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Chapter 1


It was time to head back and leave Summer’s mansion, and the group around me was excitedly whispering back and forth. There was some surprise for me that had them nearly bursting. Even Summer herself had walked over to the portal with us. 
I was anxious as she drew closer to the portal. She was part of what kept the tamed section of Faerie stable. With her in her prime right now, she shouldn’t really be leaving Faerie.
“I still don’t get what the big deal is.” I stopped moving as Ikta came to a sudden stop in front of me. Her long dark hair went all the way to the curve of her ass, apparent through the thin cloth she called a dress.
“Close your eyes,” the fae queen of the Wilds and a notorious trickster demanded.
I glanced at all of my ladies around me, realizing there was little she could do to me with all of them around. Although she’d dumped me into a portal before, so I couldn’t put anything past her. Ikta was crazy, but we’d settled some of that when I’d made a promise to her: her and a pool of nymphs within the next year and a half.
I eyed her as she smiled ever so sweetly back, a bit of a sparkle in her eye. She was excited about something, but she’d been on good behavior ever since we’d struck a deal. I decided to give her the benefit of the doubt.
“Fine.” I pressed my eyes closed.
Her power glowed purple; I could see it through my eyelids.
“Please don’t shove me through a portal,” I grumbled.
“She won’t.” Morgana’s hand fell down on my shoulder.
“Course not. Open them. Look at my wedding present!” Ikta sounded excited, which I had to admit terrified me a little at what I was about to see.
I opened my eyes to see a big, ornate front door through a portal with Ikta to the side, gesturing wildly at it. “What’s this?” I asked.
“Your new manor!” she exclaimed. “I had to hide all the driders when I sent them over here and have them work at night. But they are amazing engineers. Morgana helped me with parts of it, too. I wanted to enchant it specially in ways that I needed her magic to accomplish.”
I glanced at Morgana for the drow vampire to explain. “Is it bigger on the inside?”
“Not only is it bigger on the inside, it is multidimensional.” Morgana stressed the word. “It exists in both this plane and the Faerie plane at the same time.”
“Let’s go,” Summer shooed me into the portal. “I didn’t donate my blood for us to just stare at it.”
“Your blood is in this?” I asked, surprised.
“Mine too. And Ikta’s.” Maeve was hot on my heels as I went through the portal. 
I opened the door to a massive entryway. There were three different staircases leading off in separate directions, and a large opening in front of them for the rest of the first floor.
A drider was upside down on the ceiling, working on the wiring for the giant chandelier. “Sorry, we are still working on a few final touches,” the drider apologized.
“No problem. Thank you for getting this up so quickly.” I blinked, realizing how much easier walking on walls had to make that task.
She waved with a blush and got back to work.
Ikta slid around me. “So? What do you think?”
“It’s lovely. Why don’t you give us a tour?” I knew it would make her happy to show off all her work. It seemed at least some of my wives had participated in this place’s creation.
Summer stepped in behind me. I tensed, and she sighed. “This exists in Faerie too. So, I can be here even when in season.”
“Where exactly in Faerie is it?” I now knew enough to be cautious about the Quetzalcoatl coming up to my window.
“Between places,” Ikta answered vaguely with a wave of her hand. “There are several portals here that will take you to my village in the Wilds, or to Winter or Summer’s domains. You are in neither at the moment. You have your very own fragment of Faerie now. Since you have part of my power, we can hook it up to you, and you’ll have access to some fae magic. It should be quite varied fae magic given you have my blood, Summer’s, and the Fall Lady’s binding it.”
She made it sound like they were jumping me with a car battery.
I gave Summer an askance look, but she just shrugged it off with a smile as we stepped through the grand entryway to what I assumed could be considered a kitchen. But it looked far more like a small restaurant.
“We weren’t sure how big to make it.” Ikta danced through the tables over to a triple set of stoves that had four sinks behind it. “But Morgana helped us, and we can stretch it if your harem gets too big for it.”
“No, no. This is plenty.” There was easily seating for fifty. More than enough.
“You do have a number of nymphs moving in.” Morgana didn’t even try to hold back her smile. In the back of the group that had trailed behind us, there were over a dozen nymphs.
Besides Pixie and Evelyn, I hadn’t learned any of their names yet. But each of my wives had gotten a personal nymph, and they were quickly and quietly inserting themselves into our lives.
As we passed the kitchen, a few nymphs stopped to investigate and familiarize themselves with the appliances.
“We’ll need staff for a place like this.” Jadelyn was glaring at Ikta’s back.
I wasn’t sure if she’d discovered Ikta’s ruse yet, but we were all letting it happen as it would. I was sure another ‘nymph’ would appear after we settled in.
Ikta ignored any ire from Jadelyn and skipped through the kitchen into an enormous two-story room. Down a few steps was a study decked out in comfortable couches and chairs. A winding staircase wrapped from next to the entrance up to the second floor, which was stuffed with books and another door. Tucked under the staircase was a small bar.
“Oh look. They built you a bar to man, Blueberry,” Kelly taunted Morgana.
“There’s a certain drink that can only be found here,” Morgana taunted back with a curl of her lips. “I’m certain I’ll be happy to serve him all day. You can go play sportsball, Furball.”
I coughed into my hand to get them to knock it off, but they were caught up in a moment of tension and didn’t hear me.
Yev wrapped her arm around me, sniffing the crook of my neck and leaning her weight on me. “Maybe we should go play in your hoard? Hmm?”
Ikta pointed up the stairs. “We have a special door up there suited with a changing portal. It’s a mixture of mine and Morgana’s magic, but it primarily serves as Zach’s office.”
The girls perked up.
“This way leads to the formal dining room, the guest dining room, and the cellar.” Ikta gestured to the side. “We also have a portal room, complete with one that sends you to somewhere random in the Wilds.” She grinned. 
Though, I would never use that portal. Once was enough.
“Is that room connected to my hoard?” I asked, knowing my priorities.
“No. That’s once again connected to your bedroom. Though it is through a closet this time,” Morgana explained. “Your bedroom is… expansive.”
“It must fit us all.” Scarlett stated it in a way that sounded like she’d said it more than once.
I wondered how much input each of them had in the new manor. There were touches and tastes of each of the girls in the decorations as we walked through formal dining rooms, the guts of a house with a laundry room and a few mechanical rooms, though those were enchanted.
“This is the end of the main floor. Upstairs, we have a set number of bedrooms to the right.” Ikta gestured as she got to the top of the stairs. “The one at the end is yours, Dragon King. And then we have endless guest rooms to the left.” 
The hallway seemed to stretch out an optical illusion made from mirrors. But as I walked through it, they were all real rooms with a large door at the end of the hall.
Ikta had stopped leading and let me be the first one into the bedroom. I opened the door, taking in a gorgeous room, clearly done to my tastes. Everything was gold and with dragon motifs. 
“This is amazing.” I looked around and noticed a number of items from the room that Morgana had first made for me. “You moved this from the place in the Atrium?” I noticed a lot of similarities, but the bed had quintupled in size.
“Yes. We connected this space to the Atrium,” Morgana was quick to point out. “Come this way. We still have those palatial baths.” She opened a door to the siren bathhouse that Rupert had bought me as a present.
“Lovely.” I smiled.
“Then we have the closets.” Jadelyn went to another door and opened it up. There was a circular room inside. It branched out like spokes on a wheel. There were nearly a dozen separate closets, many filled with clothes. Jadelyn smiled. “They are huge.”
She wasn’t kidding. I’d never seen so much closet space in my life.
“Your closet has portals in the back.” Ikta batted her lashes at me. “And a door to your office.”
I frowned, turning around and trying to get a sense of direction and distance. “My office shouldn’t be…”
“Don’t try to logic through that one.” Scarlett patted me on the shoulder. “This place has far too much magic for logic.”
“Then my hoard?” I looked at the last door in the bedroom and opened it cautiously, my dragon wanting to know exactly where its hoard was at all times.
What I saw on the other side of the door made me rest easier. There was a stone chamber down below, filled with my familiar gold. I stopped and instinctively started counting the pieces, trying to make sure each was there.
As I counted, Yev pushed past me and bounded in, shifting and landing among my gold. She started rubbing her body all over it.
“Hey.” I glared at her.
She stomped through the gold and turned her head to challenge me. “I’m going to nest now. The egg is coming soon.” She shoveled a big pile of gold up with her head and let it cascade down her scales. “If you have a problem with that, come here and stop me.”
Poly and Trina bounded past me, taking Yev’s lead and jumping into my hoard as they shifted. They also started nuzzling the gold around.
I paused as I counted, looking up and around. There was more gold than there should have been in my hoard.
“Did you two have your gold added as well?” I asked.
“Everyone has been keeping gold on their person, and we’ve all added some,” Scarlett assured me.
Trina came up from a swim in the gold and rolled over before shifting down to her naked human form and stretching out in the gold. “You should come down, my mate. Enjoy your hoard. Poly and I mixed all of ours in here.”
A growl rumbled from my chest, and I launched myself down into the hoard, landing on Trina and eliciting a squeak as I pinned her among the mounds of my hoard.
Yev, human once again, slid up around me. Her magical eyes bore into mine as she turned my face to hers. 
“My mate.” She pushed my hand down to cup the small swell of her stomach. The egg didn’t show much, but she was near the end of carrying it. “Give me more,” she demanded.
***I relaxed on the treasure pile after having christened the new gold, feeling at home. I smiled and enjoyed the moment before finally deciding I needed to pry myself away from the beautiful women around me.
When I pulled myself out of the gold, Pixie was waiting in my bedroom with a towel and a change of clothes. They were new clothes, but they fit perfectly.
“Hope you don’t mind. They stocked your closet. And your other closets were so sparse.” She held out the pants for me, and I stepped into them.
Her face came dangerously close to mine as she helped me, and my weakness for nymphs rose to the challenge, even after my mates had done their best to satisfy me.
Pixie smirked at the compliment but didn’t try anything. She was a summer fae, which meant she had lovely sun-kissed skin, bright blue eyes, and bouncy curles of cotton candy pink hair. The hair changed from nymph to nymph, but all the summer ones had wild and bright colors.
And it was all natural. She wasn’t using her glamor. I was still getting used to the full beauty of the fae.
Pixie zipped up my pants carefully and picked up a dress shirt, walking around behind me for me to put my arms through the holes.
“I can dress myself,” I grumbled.
“You could, but it’s unnecessary. You have an army of nymphs that would be willing to help you with any need.” She batted her lashes. Despite the fact that she was dressed professionally in a pencil skirt and white blouse, it did very little to hide the distracting curves of her body.
It didn’t help that her clothes were so tight; I wasn’t sure she could have buttoned up the top button if she’d tried.
“I don’t need servants,” I retorted.
“We like to serve. It’s an honor to serve someone as powerful as the Dragon King, blessed by The Dreamer and Typhon. Why wouldn’t we enjoy serving you?” Her statement trailed off as her eyes filled with desire.
I knew that nymphs weren’t human and didn’t have the same instincts. Ambition and avarice weren’t the same for nymphs.
Instead, they wanted to love and be loved, culminating in children. Nymphs got great satisfaction from serving and giving love. I’d figured out that the key was to appreciate them and to reward them, which in Pixie’s instance would be a child at some point.
Her hands slid up my back to rub gently at my shoulders. Magic flowed from her hands, and I felt all the tension in my shoulders and back melt off of me. 
“You really are susceptible to glamor,” she giggled, her warm breath tickling the back of my neck.
I groaned, “Just a little more.” I didn’t even realize I was carrying so much tension in my body.
“You have a ton of responsibility, and it’s been piled on you in the last year without really any gradual increase. Your dragon matron is pregnant and going to lay an egg soon. The entire city of Philly, no, the entire world of paranormals, is watching you try to keep the paranormal society here secret.” 
Her fingers glided up my check and cupped my jaw to turn my head to look into her beautiful eyes. “It’s okay to be stressed. But I think you need to realize that your life is changing. You might not be able to solve everything with your big dragon claws anymore. You may need some help.” She smiled sweetly at me.
And I knew that she was right, but I didn’t like it.
“I need to use my head,” I finished for her. “I need to figure out plans for how to deal with everything, including the FBI.”
Pixie smiled. “I’m sure you’ll have some chances to use your claws, but I think you’ll need to push them back a few notches.”
I rubbed my chin. “Maybe I should get back to sword training.”
My personal nymph was unamused.
“Kidding.” Although, I wasn’t entirely. I’d probably need some way to defend myself that didn’t involve taking on my dragon form in the streets. I was being watched by the FBI, and a sword or a gun would be far easier to explain than shifting and magic.
“Either way, I’ve taken the liberty of organizing things that need your attention.” Pixie picked up a pad of paper off the bed.
I finished buttoning my shirt while she watched me.
“Helena and Agent Till want a quiet meeting with you. Ikta and Summer both want to have conversations, but I suspect they are more of a date nature. Morgana—”
“What about me?” My leather-clad, blue vampire stepped into the room. She was a sight for sore eyes, I always loved the sight of Morgana. She was a drow turned vampire, and her skin was a soft blue as a result, her hair silver and her eyes a bright red.
Pixie continued on without missing a beat. “Needs help organizing her business documents for the IRS audit you’ve been threatened with.”
“I thought we had an accountant for that?” I frowned.
Morgana winced. “When the FBI ordered an IRS audit, he washed his hands and gave me all my documents. He’s a gnome and a super recluse. Great accountant, but he really doesn’t want to get mixed up in any of the politics.”
“So we should find a new one?” I asked. I’d much rather go slay giant monsters and risk death in the underworld than do my taxes.
“Uh, huh. Let’s play that out. ‘Hi, we are a mercenary company currently under threat of an FBI forensic accountant and IRS joint audit. Want to do our taxes?’” Morgana mocked with a smile.
“Good point. Okay.” I tried to sort it all out in my head before rattling off to Pixie. “That needs to be a priority. Wait, no. Yev’s egg laying is a priority. I need to be here for her above everything else. After that, Morgana’s business audit needs attention. The meeting with Helena and Till is likely related. Ikta and Summer, they’ll have to be patient.” I tried to prioritize everything.
“We need to do some more legitimate business. We should stay active during all this so that it doesn’t look too suspicious,” Morgana reminded me.
Pixie flipped a page on her pad of paper. “We also have all the wedding legalities to tackle. Scarlett will be your real world, official wife, but Jadelyn wants to loop you into a few ventures to tie you down, and the Highaens have requested multiple meetings with you over joint ventures. Then there are the requests from the council and the dragons. Your mother too…” 
Pixie started to ramble off a whole slew of requests, and I felt each one like a pounding of a fresh headache.
Morgana just snickered.
Kelly stepped in behind her. “Blueberry, what are you laughing at?”
“Watching our mate realize he’s going to be spending a lot of time behind a desk. What do you need, Furball?” Morgana teased her.
“Oh. I just came with some training videos for Pixie. She’s going to be his secretary, after all.” Kelly had a few DVDs in her hands.
“That’s so nice of you.” I smiled and watched her hand them to Pixie.
But as I saw the covers, my smile froze in place. They were a different type of secretary videos than I’d been expecting. These women were wearing barely anything and were covered with fluids on the covers.
Kelly joined Morgana in laughter as I rolled my eyes. And Pixie was clearly not about to hand them back, sorting through the covers and seeming to prioritize which she’d like to watch first.
I ran my hand through my hair. I was about to be a father, and with the blessing from The Dreamer, there were likely many more to follow. I might need more than one assistant soon to help me sort out the beautiful mess that had become my life.




Chapter 2


Pixie was moving around my office, seemingly ordering and reordering everything endlessly. She had on a pair of glasses on at the moment, but I was sure she didn’t need them. She was just playing a part. 
I had a stack of finance documents, my half, according to Morgana, to look through.
“When are the agents getting here?” I asked Pixie.
She checked her watch. “They should be here soon. If you aren’t going to dive back into those, mind if I talk to you about something?” She slid over onto my desk, perching her tight rear on the edge.
I paused, then decided I’d readily take a distraction over looking at boring documents. “What’s up?”
“It’s your nymph situation.” She pursed her lips. “I know it’s only been a few days, but since you made me your personal nymph, they are coming to me.” Pixie leaned forward, giving me a wonderful view.
I was fairly certain she didn’t mean to be seductive at that moment. It was just a part of how nymphs naturally moved and operated.
“What’s wrong with the nymphs?” I stared at her eyes, but my damn peripheral vision kept glancing at her assets.
“Well, they didn’t feel comfortable coming into your home until they were attached to you or one of your women. They very much want to meet you and try to fill one of the other two personal nymph spots you have.” Pixie tilted her head to the side as she waited for my answer, and she looked adorable. It was hard to say no to her.
“Okay, are you doing that on purpose?” I frowned at her.
“Huh? What?” She leaned forward, looking down and trying to figure out what I was referencing.
“That.” I pointed at her chest.
“No! I’m just. Well, yes.” She frowned and breathed before sitting up straight, starting again. “I left the top few buttons undone because you enjoy it, but I’m not putting them in your face on purpose. Nymphs just…”
“Are just sexual creatures,” I finished the sentence for her. I’d heard it many times already.
“That.” She smiled. “So, back on the topic of the other nymphs.”
I leaned back in my chair and looked at the ceiling. “So, how many are we talking about?”
Pixie slid off my desk and came around the back of my chair, massaging my shoulders once more. “An army would come if you let them. But you already have your summer nymph.” 
She had some hesitance in her eyes as she declared that she was my summer nymph. It wasn’t quite a question, but she wanted confirmation.
“Yes, I do.” Maybe I should do something to make that more official. Reaching into the desk, I had stuffed a few coins that I’d picked up around the manor. Apparently, people were going to be tracking them around as they came and went from my hoard.
Sometimes words just weren’t enough, and they shouldn’t be for the dedication that Pixie was giving me.
Pulling out the gold coin, I held it up for her to see. “My gold, and you know how dragons are about their gold.” Part of me ached even in doing this.
She nodded vigorously and watched the coin.
I reached into my bracer and pulled out a small, black string. I laid it on the table before I shifted a claw and punched a hole at the top of the coin. Then I scratched a simple enchantment into one side, then the other.
One of the enchantments marked it with my presence; my particular magical signature would radiate from it. The fae were all fairly magically attuned, so I knew that they would feel it. The second enchantment was a calling spell. It would tug the coin in my direction if I activated it.
Pixie watched with interest. “Oh. Yes. That makes sense.” She nodded, her bouncy, pink hair bobbing with the motion.
“There. We’ll find a nicer material later, if that’s okay.” I raised it, expecting to put it on her wrist, but she stretched her neck out instead.
I opened and closed my mouth before shaking my head and going with her wish, putting it on like a collar. “Yeah, we’ll find something nicer. If you could help me with that?”
She frowned. “We got off the topic of the other nymphs again.”
“Did we?” I smirked.
She narrowed her eyes. “You asked me before to find some wild nymphs that weren’t Ikta’s pets. If I’m honest, if they aren’t associated with Ikta, they are associated with The Dreamer. There’s only a few that are powerful enough on their own to be separate from those two.”
I steepled my fingers in thought. “Okay, let’s let those nymphs in. A few can spend time helping in my office. I’ll need your help to keep an eye on them though. Actually, just bring them here and let me meet them.” I’d like to weed out any bad eggs early on.
“Of course.” She nodded. “Winter Nymphs?”
“I have Evelyn.” I figured that made one less complication.
Pixie pursed her lips, but nodded. “Fine, but they won’t be happy.”
“Tell them Maeve is looking for more nymphs,” I chuckled, only to get a dour look from Pixie.
“None of them are stupid enough to be pushy with Maeve,” she replied.
“But they’ll be pushy with me?” I raised an eyebrow.
Pixie squirmed a little under my gaze. “Not so much pushy, but they’ll try to tempt you.” She scribbled down a note on her pad of paper.
There was a knock at the door.
Pixie hurried to answer it, the gold coin flapping against her collar as she moved. She opened the door as she reached it. “Hello, right this way.”
“You could get lost in this place.” Agent Till stepped in alone.
“No, Helena?” I asked, glancing at the door and waiting for another to step in.
Agent Till made herself at home in the large chair on the other side of my desk. She had the biggest of smirks on her face. “What? Looking to go another round with her?”
“I have no idea what you are talking about.” I kept a straight face.
“Sure,” she dragged the word out. “There’s absolutely no reason why my partner mellowed the fuck out. I mean.” She drew a straight line through the air. “She lost all her barbs for a solid few days. They are coming back, but slowly. I give it another week before she tries to get down again.”
I stared at her across the desk, keeping my face impassive as her grin only grew wider.
“Tell no one,” I warned her.
She mimed zipping her lips and throwing away the key. “I can keep a secret. What about Pinkie here?”
“Pixie,” I clarified for her. “And she’s my personal nymph. She’d never tell a soul my secrets.” I was pretty confident that Pixie knew how to be an excellent servant, and keeping my secrets was clearly within that job description.
I paused, wondering how many years of experience Pixie had; I wasn’t even sure her current age. Previously, she was working in Summer’s Chateau, so she was likely the cream of the crop of nymphs for Summer to pick her. I just wasn’t sure how long she’d been at it.
“Would you like anything to drink?” Pixie asked Agent Till.
“Coffee, with two sugars?” Till asked, and looked over her shoulder as Pixie wove a little magic in the air. “Not going to pop out here?”
“No, someone’s going to make it downstairs, then I’ll summon it up.” She smiled. “Fae magic doesn’t just make things, unless they are temporary.”
“Nifty.” Agent Till was suitably impressed. “Do I get a nymph? Even Helena has one tailing her.”
I chuckled at the thought of that poor nymph. “Sure. There are plenty around the manor, but they seem to come to you rather than the other way around.”
Agent Till looked at Pixie. “Is there a trick?”
“We like magic and are drawn to people with lots of it. You unfortunately have none.” Pixie bit her lip. “I can tell the others, though, that you are interested.”
“I have a golden plushy if that helps. Jadelyn is trying to convince me by telling me all the magical properties of his semen. Apparently, it’ll make me younger. Not sure how that’ll go over at the bureau, though.” She looked at me out of the corner of her eye as if to confirm that particular magical property.
I grunted. “It’s true. But we have other matters to discuss. Where’s Helena?”
“Busy. Norton is up our ass after the small scene at the coffee shop. He pulled the camera footage, but then it went missing. I don’t think he wants anyone to know that he can get slammed through a table and come up without even a bruise.” She clicked her tongue.
I nodded, glad the footage had been destroyed. I didn’t need the FBI swarming me, and it explained why Regina nor I had seen any repercussions from her aggression.
“He’s blessed by Iapetus. Saw it in his eyes,” I clarified.
She nodded along. “By the way, we are both terribly sorry for how that went. He’s been a hardass, but it’s been more of a ‘by the book, stick up his ass’ kind of hard ass. I wasn’t expecting what happened. He was far more aggressive with you. Apparently, the rules go out the window for him when it comes to you.”
Pixie opened the door and turned around with a steaming to-go cup of coffee.
Agent Till greedily accepted it with a big grin on her face before taking a sip and letting out a moan of pleasure. “Fuck me. I really need a nymph.”
I let her enjoy her coffee, thinking over what she’d said and how much I wanted to share with her. “When I went down to the underworld, I picked a fight with Iapetus, the titan of mortality. He governs humans and had managed to sink his hooks into Winter via a deal of some sort.”
Till just sipped her coffee loudly and nodded along.
“After severing the connection to Winter, I fled, and Typhon, the father of monsters, aided me along and gave me his blessings.” I looked down at the enchanted bracer with a serpent wrapped around it. That serpent had come from the ones dancing on his head. Though, it was now biting into my skin, removing any chance I had at ever removing the bracer without removing my arm.
“Okay. So titans, the Greek ones before gods?” Till clarified.
“Yep. I don’t know how much of that myth resonates. But my father was also once Zeus and seemed familiar enough with them.” I traced the bracer on my other arm. It was the same, but gold. It was my golden elemental and had gone quiet, just slowly feeding on my mana.
Goldie rippled a little from my touch, but otherwise didn’t stir. She was still feeding from my mana, so I knew she was okay.
“Okay. So either way, Iapetus has a grudge against you. But when I looked into Norton’s record, he’s had a few superman moments before the one at the coffee shop. They go back almost a year. He also just made Special Agent in Charge over the Philly field office, which might be why he’s still playing cowboy in coffee shops.” Agent Till put down the now empty coffee cup on my desk.
Pixie whisked it away.
“A year?” I asked. That was new information.
She nodded. “Yup. About a year ago, he took down a big operation in Montana. Helena helped me read between the lines a little; we are pretty sure it was a werewolf commune. The unofficial report reads like Norton went in and thrashed a few dozen wolves on his own.”
I leaned forward. “You think he’s specifically going after paranormal?”
Till got distracted watching Pixie take away her empty coffee cup, clearly longing for a bit more before she looked back up and realized I was waiting for an answer. “Yep. Can’t read all of his case files, but it is pretty normal to look at your boss’s past when they roll you up under them in the bureau. We think in the last year or so, he’s been cracking some paranormal skulls.”
“And now he’s here.” I frowned down at the papers in front of me. “Does this matter?”
“He’s going to be sniffing around you and everything paranormal in the city. So yeah, that’s a chink in your armor. I heard he scared off Morgana’s accountant.” Till got up from her chair and walked around the room, inspecting my office. She was nervous.
I didn’t like the seasoned FBI agent being nervous. “Yeah. The accountant is a gnome and a flighty one. Apparently, he didn’t want to get stuffed in a room with IRS or FBI forensic accountants. Morgana made it sound like no one would touch us with that on the horizon.”
“Probably not. At least, not ones you want to be in your books.” Till pulled one book off the shelf and opened it up, flipping through it. “Huh, an actual magic book.” She put it back. “So, then the big question is, what are you going to do when he digs into the vampire attack?”
I glanced at the nymph in the room. “Pixie, get me a meeting with Elaine Walachia. We need to talk.”
She scribbled it down.
“Damn it. I really need a nymph.” Agent Till went to the window overlooking the park and turned the crystal that had Tia and Bart in it. Though, this generation’s Tia had stuffed her memories into it now and was misbehaving. Hence having it looking out at the park to calm her down.
“You should point that out at the window. They like to see what’s happening,” I said quickly.
Agent Till quickly righted it. “Sorry.”
“No. You’ve come and dropped problems in my lap, but they are things that I need to take care of.” I let out a heavy breath. “I have responsibilities now.”
“It’s tough being king, huh?” Agent Till slipped back into the comfy chair, relaxing into it as her eyes continued to scan the room.
“What do you have about Norton, though? Any chinks in his armor while he looks for mine?” I wasn’t looking to just play defense. I needed an offense strategy.
“Plenty. He’s rash and apparently not against abusing his authority. But no one is going to correct him or stuff him in the penalty box unless he does something public.” She picked up a pen and played with it in her hands.
That wasn’t great news. “I’m playing by the rules and he isn’t.”
“Yep. The only real check to his power is public disapproval forcing some senators’ hands. When that happens, they tell the FBI to button up, but even that is usually just temporary.” She shrugged.
I nodded along with her. “Rotten apples, my ass. The whole bunch is rotten.” 
She glared at me. 
“Most of them,” I corrected. “Okay, so he’s going to be a jerk, and push me. I need to be ironclad, and then I need to let him get comfortable so that I can get him to do something in the open.”
“Or you could just quietly murder him and stuff him in Faerie to decompose,” Pixie added helpfully.
Agent Till shrugged. “Not the worst idea I’ve heard. But let’s get him to go off the deep end first. If he disappears, there will be heavy investigations.”
“Can you look through your information to give me a little more intel on him? I’d love to know his normal pattern, if he has a number two, that kind of thing.” Going up against the FBI was going to be harder than The Dreamer. The Dreamer’s goals were much easier. She just wanted me to make dragon babies with far too many nymphs.
“He’s got a few that hover around him at the bureau. I’ll get a list sent over to… Pixie?” Till hesitated.
The nymph shook her head. “I don’t have a phone.”
“We’ll fix that.” I shrugged. We could always put her on Silverwing Mercenaries’ phone plan or something. “Does this fit his pattern, that he’s coming for me?”
Agent Till nodded. “He thinks you are the center of this. And to be fair… you are. There are other people running things in Philly, but it seems you’ve been put on a little bit of a pedestal. As for pattern, my guess is he’s going to try to start low. He’ll need to catch and flip a few people as he moves his way up to you.”
I frowned, trying to think how he’d get to me, when it hit me. “Fuck. I’m the bad guy now, aren’t I?”
She winced. “I mean, you’ve killed people for arguably just reasons. But… you’ve killed people without exactly going through the court of law. So, technically, yeah, you’re the bad guy this time.”
Agent Till paused before meeting my eyes, a little flicker of devilishness entering them as she asked, “Maybe it’s time to start acting a little bad?”




