I can't control it anymore, she draws out this primal hunt inside of me. I’m always stalking her, always feeling for her, always demanding more of her. 

      "What?" she asks, and I can't help but smirk at the craving need she not only speaks but radiates through our bond. 

      “This.” I press my fingers tightly against the soft skin under her jaw. “My hand around your neck, my skin against yours.”

      She moans softly, her blood working through mine while our bond flourishes between us. It’s thriving, with every word, every cry, every moan, each touch. Her fingers drag across my skin while she tries to maintain even breaths.

      I’ll never get used to this, the electrical vibrations rolling under our skin when we’re together. It’s a blend of our blood, the bond, our Fated connection and what we have together. It’s so incredibly different than anything I ever experienced before, and it feeds every ounce of hunger inside of me with everything that is Luna.

      Quickly, I flip Luna around so that her back is pressed against my chest. I slide my forearm across the front of her neck and pull back, forcing her to arch against me, pressing her sweet little ass into my already strained cock. I roll my hips against hers, pushing into her through the barrier of clothes between us. My other hand falls to her stomach, my fingers dropping lower until I slip them underneath the edge of her silk top.

      “You’re lucky I don’t kill Leon for looking at you,” I whisper against her neck, brushing my lips across her skin until I bite down on the thin skin over her shoulder.

      “Elijah, you know it’s never anything like that.”

      “I don’t fucking care, it would give me a reason to be rid of him.” My fingers drop lower so that I can quickly unbutton her jeans and slide my hand down the front of her panties. I pull her against me, using my hand to drag her back while I roll forward again. She gasps, her breath hitching in her throat when my finger finds her clit. Hell, she’s so wet—I fucking love it.

      I pull my hand out and brush it against her lips, until she’s forced to open her mouth and I can shove my fingers inside. “Taste yourself, mo dheamon. Can you even control how I fucking affect you?”

      She sucks, bringing my fingers even further down her throat until she gags and tenses around my touch. I laugh, pushing even farther this time until I hear that sweet sound again.

      “So fucking sweet,” I grind out. “That sound.” Suddenly, I shove her forward, until she’s bent over the edge of the bed and my hands find her waist. I pull her ass back and against my cock again, rocking into her while she moans against my hold.

      I slide my hands up the center of her back, pushing her farther into the mattress and come back down so that my fingers slide under the waistband of her jeans. Yanking them down, along with her panties, I expose her pretty ass entirely. Her pale skin is marked in shallow bruises of what we’ve done nights before. Remnants of our wars, our heated moments of uncontrolled attraction.

      I run my thumb across one of the bruises and press down, watching as her back rises and falls at the touch. “You want more, Luna?” I ask her, not because I want her permission, but because I want to see how far she’s willing to take this.

      She nods her head, her cheek pressed to the mattress but she doesn’t speak.

      “Say it,” I demand, as I drop one hand on the center of her back and shove her farther over. I lean back, dropping my gaze lower until I’m staring at her wet pussy.

      So fucking wet. She’s practically dripping, and I can’t help but run a single finger through her cunt.

      “More,” she begs. “Please, I want more.”

      I lean forward again and pull my hand off of her until I’m hovering over her ass. I swing it down, slapping against the already bruised skin she’s donning. Hard, the sound crashes through the room and she flinches at my touch. Her whimper is so much more than pain—it’s her pleasure. And I feel it infecting our bond with her need for more.

      I slip my hand into my back pocket and pull out something new we haven’t tried yet. I’m not sure how she’ll take it, but the urge to illicit a little more pain from her screams through my chest. She knows it though, there aren’t any secrets between us because she can read everything so clearly in our bond. I don’t shut that part off from her anymore.

      Using one hand, I unbutton my own jeans, shoving them down and releasing my hard cock so that it falls between us. My piercing sits at the head, already shining with that little bead of cum for her. I wrap my fist around the base and slide it through her pussy, dragging the silver piercing along her clit while she arches her back at the touch.

      “Elijah,” she moans my name and fuck, I want to slide inside of her already. Fuck her until she’s screaming and I’m throwing her head through our fucking bed.

      “Not yet,” I say as I slide my cock along her slit a second time, pushing my head inside of her for just a moment before pulling back out again. “Fuck.”

      I use my other hand to flick the lighter I pulled from my jeans. The little flame flashes at the spark and my eyes hone in on the small source of heat. It dances in my hand, tiny wisps of fire that I want to drag across her skin. I want to watch her turn red, see her pull back while her blood screams for more.

      Leaning forward over her back, I slide one hand into the back of her hair and yank her head to the side. Her neck is strained and exposed, her mouth fallen open while she tries to breathe through the pain on her scalp. “You said you wanted more,” I whisper as I bring the lighter in front of her face so that she can see it. Her heart rate picks up, her eyes widening at the sight and potential of what we’re about to do.

      “Wait, this—” she whimpers. “I’m not sure if—”

      “Shut up,” I roll my hips forward and push my cock against her pussy, not slipping inside of her yet, but the distraction is enough to have her eyes rolling back and her ass pressing against me again.

      I bring the flame closer, dropping it lower until it’s close to the soft skin of her neck. “Do you feel that, Luna? Is the heat too much or will you take it until it burns you?”

      She breathes, focusing to keep her breaths steady while I trail the flame lower. I roll my hips forward again, but this time move inside of her, feeling her pussy tighten and pull with each slow, intentional thrust I give her. “Arms above your fucking head.”

      She obeys, and her hands move up while the flame shifts lower, working down the side of her ribs as I pull her top up and away from the lighter. “Closer,” she whispers, and that’s when I know she’s surrendering to this. To the same ache and need that resides in our blood. I can feel it, every bit of our essence flowing together in one seamless wreckage of passion.

      I move it nearer to her creamy flesh, staying over her ribs while I pick up the speed on my thrusts. Her skin is flushing red and that’s when I take my cue to move to another section.

      Just before I burn her.

      “Fuck, I want more,” she cries out while I pull her head back by her hair and her body strains against my own. Taking every fucking inch of my cock while I fuck her. I click the lighter off and toss it to the side, deciding to use our ability as a way to channel the fire instead.

      “Work with me,” I demand, pulling my hand back and focusing on the reality surrounding us. Luna merges with my own needs, my desires, and before I even realize it, my hand is engulfed in a larger flame that burns through my flesh. “Shit,” I grind out, absorbing the pain as it works through me as well. But I know this is our simulation, our own morphed reality that’s all too fucking real at times.

      Once I’ve steadied my own breaths and focused enough to tame the flame into something a bit milder, I drop my hand over her ribs, refusing to touch her just yet while I continue thrusting inside of her.

      “Yes,” she says, her voice strained while I spread my fingers wide across the back of her head. I shove her into the mattress, fucking her pussy while the flames work against her flesh. “Touch me, Elijah. I want to feel it.”

      Fuck, this girl. Every time I think we’ve gone far enough, she takes another step. I fucking love it, and I’m already about to come when I finally press my hand against her waist. She flinches, pulling away for a moment but I grip her harder. Holding her in place while my cock slides inside of her.

      “You like this, mo dheamon? Fucking while we’re on fire, baby?” I grip her waist tighter and pull her back to meet each of my thrusts, her breaths become unhinged, while she gasps and writhes against me. Her fingers grasp the sheets of our bed while I move my hand to another place on her back. Her skin is lined with marks that singe her flesh, nothing too severe but enough to leave streaks wherever I intend them.

      “Yeah,” she replies, but it’s so muffled and strained while I feel her release working inside of her. It’s in her blood, in her moans, in the ways her body is moving so in sync with my own. We’re both edging closer, and while I want to prolong this a bit more, I know we have to get back to the party that’s about to take place in our home.

