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To my good friend Bridget Pilloud, 
who shined a light in the middle of darkness. 
Thank you, girlfriend.





Prologue

Once upon a time, long, long ago, there was only the Divine Energy of the universe. Energy was neither good nor bad, light nor dark, male nor female—it simply existed, a maelstrom of possibilities, clashing, joining, and growing. As Energy grew, it evolved. As it evolved, it created.

Energy first created the many realms of the Otherworld, filling them with beauty and magick. Those incredible realms inspired more creations. From the womb of each of the Otherworld realms great solar systems were born, tangible reflections of the Otherworld Old Magick filled with countless celestial bodies. Energy divided and evolved, reflecting the infinite aspects of the Divine. Some Energy was content and rested, eternally existing in a swirling orbit of stars, moons, suns, and beautiful, but empty, planets.

Some Energy destroyed its creations, more content with itself than with possibilities.

And some Energy continued to change, evolve, and create.

In one Otherworld realm, the Divine Energy was particularly restless and precocious because it desired companionship. So, from the magnificence that was the Otherworld, the Divine fashioned fabulous beings. It then breathed immortal life into the beings, and thus were born the goddesses, gods, and the sprites that made up the many magickal species called fey. The Divine granted the gods and goddesses dominion over all the Otherworld realms and tasked the fey with being their servants and helpers.

Many of these immortal beings scattered throughout the endless Otherworld realms never to return, but for those who remained at their birthplace, the Divine had a gift. They were given an additional dominion over all other immortals, that of the stewardship of one spectacular planet in their system and all of its mirror worlds—a planet that intrigued the Divine Energy because it reflected the emerald and azure beauty of the Otherworld. The Divine named the planet Earth.

The Divine adored Earth, so much so that it stroked Earth’s surface and became her lover. Alas, Energy cannot long be contained, and it eventually moved on from Earth, but not before it granted to its lover Earth the Divine’s most precious gift—the magick that is the power of creation.

Young Earth, fertile and curious, began to create.

The goddesses and gods were intrigued by Earth and her mirrored images. They and their fey visited often, and Earth welcomed the immortals, children of her beloved Divine. She loved them so fondly that she was inspired to design a very special creation. From her bosom, she formed and then breathed life into beings that she fashioned in the very image of the goddesses and gods, naming them humans. Though Mother Earth was not able to give her children immortality—that was a gift only Divine Energy could bestow—she placed within each of them a spark of the Divinity that had been shared with her, ensuring that even though their bodies must always return to the Earth from which they had been made, their consciousness would continue eternally in the form of spirit, so that they could be reborn again and again to Mother Earth.

Created in their image, Earth’s children enchanted the goddesses and gods, and the immortals vowed to watch over them when the inevitable happened and their mortal bodies died.

All was well for many generations as humans prospered and multiplied. They were grateful to Mother Earth, each culture holding her sacred. The goddesses and gods visited Earth’s children often, and humans revered them as Divine.

Well satisfied, Mother Earth retreated within herself to rest from the strain of creation. When next she awakened, eons later, she looked for the children of the Divine and was hardly able to sense their presence at all. Concerned, Mother Earth called to Air, commanding the element to send out a message to the Otherworld, asking the children of her beloved to remember their vow and return to her.

Only one immortal responded. The Goddess Nyx, in her many forms, had remained true and faithful, even after her brothers and sisters had become bored and restless and deserted Earth.

Mother Earth was moved by Nyx’s fidelity. Grateful for her loyalty, Mother Earth granted Nyx dominion over the five elements, and she gifted the young Goddess with her heart’s desire—two beings created especially for her.

The first of the winged immortals was the son of Mother Earth and the Moon, fashioned to be Nyx’s warrior and lover. Earth named him Kalona and gave him silver-white wings.

Kalona’s brother came next, created from the union of the Earth and the Sun to be Nyx’s playmate and friend. Earth named him Erebus and gave him golden wings.

To test the strength, intelligence, and loyalty of her new creations, and to be sure they were worthy to be companions to her precious Nyx, Mother Earth fashioned three tests the brothers were required to pass before they could join their Goddess in her Otherworld.

In one of Mother Earth’s realms, Kalona became incensed with jealousy during the testing process, misunderstanding his golden brother’s relationship with Nyx, and the winged immortal allowed Darkness to taint his spirit so completely that not even the Goddess’s love could save him.

But through Kalona’s jealous mistakes, and the violence they caused, came about the creation of Nyx’s most special children, her vampyres. The day of their creation was so tragic for Nyx that the Goddess made Kalona and Erebus swear an oath that they would never speak of the events of that day. Our young Goddess did not understand then that by silencing the truth, she was setting into motion a series of disastrous events. Though Erebus and Nyx tried to mend Kalona’s spirit—tried to make him understand that anger and jealousy beget only despair and disaster, Kalona refused to soften. So, to save the Otherworld from encroaching Darkness, Nyx broke her own heart and banished Kalona from her realm. As he Fell to Earth—as he tumbled to his exile—the color of his wings changed from silver to black.