Chapter 3


After Till left, I began working on Silverwing Mercenary’s paperwork again. Pixie had gone off to get help from the wild nymphs, and silence surrounded me for one of the first times in a while as I sat behind my big oak desk. 
Knock.
A head of platinum blonde hair poked through the doorway, followed by the beautiful face of my second wife, Jadelyn Scalewright. “What are you doing?”
“Finances,” I grumbled, thoroughly tortured by this process already. 
Morgana kept terrible notes, and she took money in cash and gold. All of her records were little scribbles on separate pieces of paper. And transactions were done in multiple different currencies, making it difficult to figure out the actual value she’d been paid and when she exchanged things into US currency.
All of this across her nearly two dozen bank accounts, a grumble was more than due.
Jadelyn slipped around the desk with a quirked eyebrow, clearly waiting for me to make a request. I tried to figure out what I was forgetting before it dawned on me.
“Want to help?” I gave her my sweetest smile, desperately wanting to be done with the mess.
“How about I get one of my many accountants to do that for you?” she corrected me.
I paused. I’d considered it my issue, and I hadn’t even thought to ask her for help. But with her large business, she had all the resources needed. 
“That would be great. Did Morgana not ask you before?” I tried to recover from my obvious oversight. “She said she looked for another accountant.”
Jadelyn worried her lip and sat in my lap. She was always lighter and more delicate than I expected. “Morgana didn’t ask me. But that’s okay.” She held up her hands to defend the drow vampire. “I just don’t think she’s the type to come to me for help.”
Jadelyn settled against my chest, and I rumbled as I smelled her and felt my mark on her.
My hands wrapped tightly around her small waist and pressed her to my hips. “Mine.”
“Yours.” She reached around and patted my face. “Better? I’ll have a team of accountants finish this as soon as they can. But in return, I need you to work with me on some things.”
I nuzzled her. “Talk dirty to me. Take my finance paperwork away.”
The melodic laugh that came out of her hit a certain note that just calmed the giant lizard brain within me. My song was the only song she could still sing to a man, and it came out in her voice from time to time.
“Later, we need to spend some time in the baths. I want to hear you sing more.” I kissed her neck.
“Yes. We should. Okay, I’ll get the accountants. Does Morgana have more than this?”
“This is just half of it.” I glared at the four stacks of paper that were piled about a foot high on my desk.
“Oh my. You definitely need a team to do this for you,” Jadelyn confirmed. “Now then, I tried to ask Ikta and Summer about a shipping lane between here and Faerie, but they both told me to talk to you.”
“Why me?” I frowned.
She shrugged. “I figured you’d know.”
I shook my head. “Nope. Not a clue. But this place is in both planes, and I have lots of portals.” I paused mid offer. Setting up something that had people stomping through my home didn’t sit right with me. “They both have requested meetings, which I think is just their way of getting more time with me. I’ll get something set up and ask them.”
Pausing, I wasn’t sure how to broach the subject. I was about as subtle as a giant dragon. “How do you feel about Ikta?” I tried.
She pounded a fist against my leg. “She tried to have me skinned so that she could wear me. Ikta is about as stable as a one-legged chair. So, in short, I’m terrified of her.”
I squeezed her tightly. “She so much as touches a hair on your head and I’ll kill her.”
“Can you though?” Jadelyn turned her head up to look into my eyes. “With the oaths put on you by The Dreamer and everything else, can you kill her?”
I pursed my lips. “Worst case, I can get Tia to do it.”
“True. She would definitely do that if you asked.” Jadelyn rested against me again.
A nymph popped her head into the room. “Mistress, do you need anything?” She watched me carefully, as if she was taking in every detail.
Jadelyn laughed. “No. That’s not what’s happening right now.” The nymph disappeared with a shrug. “Sorry, they are sort of everywhere now.”
“Yes, they are. So, you want me to work with Summer and Ikta on a freight lane between Philly and Faerie. I will also instill into Ikta that she doesn’t have a chance until she can win you over.” I rubbed her head. “Now, what else did you need?”
Jadelyn rubbed herself tighter to my lap. Her white pants were practically painted on and so fucking soft as I dragged my hands down them. “Maybe just a little alone time with you. It doesn’t have to be sex; I just want to spend a little more time together.”
I rubbed my chin. “If we can get these documents handed off, then I can take you out to do some ‘legitimate business’ for Silverwing Mercenaries.” 
I wasn’t sure what we had on the docket, but Morgana would have something lined up. She got far more requests than we would ever be able to manage. It was just a matter of dredging up some boring, normal ones.
I waited for Jadelyn to pop off my lap, but she didn’t. She held onto me. “As soon as we leave, a nymph is going to spot me and send for Scar. I want to cuddle a little longer.”
I would not tell her no. It felt good to have her close to me. My hands ran down her arms to her hands, and one found the ring on her finger, my fingers tracing the design. “I’m happy that you married me.”
She kissed my chest. “It was just a formality. I already gave you my song and my body.”
“Maybe I’m just a big, bad, greedy dragon.” I nuzzled her hair, loving the scents of my mates. The beast preened in my chest. It enjoyed feeling her close and smelling her scent.
The bundle of dragon instincts had been growing quieter. Or at least, it was less noticeable of a shift. It was becoming part of me.
“You are a big, greedy dragon for sure. I don’t know about bad.” She ran her hands over my arms, a little humming note making me rumble in satisfaction.
“I’m up against the FBI. That seems pretty bad. I eat people, which they are probably not going to like. And the leader of the investigation is fighting against me, driven by the influence of a titan,” I argued.
Jadelyn just laughed. “Is that all?”
We shared a look that helped me. Her gaze was soft, with just a hint of mirth. 
“You eat monsters, not people. You stand up for those that need to be stood up for. This FBI leader is pursuing a personal agenda, not some greater purpose.” She pushed on my chin so that I dipped my head and then softly butted hers against mine. “Zach Pendragon, you are a wonderful person, a wonderful dragon, and a wonderful husband to so many.” Her voice picked up into a small dulcet note at the end that made me relax.
“I love you, Jadelyn Scalewright. Will you marry me?” I kissed the top of her head.
“Too late. I already gave you everything, and I’m going to give you more. Also, I’m running out of plushies alarmingly quickly,” she teased. “And I bought a whole crate.”
“Sorry. Too many?” I laughed.
She waved her hand. “Nope. You are still making time for me like this. Now, there was one thing I did come here for.” She turned to the door. “Tulip, bring in the papers.”
There was a shuffling outside the door, and Jadelyn’s nymph came inside with a stack of papers.
I groaned while Jadelyn chuckled. “It’s just some signatures.” 
The stack of papers was placed on the desk, and based on the tabs on the side of a number of sheets, they needed more than just a few signatures.
I looked up at Jadelyn, waiting for more.
She smiled back, running her hands through my hair. “I’m setting you up as an equal partner in my business ventures. Maybe the American system won’t let me marry you along with Scarlett, but I’m going to do my damndest to make sure you can’t get away from me. ‘Til death do we part. And hopefully, you keep me nice and young looking, my immortal love.”
Jadelyn righted herself in my lap, and Tulip pulled the stack to the side, placing the first page needing our signatures in front of me. Jadelyn picked up one of my pens, scribbling her fierce but illegible signature where the tab indicated and handing me the pen to do the same.
***After Jadelyn finished making me a partner in most of her personal ventures, she called up her accountants to confirm the changes. Then she piled on the request to help me with my financial documents.
I smiled as she took on that mental load. I just needed Morgana to send her documents over as well.
“This room.” Pixie gestured to a familiar door as she helped me navigate my new home.
I pushed the door open to find Morgana’s Atrium room, fairly sure it was the same one.
“Blueberry. Are you in there taking a pregnancy test?” Kelly was in Morgana’s room, knocking on the bathroom door.
“You just took one, Furball. How’d it go?” Morgana’s voice came through the door.
“Negative. We are all on the same cycle. Maybe we are all just going to be a little late this month.” Kelly’s wolf ears swiveled as I entered with Jadelyn. She turned and a mischievous grin spread across her face. “Oh Zach. Yes.” She groaned and thumped herself against the door. “Take me, my mate.”
The door to Morgana’s bathroom flew open, knocking Kelly aside.
Kelly didn’t mind, falling to the floor, laughing her ass off. “Haha. You should see your face, Blueberry. Damn, I wish I had a camera ready.”
Morgana scowled at Kelly before lifting her face to me. But her happiness fell just a little as she took in Jadelyn and me. “Not a sex call?”
“Nope. I need your papers. Jadelyn is going to put her accountants on it, and we are going to get it fixed.” I saw the papers on the desk and sucked them up with my bracer.
My vampire mate seemed less enthused at the idea. She narrowed her eyes at Jadelyn. “Are you sure? I don’t want to burden you.”
“I have an army of accountants. Why not put them to use for our husband?” She crossed her arms under her chest, making the silk shirt bunch up nicely.
Morgana mirrored her, but her corset kept everything in place as the leather creaked, and she put her hip out to the side. “I was…” She trailed off, glancing at me.
Kelly was still rolling on the floor laughing, but she managed to get out some words in between. “It was a ploy! She was trying to keep him home.” Kelly was having too much fun with the entire situation.
“Keeping me home?” I frowned at Morgana.
She shifted her focus from Jadelyn to me. “You are like a magnet for trouble. If you go out there, it’ll no doubt find you. This would at least keep you busy for a little while.”
Now it was my turn to cross my arms. “I don’t like being managed, Morgana. And I’m not going to go out and do any big jobs. I’ll do some small ones. Maybe a stakeout or saving cats from trees.”
All of my ladies looked at me like I was an idiot.
“I get that I’m under FBI surveillance. I’ll be careful, but I am not going to sit still. I won’t shift or use magic. I’ll just use my strength and durability to help out around the paranormal community.” I smiled at them, feeling pretty good about my plan.
“Sorry,” Jadelyn apologized to Morgana. “But I already promised our husband the use of my accountants, and I don’t think we are going to dissuade him now.”
“Hey,” I objected. It sounded like Jadelyn would have gone along with Morgana’s plan if she’d known.
Morgana shrugged. “He was going to get out from under that stack of papers sooner or later.”
Ignoring them, I walked off, pulling my phone out of my bracer. I scrolled through the job listings that Morgana’s call center had sent us most recently.
Pixie fell into line behind me.
I glanced at her over my shoulder. “Did you know about all that?”
“Nope.” She smiled. “But I wanted to talk to you about the wild nymphs. They’ll be here tonight.”
“Perfect. I’m going to go out with Jadelyn and…” Scarlett had appeared around the corner as if summoned.
In the manor, she didn’t need to use any illusions, so her three fox tails swirled behind her, and her fox ears pivoted to take in what I was saying. I saw how she was watching me and already knew what she was going to say. 
“Scarlett will come too.”
Scarlett was Jadelyn’s bodyguard and would want to join us if we were heading out. Thankfully, my own honor guard wasn’t quite as attentive.
Scarlett smiled at me and fell into line as Jadelyn caught up. “Glad to know you aren’t trying to make a break for it.”
“Never,” I teased as her fluffy tails wrapped around me possessively and absorbed some of the latent mana that I exuded with each heartbeat.
The tails were so soft. My fingers trailed through all three of them, knowing I was responsible for one of them. It had grown much earlier than was usual for Kitsunes. Kitsunes weren’t supposed to get their third tail until they were about thirty years old. It was typical to get a new tail every ten years.
But it seemed sex and being around me had sped up Scarlett’s timeline.
“How’s the third tail?” I snagged what I was sure was the new one and ran my fingers through it.
“Go-good.” Scarlett blushed as I claimed her tail. “Adjusting to the third tail hasn’t been that bad at all.”
“Except the hair brushes,” Jadelyn chuckled.
I glanced at Scarlett, waiting for her to explain. And while I waited, I really looked at her, stunned by her beauty as always.
Before I knew she was a Kitsune or she knew I was a dragon, we’d run into each other at school and I’d asked her out. She was a mix of plucky sorority girl energy and badass assassin trained bodyguard. It was hot as hell.
“Stop that.” Scarlett blushed, and one of her tails pulled away to hide her face. “I have to brush them out every time I shower, and now there’s another one to brush out. They don’t stay this soft on their own.”
Jadelyn leaned in. “She has a whole care routine for them. She puts on several leave-in oils, and she has a special light shampoo that she uses for her tails. And don’t forget about the conditioner, the detangler, and the post shower oils.” Jadelyn was all smiles.
Scarlett’s tails wrapped around herself, and she stroked her tails. “It is important that they stay healthy. They are the source of my magic.”
“How have I not seen all of this primping?” I frowned.
Her tails wilted. “No girl wants to be seen as that high maintenance.”
“Those tails are very high maintenance,” Jadelyn added with a wink at Scarlett.
“Do not lecture me on high maintenance. Should we talk about your scale polishing routine you did before the wedding?” Scarlett fought back.
Jadelyn clamped her hand over Scarlett’s mouth. “Just girls being girls.” She smiled at me.
“Well, I’d love to help you take care of your tails after a bath sometime, Scarlett. Don’t feel like you need to hide something like that from me.” I brought her close and kissed the top of her head. “Besides, I like touching your tails. If this is the price I have to pay for them being so soft, then so be it.” I beat my fist against my chest like a soldier ready to die for his country.
“What about Jade’s scales?” Scarlett added mischievously.
“We can polish those too,” I said without hesitation.
Pixie was trailing behind us. “Your semen would likely make a great polish. Probably also a great conditioner for the tail. Really, it just gives everything magical a lot more life.”
My two wives turned, likely having forgotten that Pixie was nearby. 
“Interesting thought. I wonder if Hestia could make some potions with it.” Jadelyn’s face shifted from flirty into business as new ideas swirled in her head.
I poked her forehead softly to regain her attention. “I don’t like where this is going.”
“You’ll love it. Especially after some of the girls start getting pregnant.” Jadelyn smirked.
“Are Kelly and Morgana…?” Scarlett trailed off, glancing at me to see if I was freaking out.
I sighed. “It’s inevitable. The Dreamer has made sure of that. I don’t know that I’ll ever truly be ready for all of it, but I’m not afraid of it.” I flipped through my phone again, happy for the distraction of looking at available jobs.
“Come on. Let’s get to this job.” I picked one on my phone and led Scarlett and Jadelyn downstairs to the garage. I was pretty sure the garage was going to be connected with Morgana’s, and it didn’t disappoint.




Chapter 4


I parked the sports car. “Okay, this is the place.” 
“Your car is not inconspicuous at all.” Scarlett crossed her arms in the passenger seat.
“It isn’t that expensive of a car.” Jadelyn emphasized the word ‘that’. “Besides, who is going to think the guy in a Maserati is spying on them?”
Scarlett frowned but leaned her seat back. “So, we are just watching this guy?”
“Yeah.” I reached into the backseat, where Jadelyn was holding the duffel bag up for me to dig through. “Can you get the parabolic mic setup?” I handed it to Scarlett.
“You know, you can hear and see better than these things using your magic.” She put the device on the dash anyway and pointed it towards the apartment across the street.
I frowned at her. “We are pretending to be normal. Stop with the magic talk.” The binoculars were dusty, and I had trouble focusing them.
But Scarlett was entirely right. Morgana could warp space, and I had eyesight better than an eagle if I shifted my eyes. But I was trying not to give off any king of the dragon vibes while I was very likely under surveillance.
After a few tries, I gave up on the binoculars and rifled through the bag for a small camera stand. I put it on the dash before focusing it on the apartment.
“So, this is an insurance scam case?” Jadelyn asked. “Why do they care?”
“They think a gallery owner stole the painting. They hire all this sort of stuff out so they don’t have any liability if things go poorly. Silverwing Mercenaries really only gets the big cases. Ones like insurance fraud on an eight-million-dollar painting. This is the level of theft where someone pulls a gun out when you accuse them,” I replied as Jadelyn racked a pistol behind me.
“Who gave you a gun?” Scarlett put her hand out.
Jadelyn raised her chin, putting it on the seat next to her, pointing away from everyone, and adamantly not handing it over to Scarlett. “I know how to handle a gun. Calm down. We did those defense training classes together. Remember?”
“And how long has it been since you shot a gun?” Scarlett raised an eyebrow, clearly feeling like she’d backed Jadelyn into a corner.
Scarlett held out her hand again, wiggling her fingers, waiting for the weapon to be placed in them.
“A while,” Jadelyn admitted, but crossed her arms, leaning back into the seat like she didn’t have a care in the world. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t get a gun. If I can’t use magic, I want a gun.” 
Jadelyn crossed her legs, looking out the window like the conversation was finished.
Scarlett looked over at me, clearly wanting help, but I just focused all my attention on setting up the audio and video. Getting involved in their argument seemed like a bad idea.
I could feel Scarlett still staring at me. I fiddled with the equipment. “Don’t look at me to solve this. I’m bulletproof, so it doesn’t really matter to me if she has a gun.”
Jadelyn let out a little whoop of victory while Scarlett crossed her arms in the front seat. 
“Jade, do you still have the snacks?”
“Yep. I came prepared.” Jadelyn pulled something out from behind my seat and handed a bag of potato chips and a bag of chocolate coffee beans to Scarlett.
“Really?” I frowned.
“What do you and Morgana usually do on stakeouts?” Scarlett popped a chocolate-covered coffee bean into her mouth. The bag instantly made the entire car smell like coffee.
“I bet they make out, and she bites him bunches. Then they just bust down the door when they get to the fun part.” Jadelyn’s voice faded off as she popped a snack into her mouth.
“No. Her bites make it hard to focus. Well, anything with her mouth makes it hard to focus,” I explained.
Scarlett snickered. “That doesn’t rule out the rest of her holes. Morgana is a dirty girl, isn’t she?”
“You know exactly what she likes. And yes, we got a lot closer during our stakeouts because we didn’t need to focus so hard. But right now, we are normal investigators, doing what normal investigators do. We need to watch this building, and when we have the right opportunity, sneak into the building and find the painting.”
A man walked past the window. He was wearing a dress shirt and pants, with his tie undone.
“What gallery does he manage?” Jadelyn had her phone out, scrolling through her contacts.
“The West Frame.” I remembered the name from the case details.
“Oh. Carla’s gallery. Well, not her gallery, but like eighty percent of it is from her collection.” Jadelyn hit a name on her contacts and held the phone up to her ear.
I blinked at her. She was entirely missing the point of a stakeout. I looked over at Scarlett, but she just shrugged.
“Hello, Carla!” Jadelyn put her full extrovert into her voice. “I hear there’s something at your gallery tonight?” The woman on the other end was quite enthusiastic in her response, clearly excited to be talking to Jadelyn. “Of course, it’s your gallery. Don’t let some manager say it is theirs. Most of the art is yours.”
I could hear the voice on the other end gushing as Jadelyn spoke sweetly into the phone. I knew her fake pleasant smile and tone by then. Others couldn’t pick up on it, but she was mine. I knew every inch of her.
“That’s incredible. I’ve actually been looking for a place to show a new piece of mine. ‘The Shipwreck’— yes, that’s the one. Yes, perfect, I’ll be there tonight.” She chuckled. “Yes, I’ll bring my man. Though the art world isn’t quite his scene, so you’ll have to forgive him. Yes, yes. Maybe an hour or two.” Jadelyn let out another melodic laugh before she ended the call.
“So. We are going to a gallery tonight?” I asked, not entirely following her plan.
Jadelyn nodded. “After we deal with this manager.” She reached over Scarlett and turned up the volume on the parabolic microphone.
At the same time, a phone began ringing in the manager’s place, and he dashed across the room to grab it.
“Carla! What a fantastic surprise. I was just getting ready.” He put the phone on speaker and sat down on the counter as he filled a glass of wine.
“You aren’t there yet?!” Carla’s voice was a little shrill. “Jadelyn Scalewright is coming tonight. The fucking Scalewrights! She’s interested in a home for a JMW Turner piece.”
On the camera, the manager stumbled and basically threw himself to prevent the red wine from getting on his tux. “Excuse me? She’s trying to sell a Turner?”
“That’s what she said. Now move it. Even if she doesn’t sell it, getting the Scalewrights into our gallery will make this night explode. I have work to do.”
The manager didn’t even clean up his spilled wine, throwing on his jacket and hustling out the door.
I turned to her in the car. “You’re a big deal, huh?”
Jadelyn tossed her hair and preened. “About time you noticed.”
“Do you really have that painting?” I asked.
“I think so.” She tapped her lip with a finger. “We have a lot of art. Sometimes, it’s hard to diversify all your investments. We started to store some of our wealth in art. You’d be surprised how it can appreciate. Scarcity of top artists, and all that.”
Scarlett just shrugged. “Pretty sure my family even has a few big-name pieces.”
“Really?” That surprised me even more.
“The Fox’s are quite wealthy. Just because her family has served mine for generations doesn’t mean they’ve been treated poorly.” Jadelyn narrowed her eyes at me, daring me to say otherwise.
Sometimes the conversation about their relationship was uncomfortable for me. It was just too old-fashioned and from a bygone era. But it worked for them, and both families seemed happy, so I tried not to get involved.
“We’ve made our husband uncomfortable again.” Scarlett flicked Jadelyn on the forehead. “Stop that.”
Then she turned, leaning over to kiss my forehead. “Stop thinking about it. I love Jadelyn like a sister, and we work together more like partners. We just have different strengths and roles.”
“Besides, with you bridging the gap, our kids will actually be sisters.” Jadelyn smiled.
“Are you going to raise them like the two of you were raised?” I asked, concern creeping into me. I wasn’t sure I was okay with that arrangement for my own children.
Scarlett pursed her lips. But it was Jadelyn who spoke first. “They’ll be raised like sisters, and I’ll let them go whichever way they want, but I’ll expect them to look after each other.” She crossed her arms. “If it ends up being that my child protects Scarlett’s, then so be it.”
The conversation was clearly leading to tension, and it was all hypothetical at the moment. I tried to figure out a way to shift the conversation, but then the garage in front of us opened up and the manager peeled out, speeding down the street.
Smiling at the helpful diversion, I focused on the house.
Jadelyn patted my shoulder. “Let’s go break into his place and snoop. Then we have an art gallery to get ready for. You’ll have to get all dressed up. Let me call Tulip and see if she can’t work with Pixie to get things ready.”
“I want—” Scarlett started.
“A red dress. Yes, I know.” Jadelyn smiled. “You love red and he loves gold, so you are going to get a red and gold dress. I’ll do one that is blue and gold. Then we’ll both hang off his arms, looking lovely all together.” She had it all planned out.
I rumbled a little as I packed up the surveillance equipment and tucked them back into the duffel bag and got out of the car. I didn’t like getting all dressed up, but I did enjoy the dresses they often chose.
“What if the manager has nice security?” Jadelyn asked. “You said no m-word.”
Scarlett kept her tails and ears hidden as we walked across the street to his home. It was a typical three-story brownstone squished between two others. They each had slightly different architecture to make them look different, but they were likely the same general layout on the inside.
My eyes scanned his place as we walked up. I couldn’t spot any cameras, but I’d be careful. “Come on. I doubt he’d have cameras inside unless he wants to have himself on a recording with the painting. We just need evidence and then send it to the insurance company.”
I moved up to his door and blocked what I was doing with my body before I shifted a finger on each hand into a long, sharp claw, working to pick the lock. The first few attempts were difficult, but on the fourth try, the lock clicked open.
“Oh. You are such a bad man.” Jadelyn bit her lip.
“Down.” Scarlett rolled her eyes and put on a pair of leather gloves to push open the door. “Don’t touch anything.”
Jadelyn put her hands up, showing off a pair of cashmere dress gloves. “I brought my own gloves, thank you very much.”
I put on my own leather gloves and wiped down the door handle. We weren’t burglars, but I’d rather not get caught. Technically, what we were doing was still illegal.
Morgana’s tactics would have been a little different. She likely would have shown enough interest to get invited back to his place, gotten him drunk, and then gone through all of his things. 
I didn’t have that option or the patience. Morgana had been reluctant to use such tactics since I’d marked her. She took care despite her club and job not to seem like she was stepping out on me.
Scarlett took out a flashlight, but Jadelyn just flipped the lights on.
“Jade,” Scarlett grumbled.
“What? It looks more suspicious to go around with flashlights,” she defended her choice and went straight up the stairs.
“Why are you going upstairs alone?” Scarlett chased after her.
I smirked, letting them take care of each other as I went through the ground floor. There was no sign of a basement, but I stepped all over the wooden floorboards, seeing if any of them creaked. Nothing gave sign of anything below. The floor was solid.
I knew that the painting we were looking for was large. It was six feet tall by fifteen feet long. Even rolled up, it would be hard to hide.
I paused by one of the paintings in the hallway and took it off the wall, checking the back. A lovely little ‘Made in China’ sticker on the frame made me chuckle. It looked legit enough, though. Running my hand over the back, I looked for any way to remove the back and hide it under an existing painting.
But I couldn’t find anything interesting.
“Zach,” Scarlett came down the stairs and hissed. “Need you up here.”
I nodded, put the painting back, and made sure it was straight before hurrying up the stairs behind her.
“Look what I found!” Jadelyn was gesturing grandly at a hidden safe behind a bookshelf.
“Good work.” I pushed the bookshelf a little more to the side so I could get my big shoulders behind it and get to work. “How’d you find it?”
Scarlett groaned, and Jadelyn chuckled. “He had a really good fake Codex Leicester, and I wanted to compare it to the original. The shelf shifted a little, and I recognized the design. Personally, the secret safe behind a bookshelf is a little tacky to me, but it still is very popular.”
I got a good look at the safe. I wasn’t exactly an expert safe cracker, so I cheated and shifted my ears.
“What is this Codex?” I asked.
“Leonardo da Vinci’s scientific journal,” Scarlett replied. “Officially, it’s actually one of the earlier grimoires made by the magi. It’s worth something like fifty million or so to humans, but if you found the right magi, they’d pay many times that for it.”
“Let me guess, the original is in your personal library or something?” I teased them.
“No, silly,” Jadelyn laughed. “It’s in your office. I put it there for you to enjoy.” Jadelyn just smiled at me as if what she was saying was entirely normal.
I looked back at her, trying to process what she’d said. How much money did she put into the mansion? “Remind me to take a look at it when I get back.”
“Sure. Let me make that call to Tulip.” Jadelyn stepped back, and I tuned her out as I focused on the safe, spinning the dial and listening intently to the gears.
Click, click, clack. I paused and spun the dial in the other direction, listening to the mechanisms in the safe. Morgana had gone over safe cracking with me a few times before she was using her magic more. If she were with me, she’d likely just reach her hand right through the safe. The full access to her tree had done wonders for her, even if she was still reluctant to go full angel mode again.
The final pin fell into place, and I pulled the lever, swinging the safe open.
“Should I be concerned that you are going to start a life of crime?” Scarlett asked, watching me with interest. “It really can be too easy to defeat things with paranormal abilities.”
I grunted in agreement. Then I pulled a long tube case that barely fit inside the safe out of it. “Want to bet this is it?” 
I pulled off the cap and rolled out the painting in it, only to find two different paintings inside. We both frowned at the two pieces of art. I took a picture of the second one before I rolled it up and stuck it back in the tube. Then I rolled the other one up on its own.
“He probably stole the other one too,” Scarlett pointed out.
“Yeah. But the job was to recover this one. They can pay me to come get the other one later if they want.” I smiled at her. Silverwing Mercenaries didn’t do shit for free. And certainly not for an insurance company.
Scarlett laughed and found a suit hanging up, still in its laundry mat plastic. She took it off to wrap over the painting. “This is fun work.”
“And Jadelyn is pretty good at this,” I joked.
Scarlett rolled her eyes at my statement. My siren wife was currently on the phone describing what kind of dresses she wanted for the art showing. “She’s actually fantastic at anything she puts her mind to. Almost annoyingly good.”
Painting secured, I locked the safe back up and reset the bookshelf before checking for any other signs of our disturbance. I didn’t find many; we’d been fairly clean.
I smiled, feeling satisfied and ready to book it out of the place.
“Yes, that sounds perfect. Have them readied for us… in thirty?” Jadelyn looked at me, clearly wanting input on the timeframe.
“Thirty will do. We need to go drop this off.” I held up the painting.
“Hear that? Even the Dragon King is excited for this. Make sure you put plenty of gold on his suit. He needs to look like a boss.” Jadelyn finished up as we headed out, locking and closing the door behind us.
We walked out of the house. As I stood in the doorway, I spotted a man sitting on top of my car hood, watching me with his arms crossed.
“Oh look. We have a friend.” Jadelyn put the phone back into her pocket.
“Doesn’t look very friendly to me,” I grumbled, marching across the street to handle the situation.