      “Come on, Luna. Let me feel your pussy while you take my fucking cock.” And she does, we’re so close to the edge that when I say the words, she milks my cock while I spill inside of her. She takes everything, and it’s the sight of my cum leaking out of her that really pleases me. Knowing I’m there, even after we leave this room. My blood is in hers, my cum in her pussy, my words in her head.

      All of it belongs to me and while I release my hold on her and the flames die out naturally, I pull her back up and against my chest while she catches her breath.

      Mo dheamon. My Fated. The girl I once stayed so far from, terrified of what our connection would lead to.

      This. This powerful, all-consuming, otherworldly tether. Fuck, I’m so glad I surrendered to our Fated bond when I did.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      Aura 

      

      "I'm nervous for some reason," I mutter the words—mostly to myself—while my fingers play along the edge of the velvet strap on my shoulder. My skin feels hot and itchy, and all I want is Ruby's hands on my skin, anywhere. It's not necessarily that I feel safe with her, it's more so the fact I feel connected to her. And that connection keeps me grounded, rooted in confidence and the identity I'm still growing into. 

      She's there, her fingers gently sliding up the sides of my arms as she steps close behind me. I lean back, against her chest, her warmth consuming me as her hands continue slow trails of anticipated pleasure up to my shoulders. Her fingers press into my flesh, kneading away the tension and practically erasing it completely while my eyes slip closed and my head tilts to the side. 

      "Don't be nervous. You look amazing, Vibe Girl," she whispers in my ear, her lips softly reminding me of what she's already said tonight. But she knows I need the reassurances, in countless different ways. It’s her words, the simple things she says that truly connect me. 

      I'm wearing a dark burgundy velvet body con tonight. One I surprised Ruby with when I stepped out of our room tonight after she had already finished getting ready. Her eyes dropped across my body when she saw me, her gaze narrowing just slightly before stalking towards me. I couldn't help it, the smile grew across my face the second I saw the way I affected her. Sometimes, I don't think this is real. How easily we speak each other’s language, how my stomach still twists and my skin still aches for her touch. My soul continues begging for her nearness. 

      But it is. My Ruby, my Nova. Despite the indoctrination I fought through growing up, this relationship is mine. 

      Ruby's as dressed up as she'll allow tonight, and I know it isn't what Stella wanted, but her fishnet tights are new, and she's layered them under her distressed black skinny jeans. Instead of a ripped up graphic tee, she's wearing a lace black crop top that she's layered underneath a burgundy, short sleeved button up tee in order to match my dress. Except it isn't buttoned up, and I have to intentionally force my eyes to stay locked on her face whenever she's close. 

      Her usual black chucks are paired with her ensemble, and her once long black hair, now dusts the edges of her shoulders and fuck, it fits her so well. She's absolutely perfect, in anything she wears, in everything she says. In every mistake and flawed moment, she's exactly who she needs to be, and it’s who I've fallen in love with. 

      The door suddenly swings open and instinctually, I flinch in order to move away from Ruby. She’s used to this by now, the immediate reaction I have in response to the ingrained fear I held onto growing up. But her hands grip tighter and she holds me in place, sliding one hand to my waist in that unsteady split second.

      But I resonate with her hands, the feeling of her body against my own and I melt against her. The familiar, warm smile spreads across my face as Stella’s bright frame comes into view. She’s radiating, her wild red hair dancing around her shoulders just as Nathanial steps up behind her. He’s a bit intimidating, if I’m being honest. Tall, incredibly broad shoulders and bigger than any man I’ve ever seen. He stands quietly, with a gentle smile on his lips while Stella rushes forward and pulls both Ruby and I into her arms.

      “I’m so excited you both came.” Her eyes fall to Ruby and her smile slips in the slightest way. “Ruby, I can’t say I’m shocked you aren’t wearing a dress.” She pauses. “But I forgive you because you look hot as hell in that.”

      “Easy, easy…” Nathanial’s deep voice booms out ahead of us. I glance his way and notice the easy smile on his face, he’s joking. But I step forward and offer a fist bump in agreement with his interference between Stella and my girlfriend.

      “Come on, I’ll introduce you to everyone.” He steps aside and heads farther into the house while Ruby and Stella follow up behind me.

      The home they’ve settled in here is gorgeous. A large, grand staircase sits off to the immediate left, while their living space is on the right. It’s more modern in here than I originally thought, sharp angles and suede couches. Random bouquets of white and red decorate every corner—something I’m sure Stella did because of her love for florals. Long strands of greenery are wrapped around the bannisters, draping across the shelves and fireplace. The entire home is decorated completely, with small hints towards the holidays, but nothing overtly “Christmas”.

      I’m not entirely sure why they are so adamant on not celebrating the actual holiday, but I’m thankful for it as well. This is the kind of holiday I love being a part of. I still enjoy and want to participate in the traditions of this season. There’s something incredibly uplifting and inspiring I find in winter.

      The transition before spring, death before birth.

      Suddenly, hurried footsteps sound beside us and I whip my head to the left to find a petite dark haired girl running down the stairs. She's out of breath, and she's tying her long hair into a knot on top of her head. Her tank is slightly askew and as soon as her hair is secured, she's frantically adjusting her top. 

      "Hi! I'm so sorry." Her eyes dart to Stella's, who's crossing her arms around her chest while a tiny smirk pulls at her lips. "Everything looks beautiful Stells." 

      "Yes, thank you so much for the help" she responds, her tone dripping in sarcasm as the girl finally steps towards us. She puts her hand out to Ruby first, and I immediately step back and next to my girlfriend, slipping my hand through her the fingers of her free hand. "I'm Luna, Stella's sister." 

      "Ruby. And this is my girlfriend, Aura." She nods her head to the side, motioning towards me as she tugs me closer to her side. I smile, politely shaking Luna's hand as well when it's my turn. 

      She's stunning. Dark, wavy hair and even darker eyes. She's strong, absolutely. She clearly works out regularly and I absently wonder if she simply enjoys exercising or if she's been through something that would cause her to want to be strong, or perhaps powerful. 

      I don't know why I automatically think that, but maybe it has something to do with my own past, with my own desire to have the strength to defend myself when I need to. It's like I feel connected to her in a different way, almost as if she's familiar to me, someone comfortable and safe. I resonate with that vibe, like an instant connection in other people and I don't notice it in everyone. It’s different than what I felt with Ruby, but significant and heavy all the same.

      More steps sound on the staircase and my eyes naturally drift up and lock completely onto the new man entering our space. 

      Holy. Shit. He's gorgeous. Every inch of his skin is covered in tattoos. His dark hair is shaved close on the sides, slicked back on top. Scattered rings decorate a couple of his fingers, but his energy is something incredibly powerful. 

      I glance towards Ruby briefly, and notice her eyes narrowed in the same direction, she's just as intrigued as I am. Looking back towards the stranger, I assume this must be Elijah, Luna's other half. It's in the way his eyes are glued to the girl in front of me. His entire atmosphere is centered around her, and as soon as he's close, his hands are already on her while he tucks her into his side. 

      "This is Elijah," Luna announces and then introduces both Ruby and I to him as well. 

      "I'd say thanks for coming, but I actually hate this shit." Damn, and his eyes. Bright, forest green against his tanned skin. I genuinely try not to stare, and Ruby's quick nudge into my ribs pulls me back to the present. 

      "Not as much as I do." Another voice, another set of heavy feet casually walking down the stairs. I vaguely hear Stella groan out in frustration at my side, and when another man steps down the staircase, I immediately know who we're meeting. 