In his grief and anger at being separated from his Goddess, Kalona became completely consumed by Darkness. He terrorized Nyx’s human children until finally the Wise Women of the Cherokee people created a maiden to draw Kalona into a trap, where Mother Earth imprisoned him for generations until the vampyre High Priestess Neferet, another fallen follower of Nyx, released him.

Though Kalona eventually evolved enough to earn forgiveness from Nyx and was able to rejoin his Goddess as her Consort in the Otherworld again, he left in his past a trail of violence, destruction, and despair that would haunt him for eternity.

But what if …?

What would have happened if Erebus had somehow gotten through to his brother? What if Erebus broke his word to Nyx and spoke to his brother about the events that had changed them all so tragically? What if that very sacrifice of his oath, and something much, much deeper, managed to make Kalona understand there was no need for his jealousy and rage?

What if Kalona of the Silver Wings had never Fallen?

Well, dear readers, in a mirrored realm of Mother Earth, that is exactly what happened. Turn the page and learn of Erebus’s choice. A choice that saved himself, his brother, and—ultimately—two worlds.





Nyx’s Realm  
in the Other World





1 
Other Erebus

Erebus couldn’t stand to watch Nyx suffer—especially as he was coming to believe more and more that a simple misunderstanding was the cause. It would be so easy to fix this if we could just explain to Kalona that he misunderstood what he had witnessed. The golden-winged immortal pondered silently as he stood in the arched doorway to Nyx’s suite of chambers. Within, the Goddess sat lethargically on her balcony, looking out over a crystal lake so blue it hurt Erebus’s eyes if he gazed at it too long. Water sprites frolicked in the waves, doing impossible flips and spins and dives as they tried to amuse their Goddess, and though they sparkled like precious jewels, Nyx barely glanced at them. She reclined on a cloud-like chaise lounge, looking at the beauty of her Otherworld but seeing nothing except her own sadness.

Erebus wasn’t surprised. He’d seen his brother’s moonlight-colored wings flash as he flew away from the Goddess’s balcony. The dark look on Kalona’s face and Nyx’s melancholy told Erebus everything he needed to know.

“Blessed morning to you, my Goddess!” Erebus greeted Nyx as he entered her chamber.

At the sound of his voice, Nyx sat up and smoothed back her mass of thick, dark curls, turning to smile at Erebus, though the winged immortal saw that the Goddess’s lovely smile did not reach her eyes.

Today she had chosen to appear in skin the color of the fertile earth she loved so well. She wore sheer sunset-colored silk that alluringly draped her athletic body. Around her neck was strand after strand of maroon beads that glistened magickally like they held secrets.

“Blessed morning, my Erebus,” Nyx greeted him as he bent to kiss her smooth cheek.

“Ah, today you are lovely Oya! Are we going to visit the earth felines you’re calling Golden Cats, or are you simply going to run with the antelopes again?” He pulled a strand of her springy curls playfully.

“You know me so well, sweet Erebus. You are correct. I had thought to visit the Niger River and perhaps frolic with my Golden Cats before racing some antelope.” Her gaze slid from Erebus to stare from her balcony up, up as she obviously searched for a glimpse of moonlight wings and passionate, amber eyes.

“Have you and Kalona argued again?” Erebus asked softly as he sat beside Nyx.

“You already know the answer to that question, my friend,” said the Goddess.

“What was it this time?”

She sighed. “I mentioned the Golden Cats.”

“Ah, his jealousy. Again.” Erebus had introduced Nyx to the wildcats that delighted her so and had gifted the first vampyre maiden ever created with a magickally domesticated version of those kittens, earning his Goddess’s sincere appreciation. Since that day Kalona hated even the mention of felines.

Nyx nodded in weary agreement. “Again.” Then she shook back her mass of ebony curls and waved dismissively at the sky, saying, “No matter. You and I shall frolic with the Golden Cats and race the antelope. We will have a wonderful day. Perhaps we will visit one of the tribes that hold Oya’s image dear and I will invoke water to bless their planting. That will cause a joyous celebration.”

“It certainly will, and I think it is a nice idea. Your people will be grateful.” Erebus paused and took her hand in his. “But before we go, please talk to me. You do not have to carry your sadness alone.”

Nyx met his gaze. “Speaking of it feels as if I am a naive maiden pining for …” Her words faded as her gaze lifted again.

“Pining for the moon?” Erebus offered.

Her melancholy gaze found him again. “I don’t suppose I have to speak of it to be the pining maiden. You do know me, my friend. And so you know my sadness. I am sorry.”

He held her hand gently. “You have nothing to be sorry for.”

“I do. Somehow I have caused—”

“My Goddess, forgive me, but I must interrupt you. You have not caused anything. May I speak plainly?”

“Of course.”

In a rush of words Erebus told her what he’d been silent about for far too long. “You did not cause Kalona’s jealousy. I did not cause Kalona’s jealousy. Nor did we cause the anger that is festering within him and—” Erebus paused, suddenly not sure he should speak quite so plainly to his Goddess.

“Festering within him and what? I granted you leave to speak your mind, Erebus. Please do so,” the Goddess commanded.

“And destroying his capacity for love,” Erebus said slowly and distinctly, realizing at that moment just how true his words were. Kalona should be completely content to live an eternity as Consort to Nyx. He was created to be her warrior and lover, yet as each day went by it seemed the winged immortal became more withdrawn and angry—always angry. If something didn’t change soon, Kalona’s anger would, indeed, eventually destroy everything of Light within him, including his ability to love.