Chapter 5


The man with the audacity to wait on top of my car wasn’t Norton. As I got closer, the man stood up and shook out his sleeves with a grin on his face. He was Hispanic and flicked a cigarette butt to the ground.  
“Zach Pendragon, the Dragon King.” His mocking tone told me it had nothing to do with my real use of that title.
“Going to introduce yourself?” I frowned at the man and expected a badge to flip out.
“Agent Lopez. I got here a little late, but did I just see you come out of that house over there? I don’t think you own that one.” He frowned with just a hint of a smile tugging at his lips. “Yeah. So, what do you have in your hands?”
I held the painting up. “A painting that went missing. The company insuring it hired me to retrieve it.”
“So you just admitted to theft?” Agent Lopez grinned. “Stealing something that has been stolen is still a crime.”
I rolled my eyes. “No, I did not admit to theft. I was merely acting as a runner for a very valuable good. Going to arrest me?” I held out my wrists.
Agent Lopez pulled out a pair of handcuffs.
Jadelyn cleared her throat. “Zach, I suggest you don’t answer any more questions. I’ll call our lawyer.” Her phone was ringing, and she held it up on speaker. “Hello, Mr. Schneider. We have an FBI agent attempting to arrest Zach for holding onto a stolen good that he has recovered for a client.”
A clear voice came over the speaker. “Yes. What crime has been reported that you are responding to Mr…?”
“Lopez.” The agent put away the cuffs, and his face soured. “Good day. I’ll be watching you, Zach. Next time, you should watch yourself.” He pushed off my car, and as he walked away, I saw just the faintest wisp of smoke leave his eyes.
If I hadn’t been looking for it, I would have assumed it was a drifting piece of smoke from his cigarette.
“He’s gone,” Jadelyn muttered after he walked far enough away.
The lawyer spoke again over the phone. “Good. Now, Zach, please do not speak to any law enforcement. Just call me if you are approached. The man in question there just wanted to bring you in; it is much harder to get you out once you go in. He had no evidence save for whatever he saw and assumed.”
He continued on. “Any lawyer worth their salt would have been able to win that one, but it wouldn’t matter because the point would be to waste your time and create a criminal record for you, even if it didn’t go anywhere. Obviously, no one was pressing charges. Be careful, Mr. Pendragon.” The lawyer hung up the phone after properly chastising me.
I grumbled and rubbed my head. “Sorry.”
“You are going to have to let people, who are good at what they do, do their jobs.” Jadelyn smirked. “Glad to help. I’ll give you Mr. Schneider’s number. He’s a siren, so he’s aware of… things.”
“They’ll also be trying to get you for something bigger than breaking and entering. It will need to be far more concrete than seeing you exit a building for it to stick,” Scarlett pointed out. “But you need to be more careful. I don’t think it’s going to be peaceful if they get you alone.”
I’d had a feeling that Lopez was never really going to arrest me. He just wanted to start showing up, making my job more difficult and make me second guess my choices.
“This is going to be more annoying than I’d like, isn’t it?” I got into the car and handed the rolled-up painting to Jadelyn to carry in the back.
“Probably,” she agreed. “We’ll just need to keep you out of trouble.” She let out a little chuckle, clearly not thinking keeping me out of trouble was likely.
“Just promise me you won’t bury me in a pile of paperwork to do that,” I grumbled.
“There is certainly something we could bury you in,” Scarlett teased. “I mean, what happens if we tell your honor guard that you slipped free of them while they were fawning over Yev and you almost got arrested?”
I paled. “You wouldn’t.”
Scarlett just whistled innocently.
“Let’s go return this and then get ready for the gallery,” I sighed.
Jadelyn smiled. “I bet it will be really fun if the manager gets arrested. Oh, then that’ll make a good excuse to not put my painting there without snubbing Carla. Let’s go.” She patted my shoulder.
The insurance company happily accepted the painting and the information that there was another painting stored in his vault. The photo had them scowling, but they didn’t ask me to retrieve it.
Afterwards, we headed back to the manor. Pixie was ready and waiting with a fancy, black suit. 
“I can’t believe you went out without us.” Polydora had her arms crossed. Amira was behind her, mirroring the older dragon.
“It was a simple investigation. The worst the guy could have done was shoot at me,” I grumbled as Pixie pulled at my white shirt with gold buttons before coming behind me with the suit jacket and helping me slip it on.
The jacket was so fitted it was actually a little hard to put on myself.
“That isn’t the point. We are your honor guard,” Amira spoke up from behind Poly. The black dragon was a little angsty. They all were getting fidgety, wanting more time with me and to get their mark.
And after their mark, we’d start repopulating the dragon race. That was the entire reason the dragon guard had first been established. We all knew that, and the chance to become one of my mates was the prime reason for them agreeing to the job.
They weren’t all exactly trained bodyguards. Poly was the closest, but that was just because she was a trained warrior.
Pixie brushed off my shoulders and came around the front to adjust the jacket to her satisfaction. When she got on her knees, she brushed up against a certain part of me, and there were little cheers from the group watching.
Poly only smirked, watching Pixie cause a reaction. “You really do like these nymphs. Mine is kind of funny, but I can see how they like to rile you up and get you ready. So, where are our dresses like for this event?”
“I’d like to travel in a car smaller than a van. There are always so many of you,” I grumbled in response. I didn’t need babysitters everywhere I went.
Pixie gave me an apologetic grin. “Jadelyn got dresses for two of your honor guards.” Then she turned to the two waiting for me. “But they were sized for Chloe and Sarisha.”
Amira let out a grunt.
Poly only smirked. “Fine. Those two need more time with you, my king. Don’t make them all wait too long.”
She wasn’t wrong, but I was starting to feel bombarded.
“Besides, you’ll show up in a limo for this event,” Pixie told me, smoothing out any final wrinkles. “There, you look extremely handsome. The ladies will love it. Now shoo. I need to get dressed, and then we’ll leave in fifteen.” She shooed me out and into Poly’s arms.
The Amazonian woman and bronze dragon was the only one of my women who was my height. She roughly grabbed my lapel and kissed me.
I squeezed her tight ass and pushed her up against the wall, rubbing myself against her before breaking the kiss and nibbling on her neck. “Would you mind helping me with something for a second?”
She grabbed me through my pants. “The others will be disappointed if I spoil their fun,” she whispered into my ear and left me hanging, grabbing Amira and pulling the other dragon away.
I was left to my own devices for the moment, so I decided to head down to the kitchen.
A nymph perked up when I entered. “Need something to eat, Dragon King?”
“No. He’s a messy eater. He always gets blood everywhere, and we can’t have him ruining that suit. It makes him look so good.” Evelyn sashayed up to me and pressed her hands to my chest as she grinned. The winter nymph always was a little mischievous, but she got up to the good kind of fun.
“You’re here? That means…” I looked up to see Maeve gliding into the room. “I thought you two were going back to Winter’s territory to prepare for war?” I was surprised to see them.
“Ikta is helping me with my magic.” Maeve wiggled her finger, showing off the ring I gave her that had once been a Winter Queen of old’s crown and a very potent magical artifact.
“That means we’ll be returning here regularly, with Ikta’s help.” Evelyn continued to tease me with her body. “Oh! I know. We can feed you to help prevent you from making a mess of that tux.”
I snorted, but all three fae women in the room perked up, eyes sparkling. “Fine. I don’t think I’m going to get that much food at this gallery. Make me something meaty.”
“With bread or crackers to soak up the juices,” Evelyn added. “Really now.” She chided me as she pulled me over to a table, sat me down, and then claimed my lap. “Maeve was missing you.”
“Oh, yeah?” I savored the touch of the nymph. I really had a problem. “How are things with your mother?” I glanced over Evelyn’s shoulder to Maeve.
Maeve smiled, walking over close enough to lean on me. “Tepid on the home front and down-right aggressive in court. She’s recovering now that she’s disconnected with Iapetus, but the scheming is redoubling. I always heard the stories, but never did I think she’d go full queen on me.”
I raised an eyebrow, waiting for more.
“The queens have a reputation for getting cagey when they think their time is coming to an end. This injury and subsequent near death both at the hands of Iapetus and The Dreamer has her feeling… mortal.” Maeve frowned down at the ring on her hand. “So, she’s guarded. Even against me.”
“The ring is slowly increasing Maeve’s power,” Evelyn explained. “The power of the former Winter Queen is entering Maeve every time she uses it. Adding that to her marriage to you, the big bad Dragon King… she’s evolving. And the queen is wilting.” Evelyn licked up my neck and planted a kiss behind my ear as she whispered the words again. “Such a handsome, big, bad Dragon King.”
“Don’t tease him too much. It looks like he’s going out.” Maeve’s words didn’t line up with her actions as she stroked her hands along my shoulders.
“Hey, someone is going to enjoy having him wound up. There are so many ladies here.” Evelyn was shameless, her eyes flickering over as Pixie appeared. “Oooh. Pixie, look at you, hot stuff.”
The summer nymph had her pink hair partially tamed and pulled back. She wore gold-framed glasses that only made her blue eyes even brighter. But her outfit was a tight white skirt and shirt that hugged her form tightly. Her chest wasn’t open. Instead, it had a sheer material lined by lace down the front.
She looked like a sexy business woman as she came to a stop, striking a pose for us and holding up a leather folio. “I’m glad you like it, my king.” She did a small curtsy, probably as far as she could go with that skirt, and the gold coin dangled off a new lace choker.
“He certainly does like it. I think he’s about to spear me.” Evelyn giggled as she rubbed herself against my lap, grinding into me.
“You’ll regret it if you tease him much more,” Pixie chided Evelyn.
The nymphs seemed to be getting along. I was glad they didn’t have much jealousy.
“Just warming him up.” 
A plate of hors d’oeuvres was put down in front of us, and Evelyn didn’t wait, snatching up one of the pieces that looked like a small cube of steak stuck to a cracker. A green sauce and a few sprinkles of cheese were garnish. 
“Open wide. We need to feed you before you get too hungry on us.”
Maeve just chuckled and looked up as Ikta and Summer appeared. “I’ll see you later, husband.”
“Both of them?” I tried to say, but it came out muffled through the food.
Ikta, Summer, and Maeve walk into a bar… There had to be a good joke in that setup.
It was more than a little concerning that the three fae factions had joined forces. And they were all under my roof. But it also seemed like it could lead to something good, despite being complex.
My attention was cut short as Evelyn giggled and stuffed another morsel of food into my mouth. “Don’t worry.”
“Yes, don’t.” Pixie agreed. “It’s good. The Fae Queens have often been at odds, but they also have been the ones that understand each other the most. They can’t help but be rivals. Let them have some time together.”
Her words were punctuated by the click of heels on the hard tile floor of the kitchen.
Scarlett came around the corner first, her hair done up with little ringlets curling down and framing her face. Her dress was a distracting red that faded to gold on a diagonal. Her Kitsune was already hidden, making her green eyes pop as she smirked at me for staring.
“Just wait until you see the others. Oh, you had food made. Thank god. You’d get judged if you eat a ton at the gallery.” Scarlett came by and snatched some of my food, making me growl at her. “Oh, don’t be like that. She’s making more. Can we get a few glasses of champagne?”
Scarlett didn’t even comment on my lap nymph feeding me. Apparently, it had become more normal.
“Are the others going to be long?” I asked.
Scarlett was wolfing, no, foxing down my plate of food and spoke around a full mouth. “The nymphs are doing wonders on us. They really know how to do makeup and hair.”
“Of course,” Evelyn laughed, making her breasts jiggle in my face. “We strive to look our best at all times. Glamors aren’t always welcome. And you’ve selected some of the best nymphs.”
Scarlett raised a brow at the nymphs present. “Really? Do any of them have combat training?” I could see her brain already starting to revisit security protocols to take that factor into consideration.
“Plenty,” the nymph cooking me food replied. “Though we don’t really pick up arms to do more than defend ourselves.”
Scarlett nodded absently, still lost in whatever thoughts were swirling in her mind.
My mind was blanked by two more entrants to the meal.
Sarisha and Chloe appeared in dark navy dresses that felt like they were supposed to be plain for them to fade into the background, but neither of them could do that. Chloe’s pale skin and Sarisha’s mocha skin were both on full appetizing display.
“You two look incredible.” I smiled at them, making Sarisha blush.
“I hope I don’t disappoint then,” Jadelyn’s lyrical voice came from behind them as she clicked along in her heels, coming into view.
Jadelyn could walk in heels unlike any woman I’d ever seen. It was like she was born in them. Hugging her body was a pale blue dress with gold frills cascading at an angular cut from just below her bottom.
Jadelyn was always beautiful, but she had an expert touch of makeup on her face, and her hair was pulled up. Only a few perfectly placed locks had broken free, coming down to make it look just a little messy and a lot more sexy.
She grinned at me and walked over to kiss me on the cheek and whisper a small note into my ear. “I love you, Zach Pendragon.”
“I love you too.” I kissed her back before she could get far.
Jadelyn turned, taking in the second platter of food the nymphs were bringing over, as well as the champagne being poured. “Oh perfect. I hate having to pretend to be a little bird at these things.”
“Right?” Scarlett quickly grabbed a champagne glass, taking a hearty sip.