      "You couldn't have changed, Leon?" Stella's voice hits a higher note as she begins brushing her hands down the front of her flowy, cherry red dress. 

      His eyes fall to hers and the darkness that flashes through them sets me immediately on edge. He doesn't even bother responding, but as he gets closer, I realize what she's referring to. 

      His clothes are drenched, as if he jumped into a pool wearing them and immediately climbed out. What the hell?

      I don't know what it is about this guy, but there's something surrounding his presence which makes me uneasy. It's uncomfortable and dark, and shivers break out over my shoulders while my hand clings to Ruby's even tighter. I glance towards her, trying to gauge her reaction to him. 

      But she's ice, a complete wall of power and indifference as he makes his way towards us. His eyes fall to me, but quickly drop lower as he slowly rakes his gaze over my body. I step back, only an inch and align myself closely with Ruby as Leon casually slides his hands into the wet pockets of his dark jeans. 

      He meets my eyes again, and the side of his lips tilt up in an eerily haunted smirk. As if he's hunting something, like a predator he scopes out Ruby next, but keeps lingering his eyes on mine. 

      "I'm Leon," he offers, his voice taking on a confident tone. But something else is there as well, it's almost as if he's overcompensating for something painful. I can hear it, because it sat in my throat for so long as well. The ache of needing something more. "You, pretty girl, must be Aura."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

        

      

    

    
      Ruby 

      

      Fuck, is that a snarl? It’s growing in the pit of my stomach and building its way through my chest and up my throat. I already don't like this guy, not one fucking bit. Something is off about him, he’s dark and dangerous. 

      He's volatile. 

      His eyes shoot to mine, and it's like he's getting off on the idea of pissing me off. He takes one, small step towards Aura and that's all it takes for me to jump in front of her. 

      "Fuck no," I bite out, stepping up and against his chest while my eyes meet his. 

      He tilts his chin down, crowding me with his huge frame while Aura steps up behind me. Her hands gently squeeze my waist and tug, trying to force distance between myself and Leon. But he doesn't scare me, no fucking way. 

      Suddenly, he laughs, and his head falls back while he steps away from me. He lifts a tattooed and ringed hand up to brush his messy, wet hair out of his face before glancing towards the rest of the group and then back to Aura and me. 

      "These two, really? You're risking everything for these two?" He scoffs and steps back again, his shoulders clearly tense and while his hands shake just slightly. My eyes narrow in on the odd action, wondering what exactly this guy’s problem is. 

      "Leon, come on," Luna urges gently, but Elijah steps toward him at the exact same time. 

      "Don't even fucking think about it," Leon grinds through clenched teeth at the small aggressive act towards Elijah. He looks back at us one last time and then walks away, farther into the house where he can put space between all of us. 

      "Well, that's a great start to this evening," Stella mutters under her breath before stepping in front of Aura and me. "I'm sorry. I wish I could explain what he's going through, but… it's difficult to understand." 

      "It's totally okay. We all have our demons." Aura's understanding voice speaks behind me, and while I immediately think it's a kind statement for her to make, I don't miss the way several eyes around us glance quickly to each other’s as if her comment was uncomfortable instead of appropriate. 

      "That's for fucking sure," Nathanial responds, his voice quiet but firm as he suddenly stands straighter and moves towards us. "Elijah and Leon built a fire outside, and Stella's set everything up out there to keep us warm."

      “Good idea, I need a shot—or twelve—for all this.” Stella jumps forward and grabs both mine and Aura’s hands as she attempts to pull us through the house, but I halt and pull Aura against me. Aura turns her head in confusion, but just before she can ask what’s wrong, I look towards Stella.

      “Give me a minute with Aura.” My strong voice leaves absolutely no room for argument, and Stella nods her head easily just as Nathanial pulls her ponytail and she turns around to face him with a smile spread wide across her face. Luna passes us, gently squeezing my shoulder and offers a kind smile as well.

      Just as Aura turns towards me and the others leave the room, I let the full strength of frustration and irritation roll through me. I don’t have to hide myself around this girl, how I’m really feeling. She accepts every facet, every flaw, every nick and pain I have of my past. Instead, our cracks and fissures fill each other’s. Her acceptance and passion fills the pieces of me that have fallen short, and where she seeks strength and power, I tend to lean further into those areas for her. Until we can fill them ourselves, with our own independence, we pull what we need from each other.

      I grip Aura’s hands tightly and quickly drag her behind me as I stalk towards the first door I notice on the left. I twist the knob, hoping it’s a fucking bathroom or any place that I can find some privacy for us. I need to touch her, feel her against my skin, after Leon tainted our fucking presence with his darkness. Whatever fucking shadow hangs around his shoulders is so tangible, so intense, it leaks his pain and toxicity into the rest of us.

      I need Aura to infect me with her light, her power, her intoxicating wash of pleasure and passion.

      “Ruby—” she starts, just as I pull the door open and thank fuck that this is indeed, the bathroom. I yank her inside the small room and immediately turn on my heels so that she’s pressed against the door when I slam it shut.

      Click. Locked. Trapped beneath my body. That’s exactly where I want her to be. Her chest begins rising rapidly with each breath, her exhales falling against my lips in a way that fucking fulfills me. I love when she’s like this—afraid. Her nipples are already hard, brushing against mine while she’s struggles to steady her breaths. I can bet that if I pressed my hand against her chest, her heart would be racing. If I slipped my fingers into her panties, she’d be fucking soaked.

      My hand lifts and wraps around her throat. She moves to push me away, but at the same time, her head falls back against the door while her body surrenders to my hold.

      “What are you doing? We have to go out there, everyone’s going to wonder where we are—” Her voice is hushed. Her tone innocent and frightened, because she’s so good at knowing what’s logically right and wrong.

      That’s never been my forte.

      “Shhh, Vibe Girl. Let me make you come before we go.” I whisper the words against her ear and roll my hips against her thigh. She moans, and I’m hardly even touching her yet, but god, the sound is addictive. It sparks the familiar aching need inside of my chest, infecting my blood and cells and organs in everything that is associated with Aura.

      “We can’t,” she mutters, pushing back against me again as if she’ll be able to stop this. So, I release my hold on her throat and slide my hand up a bit higher, until my fingers are pressed tightly against her mouth so that I can’t hear her protests any longer.

      Her eyes widen as she watches me and I step back just a bit in order to drop my free hand to her thigh. I trail my fingers upwards, slowly, meticulously. Feeling the warmth of her skin against my fingertips. Her breaths pick up speed again, and her hips instinctually move towards my hand as I touch her. Fuck, she wants this. Even when she’s trying to be polite and kind and good.

      She’s bad.

      “I brought something for you,” I say quietly, as my teeth graze against her jaw and I force her head to the side. “Stay quiet and I’ll give it to you.” I release my grip over her mouth and slip my hand into my back pocket, feeling for the little gift I’ve brought my girl.

      “What?” she whispers, but as her eyes drop to watch my hand, I reach over and flick the lights off so that we’re thrown into darkness. My hand falls between us, on her stomach, over the thin fabric of her sexy, velvet dress. My thumb presses against the small button on the side and the little toy comes to life against her body. She gasps, a small whimper leaving her lips as the vibrations work through her flesh.

      So, I move my hand lower, dragging the bullet down her body until it’s hovering over her lower stomach.

      “Ruby,” she speaks my name like she’s begging for it. Or maybe she’s asking me to stop, I’m not sure. But if she thinks she’s getting away from me now, she’s so incredibly incorrect. “Oh, fuck.”