Nyx stood abruptly, pulling her hand from his. She walked to the edge of the balcony. Erebus followed her.

“Forgive me,” he said.

She shook her head. “I think you and I must stop apologizing to each other about your brother. He is not here—he is rarely here—but his anger still feels present, and I believe that is because you and I apologize our way around the wounds his anger causes and do not speak of it.”

“Then let us speak of it. I was created to be your friend. Let me share this sadness with you—as a friend.”

“Erebus, recently I have often wondered if …” Her words faded as she stared miserably into the sky.

“If what, my Goddess, my friend?”

Nyx turned to Erebus. “I have been thinking that perhaps Kalona was flawed from his creation.”

“You will have to explain that,” said Erebus.

“He was destined to be my warrior and lover. Perhaps he wasn’t given the inherent joy you were given as my playmate and friend. You find joy so easily—so naturally. It is one of the things I love most about you.”

Erebus drew a deep breath and released it slowly before speaking, choosing his words carefully. “Joy isn’t easy or inherent. It is a choice, and not always an easy one—not at first. I’ve wanted to retaliate against Kalona’s sarcasm and anger and just general grumpy meanness, but I choose not to. Though I do understand your meaning. We were created to fulfill different purposes, and though we are brothers we are definitely not similar.”

“You do not have his rage. You never have. Nor do you have his despair,” said the Goddess. “His rage baffles me, but it is Kalona’s sadness that hurts my heart.” Nyx cocked her head, studying Erebus. “You still love him too.”

She didn’t frame it as a question, but Erebus answered. “Yes. I love him. Now he is almost always brooding and unapproachable, but he was not always like this. When Mother Earth first created us, Kalona was surly, and his sense of humor tended to be rather dark, but he used to be able to set aside the jealousy he was beginning to feel for me. And when we arrived here in your magnificent Otherworld, he and I used to spend easy days fishing together or simply roaming your groves and talking of the silliness of humans and the strangeness of some of their animals. Have you ever seen a creature called an anteater? Or a blowfish?”

The Goddess’s smooth brow furrowed. “I have not.”

“Well, Kalona and I have seen them. We had fun observing them. We laughed together.” Erebus shook his head. “Those were good days. I wish they had not ended.”

“You miss him too.”

“I miss who he used to be, and the Consort and brother he could have chosen to grow into. When he isn’t here now, I do not miss him. At all,” Erebus said firmly.

“I understand exactly what you mean. I love him well, but I am beginning to believe—for the first time in my eons of existence—that love might not be enough.”

“Oh, my Goddess! No! I cannot bear even the thought that you might become cynical—might turn away from love.”

“I do not turn from love in general—not for my earthly children, not for you. But Kalona was created to be my love, so if he cannot love me then I fear, perhaps, I was not meant to have a Consort.” Her gaze went skyward again. “And if Kalona continues to reject all that is offered here …” The Goddess made a sweeping motion that took in the glistening Otherworld, her palace of wonders, and finally herself. “Then I must consider whether or not this should be his home. Mother Earth warned of Darkness encroaching on this place through Kalona’s anger, and I will not have my Otherworld, or myself, tainted by evil.”

Erebus drew a deep breath, as if he was readying himself to leap from the balcony and dive into the bottomless crystal lake before them. Then he spoke quickly, before his words could stop themselves. “Perhaps we should speak of it. Perhaps we should explain to my brother that he was mistaken in what he saw that day—in what he has assumed since the night that—”

“No!” Nyx’s countenance changed. Her eyes sparked with anger and her voice shook the palace around them. She grabbed Erebus’s hand and pulled him from the balcony into her chamber and away from the prying eyes and listening ears of the fey. “You gave me your oath! We speak of the events of that day and the sprites will eventually overhear us. You know how they are! Their gossip will spread to earth and my children, my vampyres, will hear of it. I will never have my precious children of the night know that they were born of tragedy. Humans already vilify them because they are different, special, spectacular. It would devastate my night-dwelling children to know that their beginning was a bloody accident I corrected by creating them.”

“Even if your silence causes your heart to break?”

“I am a goddess. My children often break my heart.”

“Your children, yes. One expects that from the young and the mortal, but I was not speaking of them. I was speaking of your lover, your warrior, your true—”

Nyx pressed her finger against his lips. “I know of whom you were speaking, and my answer is the same. You know me well enough by now that you understand I am not changeable or prone to fickle fancies. I asked for your oath of silence and I will keep that oath—heartbreak or not.”

Erebus bowed his head to her. “I meant no disrespect.”

Nyx took his hand in both of hers. “Oh, Erebus, I know that. You are my true friend and you brighten my days like the light of your father, the Sun. Ignore my melancholy. I am being ridiculously self-indulgent. Let us put aside Kalona and his sadness today. As your brother decided not to accompany me to Earth, would you do me the honor?”

Erebus grinned. “Will we race antelope?”

“As many as you’d like, but be forewarned—I do not intend to lose!” Nyx stood and clapped her hands together, disappearing in a shower of diamond dust.