Chapter 6


I stepped out of the limo very refreshed, as Scarlett checked her makeup. 
She and Jadelyn took my arms while the two dragonettes hung back behind us like security. Then blended in with the others as we walked up the steps.
Pixie was somewhere nearby, but she’d kept at a distance, ready to intervene or support wherever she was needed.
“That was a lovely ride,” Jadelyn teased me.
“It’s fun to make him purr like a giant kitten,” Scarlett agreed from my side.
“He does, doesn’t he?” Jadelyn continued the joke.
I did not purr. I rumbled like a well-satisfied dragon, and they knew that.
“Jadelyn Scalewright!” a woman practically shrieked as she came out of the gallery. Her words turned heads, and more than a few of the onlookers started whispering.
“Carla.” Jadelyn didn’t let go of my arm as she offered her free hand to shake the woman’s. “I’m so happy to be here. We should go in and look at the art. I’d like to find the perfect spot for my The Shipwreck.”
Carla’s eyes nearly popped out of her head. “Of course. Here is the gallery manager. George.” She turned, making a gesture only to find open air. She’d clearly expected him to be following her.
Her face snapped into a scowl, but she smoothed it over before she turned back to Jadelyn. “I’m so sorry. Let’s head in and I’ll get him.”
I scanned around, taking in the party goers. Everybody was fancily dressed, enjoying slow sips of champagne from delicate glasses as they stopped and studied the art.
More than a few were looking over at us and whispering.
“You really do attract a lot of attention.” I stopped by a painting as Carla scampered off to find her gallery manager. “What does Carla do?”
“She’s big in the art community. She married a man forty years older than her and has used his wealth to buy lots of art. She essentially runs this gallery.” Jadelyn picked a glass from a passing waiter. 
I gave it a quick sniff to make sure it was safe, making Jadelyn chuckle. Scarlett’s eyes were scanning the room as she looked for any threats, but we were just surrounded by rich debutant types.
The painting we stopped in front of looked like the floor of a painting studio. Splatters of paint covered it, but the brush stroke was odd. It looked like it had been smeared around by an actual foot.
“It’s wonderful, isn’t it? The piece shows the struggle of the modern woman having her rights stepped on left and right.” The man nearby, also studying the painting, tried to start up a conversation with Jadelyn.
“I think it’s more of a mention on being dominant. Crushing those below you when they get in your way, like a dragon.” Jadelyn smirked and extended a hand to the man.
“Henry Warner, as in Warner steel.” The man tossed his hair with a smirk that said he thought his last name was highly impressive.
“Jadelyn Scalewright. This is my husband, Zach Pendragon. Sorry, I’ve been out of the social scene for a few years, so I didn’t recognize you.”
The man shook her hand, but he lost all the color in his face as he hurried away. He’d clearly not realized who she fully was when he tried to introduce himself.
“She can also terrify them when she wants to,” Scarlett chuckled. “I don’t see much in this piece.” She tilted her head back and forth, studying it but coming up short.
“Of course not. It’s just paint smeared by someone’s feet. The front of the gallery is always low budget pieces that then make you more impressed as you work your way into the higher tier works.” Jadelyn clicked her tongue as Carla raced back over, hauling her gallery manager behind her.
Carla smiled and gestured at Jadelyn. “This is Miss Scalewright.” She introduced Jadelyn before seeming to notice me. “And this is?”
“This is my husband.” Jadelyn gave an overly polite smile. “Zach Pendragon.”
Carla made an exaggerated noise of excitement and pulled my arm off Jadelyn, getting into my personal space as the gallery manager swooped in and introduced himself to Jadelyn. I tried not to growl at her being pulled away, but Carla didn’t seem to notice. 
“You are a large man. Handsome to boot. What do you do?”
“I’m a joint owner in a mercenary company. I do high end security, object retrieval, or delivery. That sort of thing.” I kept it vague.
Carla had a wry grin forming on her face. “Jadelyn, you married your bodyguard?”
“No.” Jadelyn looked away from the gallery manager. “That’s my bodyguard.” She pointed at Scarlett. “And he married her, too.”
There was a long pause. Carla clearly didn’t know how to react to that news for a few moments. Eventually, she rebooted and gave a default laugh and smile. 
“You’re just full of surprises. What a lucky man indeed,” she tried to recover.
Scarlett just laughed. “Let’s look at where the artwork could go.” She gave Carla a nudge forward.
I knew Scarlett didn’t like being in the crowded entrance. There were too many angles of approach. “Yes. I want to see the art.”
“Of course. Right this way. We were thinking something like a Turner needed to be placed with notable contrast around it.” Carla tried to paint a picture with her hands. “Come, we have a romanticism section. I’m sure that’s more of your taste anyway, Jadelyn. How is that Fransico Goya piece treating you?”
“Lovely.” Jadelyn smiled at me. “It’s in our new mansion. We had one built so we could move in together.”
“Of course.” Carla was all smiles, though there was a hint of confusion. “This way. George, why don’t you introduce yourself to Zach? Zach, do you have a fondness for art?”
“I like the naked ones,” I joked, but the joke fell flat as both of them frowned at me. I shrugged it off. I cared enough to make an effort in Jadelyn’s social circles, but it would never be where I wanted to spend my time.
I stood tall, letting my dragon aura slip through a little so they would move on. Sure enough, they both laughed nervously and motioned us ahead into the gallery.
Scarlett stole an hors d'oeuvre as a waiter passed and handed it to me. “I thought it was funny.”
“Thank you.” I ate the snack, but the thing was tiny. I was really happy we’d eaten before we’d come. The petite servings would have starved me, and I don’t think they would have let me take whole platters at a time.
Carla and George focused their attention on Jadelyn. She played nice, fawning over the pieces they showed her as they tried to entice her into buying a new piece.
But Jadelyn was an expert. She politely deflected them, moving them forward until we got to the area that was more like the painting I had retrieved. It was also more similar to what I’d seen when I searched ‘The Shipwreck’ in an attempt to be prepared for any questions.
“Hey, a naked lady. But I don’t get why there’s an ugly little demon on her.” Scarlett pointed at one as we passed.
“Me neither.” I shrugged and enjoyed joking about the art we didn’t understand much more than pretending to understand it. “Though that one feels like it has a lot more skill involved over the paint splatter ones at the front.”
“For sure.” Scarlett had another snack in her hand and was eating it daintily, trying not to get any crumbs on her red dress as we hung back and let the two fawn over Jadelyn.
At one point, Jadelyn met my eyes, giving me a look that said I couldn’t hide forever as she motioned for me to come join her. 
As I approached, I could see a hastily made spot on the wall. The paintings on both sides looked like they had been moved at the last moment to make room for an empty frame with a ‘coming soon’ handwritten sign in the middle.
“This is where we’d put The Shipwreck, right between two paintings of ships, to give it a more dramatic feeling and make people realize the risk that all maritime activities take on for us all.” Carla was overly dramatic as she said the last part, clearly trying to appeal for Jadelyn.
But my wife wasn’t entirely happy with the spot, tapping her lips and slowly shaking her head. “I don’t know. That one isn’t even a Romanticism piece. It’s modern romantic.”
“Yes. But he’s quite popular, leading a renaissance on Romanticism. With so much digital art these days, he’s taking back control of art with sweeping brush strokes.” Carla tried to puff up the pieces, but Jadelyn clearly wasn’t buying it.
She pursed her lips. “Let me think. We’ll wander for a bit. It’s a lovely party; it would be a shame to miss it by over-analyzing this. We’ll keep an eye out for the spot that feels right.”
“Yes. Yes. Do that. Enjoy yourselves.” Carla subtly shooed George away and slipped away with a smile and a few last words. “If you need anything, please don’t hesitate to ask one of the staff for me.”
Jadelyn reclaimed my arm and sighed. “This is why I got tired of the social scene. Too fake. Also, that painting on the right is tacky.”
“Because it’s not old from a well-known name?” I asked.
She shook her head. “No. The old names certainly get put on a pedestal, mostly because that artist is gone and they are collectibles of someone who dedicated themselves to the craft. The modern artists can create wonderful works. This one, however, feels like a cheap rendition of something. It just doesn’t have that… something that real art gives.”
I snagged a glass of champagne. It would be vital for a night where I was trying to decipher art. “I never knew you were such an art snob,” I teased her.
But Jadelyn seemed to take it more seriously. “I’m not a snob.”
Scarlett pinched the air. “A little bit. But you were also raised in a house with hundreds of millions of dollars of art on the walls.”
“Yeah. We bought a lot of art that had paranormals referenced in them back in the days. The Scalewrights have always done their part to keep the paranormal world hidden.” She spoke in low tones, but there was noise all around us. It would be difficult to pick hers out.
“What does that mean?” I was curious.
Scarlett jumped to answer. “Meaning her family holds onto a lot of unknown pieces by famous artists. Ones that, if they got out would, might make people ask questions.”
“Painters capture the history and world around them. Sometimes they saw things they shouldn’t have when sitting on a cliff watching the waves.” She crossed her arms defensively.
“Huh. Well, I’d love to see those one day. Those actually sound interesting. You collect other ones?”
“The Scalewright family only became a prominent shipping company in the 1800’s. But we’ve collected a lot since that time.” She waved it away. “I saw a few lovely pieces down here. Come, let’s look at some art together.”
I took a deep gulp of champagne and followed after her.
We toured the gallery, and Jadelyn became very animated at several pieces, gushing over some feeling imparted on the piece. Seeing it all through her eyes, I learned to respect a few of them.
“Yes. I feel the sorrow he had in painting this one,” I agreed as we stood before a giant canvas of a woman holding a man’s head. It was an easy one.
Jadelyn nodded along. “Simple, but pointed.”
There were a few shouts around us, and I turned, instinctively putting my body in front of Jadelyn. I wondered if the manager was getting arrested.
The insurance company was likely going to send the police after the other piece of art, and then they’d come here. I’d been waiting for the entertainment all night.
Sure enough, officer’s trooped in, but behind them were suits. It was more than they’d typically do for a robbery.
“Is that Norton?” Scarlett asked.
I frowned when he smiled at me. “Why the hell is he here?”
The group split into two, and the local police went for Carla and the manager. But Norton and the two men with him smiled and moved towards me.
“I don’t like the look of this.” Scarlett held onto my arm.
Jadelyn was already dialing our lawyer.
“Zach Pendragon?” Norton smiled, and Agent Lopez grinned at me from behind Norton.
“You know who I am,” I growled.
“You are under arrest for the death of Simon Greenleaf.” Norton pulled out a pair of handcuffs as the party rippled. Onlookers weren’t paying attention to me though, instead Carla and the manager were the ones getting cuffed and receiving all the attention.
“I’m sorry? Who?” I struggled to place a face to the name Simon.
Lopez pulled a few photos out of his pocket. One of them I recognized instantly, flashing back to somebody I had most certainly killed. He’d died in a duel before the council. Simon had been an ass and the source of my conflict with the elves here in Philly.
“So, you do know him? Such a brutal murder.” Lopez held up several other pictures of a dug-up body.
“You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in the court of law. If you don’t have an attorney, one will be provided for you.” Norton read me my Miranda rights as he put my hands behind my back.
We were surrounded by people; there was little I could do magically in that moment. I needed to think more like a human.
“Say nothing,” Jadelyn reminded me. “Where are you taking him?”
“Down to the police station. You can meet us there with your army of lawyers. But we have his fingerprints all over the body, a murder weapon with his prints that match those off of the lovely car he was driving around earlier,” Norton sneered at Jadelyn.
I tried to stay calm. We had the resources to figure it out, but the fact that they’d found the body was shocking to me.
Elves buried their dead under their family’s sacred tree. Digging one of them up would be an atrocity that I wasn’t even sure the elves would do, even for revenge.
And it had all happened before I was under surveillance from the FBI.
That meant that somebody was feeding Norton information. My brain started swirling as I realized the implications. Somebody had inner knowledge about the duel and where Simon would be buried. 
I wished Agent Till or Morgana were with me. I desperately wanted to work my own case, but I was about to be tied up in stupid interviews and nonsense at the police station.
“Zach, we’ll meet you there. I called my driver back early.” Jadelyn was furiously using her phone. “Agents, I’ll have you know this is a false arrest, and he’ll be walking free in just a few hours.” She was fuming as the agents walked me out of the party.
Chloe and Sarisha perked up as we left, giving me a look, wondering if I wanted them to take the agents down. But I gave them a shake of my head.
We’d play by the rules.
The third agent had disappeared and now reappeared in an unmarked car, with a divider between the driver and the back.
“Get in.” Norton shoved me.
I rolled my eyes and got into the car, ducking my head and looking back at a fretting Jadelyn and a calm Scarlett and Pixie.
At least they had confidence in me.
“Get going.” Norton got into the passenger seat and smacked the dash as the driver pulled out. Lopez went jogging off to get what I assumed was another car. 
Norton turned around in his seat to look at me as the car took off. “Comfortable back there?”
“Not really, but I doubt that matters much. Didn’t even buckle me in.” I looked at the seatbelt. They were important tools.
The other agent scoffed. “Not like a fanger like you needs a seatbelt.”
“Hmm? A fanger? What the fuck is that?” I played my role correctly, but I was also curious. They certainly knew something about paranormals if Till was right with her research. I wondered if they thought I was a vampire.
“Oh, you are going to pretend? Wanna shift for me on camera?” He tapped one pointed in my direction in the car. “Sound is off. Don’t need that legally. We’ve been cleaning up your fangs across the country. We know you’re a werewolf the way your bodyguard smashed the boss into the table.”
I just laughed. It wasn’t even forced. “You think I’m a werewolf?”
“Stop it, Carl. Just drive. We’ll deal with this quickly,” Norton scolded the other agent.
I didn’t like the sound of ‘deal with this’, but if they thought they were going to take me down easily, they hadn’t done their research very well.




Chapter 7


I wasn’t exactly sure how to get to the prison, but when we turned off the highway onto a smaller country road, I was fairly certain we weren’t headed in that direction. “Where are we going?” 
“Going to fang out now?” Carl taunted me. “Do it. I’d love an excuse to do something about this. We are going to put you in a holding cell while we get a trial setup. Given that you are wanted for murder, there will be no bail.” 
The car jostled as it went down a gravel road and a large concrete block of a building came into view with an even larger chain-link fence wrapped around one side of it.
“My lawyer will get me out. Why even waste the time bringing me here?” I crossed my arms and stayed strong. A prison didn’t worry me at all. It wasn’t like I was at the bottom of the food chain. I’d probably eat a prison alive.
But I was annoyed that these two men were taking up my free time. I liked to use my free time to play in my hoard with my women.
Reminded of my hoard, I realized Yev’s egg was coming soon. I’d shred these men before they made me miss that. And if I didn’t, I was fairly certain Yev would shred them, followed by me.
“They might be able to get you out of it, but unfortunately, the system is super backed up. Even if we file the paperwork today, the earliest court date we are going to get is six months from now. And that assumes everything goes smoothly.” Norton grinned at me over the seat. “You are a fanger; that much is clear. If you want to pick a fight, we can have a go. But know even those big bad alpha wolves can’t handle me. What are you, some sort of weresnake?” He scoffed and muttered ‘dragon king’ under his breath.
I couldn’t help but smirk. “Yeah? You are delusional enough that you think you are fighting werewolves? Let’s get this over with. I want my goddamn phone call.”
“Sure. You can talk to the ones inside.” Carl pulled the car to a stop and got out. “Oh, and please feel free to try to run. We have cameras pointed at us. I’d love to show the bureau that you are a fanger. Get one of those pictures and post it all the way up the chain. Then we’ll roll everyone we have out on you and your family.”
I stepped out of the vehicle and rolled my shoulders, keeping my spine straight. “You talk a lot. If you don’t mind, I’d love to get checked in. Sooner that happens, sooner I’ll be out.”
They walked me up to the front gates. The gates slid open and closed behind us before the next gate opened up.
I looked around. The security was decent; it might even handle a vamp. But it sure as shit wouldn’t hold a dragon. Not much would.
I could snap my cuffs and leave whenever I wanted. The problem was doing it without furthering their case. Paranormals were trying to lie low, and I didn’t want to be the one to out the secret.
Right now, Norton and a few goons had it out for us. I didn’t need them to get a video of me shifting and pass it around the bureau. But if he was going after ‘fangers’, I wondered how far-reaching their little paranormal hate group went.
An old guard saw me coming in. “Welcome to prison.”
“I’m awaiting trial, so at the moment I’m more of a guest,” I replied.
“Sure, buddy. That’s what they all say.” The old guard shuffled over to a cloth cart and pulled out an orange uniform. “Best get in these. Those are nice threads. We don’t often get fancy people in here.”
I knocked Norton’s hand off my arm. “Where’s the bathroom to change?”
“You’re looking at it. Better get over your desire for privacy. There’s none of that here.” The old guard’s eyes raked over me. “We have to make sure you don’t bring anything in.”
I rolled my eyes and started taking off my tux, stripping down to my boxers. “Good?”
The guard was fixated on my two bracers. “Is that gold?”
“No. Brass,” I lied. Goldie was still on my arm, and the elemental was quite attention grabbing.
“Those come off too. Can’t bring in any metal. Didn’t have a phone on him?” The guard looked over my shoulder, addressing the two FBI agents.
No, my phone was in a spatial pocket in one of my bracers. I’d use it the second I had some privacy.
“Guess not. Probably had his assistant holding it,” Carl snorted. “Take the bracers off.”
I slipped Goldie off, although I could feel it sticking to my skin a little. I stuffed it between my suit jacket and pants.
The old guard watched it carefully, but the idea of him trying to take Goldie was laughable. Pretty sure she’d come back to me, regardless.
“The other one too.” Norton pointed at it.
“It doesn’t come off,” I replied, tapping where the two fangs were hooked into my skin.
“It’ll come off,” the guard said. “We get all sorts of piercings out.” He grabbed it and jerked.
The fangs tugged at my skin and it hurt, but they didn’t budge. It was almost like they were rooted all the way to my bones.
“Move. I’ll get it.” Norton came over, his eyes pouring out gray smoke as he activated whatever power Iapetus had blessed him with.
Under my bracer, I shifted my skin to scales and my bones to denser dragon bones. I was ready for his attack; I wouldn’t move.
He jerked it, and I stumbled. The FBI agent had put far more power into that jerk than I had expected. Despite his thin frame, he was at least as strong as my human form with dragon strength.
“Hold him,” Norton barked at Carl, who grabbed my shoulder.
Norton pulled and pulled. It felt like a giant was trying to rip my arm off, but the bracer stayed glued to me. “Cut it off.”
The old guard nodded and stepped away, coming back with a bolt cutter. “Every now and then someone comes with a really weird piercing.” He slipped it under the edge of my bracer and tried to squeeze as hard as he could, but nothing happened.
Norton was getting impatient. He knocked the guard aside, taking the bolt cutter and using his exceptional strength. The bolt cutter halves slipped and the jaw of the bolt cutter broke apart. The FBI agent was panting.
“Maybe we just leave it on him? Doesn’t look sharp.” The old guard seemed to want to be done with the situation.
“Fine. Everything else is evidence,” Norton said.
The old guard looked at the pile containing Goldie wistfully.
“My ugly uniform? I’d like to get clothed.” I held out my hand.
“Sure. You’re a big guy. Here’s a triple X.” He handed the uniform to me and I put on the shirt. It was like wearing a bag, but it at least covered my stomach. After the shirt, I put on the pants, bouncing around as I got my legs through.
I made sure to land myself on top of my folded-up suit. I tried not to smile as I felt Goldie slide up my pant leg. I fed the elemental a small bit of mana, using it to guide her up to my bicep.
The clothes I could care less about. I’m sure they were nice, but Goldie was mine.
“Fine. Are we done?” Norton scowled at the guard.
My stomach growled as if to answer him. The food at the gallery really hadn’t been enough.
“Yep. We’ll get him booked in. Good news. The last group is having dinner, so you’ll get to meet some new pals.” The old man hustled me through a door and into more concrete-lined halls. “You should fit right in. But be careful of Loaf. He likes to pick on the new ones, especially during meals,” the old guard cackled.
I’d read at one point that having power over another person changed how you viewed them. It was called the Stanford Experiment. Based on the way the guards looked at me, I could believe it. It was certainly a stark contrast to where I’d just been, with Jadelyn on my arm.
“When do I get my phone call?” I asked the old guard.
“Talk to a guard tomorrow. We don’t have time to bring you to the front for a phone call now.” He waved away my request, and I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to get my phone call.
Every door buzzed open as I was led deeper into the prison. After a number of checkpoints, we eventually reached an area the guards didn’t seem to enter.
“That way to the right is the mess hall. Enjoy your stay.” The old guard cracked up at his own joke.
I walked down the hall and spotted the mess hall. The room had plastic observation windows cut into its side. Stepping in, the guards noticed me, but they didn’t react beyond scowling at me threateningly. The food line had several guys in hair nets doling out of metal trays. They were wearing orange, clearly prisoners themselves.
“Hello,” a friendlier than I expected prisoner greeted me. “You’re new here.”
“Just rolled in. Awaiting trial. Hopefully, I roll out just as fast.” I smiled and brought my tray up for him to fill.
He plopped down mashed potatoes before dropping a small piece of unidentifiable meat onto the tray. It didn’t look particularly appealing, but I was certainly hungry enough to eat it.
“Yeah. See Riko over there?” He nodded at a tan man sitting at the table. “Been here two months awaiting trial. Steve, three months. Greg—”
“It’s okay. I’d like a little hope,” I stopped him.
“Suit yourself. Get comfy is all I’m saying.” He moved with me down the line and gave me some boiled carrots and then some jello.
“Is everything mushy here?” I frowned at the carrots in particular. They were definitely overcooked.
“Eh.” He made a funny face. “They are pretty invested in preventing us from making shivs.”
“Wait, the carrots? People have made shivs from carrots?” I was shocked.
He just shrugged, and I also realized there were no eating utensils. Fuck, I had to use my hands.
When I turned away from the line with my plate of food, I was suddenly taken back to high school again. Everybody was hunched over with their group, taking up as much space as possible at the tables to make me choose somewhere else.
But I wasn’t in much of a socializing mood, anyway. I picked the end of a table that was unoccupied to eat on my own. I sat down and took the piece of meat, devouring it immediately.
I could feel a shift in the prisoners around me as a large meathead stood up from across the hall and walked over towards me. He left behind a tray that seemed to be overflowing with food.
His intentions were pretty clear.
I spun in my seat to face him. “Hello, you wouldn’t happen to be Loaf, would you?”
“What’s it to you?” the big man grunted, and I got a whiff of him.
I cursed. The dude was a fucking troll. Not a swamp troll, so maybe a mountain. Either way, he stank.
“I think I’d like your food.” My stomach growled again.
Prisoners around me laughed, and the guards joined in.
“Funny.” Loaf threw a punch, and I caught it, pretending to struggle just enough to be believable. The surprise on his face was meme worthy.
I twisted his fist and plowed him into the floor before picking up my tray and taking a big scoop of my mashed potatoes. I mixed it into the carrots and stuffed it all in my mouth before heading over to his tray.
If they were going to house a dragon, they were going to feed one.
“Who the fuck do you think you are?” Loaf was getting back to his feet, dumb enough to go at me again. His regeneration had made him brash. He wasn’t used to real consequences.
“Loaf, you don’t want to do this,” I told him as I nearly reached his tray of food.
Loaf roared as he charged me, dropping his shoulder.
A year ago, I would have been scared, but Morgana’s training kicked in. I grabbed Loaf’s shoulder and rolled with his charge, using his own momentum to throw him onto a table, snapping it in half.
Apparently, that much violence was the line. The guards moved, slapping their nightsticks to their full length. One held a live taser, threatening me with it.
I scooped up handfuls of Loaf’s food, stuffing it in my mouth before getting down on my knees and putting my hands behind my head. “Sorry. I’m just really hungry.” I swallowed everything. I had no doubt I wouldn’t be getting enough food to feed a dragon unless I got a little creative.
I waited for them to tase me, surprised when they didn’t. I was glad I didn’t have to act my way through that one; I wasn’t a talented actor.
“Solitary for you. First day and you’re breaking tables? You need to be taught a lesson.” A guard sneered at me, and I saw the gray smoke in his eyes.
Fucking hell.
Just how far had Iaepetus’ reach spread?
The guard grabbed my arm and pulled me away from the mess hall. Four guys were trying to get Loaf out of the table he’d crashed into, and it made me smirk. The fucking troll tried to pick a fight with a dragon.
I kept my senses as I strolled past others, but the rest of the place wasn’t paranormal as far as I could tell. But at least solitary would be nice and private for me to use my phone.
The guard was rough with me, but it didn’t bother me at all. Two more guards joined him, and we went through a door that caught my attention, because there were security cameras in every corner for a while down the hallway. But as soon as we went past that door, the cameras were suspiciously absent.
“No cameras here?” I joked.
“Nope. We don’t want to record the screams of those in solitary. It can drive people a little crazy,” a guard chuckled. “You’re new. Causing trouble on the first day?”
“I’m awaiting trial. Still innocent. That Meatloaf picked a fight with me.” I sounded bored, even to myself.
“Sure you are,” another guard laughed, and they pushed me past a heavy metal door with a slot in it.
The door slammed closed behind me before several bolts fell into place.
I sniffed and wrinkled my nose. The room stank of anxiety ridden occupants. But the bed and toilet were clean, which was more than I’d expected.
I sat down on the bed, the heavily used springs giving to my weight. I adjusted slightly, shifting my back to the door I’d come through just in case one of them looked through the slot.
Pulling my phone out, I grinned in victory.
Only for my smile to falter as it kept searching for signal. Fuck. Tapping out a message, I tried to send something to Jadelyn telling her what had happened, but it returned an error message instead.
Grumbling, I put it down. I could keep trying. I trusted Jadelyn was doing everything in her power, but I couldn’t know if she’d even locate where I was for a while.
Something about this all stank. I needed to find my own way out.
Muttering under my breath, I made a spark jump from my pointer finger to my thumb. I focused and muttered again, trying to get it to spark to life further away from me.
If I could work on my spell casting to cast at a distance or even without words, I’d be able to cause enough problems to stir up an opportunity for escape.
They’d temporarily caged me, but I was the king of dragons. I was at the top of the food chain, and I didn’t intend to let them forget it.