      I drag it lower, keeping it pressed against her body through her dress. Teasing her, tempting her, reminding her who truly owns her in this. I’m the only one who lights her on fire like this.

      “I hate him for even speaking to you…” I grind out through my teeth while my free hand slides to the back of her thigh. I pull her legs apart just a bit and brush my lips against hers briefly while I speak. “For looking at you like he was.”

      She leans forward, seeking my lips with hers, looking for that connection to be made between us. But I pull back quickly, refusing to give it to her yet. I like drawing this out, working her up until she’s begging for it.

      “Do you think anyone else could fuck you like I do?” My voice grows a bit louder, but the growl in my tone is more evident than the volume. My shoulders are tense and my body is dripping with need for her. My pussy is wet and pulsing with each beat of my fucking heart while I torture the both of us. This is just as painful for me as it is for her, but lucky for us—I enjoy the sting of delayed releases.

      “No,” she replies, her tone falling into a moan while I grip the hem of her dress and drag it up her thighs. “Never. No one knows me like you do, Ruby. No one touches me like you do.”

      I smile against her lips while she inhales a heavy, ragged breath. Finally, giving her what she needs when I press the bullet against her clit at the same time I claim her mouth with my own. We move with each other. My body rolling against hers while my thigh presses against her pussy. I grip the back of her neck while shift together, pressing so completely against each other. Like we can’t get enough of this, of our connection, of our bodies finally giving into what we need from one another.

      “Fuck, please,” she begs while her entire body melts and unravels at its seams. She’s falling apart, in all of the best ways, and I fucking love holding onto her in these moments. Controlling her need for release, her pleasure, only giving it to her when she fucking deserves it. Once she’s worked for it.

      Suddenly, she’s moving her hips against the toy, fucking it while I hold it in my hand. She’s working herself closer to her release, seeking it out rather than receiving it like a good fucking girl.

      Always so bad.

      I pull it away just as quickly and flip her around in the same moment so that her chest is pressed tightly against the door and I’m crowding her from behind. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, Vibe Girl?” I bite the words out against her ear, just as my hand snakes around her throat from in front of her.

      I pull her back, so that she’s arched against me and her ass rolls across my pussy. “How dare you assume you can get off whenever you’d like to?”

      She groans in frustration, but I don’t miss the way her hand subtly drops in front of her, her fingers slipping in between her legs and against the door. I scoff, genuinely surprised at how much she’s pushing back tonight. But then again, she’s always enjoyed being a brat. Being punished for rebelling.

      My grip tightens on her throat while my other hand yanks her dress up and over her ass. She’s wearing a black, lace thong underneath, which is already askew from how I’ve been playing with her. So, I make it quick as I drop the vibrating bullet between her thighs, slipping it against her clit while she moans loudly. Her face pressed against the door almost painfully while she whimpers. I release my hold on her neck for a moment and drop my fingers to glide through her pussy momentarily. I want her on my skin, her wetness soaking my flesh in the ways her sounds breach my blood. The toy lays against her clit while I slide inside of her and she arches even farther, pushing herself against my hand while I fuck her.

      She’s getting close, moving nearer to her release while her hushed breaths turn into uncontrollable moans. “More,” she begs, and I slip another finger inside of her while becomes impossibly wetter against my hand. God, she’s fucking dripping. Her arousal coats her thighs while I work inside of her. “Yes, fuck, yes. Nova.”

      Nova. My birthname. The one I avoided telling her for so long because of what it meant to me. It means so much more now, a transformation. She knows that. So, when she uses it like this, like a fucking plead and search of more, I fucking lose myself over it. I lean farther against her, brushing my lips against hers while I fuck her harder. “Aura,” I say breathlessly, working myself up just as much as I’m working through her. Watching her, hearing her, feeling her this turned on is everything I fucking need to get off on my own.

      Her moans grow louder, and she steps closer to her own release. It’s when I know I have to slow things down, because she always has to be reminded of who she belongs to. “I’ll let you come, Vibe Girl.” I say, just as I pull myself free of her pussy and wrap the same hand around her face, covering her mouth and stifling her moans. She can taste herself on my skin, her cum on my fingers so that she knows exactly what I fucking do to her. How I fucking own her.

      I slide the bullet back and slip it inside of her, letting it vibrate for a few moments as she writhes and moves against it. In the same moments, I quickly reach into pocket and pull out my phone, navigating the exact app I need to pull this off.

      “But not yet.” I hit the right button, the one that halts the vibrations of the bullet and step away from her, wiping my hand across her face and neck as I move. Staining her skin with reminders of what I do to her.

      She glances back at me, momentarily confused while I lean forward and hit the light switch. She flinches and turns towards me, her chest heaving while she tries to catch her breath and comprehend what’s happening.

      “What the fuck are you doing?” she snaps. Her hands frantically pull at her panties and her dress while she adjusts them.

      “Funny, that’s exactly what I asked you when you weren’t obeying me,” I remind her and step forward into her space while her eyes stay glued to my own.

      “You’re kidding, right? Help me take this shit out,” she bites the words out and drops her hands to pull at her dress again. But I’m quicker, and I grip her wrists while her eyes fly back up to my own.

      “Don’t touch it.” I demand, while my thumb taps the button that starts the vibrations again. She sucks in a breath and drops her head back but forces her eyes to stay locked on me. I use the app to control the strength, and move it higher while I continue listing my instructions.  “I own you. I own this. All of it, Aura. Do you understand that?”

      “Ruby, seriously?” she says, tiny whimpers filling her tone while she continues struggling. Her hips begin moving again, working through the waves of pleasure she’s trying to fight back.

      “Deadly,” I reply, and then I stop the vibrations in the second she starts finding her rhythm.

      She groans out in frustrated pain. “Yes, I understand. I’m always yours.”

      A smirk pulls at my lips while I press my chest against hers and run my hands down the front of her dress, smoothing it out so nothing looks askew. I lean down, brushing my lips against hers and consuming her with our kiss. Her lips work against mine, her tongue slipping into my mouth while my hand moves up and grips her jaw tightly. I fucking love this, the constant push and pull between us. The need for fulfillment and overwhelming intoxication that flows in our space.

      She pulls back momentarily, catching her breath while she meets my gaze. “This is fucking cruel.”

      I lean forward and take her mouth one more time, tasting her own arousal on her tongue and lips, knowing I’m the one who put it there. “I’ve never been nice, Vibe girl. You should know that by now.” I bite her bottom lip and pull back, until I hear her cry out in pain and then let it go.

      Stepping away from her, I reach for the door handle, letting her move to the side while I open it and step out. She follows behind me, her movements already altered slightly by what’s still inside of her. I let her step ahead and just as she passes, I lean forward and press my lips against her ear one last time.

      “Be a good girl, Aura, and I’ll let you come tonight.” I laugh, pulling back and straightening my shoulders. “Eventually.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      Leon 

      

      Is this what fucking anxiety feels like? I'm being suffocated in what if's and maybes, drowning in the possibilities and potential of the future. 

      Somethings coming. I can feel it, my entire nature is lighting up in irritation and impatience while we stand around this fire pit in the back yard. Stella has once again, decorated everything in greenery and holiday styled florals. She's put together an entire table of treats and food—that she didn't fucking cook, I'm not crediting her for that—and everything to make this time of the year seem somewhat normal. 

      News flash. It isn't fucking normal. 

      We aren't fucking happy. 

      None of us are. We're all miserable, me being the most uncomfortable of them all. But still, every day that passes is a reminder to Luna and Stella that they may not ever reconnect with their sister. They only tolerate me at the moment because I'm the one tether they have to her. My presence alone reassures them she's still alive and breathing somewhere. 

      Not for long though. 