Erebus followed his Goddess, but more slowly, as if he was burdened by heavy thoughts and weighty decisions—because truly, he was. For that was the day he decided that he could no longer remain silent, even if his words cost him Nyx’s friendship and love.

I cannot watch them break each other’s hearts for eternity. I must end this, and Nyx’s own words have given me an idea—a sliver of hope. I am going to help my brother understand the truth and know joy. If that condemns me—then so be it.





2 
Other Erebus

The next day, while Nyx visited Greece in the form of Demeter to preside over the annual Rites of Eleusis, Erebus took action.

Kalona wasn’t difficult for Erebus to find. They were brothers, created together by Mother Earth and bound by blood and spirit. Erebus had only to concentrate and he would get an image of his brother, wherever he was in this realm. He often wondered if his moon-touched brother had ever used their connection. But Erebus would not ask him. He did not want to hear that yes, Kalona did use their connection—to stay away from Erebus.

On this day, Erebus was drawn to Kalona in one of the most distant of Nyx’s Otherworld groves. The grove wasn’t particularly large and, though beautiful enough not to be out of place in Nyx’s realm, it was also not as exquisitely designed as the places where Nyx usually chose to spend her time.

Erebus entered the grove, ducking under low-hanging hawthorn and rowan boughs. Wan light filtered through the canopy as he picked his way around glistening crystal-embedded boulders. Kalona was sitting on one of those marble boulders. Its carpet of verdant moss caressed his legs while he silently whittled a long, narrow stick.

“Brother! I didn’t know you liked to carve.” Erebus clapped him on the shoulder and sat on a boulder across from Kalona.

Kalona barely glanced at him. “It keeps my hands and my mind busy.”

“What are you carving?”

“Arrows.”

Erebus laughed. “Can’t you just conjure those?”

“I can. I choose not to. As I already said—this keeps my hands and mind busy.” He finally looked at Erebus. “Why are you here?”

“I wanted to talk. Why are you here? Nyx’s palace is a lot nicer.”

“Nyx’s palace is also a lot more crowded.” Kalona gave his brother a pointed look. “I like solitude.”

“Do you really?”

“What kind of question is that?” Kalona asked, returning to his carving.

“An honest one. I’d like an honest answer in return.”

“I’m not playing this game with you. What do you really want? And why aren’t you with Nyx? I’m sure she misses you already.”

“STOP IT!” The words exploded from Erebus.

Kalona looked up from his carving, a half smile playing at the corner of his full lips. “Be careful. That sounded angry. I didn’t think you could get angry.”

Erebus ran his hand through his long blond hair and sighed. “I can get angry. I just try not to.”

“Why?”

“I could spout a bunch of platitudes like, ‘Anger doesn’t solve anything,’ or ‘Anger isn’t the loving choice,’ but I’m speaking with complete honesty today and the truth is that being angry isn’t fun.” Erebus shrugged and chuckled. “I don’t think I’ve ever even admitted that to myself until now.”

“Huh. Not the reason I expected,” said Kalona.

“Well, it’s the truth. Your turn. Tell me why you so often embrace anger.”

Erebus waited, though he didn’t believe his brother would answer him, so he was pleasantly surprised when Kalona spoke.

“I do not embrace anger.”

“But you’re usually angry.”

“Not because I want to be.”

Erebus leaned forward and steepled his fingers as he met his brother’s amber gaze. “Then stop choosing it!”

“Do you not think I’ve tried! I don’t want this—this unending jealousy and burning, festering anger. I want to choose Nyx—choose us. But I cannot seem to sustain the choice—the happiness. One look at you—one thought about you and her, together, in each other’s arms—” Kalona’s jaw clenched and he looked away from Erebus. “And the jealousy creeps back and then anger follows. Sometimes I feel like there must be something missing inside me.”

“Interesting to hear you say that. I’ve been wondering the same thing recently, and I may have a solution, but first I want you to know something.”

“If I sit here and listen will you go away?”

“I hope if you sit and truly listen, after you hear me out you won’t want me to.”

Kalona snorted. “Not likely, but speak anyway.”

Erebus met and held his brother’s gaze. “The night of the spirit test when you found Nyx in my arms and then—”

“We have sworn to never speak of that!”

“Then keep your oath. Do not speak. Only listen.”

“Wait,” Kalona put the half-whittled arrow down and focused his entire attention on his brother. “Are you actually going to break your oath to Nyx?”

“I am.”

“But if the Goddess finds out, she will not trust you as she does now,” Kalona said.

“Yes. I understand that.”

“Why are you giving me the power to harm your relationship with Nyx?”

“Because I cannot spend eternity watching you and the Goddess break each other’s hearts, especially when there is no reason for it. Now, will you listen while I speak?”

Kalona nodded slowly, and Erebus realized that for the first time in a very long time his brother was truly listening to him, so he continued.

“Before the spirit test and the horrible death of the maiden, before Nyx breathed life back into her and named her vampyre, when you came upon us laughing in each other’s arms as she told me how happy I make her—the reason she was so very happy is because we were speaking of you and of her love for you.”

“What? That cannot be true. She was in your bed.”