Chapter 8


“It’s okay.” Scarlett patted Jadelyn’s leg as they all rode in the limo. 
“I don’t like this.” Jadelyn crossed her arms. “Scar, they are coming for him, and we need to protect him. What is even happening? Simon? I want to know how the hell they wound up with that body.” 
Jadelyn had stolen Scarlett’s phone so that she could multitask as she reached out to her contacts. Scarlett let her; Jadelyn hated feeling useless.
Scarlett had caught the third agent and confirmed which station Zach was being brought into, and they were following that agent. The lawyer was supposed to be on his way to the police station, too.
“I’ll call my father.” Scarlett stole her phone back from Jadelyn, dialing his number. She knew he could help.
The dragonettes were both on their phones as well, rapidly exchanging messages with the others, most likely. There was an entire storm of shit that all of Zach’s wives were about to bring down on those agents.
It wasn’t a chat group that Jadelyn was on, but the wives had their own. She started tapping away to talk to them, just to vent and make sure they were all informed.
“Hi, Dad. Something happened. Norton and a few suits showed up and arrested Zach,” Scarlett started, putting her father on speaker phone.
“What?” he said. “I haven’t seen anything. What did they arrest him for?”
“That’s the kicker. Simon Greenleaf’s death. They had pictures of his dug-up body.” Scarlett frowned at Jadelyn.
It only took a moment before her phone started blowing up with messages from the rest of the wife chat. Morgana was pissed. Jadelyn quickly started typing what she knew so far before the drow vampire went on a rampage.
Scarlett wasn’t sure if the information would really make Morgana any less pissed or just enrage her more.
“No way,” her father said over the phone. “The elves would never dig someone up after they bury them under their family tree. And that is without a doubt where Simon wound up. They would kill anyone who tried something like that.”
“I don’t know what to tell you, dad. We saw the photos.” Scarlett was frowning as she saw the same things as Jadelyn, messages from Morgana confirming that the elves would never dig up the body. The Highaen sisters jumped in, agreeing as well. But Yev’s responses were particularly violent.
“Let me get on the phone with the elves,” Scarlett’s father grumbled.
“Probably going to have to get in line. Jadelyn is telling the wives the update as we speak. Pretty sure the sisters are about to go off on the elves. Pregnant dragon females can be intense.” Scarlett winced as she caught up on Yev’s replies. If an elf didn’t die in the next twenty-four hours, it would be a miracle.
“Daughter.” 
Scarlett stiffened. Her father never called her that. 
“This is serious. Jadelyn, I know you are there. Call your father and explain what is happening. We need a council meeting to sort this out. You should not be figuring it out on your own.”
“Why?” Jadelyn asked.
But Scarlett already knew the answer. “Because someone betrayed both the elves and Zach tonight. More importantly, this could put the Philly council at each other’s throats.” She ran her tongue over her canines. “Thank you, father. Anything on Zach?”
“I don’t see anything, but I don’t have time to dig right now. I’m going to head over to the elves and sort things out before people start dropping bodies,” he hung up.
Chloe looked up at them, the dings on her phone slowing down. “Poly is on her way to the station. Trina is going to do her best to keep Yev calm, but that’s a bit of a losing battle. Yev is going to be due any day now, and we don’t want her agitated.”
“Good luck with that,” Scarlett snorted. She’d dealt with the sisters extensively on the wedding planning. Yev might be the more submissive of the two, but when she wanted something, she could be as stubborn as her mate. “Best thing we can do is stay the course and hopefully give everyone good news soon. I’m more worried about the council. The elves and dragons are going to be pissed and pointing fingers.”
Jadelyn fretted in the seat next to her. “We’ll just have to get him back. Send a few whole law practices at them.” 
There was a firm set of her brow. Jadelyn was strategizing who she needed to line up to free their man. Scarlett had no doubt that Jade would hire a mercenary crew to raid the police station if it came to that.
Scarlett put her phone down, eying their surroundings as the agent pulled up to the local police station. She took a deep breath, working to keep her emotions in check so that she could work through whatever situation presented itself.
First rule was always to stay calm. Scarlett took another deep breath, readying herself to strike first.
But before the car even came to a stop, Jade was jumping out of it and looking around. Scarlett cursed, getting out and putting herself ahead of Jadelyn. They both were distracted by the same fact. The other FBI car was not in the parking lot.
“Where is it?” Jadelyn asked, looking at Scarlett for answers that she didn’t have.
“Come on. Let’s go in,” Scarlett urged Jadelyn forward as the dragonettes and Pixie trailed after them.
“Mrs. Scalewright.” A man in a pinstripe suit turned to greet her. “Scarlett.” He nodded politely. “They say they don’t have Mr. Pendragon in custody and are looking for the arrest warrant.” 
Mr. Schneider was prompt, as always, when Jadelyn or her family called him. He even beat them here.
Scarlett’s frown only deepened. “They should have just arrived. The agents left about five minutes before us.”
“Maybe they got lost?” the officer at the desk suggested.
Scarlett did her best not to display her thoughts on her face. She was pretty sure a donut was smarter than that police officer. Good police officers like her father were so hard to find. If this was his precinct, there was no way that type of answer would be allowed.
“There they are.” Chloe pointed back out the doors.
The other car had pulled up. Norton was there in the passenger seat, but that wasn’t who she wanted to see. 
Scanning the back seat, Scarlett nearly blew a gasket as she saw that it was empty. She only had a moment to react and get a hand on each of the dragonettes before they noticed the same thing and blew the place out with their dragon forms.
They needed to keep their wits about them. It was still worth getting Zach out of the mess by the book. He had played by the rules and so would they.
Norton got out and so did the other agent, waving over to the third officer as they walked over without a care in the world. They talked like they’d gone out for coffee, and walked in together.
Jadelyn couldn’t hold it in, even though Scarlett already knew it would be worthless. “Where is my husband?”
“Huh?” Norton frowned at her and the others arrayed here. “I’m sorry. Do I know you?”
“You just arrested my husband.” Jadelyn looked like she was about to rip the man’s head off his body, so Scarlett stepped in front of her.
Norton looked to Lopez. “Do you know them or something about her husband?”
“Not a clue, sir. Maybe she’s nuts? We just came back from a late dinner. We would bring someone to the field office if we arrested them.” Lopez parroted.
Scarlett grabbed Jade before she caused more trouble. “Drop it. They did something with him.” She touched her mark, feeling the magic in it. They’d never talked about what happened with it when something happened to Zach, but she was sure he was still alive. She could still feel his magic.
“This won’t be the end of this,” Jadelyn hissed.
Mr. Schneider frowned as he took in the situation. Scarlett pulled him and Jadelyn away, keeping an eye on the dragonettes who were typing furiously on their phones.
“What just happened?” Schneider asked.
Scarlett waited until they got out of the station. “They arrested Zach and then dropped him off somewhere. Now they’re claiming to know nothing about the arrest.”
The lawyer stared at both of the girls with a look of disbelief. “You realize that, if you can prove that, you can basically tell the FBI to fuck off of Zach for the rest of his life. Besides, given what he is, could they really do much to him?”
The answer should be no. But then Scarlett didn’t understand why Zach hadn’t escaped whatever they’d had planned for him.
“I want your entire firm working on this. Go to the FBI field office and cause a fuss that stops everything until we get answers for where my husband is,” Jadelyn scowled at her lawyer, but the anger wasn’t directed at him.
“Maybe he’s back at the mansion,” Chloe said hopefully as they all crawled back into the limo.
Pixie had a little gold coin that was new around her throat, and she was putting it in her palm as she sat in the limo.
“That something?” Scarlett asked her.
“He made it so he could summon me. It has his aura, and a spell to tug it towards him.” She frowned at it.
Scarlett nodded. Zach knew what he was doing. She had to trust him. “Then he doesn’t need you. That’s good. I doubt they did anything too bad to him. Let’s get to the mansion and get to the council. If we can’t find him right away, and it seems like he doesn’t immediately need us, then we need to try to keep the world from imploding while he’s dealing with whatever is going on.”
That was their job. Zach was the son of two dragon gods, blessed by multiple beings that stepped out of myth, even to a paranormal. He would make the world quake, and it was their job to support him. As his first mate, Scarlett would keep the girls all okay for his return.
“Someone betrayed the paranormal of Philly,” Jadelyn growled. “We are going to figure out who the fuck did this and then we are going to sick pregnant Yev on them. Or Morgana and Polydora. All of them are terrifying.”
“My vote is on Ikta,” Sarisha added. “Give whoever did this to Ikta and they’ll really regret their decision.”
The limo was quiet for a second before Jadelyn spoke. “Okay, Ikta too, after the others have had their turn. Whoever it is, they are going to pay dearly.”
***“Where is my mate?!” Yev was throttling Sebastian against the council chamber as soon as he walked in.
He only made a little squeak as he struggled to speak.
“Sister!” Tyrande tried to pry Yev’s hands off, but it was more ceremonial than anything. Yev was stronger, and if she didn’t want to let go, it wasn’t happening. They might look similar, but Yev was strong enough to put werewolves to shame.
Tyrande tried to use logic next. “He’d never dig his kin up after they’ve been buried under their tree.”
Yev let Sebastian go with a huff, glaring around at every single person nearby. “I want answers. Now!” A few elves flinched as Yev’s demand ended in a roar.
Tyrande almost wished that Jadelyn and the dragonettes hadn’t informed the rest of the wives yet that Zach was missing. Her sister was already on a hair trigger, and that had seriously escalated since she’d found out something had happened to her mate. The whole situation was a mess.
Sebastian coughed several times, and another elf helped him stay standing. “We did nothing. We also want to know who desecrated our tree. When we went to check with Detective Fox, not only was Simon dug up, but the roots of the tree were heavily damaged.” The promise of retribution shone in his eyes.
“Sister, you have to know that there’s no way they’d do that to their family tree,” Tyrande tried to appeal to what little logic might have remained with her sister.
Yev stomped around, making the council chamber quiver before she leaned against a wall and the waterworks started. “I want him here. His egg is coming.” Tears started streaking down her face as she slumped against the wall.
“Shh.” Tyrande smoothed back her sister’s hair. “It’s okay. We’ll find him. If you get all worked up, it might come early, and then he won’t be here. Stay calm, and we’ll get him to you as quickly as we can.”
Sebastian came over, and Tyrande turned to him with a less patient gaze. “Who knew where your tree was?”
“We guard that information closely. Outside the elves, there are very few.” He pursed his lips. “But I just can’t believe that an elf would betray us in this way.”
“Simon’s parents?” Tyrande asked.
“They have been taken into custody, and they’ll be put through a magical truth test. If they desecrated their son and the family tree, they will be dealt with appropriately.” Sebastian’s lips were pressed into a firm line at the thought. “I don’t think it was them. Besides, there are plenty of people here who saw Zach kill Simon. Maybe one of them?”
His eyes drifted behind her, and Tyrande turned as Winter strode into the room with her normal frosty demeanor. 
“The fae are known for their trickery. It wouldn’t be impossible for her to have done something,” he added.
Tyrande suppressed a groan. Zach was balls deep in the fae, and that often came back to bite people. “Maybe. There’s an easy way to find out.” 
Winter had received a blessing from Iapetus, and his influence did seem to be part of the problem haunting Zach. Tyrande wasn’t ruling the Winter Queen out.
“Your highness. Please do not confront her directly. She is the Winter Queen.” Sebastian grabbed Tyrande’s shoulder, clearly seeing her intentions.
Tyrande brushed his hand off. “You forget how much protection I have.” She held up her wedding ring.
“An absent king is a lacking protection,” Sebastian hissed.
Yev looked up from her tears, fury entering her eyes as she narrowed them. “He is not absent. He’ll be back shortly. Are you saying differently?” 
Yev tilted her head in a way that looked like she was about to bite the man’s head off. Literally.
Sebastian froze, clearly at a loss for words.
Tyrande grabbed her sister and pulled her away before she got even angrier. A sad, pregnant dragon was far easier to handle than a mad one. “We’ll get this all sorted out,” she promised her sister.
As she passed Trina, Tyrande handed Yev off and continued towards Winter, who was making herself comfortable in her seat.
Winter didn’t acknowledge Tyrande until she was right in front of the fae queen. “Did you have anything to do with Zach Pendragon’s arrest?” Tyrande asked.
Winter rolled her eyes. “I knew you’d all blame me.”
“Given it involved Iapetus, who you recently made a deal with, that’s a fair assumption. You didn’t answer the question,” Tyrande scowled. Her actions had drawn a number of eyes.
Kelly came up behind her and put a hand on her shoulder in support. “Problem here?”
“Looks like there might be.” Morgana clicked her tongue as she joined Kelly and put her hand on the other side of Tyrande’s shoulder, smiling wickedly at Winter.
Tyrande had to stop from smiling and try to keep her more intimidating stance. Not only did she have the Dragon King at her back, but the wives had continued to grow stronger bonds. They all shared the same goal at present: getting their husband back.
Through Zach, she had the Butcher of Bastion Hill, the first female Alpha, the entire dragon race, and the richest woman in the world. Heck, the powers of heaven and hell and more were behind her.
Winter scowled at the group forming in front of her, and a portal ripped open to the side.
Ikta stepped through, while Summer remained on the other side of the portal. Both of them scowled at the Winter Queen.
Maeve stepped around Summer and up to Winter’s side. “Mother, it would be best to be direct in this situation. It is bound to escalate quickly.”
Tyrande snorted. How could she forget? She also had the Infamous Spider Queen and the Summer Queen behind her. Their husband’s harem could really shake multiple worlds if he ever wanted to.
“Daughter, standing there with those two reminds me of an old false prophecy.” Winter gave her daughter a chilling smile.
“Did you have any knowledge of my husband’s arrest involving Simon?” Maeve wasn’t beating around the bush.
“I am bound,” Winter said calmly.
Tyrande’s adrenaline spiked with that information. Winter knew something, but she was bound by an oath.
“Did you participate in this plot to capture my husband?” Maeve was stony as she scowled at her mother.
Winter looked around at everyone watching her and smiled. “No. I neither directly participated nor did I provide information for this event.”
Maeve nodded, a weight clearly leaving her shoulders.
Tyrande could relate to having a royal bitch of a mother. “Great. So she knows who, but she cannot say. Maeve, what is a false prophecy?”
Maeve paused long enough before Summer jumped in. “There are fae who, from time to time, have the gift of foresight. It is an unwieldy power often fraught with misinterpretations. But they are written down, regardless. Sometimes things happen such that the prophecy is deemed impossible and then it is considered false. Though, there is often a hint of truth still in them.” 
She frowned and looked at Ikta with an inkling of understanding. The fae didn’t say anything, but the three passed some quiet communication between themselves.
“Maybe there is still a little of my old mother still there,” Maeve stated it absently.
Winter’s lips curled into a vicious smile. “Oh. I think you will find much of me remains. A brush with death is nothing but a whip that I’ll pay forward. Be careful associating with Summer so much, my daughter. I’d hate for you to turn into her little pawn.”
Tyrande reconsidered her previous thoughts; Winter was a much harsher mother.
“Your warning has been heard, but I think you exaggerate. The only one I consider myself serving is the Dragon King, and that’s only in certain instances.” Maeve licked her lips and turned back to join Summer on the other side of the portal.
Tyrande’s thoughts were swirling. They’d learned a little more information. Someone who had access to Winter and Iapetus had led to her husband’s capture. Yet so far, she had only heard of other humans interacting with the titan of mortals.
Her gaze shifted around the council chamber, taking in people who had made long lives of politics. Each one of them became a suspect to Tyrande, and she was more than happy to take a few of them down if it meant Zach returned to her.




Chapter 9


I had spent three days locked in solitary confinement. 
The quiet was the worst. Sometimes I just spoke to hear something. It made me seem like a madman, or I supposed a mad dragon. All attempts to get a message out with my phone had failed. The concrete apparently wasn’t conducive to service. My phone had died anyway.
Getting up from the cot, I went over to the wall and started to scratch miscellaneous thoughts and images into the wall with a claw to keep myself busy. I wasn’t much of an artist, but it was something to pass the time.
Solitude was like hanging my sanity from a thread and flicking it for fun. There were a few times I considered just busting myself out and fixing the problem, but I was always able to talk myself back. I wouldn’t be the one to expose paranormals in Philly.
We had to keep a lid on things and ride out this FBI hunt. If Norton couldn’t find anything from us, then he’d move on. He wouldn’t waste his time watching us like a hawk; after a while, he’d chase a lower hanging fruit.
I wasn’t going crazy, but I felt like I was just one string away from plunging into it. I hadn’t expected it to be so tough.
“Oh, is that food I hear?” I perked up at the clack of the guards’ stupid boots on the concrete floor.
A little zap of lightning went between my fingers without speaking a word. Somewhere in the maddening silence, I had managed to trigger the magic without words.
The zap sparked elsewhere in the room, zipping across the space and into the metal bars of the bed where it grounded.
With three days of absolute boredom and silence, I’d gotten more than a little practice in. And it was a focused time I wouldn’t have ever gotten in the outside world. There was just always too much going on. At least there was something good that had come from the absolute shit circumstances.
The slot in the door slid open, and I took a quick stride across the room to catch the tray before it splattered onto the floor. They’d caught me with that the first time. Never again.
Assholes.
“How’s it going in there, fanger?” A pair of eyes appeared in the slot while I had my hands full with the tray of food. And I didn’t miss the small wisp of smoke in the eyes.
“You know, something is wrong with your eyes. You should get that checked.” I took the tray and shoveled the tiny amount of food in my mouth. It was not enough food for a dragon.
“Something is wrong with your face,” he shot a childish comment back. “Fuck. You guys ready?” he asked someone behind him.
“Oh, is it time for me to get out, or maybe I get my phone call finally?” I laughed. They were abusive fucks, and I was going a little stir crazy.
The man came into view as the door opened, and I quickly finished shoving the food into my mouth before they took it away.
“No, fucking fanger. You aren’t ever getting out, or your phone call. You don’t technically exist. Unfortunately, your paperwork has been lost. But you know the best part of fangers? They heal so damn quickly.” He smirked as two more guards came in behind him and he started to loosen his belt.
I shook my head, not quite taking them seriously. “That’s not happening.”
I threw the tray at him and he grabbed the metal tray, punching a hole through it in a strange show of his strength.
“Fanger, you’re fucked. You might as well submit. The second you came here, we knew exactly what you were. You’ll die here after you tell us everything, but first we need to soften you up a little.” He smirked as his pants fell down and he snapped his belt threateningly.
Half Naked was out of his mind if he thought I would submit to him. And he’d given me a critical piece of information. If there was no paperwork of me being in the prison, then they couldn’t pin me for escaping.
“Okay. So you aren’t even playing dirty. You have thrown the rules completely out the window. I can work with that.” Damn, I was apparently feeling really chatty after all the solitude.
One guard, Sparky, flanking Half Naked, pulled out a baton that crackled at the end with electricity. “Don’t even try. Fangers still get shocked.” The amount of electricity on that thing was certainly too much for a human.
“Uhh…” I didn’t know what to say. The poor dude was clueless, and I was happy to show him his error.
Half Naked cracked his belt at me while the one with the baton charged me, a gleeful smile on his face as he pressed it to me.
But all of them faltered when I didn’t even twitch. I just smiled at them.
“Okay. I think you need to broaden your horizons, and damn am I hungry.” I grabbed Sparky, shoving him against the door and slamming it shut with his body.
I was rough enough that the smell of blood entered the air, and my stomach gurgled hungrily as he hit the floor. The guards would taste like shit, but the titan’s influence on them might give them a little extra mana to make it palatable.
My jaw crackled as the beast pushed forward.
“He’s a fanger. Look, he’s gonna shift.” Half Naked shouted and drew a taser, stabbing it into my side as I held the door closed.
“Yeah.” I shrugged off the electricity. “I have fangs, but I think your scope of the world is a bit small.” Blue and bronze scales shifted over my body. “Because if you think that those are going to do anything to me, you haven’t met one of my kind before.” 
I grew, and my prison uniform bulged before the neck ripped and my pant legs and sleeves tore open for my new mass. Using my clawed hands, I warped the hinges to lock the door in place for a moment. I didn’t need my prey escaping.
I stood eight feet tall, wrapped in scales with a dragon head that was starting to drool at the prospect of a meal.
Half Naked came at me, smoke streaming from his eyes as he threw a punch. It hit me in the chest and actually knocked a little wind out of me, making me cough.
“Fucking Fanger. What are you, a snake?” He tried to swing for my face, but my jaws snapped open, catching his forearm and severing it with a crunch.
“Don’t call me a fucking snake. I’m a dragon,” I muttered over the man’s scream. 
Electricity shot from my finger to the radio in the last guard’s hand before he could radio out any update. He let out a little shriek and jumped back.
Sparky tried to get up but a swift kick with my heel kept him down.
Half Naked’s arm had a rich smoky taste, but it also came with a strange magical heat. It was like I’d just eaten something that wasn’t going to agree with my stomach.
I backhanded the radio-holding guard into the wall. He bounced off and came back at me, swinging. The coward went for my balls.
Goldie sprang into action with a thought, and a trident speared him, pinning him to the ceiling.
“You are all trying to fight well above your weight class.” I pulled the speared guard closer, like a fine piece of steak on a fork. His upper body crunched in my maw. “But I’m starving, and I’m tired of this place.”
Half Naked whimpered from seeing his lackey die. “What the fuck? We didn’t do anything to you fangers.”
I froze for a moment, trying to figure out if he actually believed what he was saying. I wasn’t sure how it looked on my draconian face, but he looked completely terrified. 
“You put me in a prison cell and lost the keys. Let’s reassess ‘didn’t do anything’?” I hummed at him as I took another chomp from the guard speared on Goldie as a giant fork.
Damn, I was starving.
“No, you are monsters. Animals. You aren’t humans, yet you fucks pretend to be them. You should be in cages.” The guard seemed to have gotten himself worked up enough to override some of his fear, but he was still clutching his missing arm.
“Well, I was raised human. I found out what I was later. I get the fear of the unknown, but we mind our own business.”
He just stared at me accusingly. “My wife died this spring. A fanger tore her throat out on her way home. She started to become something else, and I shot her with my own goddamn hands. So don’t you try to take the fucking moral high ground.” 
He pulled out a gun and shot me three times, which was really more annoying than anything else. A 9mm did nothing to my scales. “You fucking fangers ruined my life.” 
He kept firing until the gun clicked empty.
I felt a modicum of sympathy for him. But that was quickly washed away when I remembered where I was and what he was about to do to me. Even if terrible things had happened to him, he’d made choices that were tough to undo.
Snapping my fingers, a jag of powerful lightning hit him in the chest and threw him against the wall. A large burn mark appeared through his uniform and his heart.
He gasped for a few breaths before he slumped over.
My appetite was ruined.
Goldie returned to my arm and what remained of the other guard dropped to the ground.
I pushed my tongue into my teeth to get loose a piece of something as I stepped away from the third guard. “Going to continue to play dead?”
Nothing.
“Okay. Well, I have to make sure.” I lifted my foot over his head.
“Wait. Please.” He held his hands up. “I have a wife and kids.”
“So do I, asshole. And that didn’t matter to you one bit.” My foot crushed his skull.
I shook the blood off my foot, but it really didn’t want to come off.
Rather than try to bend back the hinges, I just broke them and shifted back to my human form as I stepped out and replaced the door. I was really wishing I’d spent more time learning the invisibility spell. It would have made my escape so much easier.
Stepping down the hall in my shredded orange jumpsuit, I realized I was leaving a single bloody footprint with each step. I probably looked like the perfect visage of a villain.
But I certainly didn’t feel like one.
Electricity jumped from my fingers into the first electrical socket I saw. Then I dialed the strength of my magic up to eleven.
Lights exploded all around me, the remaining lights shorting out and going dark instantly. I smirked, but then those lights flickered back on. They had to have some sort of backup power.
I wondered if I could blow that too. Pushing more and more electricity into the socket, I heard a muted thump in the distance and the lights whined as they dimmed back off.
“Okay. Time to get the fuck out of here.” The first door I came to was locked, an automatic response as the power went out. I had to grab the door and strain to rip it open.
I paused. I did not want to give Norton more ammunition. I needed to be careful, even if there was no documentation on me being at the prison.
“Fire is a great way to clean,” I muttered to myself. I turned back down the hallway I had come and breathed deep before letting loose a torrent of flames that cooked the hallway all the way to the poorly propped up door. It fell over and the bed, along with the bodies, caught fire.
My dragon’s breath was hot enough to make nearly anything catch fire or just melt. I kept up the flames, cremating the men who’d assaulted me and burning away any trace I might have left.
“Good. Now to just rip my way out of here.” There was a loud crumbling as the concrete behind me cracked and a wall toppled, exposing another area of the prison.
“Not bad.” Going that way would be easier than going back through the more populated parts of the prison. I didn’t want to kill everyone if I didn’t have to, and I would if I wanted to get out without more trouble following me.
I pushed through the rubble, an annoying siren going off as I stepped into an empty, half court gym. Apparently, they weren’t on the same electrical system as everything else.
Lifting my foot, I breathed more fire carefully, getting rid of the blood on it before walking across the gym and making a hole in the wall beyond it. I smiled as the hole I made led outside. The green grass made me smile, although it was hard to see it in the darkness of the night.
Stepping out onto it, I wanted to stop and sigh. I wanted a moment to just wiggle my toes in the grass, but I needed to keep moving. Picking up the pace, I headed for a chain-link fence and tore a hole through it before I kept on running, getting clear of the prison and into the woods.
I wasn’t quite sure where I’d been taken, and I was still wearing a torn-up prison uniform.
My current plan was simple: get clear of the prison.
With the ground under my feet and the smell of nature around me, I was feeling far more centered. A smile grew on my face, and I turned back to see the prison on fire. It looked like it had spread. The area beyond mine was on fire as well.
That must have started when I’d overloaded the electrical system. Teaches them to cut corners. That probably shouldn’t have happened, but prisons weren’t exactly known for being built with safety as the top consideration.
Feeling for my mates, I could feel them all in a single direction. I kept heading through the woods, my legs pumped with draconic strength. I leaned into the run, feeling the wind in my face and loving every second of it.
I wondered what was going on with my wives. Based on the guard’s words, they likely hadn’t been able to find my location and were losing their minds. I’d wondered why nobody had showed up, especially my pregnant dragon wife.
And if they weren’t able to find me, that meant everything was likely going to shit as they no doubt were on the verge of strangling everyone else.
I’d had plenty of time to think in solitary. Simon had been dug up, and they’d at least claimed to have prints. Which was fair, given I had killed him. But if they’d truly turned that murder into charges, they wouldn’t have been able to lose my paperwork.
Which meant they had just used that image to get me to come along with them. There had to be additional motives beyond locking me up. 
Simon being dug up and me going missing would cause ripples throughout the Philly council and the greater paranormal community. They were causing chaos with the move. Chaos that they likely hoped to use.
The big question was, who would benefit from the chaos?
Norton wasn’t working alone. He wasn’t smart enough, and he needed inside information to have found Simon. Someone inside the paranormal community was working against me.
My first thought flickered to the gnomes and dwarves. Despite my attempts to mend the relationship between our species, they were still cagey at best.
They thought I owed far more gold to them than I’d ever give up. But this didn’t feel like something they would do. I needed to get back and start sorting everything out.
The tree line ended, and I stumbled to a stop in the middle of a road. I scanned around, not feeling comfortable shifting. It was too easy to be spotted.
My phone popped out of my bracer and I tried to start it, but the stupid thing was still dead. Four days of no charge was too much.  After a moment, an idea came to me. I scratched an enchantment on the trunk of a tree with a claw before pushing my mana into it.
“Come here, Pixie,” I whispered into the night as I tried to summon the gold coin that she should still be wearing around her neck.
I knew it would take a bit for her to reach me, so I crouched low before springing up into the tree to wait. I had spent three days in complete solitude. Waiting a little longer wouldn’t hurt.