      I have the strangest sense that while we may be getting closer to finding her, we're getting further and further away from the true Amelia. I knew she was gone a long time ago, but this feels different. This is stronger, the distance more prominent and destructive with each passing minute. 

      My eyes glance to the side as I lift the red champagne flute to my lips and sip. 

      "What the fuck—" I bite out, spitting out the bitter liquid. "What the hell is this, Stella?" She looks to me, a sly smile pulling across her face while her eyes twinkle with satisfaction. 

      "It's champagne, Leon. Haven't you ever had it before?" she replies, her tone happily content with my discomfort. 

      I glance back at the glass again, and instead of finishing it, I tip it over and spill all over the ground in front of me. I don't care that it splashes on her feet and leaves little wet droplets on her expensive shoes. She shouldn't have given this to me in the first place. It's her fault, really. 

      "It taste like dry ass fizzy sand." I cough, and lift my eyes to meet Stella's when something shifts underneath my skin. I can feel it, the black haze slipping over my eyes and slithering in my blood. I don't fucking understand what's happening, or why, but it's rare and uncomfortable when it does. 

      My entire reality slows down, and suddenly Ruby and Aura step into the space outside where we all are huddled in a circle. The heaters are keeping us all warm, but it's the darkness in my flesh that heats my own blood. 

      Fuck, something else is happening. Along with whatever is triggering my demons, I can feel the sexual tension spilling through the space. I glance up, finding Stella's eyes trained on Aura while she fights back her own phase. Nathanial's stepping up behind her, his hand sliding around her waist as he tugs her against him. 

      Looking towards Aura, I can already feel it radiating from her. The fucking need, the ache, I can practically sense the pulsing in her pussy while Ruby stands at her side. What the fuck are they doing?

      But there's something else moving around us too. A feeling completely unrelated to the sexual tension coming from Ruby and Aura. This is heavy, drowning me in a need detached from anything Incubus. No, this has more to do with Amelia than my own Demons. 

      I drop my head, shaking it out while I try to fight back the waves of inky darkness sliding across my vision. I can feel Luna at my side, and Elijah on the other. Both of them have seen this the most, they know I slip into something I don't even understand while it's at work. 

      Luna's gentle touch lands on my shoulder, but I shift out of her hold while a growl builds in my throat. "Don't fucking touch me." 

      "Maybe this was a bad idea," Stella whispers to Nathanial, as if I can't fucking hear her. But I can, I know what she means. 

      And she's right. 

      "Yeah, it was a horrible fucking idea," I snap, darting my black gaze towards Ruby and Aura. Revealing something different, something they will never be able to understand like we do. 

      Why the fuck did Stella invite them into our world? This is too much for them. They won't recover from this. 

      "What—" Aura's quiet voice mutters in confusion when I look away, and Ruby's eyes widen at what she thinks she saw as well. Stella is quick to jump in front of them, attempting to shift things in a different direction even though we know it's too late. 

      "Leon, maybe you should go inside," Luna offers, stepping a little closer to me but maintaining a safe distance. I'm starting to feel suffocated in more ways than one. My skin is pulling tight and my muscles are beyond tense. My head is pounding while the darkness continues pooling in my chest and the sharp sting of something in my blood echoes in my ears. 

      Amelia. 

      Amelia. 

      Amelia. 

      Amelia. 

      "Something's wrong," I say, my voice strained and hoarse in my chest while my mind goes black. I'm fighting whatever this is, but the pain is growing and strangling my thoughts while I feel Amelia fight against me. "What the fuck is going on, Millie?" I whisper to myself as I slap the palm of my hand against the side of my face. I stumble backwards, and for the split second I glance up, I catch Ruby's gaze in my face as she stalks towards me. Stella is reaching for her arm in the same instance, but something snaps inside of me and I launch towards her. 

      "Are you afraid, little girl?" My voice takes on that strange quality, it vibrates against my tongue and my skin in echoes of distortion. Before I can even control it, I feel pain of my Incubus form threatening to release. The sharp points of my horns straining against my skull. My teeth shift in my mouth, in ways that are subtle in vision but painful in my gums. 

      Everything changes. Every single time this happens. But the agony is worse with each passing moment, as I become weaker and my fated connection is pulled tighter and tighter. 

      "No," she whispers, and I'm genuinely surprised when her eyes stay focused on mine. "You have no idea what I've fucking been through." 

      I laugh, the sound spilling from my mouth in complete and total shock at her words. As if whatever has happened to her would be anything in comparison to what I've been through. 

      But these two, these little sparks in the midst of darkness, continue surprising me when Aura steps up next to Ruby and slides her hand through hers. They both face me, and Stella hurries up behind them to try and pull us all apart. But I hold up my hand, and quickly snap at Stella to stay the fuck back. She shouldn't have invited them if she didn't want them to find out what we are. 

      "You should be," I whisper, tilting my head to the side while I step up against them. Aura isn’t actively turned on at the moment, the remnants of whatever the hell they were doing still lingers in the air around them. I inhale, breathing in the scent of their attraction, their passion—their fucking pussies. Feeding from it, draining it of every tension-filled ounce that I can use to increase my own strength. "You're playing in a world you were never meant to be a part of." 

      "And you're playing with a couple of girls who have traded everything for their own power." Aura's kind voice takes a sharper turn, and it breathes through my ears like the tip of a knife.

      Pointed. Detached. Dynamic. 

      They move even closer to me, and their energy leaks into the air around me. It’s impressive, honestly. The way two mere mortals could be so incredibly united against a Demon like me.

      They don’t even realize what they’re getting themselves into.

      My body tenses, my muscles pull back in preparation to launch forward and show them exactly what I can become. I ache to show them the true power to my nature, to give them what little Aura seems so desperate for.

      A fucking release. I can do that, no matter how united they are in this moment, I could tear them into pieces in the next second.

      But just before I shift forward, a new sound breaks out around me and everything in the air becomes colder.

      Bitter. Angry. Destructive.

      I know who it is before I turn around because I know exactly who it isn’t. It’s not Millie, and that only leaves one other person who could intensify my already irritated mood like this does.

      Lucifer.

      “Fucking hell, seriously? Every single thing that could possibly happen today…” I hear Elijah’s frustrated voice growl out behind me.

      I whip my head around and my gaze lands on Lucifer, his blonde hair slicked back over his head and shaved close on the sides. He’s wearing tight black, distressed jeans with a black button down tucked into the waist. His sleeves are rolled up over his tattooed forearms, the buttons undone half-way down his chest, exposing the countless hours of artwork he has decorating his skin there as well.

      He’s appeared out of nowhere, which is his preferred form of transportation. Always catching people off guard, demanding entry wherever he isn’t invited.

      But it’s who he has at his feet that truly catches my attention. Before I can ask what’s going on though, countless voices start frantically shouting behind me.

      “Get Aura and Ruby inside,” Nathanial demands, and suddenly chaos breaks lose around us.

      “Fuck no,” Ruby replies, and I can vaguely hear her stepping away from us, distancing herself from anyone who would try to touch them.

      “They’ve already seen it,” Luna interrupts, her voice shaking slightly as she speaks. I’m sure she’s panicking, unsure of how to explain everything that seems to be unfolding in front of them.

      “So, we explain it. Just like you guys did with us,” Stella quickly adds. I glance back, finding Ruby’s arms wrapped tightly around Aura’s waist while they watch with wide eyes. They look afraid, but something else is present in their bodies as well. There’s a different kind of strength I don’t usually see in humans. A distinct type of bravery, a darkness we seem to share amongst all of us.