Erebus laughed. “She was sitting with me beside a geyser, pretending she did not mind the foul smell. I was showing her a litter of wild kittens that I’d found.”

Kalona snorted. “You and those damn cats.”

“It’s not me and those damn cats. It’s Nyx. She loves them, and I enjoy seeing her smile, and not because she and I are lovers. Because she and I are friends. That day she was telling me how difficult it was for her to be away from you, but that she wanted to allow you time to prepare for the last test so that you could finally join her in the Otherworld.”

“She said that? Truly?”

“Yes. Truly. She also told me she was sad that you never called for her, but that she understood because you were busy preparing for the test.”

“But I did call for her. Many times!” Kalona stood and began to pace.

“That’s strange, brother. I know Nyx would come should ever you call her. She admitted to me that she was waiting for your call—hoping for your call. That she’d sent her little servant, L’ota, to stay near you so that you had a way to contact her.”

“Of course! I should have known there was something wrong with that damned skeeaed! Especially after the old Shaman killed her—or whatever he did to her. He told me she—” The winged immortal paused, thinking back. “He said she was a demon in league with Darkness.”

“So that’s what happened to the sprite. Why didn’t you say anything about it, especially when Nyx asked about her absence?” asked Erebus.

“I had my reasons!” Kalona snapped.

“Fine.” Erebus raised his hands as if in surrender. “Keep your secrets, but you should ask Nyx if the skeeaed ever relayed a message to her from you. I would bet my golden wings the Goddess tells you no.”

“And if I asked Nyx if she and you were lovers that day?”

“You would be breaking your oath to never speak of it, so I will answer you. Brother, Nyx and I have never been lovers.”

Kalona frowned and opened his mouth to speak, but Erebus stopped him.

“No. Let me tell you exactly what I said to Nyx when she asked me, that very day, if I ever feel jealous that you and she are lovers, and she and I are not. I told her clearly that I would most willingly and happily come to her bed should she desire me, but that I have no burning need to be her lover. My only wish is for her happiness, and I believed then—and now—that she would be happiest with you at her side for eternity, brother. You as lover and warrior. Not me. That is not my destiny. And that is when she threw her arms around me and told me how happy I make her. All because I’d acknowledged her adoration for you.”

Kalona blinked as if he was trying to clear his vision, and for an instant Erebus saw tears pooling in his brother’s amber eyes. “It is me she loves with desire.”

“Yes. It is. But you’re ruining that.”

Kalona’s eyes flashed. “Then leave! Go to Earth and let me spend eternity with my Goddess!”

“And you think that would make Nyx happy? She loves me too! Not like you, but she and I are friends, companions, playmates. Can you not find it within you to share even a small piece of her love with me?”

At this Kalona softened, and Erebus could see hopelessness in his eyes. “I want to. Truly I do. But I do not know how to combat the dark thoughts within me. Brother, I can feel it. Even now, even after you have told me how baseless my imaginings have been, I can still feel my jealousy brewing, waiting to boil over into anger.” Kalona’s broad shoulders slumped and he shook his head. “I should leave—not you. I should take my jealous rage and retreat to Earth.”

Erebus went to his brother and stood before him. “If you could have your heart’s desire, what would that be?”

“That Nyx and I spend eternity together, of course,” he said. When Erebus said nothing, Kalona sighed and added. “And I would like to overcome my jealousy. I would like to know what it would be to feel like you do—joyful, free, playful, happy.”

“Without me leaving the Otherworld?”

“If I could overcome my jealousy, there would be no reason for you to leave. And you are right. It would sadden Nyx if her playmate went away,” Kalona quipped dryly.

“Well, then, I can help you with that,” said Erebus.

“How?”

“To overcome jealousy and anger you only need joy.”

“Great. Like I didn’t know that already? I told you. I have tried, but for me holding joy is like carrying water with a sieve. It always leaks away,” said Kalona miserably.

“I think that’s because something is missing within you,” said Erebus.

“Are you trying to insult me?”

Erebus grinned. “Not at the moment. I only want to speak the truth. We were created together. I think when Mother Earth and the Moon joined to make you warrior and lover, they were far too focused on the warrior part—and perhaps, they also didn’t believe a lover needed to be given joy.”

“Why wouldn’t a lover need joy?” asked Kalona, seeming honestly curious.

“Because if you’re a goddess’s lover, why would you need to be given joy? Being Nyx’s Consort should be joyous enough.”

“That’s what I have been trying to convince myself for centuries, and I can tell you it is a misconception,” said Kalona.

“I agree. How can you feel joy if you’ve never really known it? So, let’s fix that now. Today.”

“Sounds good and impossible. Where am I going to get joy? Mother Earth sleeps, and the Moon hasn’t stirred since the night I was created.”

“We don’t need them. I’m going to give you some of my joy,” Erebus told his brother.

Kalona’s eyes widened in shock. “You would do that? For me?”

“Yes.”

“But why? I have treated you terribly.”

“Because you are my brother. My family. I love you and want the best for you, as well as for our Goddess.” Erebus spoke simply and honestly—and he was surprised to see tears pool in his brother’s eyes again.

“Thank you, Erebus. Brother. I will gladly accept whatever joy you can share with me.”