Chapter 10


“My king!” A limo pulled up and Pixie threw herself out of the limo, led by the gold coin on her choker. 
“Husband.” Jadelyn was out immediately following her.
I jumped from the tree I’d been waiting in and landed in all my bloody and shredded jumpsuit glory. “You two are a sight for sore eyes. Let’s get in before someone sees me.” 
Dragging a claw through the enchantment, I ended it.
Jadelyn plastered herself to me as I got into the limo, and we were moving as soon as the door closed.
I was surprised the limo wasn’t stuffed with my other wives. “Where are the others?”
“The manor or the council chamber. Things have gotten tense. You missed a few things these past few days,” Jadelyn started to explain, but I held up a hand.
“So I’m guessing we still don’t know who pulled Simon out of the ground. Fingers are pointing as a result. And what about Norton? What has he said after stuffing me in a prison?” I asked.
“They pretended to not have come to the gallery at all. The cameras were off, and everyone’s focus was on the other arrest happening,” Jadelyn crossed her arms and grumbled. “I’m in talks to buy his mortgage and his car debt, along with those other two fools. Teach them to play dirty. I’ll take everything they have.”
I pat her on the shoulder, hoping she’d calm down. “At least I’m out.”
“Yeah. What happened to you?” She leaned on me and looked up.
“I got put in a prison to ‘await my trial’, then I got stuffed in solitary until some guards came in calling me a ‘fanger’ and tried to assault me. But it was pretty clear that this wasn’t legal, so I decided to bust out. Didn’t end well for the guards, and the prison is now on fire.” I looked over my shoulder, hoping to see an orange glow, but the trees blocked it as the limo rolled down the highway.
Pixie hugged my side. “We were worried.”
“I’m sure. But unfortunately we don’t have time to rest. Someone is working with Norton.”
“We’ve come to the same conclusion,” Jadelyn agreed. “The guards knew about the paranormal?”
I rubbed my chin. “From what Norton and these guys have said to me, it seems like they really only know about vampires and werewolves. One of the guards talked about his wife being turned into a vampire with the situation earlier this year. He was also smoky eyed like the rest of the people with Iapetus’s blessing.”
“They are in for a rude awakening if they think all paranormal fall into vampires and werewolves,” Jadelyn snorted with a little giggle. Hearing it again was music to my ears.
I missed my women. Grabbing Jadelyn’s hips, I pressed her to me as I let out a low rumble. “Missed you. We’ll figure this out, but I want to gather everyone back to the manor, if possible.”
Jadelyn looked over my shoulder. Pixie already had her phone out, tapping away.
“You have a phone now?” I asked my nymph.
“I had to get with the times. Very handy devices. Also, I’ve had to push back your schedule, but the wild nymphs are getting a little impatient. I know you won’t have time tonight. However, tomorrow, can you meet with them?” Pixie pleaded.
“Sure.” I acknowledged that I’d missed quite a few days and my leadership was needed. “Have we found Simon’s body?”
Jadelyn pursed her lips. “No. That’s part of the problem. The elves are pissed. There’s been a little development with the fae. Apparently, Winter knows something but she can’t say because of an oath.”
I wished that two oaths could cancel out an oath, but there was no magic key. It was, however, a data point to help lead us back to who was coming for us.
“So, if Winter knows and is under oath, then we can assume it happened when she was weak, or when she went to get Iapetus’s blessing. The council and maybe a few other high-level fae were all that had access to her,” I thought aloud; the answer felt like it was just out of my grasp.
“That’s the problem.” Jadelyn frowned. “We’ve come to the same conclusion, and so have others. The council is now at each other’s throats. I asked Ikta, Maeve, and Summer point blank; none of them had anything to do with this.”
“The Spring Lady?” I asked.
Jadelyn shook her head. “Summer says she’s been on the front lines this whole time. Oh, and Winter said something else about false prophecies that got them in a tizzy doing research through a library.” She shrugged.
I sighed. I didn’t need even more mysteries to solve.
But my energy picked back up as the limo rolled up to the mansion. I hopped out, hurrying inside the second the wheels stopped. My first few steps had nymphs jumping to attention, gasping and running.
“I’m that scary?” I joked as Pixie followed close behind me.
“No, they are probably going to run and grab your wives,” Pixie replied.
I grunted and went up the stairs to my bedroom and the baths. I really needed a bath; although, looking at my grime-covered body, I opted for a shower. The bath water would get gross very quickly.
“You.” I pointed to a nymph I vaguely remembered. “Can you get one of my wives to tell the council that I’ve returned and am catching up on the situation? Tomorrow I’d like to have a council meeting.”
“Of course. Welcome back.” The nymph bowed fluidly at the waist and hurried off with a skip in her step.
“Whose nymph was that?” I asked Pixie as I stepped into the bedroom and into the baths.
“Tyrande’s,” she said quickly. “You haven’t asked about Yev.” She waited.
“I figured Jadelyn would have looked much more tired if I’d missed Yev’s delivery. Hell, I feel like I would have heard her roar of anger all the way from the prison if I’d missed it. How is she?” 
Not bothering to preserve the prison jumpsuit, I ripped it off. Bundling it in my hands, I blew a small torch of fire over it until it was simply ash. Walking over to the trash, I wiped it off inside.
“She’s staying shifted as a dragon, per Trina’s recommendations, and resting in your hoard,” Jadelyn answered. “I think she’s going to pop soon.”
“Good. I’ll try to get to her soon. But I don’t want to go into my hoard looking like this.”
The bath was a giant room of some carved stone. Along the edges, there were a dozen showers that could be used to rinse off, and five large pools of various temperatures. But the first two were my favorite and very hot. There was only a small walkway of about two feet between them.
I turned on a shower and stepped under the cold spray, not even giving it time to heat up before I grabbed a coarse brush that I think one of the girls used for their feet and started to scrub the dried blood off of my body.
“I’ll get Tyrande a new one of those,” Jadelyn commented as I ruined it with the blood. “I assume that’s someone else’s blood?”
“Yep. Want to help me get it off the back of my neck? I can feel it in my hair.” I did a little mock shiver as I handed Jadelyn the brush. She dropped her dress off her shoulder, handing it to Pixie and slipped off her underwear before taking the brush.
Pixie hurried away, likely to get out of her own clothes too.
“We were really worried,” Jadelyn cooed in my ear as she scrubbed gently on the back of my neck.
“I’m sure. But this was just his opening salvo. Norton couldn’t have thought that the prison would stop me for long. But if someone in the council is helping him, they aren’t telling him everything. He clearly wasn’t prepared for a dragon.” I turned my thoughts towards the future. I needed to out-think them and take down whoever was causing this mess.
Someone new stepped into the bath. I expected Pixie, but I was met by a vision of blue vampire flesh. “There you are. I’m disappointed you didn’t come say ‘hi’ to me first.”
“I needed to get this blood off of me.” I took the brush back from Jadelyn and pulled a stool over to sit down and start to work on the ash and blood covering my leg. “I’d hate for you to smell this dirty blood.”
Morgana’s nose twitched. “Humans? No, not just humans. Something more. Ones with Iapetus’s blessing?”
“Yeah. I’m going to wait until everyone is here to explain all that happened. Until then, get out of those leathers and get in the bath.” I smacked her leather clad ass with a smile.
Nymphs and the rest of my mates trickled in as I finished scrubbing myself down enough that I could get into the bath without ruining it.
All of my wives, save for Maeve and Yev, showed up.
“Ladies, let’s bathe and then head to the hoard. I’d like to see Yev without too much delay.” I slipped into the bath, reveling in the way the warmth of the water seeped into my shoulders.
“Not too much, but maybe just a smidge of a little delay?” Kelly swam into my arms. “We’ve missed you, and she’s already carrying your child. The rest of us would like a shot.” She leaned in, kissing along my neck.
***Yev raised her head as I entered the hoard. “A little nymph told me you came home a few hours ago.” She sniffed the air. “You smell like wet dog.”
“He does not smell like wet dog. Rude,” Kelly protested as she put her wet hair into a ponytail. “And I was just very happy to see him.”
“Like a dog when her owner returns,” Yev scowled, or at least, it was the closest her big dragon head could do to scowling. She was in a mood and not a good one.
“Sister, you don’t mean any of that. You are just grumpy.” Tyrande stepped in and gingerly walked across the gold coins.
Yev sniffed her too. “You smell like my mate, too.” Her focus shifted to me. “Am I too fat? Is that it?”
I held up my hands. “You are my beautiful dragon wife who is currently resting in my hoard and about to give me my first child.”
“It’s an egg for a year,” she whined and looked at some of the ladies behind me.
“Then we can all have babies at the same time, even if yours is the size of a small horse.” Kelly skittered across the coins to grab Yev’s muzzle and rub her face into it. “We are all a pack. There’s no winning or losing here.”
Yev flipped Kelly up atop her head. “Thank you, Kelly. I am a little upset that I cannot welcome my mate as you have.” She ended with a grunt and lowered her head into the gold as she groaned. “Trina.”
“I’m here.” The copper dragon ran across the gold easily and ducked under the dragon’s tail. “You are dilated! Do you think you can push?”
Yev reached for me with her head and I stepped up closer, petting her neck as she nuzzled into me. “Maybe,” she grunted.
“Good. Good,” Trina said. “This is nothing compared to childbirth. Be happy you have it easier.”
“Are you calling this easy?” Yev’s voice was strained, and she didn’t sound pleased.
“Relax, breathe,” Trina told her. “It’s not unlike a live birth, but your egg is round and proportionally smaller than a human baby. Now push!”
Yev strained against me for a few more seconds before she stopped and panted. “How was that?”
“You are making wonderful progress. A few more like that and we’ll have an egg.” Trina patted her side.
Tyrande clicked her tongue. “You lucky bitch. I hope my kid comes out so easily.”
“This isn’t easy,” Yev groaned once more.
“I mean… in comparison…” Trina started.
Yev pulled her head away from me to crane over her body and glare at Trina. “Whose fucking side are you on?”
“The side of science and healthcare.” Trina put her hands on her hips and glared back. “Now, you need to push. Let’s get this sucker done if you have that much energy.”
Yev curled her head down and let out a dragon sized grunt that made the coins rattle and shift in the hoard. Her grunt turned into a roar as she pushed.
“That’s it, just a little mo— yes!” Trina stepped closer and picked up a giant, green egg.
“Is there a full-sized pony in there?” Kelly asked from atop Yev, who laid her head on the gold and panted.
Trina walked the egg over until Yev could see it.
The giant green dragon curled herself around it and Trina. “Put it down,” Yev instructed, clearly feeling territorial.
“Yes, ma’am.” Trina did so and jumped back for Yev to completely curl around it.
The egg was about four feet tall and about half that around. It was a bright green to match Yev, and it had little spikes on it all, pointing in one direction. I assumed they pointed away from how it had oriented on the way out. Otherwise, the delivery would have been far more messy.
Kelly balanced on Yev’s back, walking close to the egg. “Just how big is a baby dragon when it hatches?”
“About a hundred pounds, give or take. It isn’t like we’ve weighed them out of the shell at any sort of frequency.” Trina pulled out a stethoscope and put it to Yev’s side.
“I’m fine. Just tired,” Yev grumbled. “Despite what you all think, that was hard. But I have my egg, my pretty precious egg. It’s pretty, isn’t it, my mate?”
“Very pretty.” I wasn’t an idiot. “It’s green, very green.” I didn’t know what else to say. The egg was green because Yev was a green dragon, but we wouldn’t know the color of the whelp until it hatched. It had a fifty percent chance to take after Yev and another fifty to spin the wheel of my genes and be any of the other colors.
She looked at me. “What color do you want her to be?”
“How do you know it’s a her?” I avoided the question that was just a trap waiting to happen.
“A mother knows.” Yev nuzzled the egg.
Tyrande went up to Yev and hugged her nose. “Good, you have your egg. Now you can relax.”
“Oh, that won’t happen,” Trina replied, pulling back her stethoscope. “If you think the hormones she’s had while pregnant were something, wait until you see the ones she’s going to have while her baby is in the early stages and vulnerable.”
“That isn’t very comforting, doctor,” Tyrande deadpanned.
Yev nudged her sister. “The egg, isn’t it pretty?”
“Very pretty.” Tyrande humored her sister, who coiled herself around it and put her head over her back, staring directly at the egg.
“Oh great. She’s going to be egg crazy.” Kelly jumped off Yev’s back before the dragon’s tail removed her.
“Are you going to shift back?” I asked Yev.
“No. My egg needs my body heat if it is going to hatch into a beautiful baby girl.” She continued to get comfortable and nest in my hoard, wiggling and sinking herself into the gold.
Polydora put a hand on my shoulder. “Give her a few weeks. She’s going to go into serious nesting mode here for a little while, but the Yev we all know will pop back out.”
I nodded. I could meet her where she was at that moment. She was my wife, and clearly the hormones were leading the show.
I walked up to Yev and shifted so that I could crawl over her and wrap her up in my dragon form. “Then we’ll sleep like this tonight, as a family.” I sighed, content that Yev was okay and so was her egg. “But tomorrow I might need to step away.”
Yev nuzzled me and braced herself so that I couldn’t damage the egg as I crawled over her with my large, golden frame.
“So, we are sleeping in here tonight?” Sabrina asked.
“I dare you to break up the dragon cuddle puddle.” Scarlett laughed.
No one moved, and I put my head over Yev’s side. “We have the beds in here. Use them for sleep this time though,” I grumbled. “Mine.”
“All yours, husband,” Scarlett reassured me. “You’ve been through a lot. Rest up and we’ll tackle everything tomorrow.”




Chapter 11


“My king, you are up early.” Pixie opened the door to my office. “Pancakes?” She brought in a tray. 
“Thank you. You can put them to the side.” I had one of Pixie’s notebooks open in front of me; she’d been taking detailed notes while I had been locked away in the prison. “These are really helpful.”
“You are welcome. But I do apologize, we have guests.” She opened the door further and three nymphs sauntered in.
My eyes blinked and opened back up as dragon eyes, piercing the illusion around one of them and showing the one I already knew. “Ikta, what are you doing?” I sighed.
The far-left nymph sighed, and the illusion faded, revealing the pale and gorgeous fae beneath it. “You are no fun. I thought I could pull it off for at least a little while.”
“I think when the nymphs rebel because you cheated, it would make the play less fun. Do you know either of these other nymphs?” I asked.
She shrugged. “Of course. Midnight is famous and Nyske is infamous.” She pointed at the two in turn. “Neither of them serve me though, if that’s your request. I gathered that it was part of the screening process.”
The other two nymphs were lovely women. But my first impression drew me to Nyske. She had long, black hair, but it kept catching the light like it was filled with the rainbow itself. It looked like all the colors of the rainbow were just below the surface, covered by night. She had a sultry smile that was filled with raw confidence when I looked her over.
I could feel myself strangely drawn to her, and Ikta’s comment had triggered my curiosity.
“Why are you infamous?” I asked her.
“I broke a deal with The Dreamer,” Nyske answered smoothly. “She and I were at odds for a while, but that has simmered down.”
“You want the job? You’re hired. If you can outmaneuver The Dreamer and live, I’m impressed.” I made up my mind instantly.
I really was genuinely impressed. Getting out of a deal with the powerful near-god of the fae Wilds was impressive. Not to mention that meant that she wasn’t a pawn of The Dreamer.
“What about me?” Midnight moved hypnotically and swayed up to my desk, placing her hands on it and leaning forward.
She had my full attention, and I paused, wondering if I made the wrong decision as I stared down her cleavage.
Pixie snapped her fingers between us and broke the glamor the fae had apparently just used. “That was the wrong thing to do. Ikta, please remove her.”
Midnight screamed and tried to grab the desk, but her arms slid off as she fell through the floor. Ikta had formed a portal just below her. Ikta waved her hand again, closing up the portal.
“Is she going to cause problems in the future?” I asked.
“She’s one of The Dreamer’s pets,” Nyske replied. “You didn’t want her, anyway. I hear you met The Dreamer?”
“Yeah, I received her ‘blessing’.” I made quotes with my fingers. “I’m highly susceptible to glamor now. What about you? How’d you get in a fight with The Dreamer?”
Nyske grinned. “All wild nymphs have at least one favor owed to The Dreamer; she ensures of that. She called in my favor, and it was something I refused to do. She asked me to take a child away from their parents.”
I frowned. “But you broke that oath?”
“I lost my magic in escaping it.” She nodded. “Thankfully, I’ve found other ways. But I’d love to be your personal nymph, both because of who you are and because it would protect me from additional wrath from The Dreamer.” There was a curl of a smile teasing at the edge of her lips, like she knew a lot more than she was leading on.
I glanced at Ikta for more.
“Oh? You want my opinion? I don’t know the specifics, but Nyske was one of the older and more powerful nymphs. She was alive in my time. Since I’ve come back, I’ve heard of her plight from The Dreamer. And word has it that she’s even more powerful.” Ikta backed up Nyske’s claim.
“Okay. We can give it a try. I’d like for you to be my personal wild nymph. This is Pixie, my other personal nymph.” 
Pixie stood up straight. Nyske nodded and snapped her finger, transforming into a similar secretary outfit to Pixie.
I stared, very curious about how she’d gotten her magic back after losing it in the oath to The Dreamer. But I had a feeling that it was a personal story she’d tell when she was ready.
“That’s not a glamor.” Pixie studied Nyske’s outfit with a frown.
Ikta took several steps around Nyske, observing the change as well. “You are right, Pixie. Nyske, I think you have some explaining to do.”
Rather than answer her, Nyske turned to me and bowed. “I serve the Dragon King and only the Dragon King. I swear this on my life and soul for as long as he’ll have me.” She repeated herself three times. There was a snap of a fae promise that settled between us.
I stood, shocked.
Pixie gasped. “Why didn’t I think of that?”
Nyske chuckled. “He seems to trust you well enough. But he’d have trouble trusting a wild nymph after what he’s been through.”
Pixie was quick to step up beside me. “I swear that I will serve Zach Pendragon for the rest of my life, or as long as he will have me.” She said it three times. A second bond snapped into place, and Pixie smiled and clapped her hands.
“You two. That was completely unnecessary.” I shook my head.
Ikta waffled her head. “This way, not even The Dreamer can pressure them. It’s smart. I should talk to the other nymphs about a similar promise if they are sure of their positions.” Ikta snapped her fingers and fell through a portal.
I stared at the space where she had been. It did not seem like a comfortable way to travel, but she was probably well used to it. Not to mention insane.
“Okay, Nyske, if you want to catch up on current affairs, you can read these with me.” I handed her one of the notepads that I had already finished.
“What’s the background?” Nyske asked, picking up the pad of paper and starting to read.
“An FBI agent has it out for me, and someone in the paranormal betrayed both the elves and me,” I summarized. “Oh, and my dragon matriarch just had her first egg.”
Nyske beamed at me. “That’s wonderful news!”
“Thanks. I have something else I need to do. Pixie, do you know where Maeve is?” Pixie’s notes had said something about the conflict between Maeve and her mother. Summer and Maeve had since holed themselves up.
“Yes. This way.” Pixie puffed her chest out and took the lead.
I wondered if she was a little intimidated by Nyske, or feeling some competition.
Nyske was only amused and flowed out with Pixie. The two nymphs in their secretary outfits looked formidable. Pixie’s bouncy, pink hair bobbed up and down while Nyske’s long, black hair swished back and forth, catching the light and showing iridescent colors along the strands.
I walked behind them, enjoying the view.
Pixie maneuvered the manor and its twisting hallways like a professional until she opened a door to a giant library. Behind it was a portal covering one of the walls.
Fae were busy on the other side of the portal, moving about the room filled to the brim with scrolls. Maeve and Summer were at a table reading over scrolls while an army of fae seemed to be working and doing a first pass at narrowing down the scrolls for them to read.
Summer blinked owlishly as she glanced away from her scrolls and spotted me, her face splitting into a warm smile. “Dragon King. You are a welcome sight. We are getting weary of looking through scrolls.”
“This is important enough that you didn’t come see me?” I raised a brow at Maeve as she looked away.
“This is critical.” She frowned at the scroll and put it in a pile. “My mother gave us a hint as to why someone would dig up Simon and frame you with it.”
“False prophecies?” I had read that in Pixie’s notes.
Summer hummed. “Prophecies are notoriously vague, and sometimes they are misleading. We have libraries of these prophecies. But Winter said that seeing Ikta and the two of us standing there reminded her of a false prophecy.”
I frowned. “Why would it be a false prophecy, then?”
Nyske picked it up, though. “Because everyone thought Ikta was dead, and no other Wild Fae Queen has risen in tens of thousands of years.” Nyske pursed her lips. “All the prophecies containing Ikta, the Spider Queen, or the Wild Queen were deemed false.”
Summer frowned at Nyske for a moment, seeming to know the nymph. “Nyske?”
“Yes. It’s an honor to meet you. I’ve been chosen to be Zach’s personal nymph.” Nyske bowed, her hair dragging on the floor.
“Good to see you. Congratulations on escaping The Dreamer. Few can claim that boon.” Summer turned back to the pile of scrolls, refocusing on the false prophecy. “As you can see, we are sifting through the false prophecies, but there are so many. We have a team sorting through those that involve Ikta, and then those that involve Ikta and both of us.” She pointed between herself and Maeve. “No luck yet on something that would be a motive. There really are too many pointless prophecies and so many of these have come to pass.”
I picked up one of the scrolls. It talked about the fall of Winter to a vampire. Or at least, that’s what I thought it was saying. The wording was highly cryptic. “Huh. I don’t much like prophecies. I prefer to make my own future.”
“Tricky things, they are.” Summer threw another one to the side in annoyance. “Don’t worry too much about it, though. I don’t like them either. Winter had been the one between the two of us to focus on them.”
“Well, I have an hour before the council meeting. So let me help. You both have clearly already done a lot.” I sat down. “Need anything to drink?”
“Tea. Warm,” Summer said, her face inches from the next scroll as she studied its barely legible script.
“Cold tea.” Maeve nodded, glancing over at me. “And bring coffee for the Dragon King or he’ll fall asleep here.”
I chuckled. “Pixie, could you show Nyske where to get refreshments?”
“Of course.” Pixie was all smiles as she pulled Nyske away.
I waited for them to be gone before I turned to Summer. “How does one escape an oath from The Dreamer?”
Summer frowned in Nyske’s direction. “That is a very good question. Usually, the only method is death. But there are a few examples of creatures getting out of fae oaths. Phoenixes come to mind.”
I raised a brow for her to continue.
“When they burn themselves to ashes and come back to life, they actually die and come back. Death is the end. Any sort of enchantment, oath or bond disappears with their death, and the phoenix is a blank slate if they manage to rise again,” Summer grumbled, clearly not loving the loophole.
“Did you try to get a few phoenixes for your estate or something?” I asked, curious why they bothered her so much.
She gave me a flat lipped glare. “Yes. I traded quite a fortune for them to move to my domain and they ran away. Stupid, flying, flaming rats.”
I held in my laugh, noting that Summer didn’t like phoenixes. Picking up a scroll, I read it while I mused aloud. “Nyske said she gave up her power, but she still has magic.”
“Someone must have offered her something better,” Maeve suggested. “She’s not exactly fae anymore. I believe she is more like half fae.”
“Some would call her an abomination and kill her. But I’m curious why she’s here to serve your husband.” Summer seemed to be asking Maeve a question.
“I’m more tolerant than my mother. Change isn’t all bad. I wanted to give her a chance,” Maeve said defensively. “Husband, what do you think of her?”
“Of the options I was given this morning, although one was Ikta in disguise, she was the most interesting to me. There was some sort of connection I felt looking at her, without any glamor. And if she got out of an oath with The Dreamer, it’s clear she can be resourceful.”
I looked back down at the prophecy in my hand. They really made no sense. I read it aloud, wondering if the others could figure it out.
“When the moon waxes and the stars align, the three queens of the land shall bear upon them crowns of the reflection of snow, the youth of spring, and the darkness of the Wilds. That which the queens have never had will be joined in one and one steeped in The Dream will ride on a dragon not yet seen. The blood will seek to rebel and destroy its roots before the three can become one.” I couldn’t make heads or tails of it. “Am I the dragon not yet seen?”
“Who knows.” Maeve rolled her eyes. “Maybe I’ll ride the dragon.” She smirked at the double meaning. “We’ll add it to the pile though.” She put it on a smaller stack of about four to the side.
“The crowns might be a reference to hair color,” Summer commented. “Which also makes it a little pointless because Winter and Summer’s lines have always had silver and green hair. Why do these oracles always speak in such riddles? Can’t they just say, Summer, Winter, and Wild Queen.”
Maeve spoke in a mocking tone. “Because it was an art. And they were artists.”
Summer snorted. “Try being a queen. Now that’s an art. Here, Good Luck Charm. See if you can find another good one.” She handed me another scroll.
I took it, but then set it to the side as my nymphs returned with coffee and tea.
I took a sip of my coffee; the warmth spreading through my chest. “And we are sure that Winter isn’t sending us on a wild goose chase? She hasn’t exactly been on the best of terms with you lately, Maeve.”
“Even she would want to solve a rift in the council.” Summer sipped at her tea. “It is Philly’s paranormal community’s stability that allows us to come into the world from time to time and for our portal to stay safe. Philadelphia is like a demilitarized zone between us and the rest of humanity.”
Maeve nodded along with her assessment. “My mother, on multiple occasions, has said that Philadelphia’s community was a buffer that must be maintained. For her to cause strife in it would be very unlike her. Which only goes to show how desperate she must have been when she took Iapetus’s offer.”
Speaking of the titan, I wondered aloud, “Is there a titan of the fae?”
They both gave me an odd look.
Nyske cleared her throat. “You’ve met her.”
“Oh. OH. The Dreamer,” I realized. “She’s ancient, but that ancient?”
“Yes,” Nyske was quick to confirm.
I paused, considering the myths of Zeus and the titans. Did my father really cast out the titans, or was that an embellishment? If I saw him again, I needed to remember to ask him.
“Tea break is over,” Maeve grumbled. “Back to reading.” She put us back to work before I could ask more questions.
“I’m not done though,” Summer complained.
Maeve looked over a scroll at Summer. “Drink and read. I want to get done with this so I can go back and check on the battle lines.”
“Your mother is fighting Aurora. She’ll push forward fine without you.” Summer waved away her comment.
“Wait, isn’t it early for your mother to be on the field?” I asked.
Maeve and Summer shared a look; they knew something.
“It’s very early,” Nyske provided. “I suspect that Winter is pushing the Fall Lady aside in order to gain more control of her people.”
The guilty face of my wife confirmed the suspicion. “Am I causing you more problems?” I asked Maeve, not liking the weariness on her face.
“Nope. Just my mother being my mother. I am getting out of her way when she’s like this. Now, read the scrolls and maybe we can find something coherent before the council meeting.” She looked pointedly at the scroll I’d set aside before meeting my eyes and smirking as she shifted back to her scroll.