      “So, we kill them,” I offer, my voice loud enough for the two girls to hear, and my tone sharp enough to illicit some kind of reaction.

      But there’s nothing, and Aura smirks in my direction while Stella gasps at my preferred silencing option.

      “Another party we weren’t invited to,” Lucifer’s voice finally booms through the space and we all fall silent as we turn towards him. Luna and Stella absently slink backwards, moving to stand in front of Aura and Ruby while Lucifer speaks. “Such a fucking disappointment.”

      My eyes snap downwards, falling on the fragile form that rests on her knees at his feet. His tattooed hand is wrapped through her long, blonde, wavy hair, holding her at his complete mercy until he’s ready to use her.

      “What do you want, Luce?” I ask, crossing my heavy arms over my chest while I step closer to them. I look at Esme again, realizing now that she has tears streaming down her face while she holds her mouth shut.

      Lucifer slowly drops on his heels, crouching behind Esme while her eyes remain closed. He bares his teeth against her ear while he snaps her head to the side so he can breathe against her skin. “Tell them. Tell them what you fucking saw.”

      Esme whimpers in his hold, sucking in her bottom lip while she bites down. She doesn’t want to share it, whatever it is. But he’ll force her, she knows she doesn’t have a choice. I’ve seen the ways Lucifer works, the ways he drags out the information he needs.

      Elijah steps forward, clearly uncomfortable with what’s happening, but Lucifer’s eyes snap to him immediately as he holds up his hand to keep him back. “Don’t even think about it. She’s my property, and I handle her how I please.”

      Esme’s eyes open briefly as she meets Elijah’s, who is clearly unwilling to back down against Satan himfuckingself. She nods though, reminding him that this is indeed the deal they have in place.

      She knew what she was doing when she signed up for this.

      Lucifer’s hand drops down to Esme’s leg, over the long black skirt she has pooled around her. His fingers grasp the material and slowly begin dragging it up her legs. She tenses, but her eyes snap open wide while she stares straight ahead. She isn’t looking at anyone in particular, but she’s feeling for something. I can see her mind churning through whatever is passing through while Lucifer continues his touch towards her inner thigh.

      “Tell them what you saw or you’ll be punished,” he demands, his voice toxic and vile as his fingers trail across her skin.

      A quiet whimper releases behind me and I turn to find tears slipping down Aura’s face. She’s feeling something here, experiencing something that’s clearly set her on edge more than anything else she’s seen tonight.

      I knew this was a bad fucking idea.

      But suddenly, Esme’s eyes snap to Aura’s, her face completely vacant of all emotion while Lucifer touches her. The words fall from her lips in a way that sounds differently than anything I’ve ever heard her say before. “Iaial, ge kures.”

      Enochian. I don’t speak it, but I know it. I learned it while I was young, when Nya and I were spending so much time with Amelia.

      She’s telling him to cease, not now, and I’m genuinely shocked to see the way his eyes change as he watches her. He’s surprised as well, at what she’s said or the fact that it’s in his language, I’m not sure.

      But he listens and halts his movements momentarily when he addresses her again. “You know what you’re asking for if you use those words?”

      She nods her head, her eyes still on Aura as she acknowledges what Lucifer is saying. I have no idea what they’re exchanging right now, what’s happening between Aura and Esme. Or what kind of deal Esme is making with Lucifer in this moment. But it’s something, and the continued dreadful darkness lingering in the air is growing angrier while we converse.

      “Tell them what you saw,” he repeats, this time removing his hand of her leg and gripping her hair tighter in his hold. He forces her to look at me, and she steadies her shoulders while her gaze settles into something detached and cold.

      “Amelia,” she starts, and just hearing her name on someone else’s lips sets me on fire. I’m split between never wanting to hear that word again and wanting to kill anyone who dares speak it. “She’s coming.”
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      Amelia

      

      I wish I could stop this.

      But I can’t.

      I’m too far gone, and if I’m being completely honest, I was too far gone hundreds of years ago.

      There’s no repentance for my sins. No redemption for the blood I’ve spilled, and I’m exhausted from entertaining the idea that maybe there would be. Hope is far more painful than acceptance.

      My reality has been twisted into memories of what may be true, and what may not be. But I can’t know for certain which pieces are good and which ones are bad. I can no longer trust myself to know the difference. The people in my life, do they want what’s best for me? Or do they want to kill me?

      Luna and Stella. My sisters. My blood. But the memories I have of them now are tainted with their need to destroy me. Every single time I see their faces in my mind, the words falling from their lips spew hatred and lies.

      They never wanted me as their sister. They’ve only wanted to watch me suffer. Those memories have to be true, right?

      It’s why no one is searching for me. And why Leon is so bent on killing me himself.

      Then there’s Nya.

      Nya. Nya. Nya.

      She hurts the most. Those are the only memories they’ve left untouched. The only ones I can think back on with clarity. The drug they continuously inject me with—Kano—spreads through my blood and infiltrates my mind, stealing every ounce of humanity I had left.

      Which wasn’t much. But god, it was something. It was the last shreds of empathy I had salvaged while I lived with Elijah and Luna. Or after they had kidnapped me, locking me away while my mind wasted and my body weakened. I can’t remember what exactly happened.

      I think it was their plan all along, to find Leon and bring him to me. They knew he would be prepared to end me once and for all. It would be easier for him than Elijah, I assume. Elijah had been bonded to me for years, and maybe he felt like the history Leon and I shared would be enough motivation to end me.

      Fucking assholes. Every single one of them. They thought they could ruin me? Flashes of them huddled in circles and planning my demise race through my mind. Detailed explanations, hypothetical retaliations on my part, every single wrong move I’ve made, any slight I’ve had against them. They’re all listed, running through my mind in the voices of people I once cared about—or I thought could care about me.

      They injected me earlier—the Demons my mother uses—with a higher dose than what they usually give. Compared to anyone else, these amounts would kill others. Minds would melt and unravel in complete hysteria. But my mother knows me, she knows my strength.

      She understands my potential.

      So, when she told me that Leon and the others were getting closer. When she showed me the footage of them conspiring to finally find and slaughter me, and then when Leon confirmed everything when I met him in my mind….

      I knew it was true. This wasn’t the Kano, this was my reality.

      And they all want to see me dead.

      Jokes on them though, I have nothing left to lose anymore. I’ll stay one step ahead and while they struggle to find me, I’ve already cornered them.

      The air whips across my icy skin as I stalk through the forest surrounding the house. My fingers scratch my inner forearm, where the injection site is still itchy and achy for more. Once I finish this, I can have another dose.

      I can slip away into a world I only dream of, where I can finally see Nya again.

      I’m only allowed to see her once I’ve completed whatever tasks my mother has given me, and even though I know it isn’t really my childhood best friend, these false realities are enough for me. Enough to keep me surviving in this small corner of the Hell I’ve slipped into.

      I deserve this.

      But so do they for abandoning me. For planning to kill me. For forsaking their own flesh and blood.

      Leon refusing his own Fated.

      My head ticks to the side, the itch under my skin growing more and more undeniable. I rub my fingertips together while my boots step through the snow in quick bursts of energy.

      I have to do this. I have to. So, why are tears breaching my eyes? It must be the cold. I didn’t dress for this kind of weather. The Kano makes my blood warmer while my skin remains cool. My hair is matted into strands of sweat and blood—I’m never allowed showers. Or baths. My only relief comes when I’m so gone, so absolutely oblivious to my surroundings, I can’t fight back when they take me.