“That makes me very happy!” Erebus started forward, arms open as if he would hug his brother, but Kalona frowned and moved back a step. Erebus smiled sheepishly. “Guess I should wait until after you have the joy to try a hug?”

“That would probably be for the best,” said Kalona.





3 
Other Kalona

“Are you sure this is going to work?” Kalona asked Erebus, who stood silently, head bowed and eyes closed, in the middle of the sunny clearing just outside the grove where his brother had found him.

Erebus opened one eye and lifted his head. “Yes. Well, I’m sure I’m going to give you some of my joy. What you do with it is up to you.”

“I will remain by my Goddess’s side—true to her and loyal!” Kalona responded quickly.

“Good. Then be quiet so I can concentrate. It’s not easy for a playmate and friend to conjure a weapon of war.”

“Huh?” Kalona shook his head, completely confused. “How are you going to give me joy with a—”

Kalona’s words broke off as a short sword, which appeared to be made entirely of gold, manifested with a startling POP just above Erebus’s head.

“Yes! I knew I could do it!” Erebus cheered as his hand closed on the glistening grip and he plucked it out of the air.

“Brother, gold is a weak metal. It isn’t a good choice for a sw—”

“I know that!” Erebus frowned at Kalona. “It isn’t gold. It’s golden, as in made from the power of the sun. You touch this and your hand melts.”

“Oh. Good to know. Carry on.”

“Okay. You need to take off your shirt.” Erebus explained as he pulled off his own shirt.

“What are you going to do?” Kalona watched his brother with narrowed eyes, not liking the golden sword, which was now back in Erebus’s hand, and the command to bare his chest and be weaponless, vulnerable, before him.

Erebus sighed. “For this to work you’re going to have to trust me.”

“Can that sword kill me?”

“Definitely. Take your shirt off.”

“If it can kill me why should I stand here weaponless waiting for you to stab me with it?”

“I’m going to cut myself first. Here, over my heart.” Erebus pointed to the spot on his bared chest. “And draw out a drop of joy. Then I’m going to take that drop of joy and put it into you.”

“Does that mean you’re cutting over my heart too?”

“It does. Unless you’d rather have a joyful butt. Then I’ll stick you there. Or wherever else you’d like joy inserted.” The tip of the golden sword wavered as Erebus pointed it between his brother’s legs. “I prefer feeling it in my heart, but …”

“Okay—okay,” Kalona interrupted him, pulling off his shirt and tossing it aside. “Now what?”

“Just stand there and get ready to accept joy. I’ll do the rest.”

Kalona pressed his lips together to keep more questions—and sarcastic comments—from escaping. He watched Erebus bow his golden head and close his eyes. He could see his brother’s lips move, and he heard some of what he was whispering.

“Blue skies … a feather bed … earth’s songbirds … spring rain … Nyx in all of her forms.”

Then Erebus lifted his head and the sword. He shifted his handhold so that it covered the grip and the pommel, and then rested the point of the sword against his chest. His voice was strong and sure as he shouted, “Joy! Come forth!” With one quick motion he drew the blade down.

Kalona expected blood to well along the cut, but instead the sword acted like a sponge, soaking the crimson drops up into it so that the blade changed color from glimmering gold to a burnished rose. Then Erebus strode to stand directly in front of Kalona.

“This is probably going to hurt. A lot,” said Erebus.

“No doubt. Go on. I promise not to cry.”

“Don’t be an ass. You’re getting joy. Be happy about it.”

Kalona lifted one brow. “But I don’t have it yet, brother.”

In reply, Erebus tilted his head up and looked directly into the sun and spoke the invocation, “As was meant to be, brother, I share my joy with thee!” Then Erebus pressed the blood-filled tip of the sword against the smooth bronze skin over his brother’s heart.

Pain exploded across Kalona’s chest. He gasped and grunted with the effort it took to remain standing, remain still, as heat flowed into his heart and then surged throughout his body in time with his pumping blood.

At the same moment, Kalona felt a great outpouring of coldness. He gasped as something he hadn’t realized was there loosened its frigid grip on his heart and rushed from his body.

Erebus suddenly mirrored his gasp. His brother staggered, but somehow managed to hold the sword steady against Kalona’s chest until it had drained completely into the immortal’s heart and returned to a shining golden color before disappearing with the sound of a snuffed flame.

Both brothers fell to their knees, breathing hard. Kalona’s hand went to his chest, but there was no slash to mark his perfect flesh.

And then it hit Kalona—joy.

It was like a great infilling of warmth, but it wasn’t just warmth. It was a lightness that bubbled through his blood. Kalona blinked and then drew a long, deep breath—releasing it in a full-body laugh that shook the trees in the nearby grove.

“It is gone!” Kalona shouted as he jumped to his feet. “The constant stress—the tension—the anger and jealousy. Gone!” He turned to Erebus, who was still kneeling and gasping as he tried to find his breath. “Brother! You did it!” Kalona reached out his hand, offering it to his brother so he could help him rise.

The unexpected gesture made Erebus glance abruptly up at his brother—and in that look Kalona saw raw pain, and something darker, more intense.

“What is it? What happened to you?” Kalona asked.