Chapter 12


It was time for me to go to the council meeting, and I could see why the others had been worn down when I’d entered. We hadn’t found anything in the scrolls. Or at least, nothing that made sense. 
Summer had gone off with the six scrolls that seemed like possibilities to get some additional insight from a current fae oracle.
I still didn’t like the prophecy I’d found; I wasn’t sure about having somebody riding on me to do something. And none had given any clarity to what might be happening with Norton or the paranormal society as a whole.
I worked to reset my head and focus on the present as I walked through the Atrium with my nymphs and wives. I was about to enter the council chamber, and I needed to be on my game.
“Zach. My boy.” Rupert rose from his chair as I stepped into the room, shooing away a siren as he opened his arms wide. Jadelyn’s father, who looked like a bust of Poseidon came to life.
“Father.” I returned his hug and patted him on the back. “Good to be here. But little would keep me away.”
He snorted. “My daughter informed me of the situation this morning. I’ve already reached out to several senators. This harassment will not stand. And I welcome the opportunity to exert my influence to get this Norton removed from Philly.”
I nodded, not sure that it would work.
“Senators are cheaper than you’d think,” Detective Fox added, misreading my expression.
“No, not that. He just seems like a dog with a bone. I’m not sure he’d let it go,” I replied.
Rupert nodded. “Worth a shot. And while not all the senators are friends, this isn’t really a contentious issue for them. They get little blowback given it’s nothing public, and they will have done me a favor.” He looked around the room.
I nodded. “Then thank you for your help.”
We’d just have to wait and see if it was enough to dissuade Norton to come after me, or if he’d follow the orders and leave.
“That doesn’t resolve the issue of how Simon’s body was dug up, and the wedges that’s created here in the council.” I frowned and moved to my seat.
Everywhere I looked, the council was whispering to each other and casting suspicious eyes around the room.
Trust had been broken.
Regina stood closely behind my chair as I found my seat. “My king, these people are not one.”
“No, they are not,” I agreed. “How’s your adaptation to this world going?”
“I have a phone.” She did not seem thrilled.
“Have you used it?” I asked.
“Yes, Larisa showed me how to watch videos. There are many interesting skinning techniques on the YouTube,” Regina deadpanned.
I put my face in my palm. “Yeah. I’m sure there are. You’re with me today?”
She nodded.
“Let’s try not to smash people through tables,” I reminded her. I wasn’t sure she was ready, especially for a council meeting, but if Poly put her on duty, I’d trust that decision.
Amira took up the other position close to my chair, making her my other dragon guard for the day. “How are your parents?” I asked.
“Good. They were threatening to burn down the elven community while you were gone, though.” She shrugged. “No lost love between the elves and dragons.”
“Let’s not do that. Besides, they were harmed greatly in this as well,” I reminded her.
Rupert banged on his chair and everyone went quiet, settling into their seats. “First up, the investigation is ongoing into the criminal that disturbed the elves’ tree and our dead.” He glanced at Detective Fox for an update.
“We’ve identified that the corpse was removed by two FBI agents. We still do not know the whereabouts of the corpse, however,” Detective Fox replied.
Sebastian interrupted, “How have you not found it yet?! We need our dead returned. Simon must be returned to his burial spot.” 
He was clearly distressed. Elves believed that their dead returned to the family tree to contribute to the clan even after death. It was like robbing them of an afterlife.
Tyrande cleared her throat. “That is why the Highaen will be sending five mages to help further our own investigation.”
I raised a brow at her, and she gave me an apologetic smile. I liked to be in the loop, but I understood the reasoning. The elves needed to make a move to soothe over this problem, even if they didn’t get anything done.
“I see that the Dragon King is back.” Sebastian gestured to me. “Was that your priority this whole time?” His question was directed at Detective Fox.
Clearing my throat, the room quieted. Satisfied, I addressed the room. “I escaped on my own. The FBI arrested me using the pictures of Simon. In going along with them, I was put into a prison. I chose not to break out on the chance I’d risk the secret of paranormals, but once I learned I was detained illegally, I removed myself and came back.”
I turned towards the elven leader. “Sebastian, if I were to do things over again, I wouldn’t have killed Simon. It is one of my larger regrets.” I bowed to him. “But at the time, you and he attempted to bully me, and I felt cornered. I decided to show strength. I was new to this world.”
Sebastian’s mouth wriggled, unsure how to feel about my words.
I continued. “But the past cannot be changed. I will put my resources into ensuring that Simon returns to his rest. However, the incident has caused all of us to doubt one another. I believe that was the larger plan. Whoever has done this has successfully sowed discord between us, those who politic, and we are slow to heal lost trust.”
Waving my hand, Chloe nodded and ran down to the steps to the guest area.
“What are you planning?” Sebastian demanded, shifting a little anxiously in his seat.
“I’m going to prove to all of you here and now that there is no lost trust among us. With luck, I might just find the perpetrator.”
Chloe ushered in Elena Walachia and a few more major players in the city.
“Ikta, let us begin,” I announced.
The fae behind me snapped her fingers and opened a portal that had Summer in it.
“Hello, everyone. This will be just a few minutes.” Summer reached through the portal, touching the ground. Green grass replaced the cold stone and our stone seats turned to warm wood.
As the change passed over me, I felt the connection and sighed a little in relief. The fae land was feeling more familiar, and Ikta’s power inside of me felt more comfortable within the piece of Faerie that Summer just placed in the council chamber.
“What is the meaning of this?” Tilly jumped out of his seat.
It was Winter who spoke, though. “Silence,” she snapped. “You are standing on a piece of Faerie; be careful of your words.”
Winter’s words sobered everyone up.
“Thank you.” I nodded to Summer. “Now, we will go around this circle and not speak lies as we discuss the situation. And most importantly”—I gestured to the major players like Elena Wallachia and others below—“we will all profess our innocence to the events that played out. Failure to do so will be met with an assumption of guilt. As the Dragon King, it is within my right to challenge you to a duel here on the chamber floor. You will meet the same fate as Simon.” I nodded to Sebastian. “This is the simplest way to ensure I help return him to you.”
“Dragon King!” Elena Wallachia jumped a little as a too wide smile blossomed on her face. She looked up at me. “I promise I had nothing to do with your capture, nor the incident with the elven boy. Frankly, I’ve just been consolidating the vampires. When I learned you were captured, I cracked a lot of their heads to ensure they shared you— I mean didn’t have you.”
“She’s nuttier than me,” Ikta whispered in my ear.
I didn’t think that was possible, but I didn’t want to tell Ikta that.
Clearing my throat, I stood. “Thank you for kicking us off. I too will assure everyone here I had nothing to do with the recent events of Simon’s body nor my—” My jaw locked up, and I chuckled. “Well, I had something to do with my capture. I was a part of that process. But I was taken against my will and had no involvement in planning or those behind it.”
Rupert stood next, bowing to the elves and giving me an extra bow before professing his innocence.
The entire council squirmed.
It was a huge breach of protocol using magic to force the truth from all of them. They were uncomfortable speaking so directly, but everyone understood that there was no other way to restore trust among the council members.
Sebastian’s speech following his proclamation of innocence was a little surprising. “Thank you, Dragon King. This is not just an ability to find out if there is guilt among us, but a unique opportunity to heal a recent rift in the council. This rift, I should remind everyone, was created by someone who considers all of Philadelphia’s paranormal their enemy. Now what we have is a chance to strike back and ruin their plans by coming back together as one. I had no involvement in this plot to harm the Dragon King nor desecrate my kin.”
Nothing brought people together like a common enemy. I smiled.
The promises continued, until Winter stood. “I had knowledge of the perpetrators and their motives. However, I was unaware of this particular attack, nor did I participate. I am bound by an oath to not speak of it.”
Her words caused a ripple of grumbles to fill the council chamber. People felt cheated out of a simple solution.
I didn’t quite blame them. But her words made me think of the prophecies. We had been looking through them for a direct answer, but she said she was aware of their motive.
What if one of the prophecies gave them a motive? Then it would be a question of who had access to the prophecies.
“Nyske. Who has access to the false prophecies or the real ones?” I asked the older of my two nymphs.
“Anyone. They are in an open library. Though they require access to Faerie,” Nyske said quietly. “That does put some suspicion on the fae, as does the fact that being fae would provide easier access to Winter.”
“You think some winter fae noble is doing this?” I asked.
She shrugged. “I can only guess. The library certainly has been accessed by others. Elves once transcribed many of our prophecies. Then they pretended to pass them off as their own, but that’s another story,” Nyske grumbled.
We continued going around the room. Soon, the entire council had professed their innocence, and Summer withdrew her tract of Faerie. She bowed and winked towards me before the portal closed.
I knew she’d used a good bit of her power to do that for us, and it had also exposed her. I thought of Nata’let stealing a piece of Winter’s territory. Summer putting a piece of her domain here in this world, and exposing it, was a major sign of trust.
With all she’d given, I realized I needed to do something nice for her. Maybe it was time we went on that date.
“Everyone. I hope that helps smooth over many of our concerns.” I nodded to Ikta in thanks now that Summer was gone.
Regina spoke under her breath. “It also shows your power, my king. You just commanded two queens of the fae.”
I tried not to smile.
“Yes, it does.” Rupert said, taking control of the council once again. “There were several projects that we had in discussion that seem to have died on the vine. Maybe this is a chance to reopen them.”
“I agree,” Sebastian added. “Those below, we thank you for your time and your help in remedying this situation. But the council must continue.” It was a dismissal, about as polite as I could expect from the elves.
“Pixie, grab Elena. Tell her I’d like to talk after this if she’d be willing to wait,” I told my personal nymph.
She snorted. “I’m pretty sure she’ll wait for you for a long time.” But she didn’t dally and hurried down the steps to intercept the Wallachia’s youngest bloodlord.
“Is that really wise, my king?” Regina added belatedly.
“No. I think she’s crazy. But her vampires are a wonderful network of eyes and ears across Philly. She might have more information about what Norton has been up to.” I sat back and let the council meeting continue.
That and she wasn’t part of the council and clear of the tangled web that it was. I could use her and her vampires to hunt down Norton without fear of it getting back to him.
The next topics were boring, but given the first topic, I welcomed some boredom.
We spoke about plans to expand the dwarven and the gnome’s underground city. The council needed to discuss how the changes would impact various other aspects of each of their groups. The dragons were well settled, and I didn’t have a problem with any of it, as long as it was done quietly.
I touched Goldie, and the gold elemental rippled with my touch. She was responding to my will, but the bubbly and rambunctious elemental that had lived in my hoard had gone. She’d been quiet since she’d become my bracer. 
“Is everything okay, Goldie?” I whispered to the bracer.
Goldie tightened on my wrist for a moment, like a hug before releasing. “Learning,” she bubbled quietly. Her voice had lost much of its youthfulness and had, in turn, become that of a young lady.
“That’s good.” I rubbed her, injecting more mana with my touch. “We should talk more later. I can answer any questions you have. Thank you for your help in the prison.”
Nyske was watching me as I looked back up. “You have so much. I’m amazed at how much you’ve changed in a short amount of time.” It almost sounded like she knew me before I learned I was a dragon, but I would have recognized someone like Nyske.
I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to say. “Thank you.” I went with a boilerplate answer.
Nyske smiled. “You pinch your brow when you resist asking questions.” She crossed her arms behind her back and refocused on the council meeting.
I stared at her for an extra moment. There was a big question mark hovering around Nyske. I very much wanted to understand who she was and how she’d escaped The Dreamer’s oath. And I was also curious what drew her to want to be my assistant.
Pixie came back over, breaking my thoughts. “She’s waiting. I might suggest not to stall too long.”
I glanced at Amira over my shoulder. “Want to take the seat for the rest of the meeting? Nyske, take notes. I can answer anything Amira doesn’t feel comfortable with later.”
The black dragon worked her jaw several times before she nodded and took the seat, looking a little uncomfortable. I rubbed her arm, trying to show my confidence in her as I followed Pixie down.
Regina trailed behind me. “I’m not entirely comfortable with you being alone with a bloodlord.”
“Me neither. Especially not this one.” We moved down the steps and into the Atrium where Pixie moved to a side room and opened it up.
The room was just a small parlor. Elena was inside, leaning over a fridge and peering into it.
“Something tasty in there?” I asked.
Elena popped up with two wine bottles and snatched up two glasses as well. It was quick, girly movements, but something seemed odd about them. I realized it was off because the glasses and the bottles never clinked. It was like watching something without the sound on.
“Yes. It is well stocked, but I wasn’t quite sure what wine to offer the Dragon King. I mean, are you a white kind of dragon or a red kind of dragon? But I figured that red was stronger than white and that was the answer.” She put a bottle of red wine down next to a bottle of blood wine and set two glasses down before moving to fill them both. “So, what can I do for you?”
I couldn’t help but notice that she placed the glasses such that I’d be forced to sit down next to her on the couch.
She finished pouring the wines and didn’t touch hers. Instead, she leaned down, putting her head in her hands and staring at me. I was fairly certain she wasn’t blinking.
I chuckled and pushed a chair to the other side of the low table and sat in it, while Pixie grabbed my wine and moved it to my hand. “I’d like to talk about the vampires.”




Chapter 13


“I’m an open book for you.” Elena opened her arms wide, her glass of blood wine sloshing around in her hands. “Just ask.” Yet how close the wine came to the lip of the glass or even splashed up in the air, she never spilled a drop. 
“Thank you for being so open,” I chuckled, not quite sure how to take the vampire before me. “Can I ask why you are so interested in me?” I still didn’t entirely trust her motives.
“You are the Dragon King, a powerful and handsome man. Any woman would be interested in you.” She pulled out her phone. “Question, is this app real?”
It took every ounce of my being not to show the surprise, shock, and horror on my face. She was showing me the app that Kelly played on, pretending to be me. “It is real. One of my mates uses it for me, though I’m not sure how often she checks it.”
“That makes sense.” Elena nodded. “I made a few hundred accounts with a wide variation in traits to see what type of woman interested you, and none of them were accepted.”
I froze, beads of sweat forming on my back. That was a certain amount of dedication in trying to be compatible with me. I hadn’t intended to set up a meeting with my number one stalker.
“Yeah. Best if you stop that. Anyway.” I had no idea how to segway away from the current conversation. “Vampires. Norton and his men seem to have been going after vampires and werewolves. Are you aware of any vampire communities being victim to him?”
Elena frowned, her focus shifting as she ran through any recent vampire events. I at least respected that, as a leader of her people, when tasked with something that affected them, she could put them first. 
“If you have locations, we can look into them. America has been a playground for a while. The three royal families fought over it in the early days, but our conflict caused many of the senior members in early America to cut us off. Even now, the Wallachia are only sending their weakest bloodlords. Surely there are some bloodlords here already, and it is taking time to bring them into the fold. As a result, information is not shared widely. I’ll have to look into it.”
I nodded, a new question burning in my head. “What exactly is a bloodlord? Is Morgana close?”
Elena’s blood-red lips split into a smile, and she took a sip of her bloodwine to cover it. “How much do you know about the vampire transformation?”
“A magically inclined virus enters the host and changes a person into a vampire. Following the change, they have the desire to drink blood to gain mana to feed the virus,” I replied.
Elena nodded. “Yes. Though, virus is a crude description to some. But what happens as they age?”
I knew that one. “They grow stronger.”
“But why?” Elena smiled, having gotten to the crux of whatever her point was going to be.
I looked down at my hands and frowned. “They are changing? Continuing to change?”
“Yes. Every person is a little different. But as we absorb more excess mana, the virus uses it to change our bodies. It actually takes up a large amount of mana to complete the transformation, but once it is done, the virus becomes inert in our blood. It’s still present, but dormant, because its job has been finished. The hunger fades, our power reaches its peak, and we, in turn, control the virus rather than the other way around.” 
She held out her hand, and blood shot out of her fingertip into a small blade before it retracted into her.
“Hence, bloodlord.” I nodded. “You can still grow more powerful by taking stronger blood, though?”
“Yes. We build reservoirs of power by holding onto powerful blood.” She answered, her eyes flickering to my neck.
“How long does that take?” I asked. “Is Morgana close?”
Elena smiled. “Ah. These questions you should ask her. We have no idea how long it’ll take Morgana. The rate for a human is between four and five hundred years. But Morgana is an elf with her own source of magic and a completely open tap to the Dragon King’s blood.” Her tongue dragged itself across her lips with the last few words.
I was feeling particularly uncomfortable at that moment.
“But I can’t begrudge her good fortune. And if I’m honest, we hope she becomes a bloodlord soon. We are very interested in learning what a drow vampire’s potential could be.” Elena smiled, running her tongue over one of her fangs.
I nodded. I was getting used to being a catalyst for change, but it was exhausting to be at the center of so much newness. Scarlett’s tails, Morgana becoming a bloodlord… I could only hope that I was able to help my women progress and get stronger faster than we all became even bigger targets.
“Moving on. What about your people in the city? Have they seen anything in recent days?” I asked.
Elena shook her head. “No, but I’ll have them keep their eyes peeled. In order to keep those that survived the purge of the city alive, I’m supplying them with blood and asking them to stay inside. They are getting pretty squirmy, but they are staying low for now.” She picked up her glass and savored a sip of her bloodwine. “Now, you’ve asked your questions, and I’ve acceded to your requests. It’s my turn. What kind of women do you like?”
Regina cleared her throat and looked at me with interest.
I slid my arm around Pixie’s waist and pulled her into my lap, nodding at the glass of wine. She raised it to my lips and let me have a sip as I hummed in contemplation. 
“You know, the number one thing my wives have in common is just contact. The more I interact with someone, the more likely something is to come of it. It’s not a guarantee, but nothing can happen without that first.”
Elena’s eyes glowed red for a moment. “Yes. That’s obvious,” she agreed with me. “But there has to be something that just drives you mad. Do you like Morgana’s venom? Maybe it’s the leather and corsets?”
“Yes. But I’ve become fairly resistant after multiple doses. It’s more the fun that she has with it, using it to enhance feelings.” I tried not to be specific. “I like strong women.”
Elena bared her fangs and licked them. “You know, the venom becomes stronger with age. Even into being a bloodlord.”
“I didn’t know that.” Smiling, I tried to get her to continue. “So, what other questions do you have?”
She thought about it for a moment. “Can I have your phone number?”
“Sure, why not?” I pulled it out of my bracer and raised my brow. “What’s your number? I’ll text you.”
She rattled it off, and I just sent a simple ‘This is Zach’ to her. I’d have to get Pixie to help sort through all the text messages I was sure to receive.
Her phone chimed, and she held it with a victory smile before seeming to force it away. “I’d ask that you call me if you need anything. In the meantime, I’ll look into the vampires. Send me a few locations that you know were affected.” Elena got up quickly and downed the rest of her bloodwine before hurrying out, eager to achieve something.
We sat there for a moment longer. Pixie was enjoying giving me sips of wine, and I was still processing that interaction.
“I thought we were all going to die for a moment,” Regina said once we were sure Elena wasn’t coming back. “She’s very fast. She moves like a killer.”
“Of course she is a killer,” I sighed as Pixie wiggled herself in my lap. “The Wallachia have to send someone dangerous, even if the pretext was to send someone weak. Their last messenger to America was killed and impersonated.”
“She’s also obsessed with you,” Pixie added. “Like, she might actually be worse than Ikta.”
I scoffed. “Let’s not put them in a competition as to who can be the craziest. Ikta would not let herself lose that battle, and I think she’s mellowing out a little now that she has my promise.”
Regina grunted.
I knew she was a little sad we hadn’t gotten more time together. “Thank you for watching out for me though, Regina. I don’t think I want to be alone with Elena anytime soon. Pull up a chair and find a wine you like. I think we should take a moment to just sit together.”
“Poly says we aren’t supposed to drink while we are on guard.” Her words and the way she eyed the wine warred with each other.
I just needed to urge her a little further. “A bottle of wine won’t even faze you."
Regina nodded, seeming happy with that justification as she stepped over to the small fridge and pulled out a bottle. Her thumb turned into a claw and tore the cork out in one swift movement.
As she tipped back the bottle, her wild, red hair fluttered. “Ah,” she sighed and wiped at her mouth. “This is good stuff.” It wasn’t, but it was probably far better than jungle wine.
“You can drink it a little slower. We don’t have to rush,” I joked and gestured towards a chair that she could move over.
She nudged it over with her hip and plopped down on it. “You really live like a king.”
“You like the manor?” I asked.
Regina took another swig of wine. “If I’m honest? There are not enough things to hunt there. I do feel a little cooped up. Too many walls.”
I nodded along with her. Taking the woman out of the fae Wilds was going to be a hard adjustment. But it was her choice. “Do you want to go back?”
She frowned. “No. I like it here. I like that you are here, in your element, and not the dragon pretending to not be a dragon back in the village.” She sighed. “I don’t know exactly what I want. But I’m trying to figure it out.”
“We should get you to meet the other dragons. Eventually, you’ll join the next conclave. At that point in time, you’ll be the only red dragon outside of Faerie. You’ll be very popular.” I pointed out with a smile.
She frowned at me. “Unless you have children by then. Yev is going to have a second as soon as she can. Poly and Trina are hoping they’ll show signs any day.”
I couldn’t decide if she was sad about not have the child or not have the intimacy. I tentatively asked her. “Yes, I’m going to have lots of kids. The Dreamer made sure of that. How do you feel about raising kids?”
“That’s a man’s job,” she parroted what she knew for a moment before pausing. “But maybe it would be interesting.”
“Bet you’d have to hunt them down constantly and teach them to be fierce little dragons,” I teased her.
“So, you’ll give me an egg?” she asked hopefully.
I tried not to sputter when Pixie put the glass to my lips and failed.
“Ah,” she said quietly. “That’s not what you meant. Understanding men is difficult.”
“Don’t worry. We don’t have much luck the other way around either,” I confessed.
Pixie cleared her throat. “Maybe we should set up some dates for the dragonettes. While the more aggressive dragons have managed to work themselves into your harem, those with less aggression might need some one-on-one time.”
Regina perked up, and I knew I was going to agree. “Set it up. I have spare time while I’m lying low.”
“It’ll be done.” Pixie scribbled something down on her pad of paper. “Now, let’s finish the wine and get back before one of your girls sends out a search party,” she mused and pushed the wine glass back to my lips.
***“There you are.” Helena stormed into my office. “What the fuck?” 
An angry angel, just what I needed today.
“Please explain which fuck we are talking about.” I put the book on magic that I was reading down. After Jadelyn’s comments, I’d searched through the office and found more than a few expensive magic books. After my lessons with Sabrina, I was starting to have enough of a foundation to understand them.
Helena glared at me, and I just smiled, curling my eyebrow suggestively.
“Oh, put it in your pants. You have enough harlots running around here; you don’t need to look at me that way.” Her wings still fanned out a little, and it might have been unconscious, but she was definitely posing for me.
She still wanted my eyes on her.
Nyske looked at Pixie. “Is this where we leave?”
“I think we’ll go get something to drink. We’ll be back shortly with something for you two.” Pixie led the way out.
“That… that isn’t why I’m here,” Helena stuttered. “What do they know?”
“I didn’t tell them, if that’s what you’re asking. But Agent Till made it clear she knew. I think some of them have noticed.” I got up out of my chair and stood. I was taller than Helena by a fair bit.
But her presence was emphasized by her giant angel wings. “Sit back down.” She pointed to my chair.
“Now I’m definitely not sitting down,” I teased, happy to taunt her. I was not about to have her barking orders at me. I walked around to the front of my desk and leaned against it. “So, why are you here? Other than for another round.”
“Fuck you.” She glared at me. “Nothing good came of that.”
“That’s not how your partner put it. No, how’d it go?” I tapped on my chin. “Oh, right. ‘All her barbs were smoothed. She mellowed the fuck out.’” I rose from where I was leaning against my desk to get up into Helena’s personal space. “So, yeah. It sounds like you liked it.”
She pushed against me with her hands, and I let her move me back against the desk. “Shut up.”
“Make me,” I teased her. I liked toying with my angel.
She glared up at me; her face full of challenge. And I accepted that challenge, grabbing her head and pulling her in for a kiss.
“I said no kissing.” She covered her mouth.
Pressing my luck, I grabbed her hips to pull her close again as I stood and kissed her neck.
Helena pushed me back against the door, frowning to herself before she looked up at me and practically climbed me like a tree. I waited, letting her instigate the next kiss.
I wasn’t quite sure if she was trying to eat my face or actually kiss me; it was so damn aggressive. And I loved it. I pulled her tight skirt up with one hand while the other fumbled for the lock on the door.
Just as I got the lock flipped, she pushed me off the door and onto the wall.
“You will tell no one,” she growled, pointing a finger at me.
I leaned down, nipping the tip of her finger as she scowled, and then pulled her back against me, kissing down her neck until I found my mark. I emphasized the kiss, wanting her to remember that she was mine.
“I won’t need to tell anyone.” My hand found the clasp of her skirt and undid it. I yanked it down, revealing pretty pink lingerie underneath. “Do you always wear such sexy things under your clothes?”
She put a finger under my chin to lift it up and kissed my soft neck a few times before she bit me, hard. “Stop asking stupid questions and fuck me.”
I spun her around and knocked the books off my desk with her body, pinning her in place as I worked my belt off and my pants fell to the floor.
She was a hot bundle of messed up, and I had to admit I enjoyed it. She glared back at me, daring me to go as hard as I could. I parted her lingerie, pushing just my tip into her.
“My my. Wet for me?” I pushed in a little harder, knowing that Helena wasn’t exactly one for foreplay, unless fighting counted.
“Shut up and fuck me harder. I know it’s bigger than that.” She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me deep inside of her. Then she grabbed my collar and pulled me down closer. “Choke me.”
I was happy to oblige.
I used both hands and only applied a little pressure, mostly using it as a point to pin her to the table and keep her still as I thrusted inside of her, savoring the feeling of her warm wet sex taking me in big gulps.
Helena let out raspy moans and used her nails to rake lines down my forearms. Her moans told me she was thoroughly enjoying herself.
I was glad my wives had gotten me a hearty desk, reinforced with enchantments to boot.
“Fuck,” she screamed. “Harder.”
“I’m fucking you hard enough to break steel,” I groaned, continuing to thrust. She felt good. Something about aggression paired with sex triggered something in my lizard brain.
“No. Choke me for real.” She glared at me, and it was hot and angry. And so damn sexy.
I squeezed harder, feeling her sex twitch as she made breathless noises and orgasmed right then and there.
I almost stopped, but it felt so damn good. I was still chasing my release. I released her neck a little and grabbed her shoulders, arching her up to hit a tighter angle as I continued thrusting into her.
She grunted, moving her body as I instructed, until I erupted inside of her, satisfaction coursing through my body.