      With every step I take, I can feel him growing closer. Leon. He’s in my head, in my blood, in my veins. He’s the one constant surrounding my chaotic mind. Him and his sister. They’re all I have left and part of me finds solitude in Leon’s desire to kill me. Even though I’ll fight him through it, I’ll die happily in his arms because it’s what needs to happen. I’ll never forgive myself for what happened with his sister, and if my blood is on Leon’s hands, then we both get what we want.

      Maybe it’ll happen today.

      Maybe not.

      I want to play a bit more before I’m taken out. So, when I finally step through the trees and my eyes fall onto Lucifer and Esme, an instant spark of anger courses through my chest.

      Mother fuckers. Always such fucking tattle tails, those two.

      “I should have known you would beat me here!” I shout to Lucifer, bringing my feet to a halt while I square my shoulders against the entire group.

      Two new girls. Humans. Interesting.

      They’re nothing though, and far from important enough to harbor a second thought. Collateral damage if need be.

      “Never one to miss a good party, Millie girl,” Lucifer responds, intentionally using the name Leon has always called me since we were young.

      It stings, hearing that name at all, and I’m thankful it’s not being whispered on my Fated’s lips.

      The connection is there, breathing like a living organism between him and I. But the Kano works like alcohol and numbs it a bit in order to take the edge off. My eyes drift to his, and before I can anticipate it, his eyes burn black and his horns burst through the top of his skull.

      He races towards me, his large frame growing impossibly taller while the rest of him transforms into his natural form. Claws emerge from the tips of his fingers, his muscles shift and pull tight while he moves. He’s magnificent, and if I wasn’t so ripped apart in hatred of him, I would admire it. But I can’t, and I crouch back on my heels while I anticipate his approach.

      Tattoos. His skin is decorated in marks of flames and destruction. No one knows what those marks mean, but I do. I know what memories he keeps inked into his skin. They’re the same ones that have been seared into my mind and flesh as well.

      His rough hands and sharp claws wrap around my neck in one instant, and I reach behind and grasp the hilt of my knife in the next. I’m yanked off of my feet while Leon’s body continues to fight the entire transformation, he’s holding back his most significant characteristic.

      “Why won’t you release them, Leon? Don’t want to scare the humans, do you?” I breathe out under the tightened hold of his hands. My feet reach and struggle to find the ground while I lift my hand and move to launch the knife at his chest. But he’s quick, and he darts his head forward until the sharp tip of his horn catches my hand and slices through my flesh.

      “I was never afraid of them. Do you remember?” My mind reels momentarily, escaping to a moment him and I shared as kids. When he showed them to me the first time, and he was terrified I would run once I had seen what he kept hidden underneath his skin.

      That isn’t me though. I never run.

      His eyes flash clear for a brief second, but his lips pull back and a growl erupts from his throat. His chest heaves with each rapid breath while the Kano electrifies my blood in a new memory. One where he continues speaking of death and agony, one where he’s falling apart after the loss of his sister.

      One where he realizes it was me who killed her.

      A new rage works in my chest and stabs another crack into my heart, stealing another piece of my already shattered being becoming just another reminder of my worth.

      Which is nothing.

      “How long have you kept them hidden? Since Nya? She wouldn’t have wanted that,” I whisper, using the faint tether through our blood to recognize the ways I’m hurting him. I pull from it—the pain. His humanity is my only strength against him. He hasn’t lost himself in the ways I have.

      “Shut the fuck up, Amelia,” he growls, his voice evolved into that dark and familiar territory he breaks into when he’s like this.

      “Amelia? Really? You know me, Leon. Call me by my name.” I drag my wounded hand across his forearm, up to his fingers as they wrap around my throat. My blood coats his skin as it drips from my flesh and it works in my favor. Our bond flares within both of us, at the sight of his natural form, and the weakened state of my own. He can feel it too, because his hands begin shaking and his hold on me surrenders just slightly. “Call me what you’ve always called me.”

      “No,” he bites back, and my feet barely scratch the ground below for a moment while I try to find my strength.

      “Please,” I beg him, even though just moments ago I was hoping I’d never hear him say it again. But now? I need to hear it. While his hand is grasping onto me, while we’re finally this close after countless months apart. When my body is lighting up to this bond between us and the Kano continues pulsing through my veins. It’s an odd mixture, the relief and sustenance from just being near him is unimaginable, but the continued pain and rage at the memories flooding my mind are just as poisonous, just as destructive.

      And in a moment like this, when I know all he wants is to see me dead, I choose to focus on the pain.

      “No.” He drops me another inch, and while his teeth are bared against me, he leans closer. His shoulders shift and his head tilts to the side until a quiet crack sounds between us. I can practically feel what he’s hiding, what he’s still holding back from everyone else.

      “You can’t hide from me,” I say quietly, settling my eyes on where I know they should be. He knows what I’m looking for and in a split second, his eyes soften into something nearer. I feel the tiniest flash of desire warring through our blood and my own responds immediately. But I shove it back, because I have to.

      He’ll kill me in the second I surrender to him, I know it.

      “Please,” I urge him to say my name again. “One last time.” I shut my eyes, forcing back the tears that suddenly build and threaten to spill. Don’t show weakness. Don’t give this bit of vulnerability to him.

      I hate this. I hate him.

      He pauses, silence building in between us while the others wait in the distance. I want to say I’ve been paying attention to my surroundings, but it’s a lie. I can’t do that when I’m this close to Leon. It takes every ounce of my strength to try and stay in control.

      “Millie,” he whispers, his voice soft and his eyes growing clear in the same instant that he says it. Fuck, it hits me in my chest. His own tone whispering my name in the ways he has done so many times before.

      So many times.

      I whimper at the sound of it, something breaking lose in my chest when I drop the knife in my hand to ground below us. I just need one moment, one second in this place before I have to finish this with him.

      The Kano courses through my blood, replaying flashes of other moments in my head when I close my eyes again and try to shake them free. I find my footing and instead of releasing me completely, Leon drags me forward and against his chest.

      I can feel my heart beating against him, his own matching my rhythm, while our bond wars to meet between us. My breaths start coming quickly, my hands shaking at my sides, while my blood continues begging to be closer. I want him to bleed, and for a moment, it’s only because I want us to be united.

      I’ve fought this for so fucking long and look how easily my strength crumbles at the sight of him. “Shit,” I mutter as my eyes lift and meet his, as he stalks us backwards and his other hand lands so tightly on my waist that I flinch at his touch.

      “I’ve had plans for you,” he breathes, bringing his lips to my ear while his claws bite into my flesh. “Plans that didn’t include feeling like this.”

      “I know,” I say quietly, and I can’t help but block out the gazes of everyone else. I can tell they’re watching, and for some reason, I feel something else building in the distance. Like a fucking shadow, a wave of something dark that’s getting ready to rip through us. What is this?

      “You were supposed to be something more, Millie. We were supposed to be something more. But you destroyed it.” His fingers brace against my jaw when he yanks my head up so that I’m forced to stare into his clear eyes. Gravel coats his throat in a strangled tone. I can feel his own pain radiating through me, the agony of what we are becoming so toxic, so vile, it screams in silence around us.

      “I would apologize if I could, Leon. You don’t—” I begin, but he interrupts me as we move deeper into the forest. His body begins shaking uncontrollably and I can’t help but wonder if he’s about to release what he’s kept hidden.

      I hope he does. Fuck, I want to see them again.

      “So fucking worthless,” he bites out. The words sting, slapping against me while his teeth scrape along my jaw. He forces my head to the side while the pain of his hold grows far more intense and his claws draw blood from my waist.

      I want to fight him. I want to resort to everything I’ve been building inside of myself. I want to yank the impenetrable walls I’ve kept around me while we’ve been apart. All of my anger and hatred and self-loathing, pulled back into place until I’m detached and vacant to this moment.