Erebus shook himself like a horse plagued by biting flies. His lips tilted up—at first in a wan shadow of the golden immortal’s usual joy-filled smile—but soon the shadow passed and he reached up, grasping Kalona’s hand and rising to his feet.

“Nothing. It is nothing.”

Kalona continued to grip Erebus’s hand when his brother tried to release his. “No more hidden things. We must always tell each other the truth now, brother.”

Erebus sighed again and nodded wearily. “You are right. I felt anger. Your anger. It entered my heart.”

Panic and fear filled Kalona. “No! I did not mean for that to happen!”

“I know. This isn’t of your doing. Remember the invocation I used: As was meant to be, brother, I share my joy with thee. Well, it seems you weren’t the only one flawed. Apparently I was unbalanced as well.”

“And now will you struggle with jealousy and anger as I did?” Kalona felt a terrible stab of regret. Now that his heart was free of the hold of anger he could appreciate Erebus’s childlike ability to find joy in everything.

“I believe I probably will, but no more—or less—than you. And now that you have joy, do you feel you can keep anger at bay?”

Kalona thought about it, testing that place within him where he used to nurture the image of Nyx laughing in Erebus’s arms and telling him he made her so, so happy …

His gaze shot to his brother’s. “It is gone!”

“It?”

“The biting, nagging, never-ending jealousy that I used to worry daily like a sore tooth. It is gone!” Kalona laughed again as he pulled his brother into a bear hug. “Yes, Erebus! Thanks to you I can keep anger at bay!”

“And I will be able to keep it at bay as well. If you release me before you break me in half.”

“Oh. Sorry.” Kalona hadn’t realized he’d picked up Erebus until he released his brother, who then dropped several feet to the mossy ground.

Erebus smiled at him. “You need brotherly hug lessons.”

Kalona snorted.

“Am I going too far too soon?” Erebus asked—still grinning.

“Yes, but I find that I suddenly do not mind.” He paused and then added. “Brother, let us swear an oath right now.”

“Not to give in to anger?” Erebus asked.

“Yes, and more. Are you with me?”

“I am.”

Kalona lifted his arm, opening his hand, and his deadly onyx lance instantly manifested. He plucked the lance from the air and sliced the pointed tip across his palm, drawing a line of scarlet. His gaze went to his brother expectantly.

“I suppose it is your turn to cut me.” Erebus held his hand out to Kalona, palm open.

Kalona’s lance cut a narrow trail of red across it. The brothers gripped one another’s hand, mixing their blood.

“I vow not to allow anger to win,” said Erebus solemnly.

“And I vow not to allow anger to win. Darkness will not use me to enter Nyx’s realm,” said Kalona, slowly as if each word was a great weight he was lifting to release. Then he continued. “The reason I didn’t tell anyone about L’ota’s death is because she was killed after leading me to the White Bull.”

“The White Bull! Kalona, that creature isn’t a bull! He isn’t even a creature. He’s the embodiment of evil, just as the Black Bull is the embodiment of good.”

“Yes. I realize that. And that is why I did not tell anyone that the sprite died—because she was in league with Darkness, which I only knew because Darkness had tainted me—though I refused to see that as the truth it was.”

“We should not tell Nyx of this,” Erebus said. “Do you agree?”

“I do, and gladly. It would only hurt her, as well as worry her,” said Kalona. “She has had hurt and worry enough from me for an eternity. And with us both swearing not to give into anger, Darkness will have no way to seep into our Goddess’s realm—so she need never know her favorite fey betrayed her.”

“Let us go to Nyx!” Erebus spoke, and then he quickly added, “Unless you would prefer to see her alone first. I would understand if you—”

“No, brother. You are responsible for the brightness of our future. I want you to come with me.”

Erebus looked away, taking a moment to gain control of his emotions. Then he wiped his eyes and grinned at his brother. “That makes me very happy.” Erebus spread his wings, ready to fly to Nyx’s palace, but his brother touched his shoulder.

Kalona met his gaze. “Thank you, little brother. For not giving up on me. For knowing I could be more. For being a good brother, even when I did not deserve you.”

“You are most welcome, big brother. Now I’m going to show you how to give a proper hug!”

♥  
Other Nyx

“I’m going to call you Princess, little one.” Nyx kissed the tip of the spotted kitten’s nose and the baby wriggled playfully, trying to lick the Goddess and burrow closer to her at the same time. Nyx laughed musically. “Oh, sweet Princess, let me untangle you from my hair and then we can—”

Laughter boomed from the sky and interrupted Nyx. Confused, she looked up to see Kalona and Erebus, golden and silver wings catching the morning sunlight, flying toward her balcony as they laughed together.

Nyx’s stomach did a strange flip-flop—something she hadn’t felt since the two immortals had been created for her and Kalona had first looked into her eyes. She placed the kitten in the little round bed one of the sprites had fashioned for her and stood, shielding her eyes with her hand as first Kalona and then Erebus dropped lightly to her balcony.

“I won!” Kalona shouted as his smile radiated good humor.

“Because you cheated! There were no songbirds in that tree you pointed at.” Erebus was frowning at his brother, but Nyx saw the laughter dancing in his eyes and pulling at the corners of his lips.