      But for some reason, I can’t. Not now, not with him. His words and his touch and his blood… they consume me. I’m suddenly lost to these moments where we’re finally together.

      I’ll take his hatred if it gives me something from him.

      “I am,” I whisper, absently twisting my face towards his, seeking more of his touch while I agree with his heated words.

      He pulls back, his eyes narrowed in confusion at my words and my obvious desire that I usually keep tightly locked away. But this is too much, too many emotions and power flowing between us for me to fight it.

      “Do you think you mean anything to me?” he asks, a flame of resentment clear in his disbelief.

      “No.” I look away, refusing to meet his gaze. I can’t even believe I’m saying this, that I’m showing him how fucking weak I am in this moment.

      This isn’t me. I’m the fucking warrior. I’m the fighter. I’m the one who kills and steals and destroys. Not him. Not my Leon.

      This was never meant to be him.

      “Good.” He launches forward until his lips crash against my own. I’m far too surprised to do anything but take it, and when his teeth bite into my lower lip and I cry out in a pain, he doesn’t let up. He pulls back barely and says, “You’re a fucking waste.” His lips move against mine again, his tongue forcing its way into my mouth while he claims me. I arch my back against his hold and my fingers grasp onto his arms as he moves against my body.

      This is it, the connection. Our Fated union annihilating our distance and transforming it into something powerful. I should have known that not even the Kano could fight something like this and win. He rips back my humanity, bringing it to the forefront of my mind when I thought it was all but entirely gone.

      When I’m hopeless, he finds the few shreds I have left and forces me to hold onto them.

      I know he hates me. I know it, but not even he can fight what this feels like. He’s giving into this, surrendering to our connection just as much as I am.

      “Fuck,” he breathes against me and his kiss turns into something softer, something gentler while just as needy and all-consuming. “Millie.” He whispers my name all over again and every single time he says it, something new breaks free inside of me and I cling to the pieces he’s slowly putting together.

      This could be us. We could get back here.

      His hands move up my back, until one slides forward and wraps around my throat again. But instead of choking me, he simply holds me there, forcing me to watch his eyes while they move between my gaze. His eyebrows pull together in confusion, and tears slip free and coat my cheeks. I can’t hide it anymore, I can’t fight like this. I’m far too weak and yet all too ignited at the same time while we’re together. He isn’t used to this though, this vulnerability.

      I understand that, I haven’t shown it in years. I haven’t challenged my own Demons in decades.

      I want to tell him how I’m feeling, explain to him what happened with Nya all of those years ago. But just before I speak, the searing pain of his claws rips through the skin of my neck as he cuts through me.

      “You will never be anything to me, Amelia.” His eyes explode in darkness while I gasp at the excruciating pain through my flesh. My knees immediately buckle and I fall to the ground while he kneels ahead of me. I try to scream, but he’s sliced so deeply that I can’t even manage to release the sound from my lips. “No matter what this feels like. No matter what bond we unfortunately share. I’ll always want you dead.”

      The metallic taste of blood slips over my tongue and stains my lips. It falls over my chin and my vision begins turning black at the edges.

      I knew this. I knew this. I knew this.

      Stupid little girl. This is what you deserve. This is what you get when you destroy everything around you.

      “I know,” I choke out, but the words mean nothing. They sound like nothing. They’re wisps of snow in the wind, silent little echos that Leon doesn’t even care to hear in his blood. His eyes remain black while I collapse on the ground and he hovers over the top of me. His hands fall to my ribs and when I think he’s going to break them, his touch turns gentle and slow while he holds me.

      His eyes clear again, and they move across my body so quickly that I fail to notice the tears falling down his cheeks. But he doesn’t move to heal me, even though he knows he could. I know he can. We’re Fated, our blood can save each other’s.

      How ironic, really. How our bond also destroys in the same breath it can save.

      Suddenly, Stella and Luna are dropping to my sides, but Leon shoves them back so quickly I can hardly hear the words they are saying. It’s muffled, but the drugs in my system flare in the dying breaths I’m struggling to hold onto.

      “Finally,” Stella bites out, her hands yanking back at Leon’s shoulders while she continues speaking. “You finally fucking killed her. We’re rid of her.” Her eyes are wide, terror and tears stain her face and I find it funny because her actions don’t match the words she’s speaking at all.

      “We hated you. All of us did.” Luna’s next, her hands grip my arm while she attempts pulling me upright. But Leon snaps her direction, screaming something at her until she falls back in the snow. “You’ve always been worthless.”

      So many tears and yet so many harsh words. An opposing blend of toxic hatred and panicked actions. A smile spreads across my lips because this is everything I always imagined. This is every moment my mother warned me about. This is the exact reason I fought so fiercely against mixed breeds and Demons.

      I’ve never had anyone.

      I’ve always been alone.

      My eyes rise to the sky and focus on the tiny flakes of snow that have begun falling around us. If I look hard enough, I can’t even hear the awful reminders of everyone around me. I can’t even feel their anger or hatred anymore, I don’t have enough oxygen for that.

      I can’t breathe.

      Blood stains the ground around me, warming my skin and pooling over my chest. So, when the only person who could ever surprise me in this, hovers over my face and enters my vision, I frantically attempt gasping in order to hold on for a few more minutes.

      “Millie.” Her voice is soft. My name on her lips is the only thing that keeps me present in this moment. “Don’t let go.” Her wild, black wavy hair hangs around her face as she watches me. Her lips are pulled tight across her face while her bright green eyes rake over my wounds. She looks up, meeting the eyes of Leon as he scrambles back and away from us.

      But only for a moment, and then he’s launching forward again and his hand snaps around the nape of the only girl who’s ever meant anything to either of us.

      Nya.

      Nya.

      He’s saying something, but I can no longer hear it. Her hand reaches up and gently grasps his wrist, running her thumb along his skin until she pulls out of his hold. He can’t believe what he’s seeing, I can feel it pulsing through our bond in confusion and misunderstanding.

      It’s okay though, neither can I. I only see Nya in my drug induced hazes, never in my reality. That’s always the fucking problem.

      Before I can comprehend how this hallucination is taking place, Nya’s arms slide under my shoulders and legs as she pulls me against her. She stands up, cradling me in her arms while every ounce of strength leaves my body. I’m almost gone as it is, but somehow, being this close to both Nya and Leon has released some kind of renewed force inside of me.

      I can hold on for a little bit longer now.

      Nya turns us away and towards the forest, walking us farther into its depths while Leon races behind us. He’s completely transformed back into his human self, relinquishing any hold he had on his Incubus form while we fought.

      “You don’t get to have her now,” Nya’s voice speaks steadily while she stares straight ahead. I rest my head against her shoulder and my eyes slowly drift shut and then reopen while Leon hovers over the both of us. He’s screaming, words I can’t even understand while he’s like this.

      He’s falling apart. I can feel it. And while I wish I could help him, I know how he feels about me.

      How they all feel about me.

      I should have never tried to keep them. That hope I held on to has been extinguished. I know the truth now, and while this supposed dream of Nya may be taking me straight to Hell, at least I know where I stand amongst the others.

      I have no one. And I never will.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Acknowledgements
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      But sometimes, when you’re at the end of your rope, when you’re tired and afraid and drowning. When there’s nothing left to hold on to, someone unexpected shows up and takes your hand, speaks the words you needed to hear, and reminds you that you aren’t alone.

      You are not alone.

      Do you need me to say that again? I will. You aren’t alone. Even though it may feel like that, even though you don’t think you have anyone left in your corner, even though you worry that you care far more than anyone else.

      You’re not alone.
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