“Guess you should have set the rules before you said go!” Kalona said.

As Nyx stood there speechlessly staring at the brothers, Kalona clapped Erebus on the back. Not in a gesture meant to hurt him or knock him aside, but with what appeared to be real affection.

“I’ll definitely remember that next time,” said Erebus. Then he turned to face Nyx and bowed with an exaggerated flourish. “Beautiful Goddess! Good day to you. I see that you’ve added another kitten to your collection.” Erebus went to the baby’s bed and reached down to pet her, but the cat hissed and spit at him.

“They never like anyone but our Nyx,” Kalona said before turning to the Goddess. “And I cannot blame them. Once you’ve known the beauty and majesty that is the Goddess of Night, everyone else pales in comparison.” He also bowed to Nyx, though he held her gaze as he did so. “Good day, my beloved.”

“Good day,” Nyx said slowly as she looked from Kalona to Erebus. Both immortals grinned at her with expressions that suddenly reminded the Goddess of precocious little boys. There was a feeling spreading over her skin that was very much like standing on a field during an electrical storm. “What has happened?”

Erebus looked at Kalona. “You should tell her.”

“But it was your idea, and you did it,” said Kalona.

“True, but I think she’d like to hear it from you.”

“That’s kind of you, little brother.”

“Not at all, big bro.”

“Bro?”

“I just made it up. I like it shortened,” said Erebus, scratching his chin in contemplation.

“By all the lost gods and goddesses! Will one of you please tell me what is going on?” Nyx rested her fists on her hips and narrowed her eyes at the brothers.

“Sorry about this. In my defense, I am new to this feeling and it is making me rather …” Kalona paused, searching for the correct word.

“Giddy?” Erebus offered.

Kalona nodded and grinned. “Good word. Giddy. The feeling is making me giddy.”

“What feeling?” The Goddess didn’t exactly shout, but the intensity in her voice had the air around them swirling in response.

“Joy!” Erebus said. “My big brother now has joy within him.”

Nyx’s smooth brow furrowed. “I do not understand.”

Kalona moved closer to Nyx. Taking her hand in both of his, he kissed it gently. “I was flawed at my creation. Erebus figured out how to correct the flaw.”

“Not just you, big bro,” Erebus said. “I was flawed as well, Nyx. Kalona wasn’t given a capacity for joy, and I was given too much capacity for it. It tainted my life, though not as obviously as the lack of it did my brother’s life. So I fixed it.”

“You fixed it?” Nyx felt dizzy with the beginnings of a great, swelling happiness that caught her completely unawares. Her gaze flew from Erebus’s smiling, familiar face to Kalona’s. He too was smiling—and the expression reached and filled his eyes, blazing joy and love. “You are joyful!”

“I am indeed,” said Kalona. “Thanks to Erebus.”

“And you are no longer jealous of him.”

Nyx didn’t speak it as a question, but Kalona answered readily.

“I am not jealous of my brother’s relationship with you. I never will be again. That I promise you. I also promise that from this day forth I will do everything I can to make up for the sadness and hurt I caused you and my brother. Can you forgive me, Great Goddess?” Kalona went to his knees and bowed his head.

Nyx stared from Kalona to Erebus. The golden-winged immortal nodded.

“He’s telling you the truth. Joy has replaced anger, just as love has replaced jealousy,” said Erebus.

“Oh! I can hardly breathe with happiness!” Nyx pulled Kalona to his feet and threw her arms around him, laughing as he held her tightly.

Then the son of the moon opened one of his arms, motioning to Erebus. “What kind of hug did you call this?” Kalona asked.

Erebus’s smiled blazed like the sun. “Group hug!” And he too stepped into his brother’s embrace while Nyx laughed and cried tears of joy. Then he kissed Nyx softly on the cheek and clapped his brother’s shoulder. “And now I am going to make a trip to Earth. Mangoes are in season on the island where the people call our Goddess Pele. I intend to collect a basketful.”

“I adore mangoes!” Nyx said, clapping her hands like a girl.

“And that, my Goddess, is why I am going to bring you back a basketful.” Erebus paused and waggled his brows suggestively. “But not until much, much later tonight.”

Nyx put her arms around Erebus and held him close. “Thank you is not enough, but those are the only words I have.”

“And they are the only words I have too,” said Kalona. “You gave me my life back. Thank you doesn’t seem enough.”

“Oh, it isn’t, big bro. But what is enough is you loving Nyx and filling this realm and our little family with joy and Light.”

“Now, I can do that,” Kalona said.

“Then that is thanks enough.”

Erebus unfurled his wings and lifted into the cerulean sky, leaving Nyx alone with her lover.

The Goddess looked up at Kalona. She touched his face intimately, cupping his cheek in her hand. “I can feel the lightness within you.”

His hand covered hers. “As can I. It’s as if, until now, I’ve not been able to draw a deep breath in all the centuries I have been alive.”

“But now you can breathe freely,” she whispered, tilting her head up invitingly.

“Yes, my beloved. Now and forevermore.” Kalona kissed her as he picked her up and carried her within to her curtained bed while outside the fey frolicked in Nyx’s lake, mirroring the joy that radiated from their Goddess and spread, like spring rain, throughout her realm.
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