Chapter 14


“So… was this why you came?” I asked Helena, who was currently dripping onto the floor. It had taken two rounds, but she seemed to be satiated for the moment. I pulled a hand towel from the adjoining bathroom and tossed it to Helena. 
She grunted and wiped herself down. “Do you have to make such a mess?”
“Yes. You are going to smell like me for days and… uh, are you protected?” I hesitated. Given the Dreamer’s blessing, I should probably make sure all my mates were on their version of birth control if they didn’t want a kid.
“Of course I am,” she scowled at me.
I smirked, realizing if she was taking birth control, that meant she was expecting to have sex. And there was no way in hell somebody I’d marked was having sex with anybody but me.
“Stop smiling.” She glared at me. “It’s for acne, not you.”
“Oh yeah, of course,” I was quick to agree. Pretty sure angels didn’t get acne, though. “So, why did you come here?”
“Norton is in the wind. Word came down from on high. He got his recent promotion stripped and was sent out to Washington state, but then he and his little group that he had brought with him vanished,” she explained.
“Vanished? You’re sure they aren’t just on a long drive or flight?” I asked.
She smirked at me. “He missed his flight. The evidence from their cases has gone missing, and the new Special Agent in Charge can’t get ahold of him for answers. He vanished into thin air. I guess getting the Scalewrights to pressure him wasn’t the best move. It seems he has his own agenda that surpasses his desire to work at the FBI.”
I got my pants back on and leaned against the desk as I worked my shirt buttons on. “That was Rupert. He did it without any prompting from me.”
A knock on the office door let me have a moment to think about the repercussions. Helena stood near me, not moving to answer the door though, and they knocked again.
“Going to get that?” I asked.
“Do I look like a nympho?” She primped in front of the mirror, trying to look like she didn’t just have wild sex.
“Yes. Yes, you do,” I teased her, and a spear formed in her hands as she pointed it at my face.
She gave me a deep scowl and twirled the spear, making it disappear before she marched over and opened the door.
“Hello.” A nymph popped her head in. “There you are, Helena. I was looking all over for you.”
The angel glared at her. “Why do you insist on following me?”
“I’m your personal nymph,” the nymph replied with a chipper tone and stepped into the room, taking a small sniff of the air and having a sudden expression of regret. “Darn. If only I had found you sooner. You shouldn’t make a mess of the Dragon King’s office.” She started picking everything up.
Helena looked at me for help.
“Oh, don’t ask me for help. I’m drowning in nymphs. Besides, you should give it a try. They are super helpful. Till was in here the other day asking how she can net herself one.” I shrugged and saw a small purple portal on the other side of the office.
It was just barely a peephole, but I had no doubt Ikta was watching from the other side.
I needed to hurry before Helena saw it. She’d have a meltdown. “Anything else you needed to tell me?”
“Are you not worried about Norton?” Helena frowned.
“Of course I am. And I’m worried about you. But we’ll figure this out. I actually need to work on something else for a little bit.” My vagueness was alarming Helena. “Make sure you take good care of your nymph. She’s here to help you.”
“I can rile the Dragon King up so he becomes a beast with you next time,” the nymph added in an impossibly happy tone.
Her peppiness may not be the best match for Helena.
Helena grunted but didn’t otherwise acknowledge what her nymph said. “Can you do paperwork?”
“Yep.” The nymph saluted.
Helena frowned, but she at least nodded, walking out with the nymph.
As soon as the door closed, I locked the door and whispered, “Ikta, if she saw you peeping, she’d try to carve your heart out.”
The portal opened wider, and Ikta strutted out in a purple, sheer dress, her spider limbs on full display and her lips in a playful curl. “She seems like a bundle of fun. I wouldn’t mind letting her carve my heart out as long as there was some sex in there somewhere.” She pulled up a chair and patted it for me to sit down.
I played along and sat down.
Ikta then placed herself on my lap, her face only a few inches from mine. Her eyes were so deep; they felt endless as she stared at me and bit her lip. “See? Isn’t this nice?”
I nodded, glad that I’d been recently satiated.
“You are a lovely woman, Ikta, and I’ve made promises with you. But there’s still the issue of Jadelyn. Besides, grand gestures like building this manor are nice, but I still don’t know you all that well.” I got comfortable, which meant holding her hips to keep her balanced on my lap.
“Jadelyn, Jadelyn, Jadelyn,” she sighed. “You favor her so much. I am a little remiss that I wasn’t able to quietly replace her.”
I scowled at her. “That’s not okay.”
“Why not?” she pouted. “You would have never known, and then you would have enjoyed me endlessly by now.” She tilted her head and ran her nails along my neck until she reached my chin, pulling my head up to stare into her endless eyes. “Tell me, why is it wrong?”
“Because I love Jadelyn. The thought of someone killing her angers me.” It felt ridiculous that I was spelling that out for Ikta. “That you still think it is okay makes me concerned about your continued presence in my home. I won’t put any of my mates at risk.” I added a growl to the end of my statement.
Ikta clicked her tongue, but when I stared her down, she rolled her eyes and relented. “I gave my oath that I wouldn’t harm any of your women. Happy?” She crossed her arms under her breasts. “I’ve served as Jadelyn’s nymph for periods to understand that woman. Secretly, I’d added tracking enchantments to her jewelry so that if anything happens, I can swoop in and save her.”
“Does she know that?” I asked.
“No. That sort of ruins the ‘secret’ part.” Ikta shook her head. “But this is me trying. In my own way.”
“She asked you about a shipping lane, and you told her to ask me?” I brought up another topic.
Ikta bit her lip. “Yes. Well, that’s another issue. But I’m not sure if you are ready for it.”
“Hit me,” I replied. If it would help Jadelyn’s business, I didn’t want to stand in the way.
She frowned and punched me lightly in the shoulder. “What does that accomplish?”
I put my head in my hands. “It’s an expression. Just tell me and we can work things out.”
Her mouth made a big purple ‘O’. “Sorry for punching you. This modern-day life is filled with odd expressions.” She refocused on my question. “You are now a nexus of the fae. Between your blessing from The Dreamer and having a home with the blood of three fae queens...”
“Wait, three fae queens?” I interrupted her.
Ikta made a face. “Winter is in denial, and so is Maeve. When Maeve finishes absorbing the power in that wedding ring, she’ll be stronger than Winter. Mab might be ruling, but she’s not the queen, not to the Faerie realm. That’s probably why she’s been such a bitch to her daughter. We all hate to lose our power.”
“The ring is that powerful?” I was surprised.
“Extremely. It’s from a Winter Queen before I was sealed. She ruled during what you’d refer to as an ice age. For a long period of time, she was almost too powerful. Summer could not take back the season. Eventually, she sealed her power into several objects, such as the fragment of a crown you’ve given your wife.” Ikta bounced her eyebrows. “I’m a little jealous, if I’m honest. Are you going to get me such a powerful artifact when you marry me?”
“There’s still the issue of you terrifying Jade,” I reminded her, ignoring her question.
She leaned close in slow motion, as if waiting to see if I’d push her away or flee.
When I didn’t, she placed several delicate and wet kisses along my neck while she murmured, “You are giving me access to your entire body, and I’m not taking even the slightest of advantage.”
“Ikta,” I warned her.
Her nails dragged along my back. “Do I need to make myself vulnerable to Jadelyn, or her to me, and show her I won’t act?” Her tongue wiggled into a soft spot under my jaw, making me tingle.
“I don’t know what Jadelyn needs besides time.” I found myself pulling her hips closer to me. “But we got off topic, didn’t we?”
Ikta’s nails found their way into my hair, and she dragged them along my scalp. “Yes. You want to know why I need you to make the portals for Jadelyn’s shipping route, rather than make them myself?”
I was surprised. I hadn’t realized the task was for me to literally make a portal. But I waited for Ikta to continue.
She smiled. “You have a new fragment of Faerie, one that is whole in a way that the rest of Faerie isn’t.”
“Because the three queens have come together to make it?” I replied, trying to piece it all together.
“Yes, and because you have a large piece of my power waiting in you. Summer and I agreed that you should be the one to make the portal for Jadelyn, if that’ll be what it takes for you to tap your fae magic. We need to bind you to this house and the fragment of Faerie. Then you need to make it yours.” She put my hand on her breast and squeezed it.
“Don’t tell me having sex with you is the answer. I’m not sure I buy that,” I teased her.
She pouted, “Would that be so bad? I’d give you an army of dragons. Are you not the least bit tempted?” She took my hand up to her dark lips and suckled on my finger with a raised brow, as if challenging me to tell her no.
I pulled my finger out of her mouth, leaving a trail of saliva between it and her lips. “How do I claim this fragment of Faerie that you made my house on?”
She smiled that I didn’t say no, even if I tried to pull her back on topic. “It’s quite simple. You need to master your fae magic. We’ve already agreed it is your home, but the land has not.” She took my finger that had been in her mouth and pulled it down to her collar, drawing shapes on herself with it. “Or you could mark me and Summer and assert yourself.” She shrugged as delight at the idea spread through her eyes.
I frowned at her. “All it takes is me acknowledging this is my house, and therefore my piece of Faerie?”
She nodded. “Yes, although I did just offer a second option.” She leaned her head to the side, exposing her neck.
Well, if my house was a piece of Faerie, then saying something stated thrice should work. “This is my home, my fragment of Faerie, and it, along with everything in this mansion, is my domain.” I claimed it three times.
There was the twang of an oath snapping into place between myself and the house.
Ikta clicked her tongue. “I was expecting a little more possessiveness from you. Should have claimed everything in the house.” She ran a finger over her collar where I would have marked her. “Zach.” She dragged a nail along my neck. “Now you need to master my magic, and make me— I mean it— your bitch.”
I chuckled. She really wanted to keep riling me up. “So, fae magic. How is it different?”
“Well, now that you control this fragment of Faerie, within it, you should be able to make things a reality. At least for a short time.” She took my hand, and hers glowed purple as she held my palm up. “Since it is my magic, I can help draw it to the surface over your dragon magic. Focus. What do you want to make?”
“A pen?” One on my desk caught my eye and seemed simple enough. I tried to imagine one in my hand.
“Boring,” Ikta sighed, but my own arm glowed purple with hers and a pen popped into existence. “Oh look. A boring pen.”
I took it and twirled it. The pen felt real. I beamed. “So, what happens with it?”
“Well, if you use it, the ink will probably stay after the pen disappears. If you stabbed someone with it, it would disappear but the stab wound would stay,” she explained.
I stared back at her. “Those are the two uses that come to mind for a pen?”
She shrugged. “Yes?”
“What about portals? You make them, but Summer and Winter don’t.” I was curious.
Ikta bit her lip, trying to hold back a knowing grin. “That’s because the three queens have different magic. My magic draws from the Wild, the chaos in Faerie, such as the natural portals. Winter draws from the cold and the darkness, Summer from the warmth and light. This is why their powers ebb and wane. They follow the seasons of Philadelphia because that’s where their portal connects to your world.”
There was something she wasn’t telling me. “Because this fragment of Faerie was made by three of you, which will I follow?”
Her smile blossomed. “All of them, though your magic came from me, so obviously the magic of the Wild will be easiest for you. But hopefully your power doesn’t ebb and flow like Summer and Winter.”
“This is more significant than you are letting on, isn’t it? When else has someone had a piece of Faerie that has all three of your powers?” I asked, feeling like I was tugging at a thread that was going to unravel something bigger.
Ikta brushed my cock with her hand, grabbing it gently and pumping it as she leaned forward and kissed me. Her tongue pushed in immediately.
Her lips were amazing, and I kissed them to my delight as I grabbed her hips and ran her over my cock as she broke the kiss and threw her head back, watching me with her wild and crazy eyes. I could drown in them. Or other parts of her, happily.
But not yet.
“Just a taste.” Ikta smiled mischievously before the door opened to Pixie and Nyske. “When you are ready,” she whispered and fell off the side of the chair into a portal.
“You okay, my king?” Pixie put down a cup of coffee. “I didn’t realize that Ikta was here.”
“Fine. We were talking, and then she, well, she was just being a tease.” I straightened my shirt.
“Need us to get you another pair of pants?” Nyske asked.
I looked down at my lap. I was sticky and wet. Clearly, Ikta hadn’t been wearing anything under her dress and the woman had rubbed herself all over me.
“New pants. Then magic practice. And then I probably need to check in on everyone now that Norton is loose.” I tried to form my plan for the day. It would be good to go see Kelly and her pack too. They should be in the middle of summer practice.
“The Highaens have requested yet another meeting. Should I schedule one this time?” Pixie asked as she went into the closet for a new pair of pants, and Nyske picked up the room.
Neither of them seemed perturbed at all by the scene.
“Yeah, and tell my honor guard I’ll be taking another job tonight. We need to keep everything rolling. I doubt just because Norton is gone that I’ll get off completely.” I rubbed my hands over my face and blew out a breath. “Okay. Back to work.”




Chapter 15


“Poly is not going to let you go anywhere without a team on you. You should know better.” Larisa buckled into the back of the car before helping Regina with her buckle. 
“I’m going to the stadium, and I’m going to be with Kelly’s pack. That’s about the safest place I could be,” I argued as I looked over my shoulder and pulled the car out of the parking spot in Morgana’s garage.
“Great,” Larisa said. “The wolves are fun. Besides, you aren’t complaining about your pink-haired nymph tagging along everywhere.” Pixie sat in the passenger seat.
“Maybe sometimes I want to bring a car smaller than seating for four.” My eyes drifted past a few of the sports cars that really only had two functional seats. Morgana and I used to take those out all the time.
“I really think you should just start using Jadelyn’s limos,” Larisa replied.
“Wait, I thought they were Scarlett’s limos? Jadelyn has to ask her every time she wants to use them.” Regina turned to the smaller dragon.
Larisa laughed, patting Regina’s thigh while shaking her head. “That’s because Scarlett is a much better guard than we are, and she has a much more obedient person to guard.” 
I met her eyes in the rearview mirror, and we all knew what she meant. She gave me a wry smile.
“I will take notes.” Regina nodded seriously. “Jadelyn gave us a phone number to call too, if you get into any trouble.”
I grumbled as I pulled out of the garage. “A lawyer, no doubt. That’s fine. But Norton and the others are likely operating outside the law now.”
Regina’s hand shifted into a wicked red dragon claw. “Even better! Then we will operate outside the law, too.”
“Put that away.” Larisa smacked Regina’s hand. “It’s broad daylight. We are going to be more subtle than that. Put Norton’s head through a wall or a table if he comes for our king.” She held back from laughing at her own joke.
“That didn’t work so well last time,” I muttered from up front, looking at the two of them in the mirror as I started heading down the street to the football field.
“My king, can you not open a portal now?” Pixie asked.
“Portal?” Larisa asked.
“I was tinkering with fae magic this afternoon,” I replied. “Unknown if I can make a portal outside the manor.” Lifting one hand off the steering wheel, I tried to form a pen. It sort of formed before becoming a pile of sand.
Larisa clapped. “Yay, sand. Just what I’ve always wanted.” Her voice was dripping with sarcasm.
“Maybe when I’m not driving, I’ll try to focus harder. Let’s just say that, while in the manor, I’m doing okay with fae magic.” I grinned at the future possibilities. “Speaking of, Pixie, what kind of magic does Nyske have if not fae magic?”
Pixie frowned. “When she makes things, it is very much like a glamor, but it’s real, not temporary. Which is… very strange.”
“That sounds very powerful too,” I pointed out.
“Sort of.” Pixie waffled her head. “I felt that making her clothes was a strain. So her ability is somewhat limited.”
Larisa was leaning forward. “A full set of clothes? That’s not a small amount of material she produced from magic. Something like that could make enchanting items at a terrifying pace. Imagine just imprinting a complete magical circle on even something like cloth, then using the magic circle to do any big magic.”
I was reminded at that moment that Larisa was older than she looked. She was one of the smallest among the dragons with me, and she often wore flowing summer dresses over her petite frame. I’d also noticed her white hair was growing longer; I wondered if my mates had influenced her.
“That would be a very interesting use,” Pixie agreed. “But I am not sure where she got her magic from.”
“I’ll just have to let her continue to assist me. When she’s ready, I’m sure she’ll tell me.” I sighed. Nyske was a bit of a mystery.
“She’s pretty powerful, if she’s the nymph I’ve seen. The one with dark hair that changes colors in the light?” Regina asked.
“That’s the one,” Pixie agreed.
Regina nodded to herself. “She’s strong. I felt her magic. It reminds me of some of the older dragons back home.”
I looked in the mirror to check that she was being serious. She was, and that was sort of terrifying.
“Maybe she just wants to have your kids, my king,” Larisa suggested.
“Could be,” Pixie agreed. “She really seemed interested in him though, like she knew him already.” The nymphs were surprisingly adept at reading people, so I took her comment to heart. What it meant, I had no idea.
I pulled up into the football stadium parking lot. “Either way, we’ll have to wait for more information, it sounds like. But we’ll have to play ‘guess what’s up with Nyske’ later. It’s time to spend time with the pack.”
Even as I got out of the car, a tall, red-headed wolf came bounding out of the stadium. 
“Hello!” Taylor waved excitedly. “Anything I can do for you, Alpha-alpha?”
“I came to check on you, Kelly, and the pack.” I smiled at Kelly’s head bitch, Taylor. Kelly led the pack, but there was always a girl keeping the bitches in line. She was largely Kelly’s second.
“Aww.” Taylor bounded over with the pep and spring in her steps of a cheerleader before she hooked one of my arms and leaned on my side. “You came to check on me. That’s sweet. I’m glad you remembered that raincheck for my date.”
Suppressing a frown, I tried to remember when I’d agreed to a raincheck, and I couldn’t place it.
“Oh no. I keep track of all of his appointments. It’s somewhere in the list,” Pixie promised Taylor smoothly.
“Pixie, you are the best.” Taylor grinned.
It didn’t escape my notice that Taylor had been waiting for me. “How’d you know I was coming?”
“Kelly touches her mark a lot when you are close. Or maybe when you are thinking about her? Not quite sure, and I don’t think she’s aware of it. But she was touching it a lot, so I came to see if it was true.” Taylor looked up at me and grinned. “Gosh, I love how tall you are. Not a lot of guys are taller than me.”
I didn’t reply, and she didn’t seem to care as she continued. “Come on. Let me bring you to Kelly. She’s all wrapped up in the summer training. She’s the best alpha. Even when you hear the stories of the good ones, she makes them seem lame. But it probably has to do with how happy all the betas are. This pack operates just so much better than the others.” Taylor was talking a mile a minute and wouldn’t stop grinning at me.
“Are any of the betas still causing trouble over the fertility potion?” I asked.
She shook her head hard enough that I had to hold on to her tighter, worried she would get dizzy and fall over as we walked.
“Nope. They still try to steal it for parties, but Kelly goes along with it, letting them have their fun from time to time. Some of the bigger betas make sure that people aren’t wasting it or doing too much. So, they get their rambunctious games. The potion stock stays healthy and everyone gets what they want.”
We walked through the player level of the stadium and out onto the field. As soon as we were on the grass, Taylor let out a howl that made my ears ring.
The cheerleaders on the bleacher whipped in my direction and howled back before they started shouting ‘alpha-alpha’. And either their yells or Taylor’s howl fully disturbed practice and the players, who quickly joined in the chant.
Kelly turned with a barely concealed smile, her hands on her hips as she cocked them and glared at me accusingly.
“Hello, my mate.” I waved at her with my free arm.
She glared at her pack before rolling her eyes and letting herself smile for real. She took a few bounding steps before she jumped. Taylor separated from me, and I used both hands to catch Kelly. Her legs wrapped around my waist as she kissed me passionately.
“You should warn me before you come.” Kelly glanced at Taylor with a question in her eyes.
“She says you have a tell for when I’m getting close,” I explained, without giving away her clues.
Kelly frowned a little but shrugged and just kissed me again amid her cheerleaders’ shouts.
“Okay.” I grabbed her hips and lifted her up for one more kiss before putting her down. “I want to be here, be a part of your life. So, how goes practice?”
Kelly spun on the players. “If you all keep gawking, I’m going to make you run laps until you are too tired to gawk. Coach, you got this?” She was speaking to an older, male wolf.
I could tell with a glance he was an omega without a pack, but he had a strong stance that said working with the younger pack was giving him some of that comfort werewolves got from being in a pack. A lot of the omegas were down right depressed.
“He’s from my father’s pack. Was a star player in his prime, and he worked as a coach before the lack of aging showed and he had to fake his death,” Kelly explained as she dragged me and my followers over to the bleachers.
“Alpha-alpha. Alpha.” A blonde I recognized laid out a blanket in the center of the bleachers, giving us a prime spot.
“Thanks, Tiff,” I replied.
She bowed low and hurried back, but I didn’t miss the swell of her stomach.
“She used to be your number two,” I commented, but I left the statement hanging for Kelly to explain.
“She lost my trust, but I didn’t kick her out of the pack. I’m not that vindictive. Besides, her position is a good reminder to everyone.” Kelly shrugged.
“Bottom of the pack,” Taylor added, seeming a little chipper about that fact. “Though now that she’s pregnant, I think we should ease up on her a little. She’ll need support with her little one.”
Kelly just grunted, remaining the firm alpha, but I saw Taylor take it as a yes. It was fun to see Kelly in her full alpha glory.
“Alpha-alpha, do you want a back rub?” One of the bitches slid in behind me and started rubbing my shoulders.
“Oh yes, if you lay down, we’ll massage every inch of you. We give really good massages for athletes.” Another of the ladies crowded the first.
I looked at Kelly, and she shrugged. “They do give great massages. I could use one too. Though I’m shocked you all didn’t offer your alpha one first.”
They all gave her chagrined smiles and then focused on me again. “The Alpha-alpha is here so rarely. We just want to do our best to make sure the Alpha-alpha wants to come back to visit our alpha often.”
Kelly rolled her eyes, suppressing a smile under a grunt as she laid down on the bleacher, motioning for me to do the same. We faced each other as the pregnant wolves surrounded us and went to work. 
I had five or six sets of hands starting to work me over.
“Oh. This is nice.” I had to admit, they were actually decently skilled at giving a massage.
“See, Alpha,” Taylor sat to the side, teasing Kelly. “Alpha-alpha just wants to relax.”
“So, you came out here for a massage?” Kelly teased.
“Maybe I will in the future. But I just came to say ‘hi’ and spend some time with my favorite werewolf.” I propped my head up to look at Kelly, and she did the same. Our faces were only a few inches apart.
She let out a content grumble. “I love you too, my mate.” Kelly seemed content being worked on by the ladies.
Another pair of wolves came over with water in sports bottles with straws. “Water is important with massages.”
We both drank some before another wolf took them and put them to the side.
“Also, Norton is on the loose. Rupert put some pressure on him through a senator, and as a result, he’s cut off communication with the FBI. No one knows where he is,” I told Kelly.
Kelly sighed. “Of course the Scalewrights would do something like that. A man like Norton wasn’t just doing his job, though; he had a fucking mission.” She let out a groan as a wolf found a knot in her back and really went to town on it.
The wolves massaging me were doing a great job, but one of them was focusing too much on my ass.
“Are you worried about me up here?” she asked.
“Maybe a little. His history is going after vampires and wolves. They seem to have a small sample set for the paranormal, calling us all ‘fangers’. He doesn’t seem to know anything else exists,” I replied.
“Fangers?” One girl massaging Kelly looked up. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to eavesdrop, but Ken mentioned that some dude called him that yesterday. We both thought it was weird.”
“Was he in a suit?” I asked.
She shrugged and nodded at one of the other bitches. The other one was pregnant, but she bounded off the bleachers with an agility that most women probably couldn’t have mimicked, even if they weren’t pregnant.
She ran over to the field, I assumed, to grab Ken.
“Thanks for coming out to check on us, though.” Kelly glanced over at me. “I probably do need to work with you to get more semen for Hestia.” She wiggled her eyebrows.
“Weren’t you being a greedy little wolf just the other day?” I teased her.
She rolled her eyes. “I was trying to use that seed for something else.”
“She wants your baby,” Taylor replied, as if we didn’t all already know what she meant.
“Alpha-alpha and Alpha’s baby will be so cute!” one bitch massaging me squealed, and the rest of them let out adorable little cooing noises. Apparently, baby fever was infectious among the pack.
Kelly pointed at her pack. “I’m surrounded by this all day. They are all pregnant and hopped up on their hormones. I want to be pregnant with them.”
There was an excited squeal from some of the wolves of her pack at the idea.
“I heard you and Morgana were taking tests?” I asked.
She shrugged. “Those tests were a little early. We were both too excited.”
I raised a brow. “You mean, you could still be…”
“I haven’t had my period yet,” she confirmed. “But wolves can be a little irregular, so it’s hard to know.” She bit her lip, and I could tell she was anxious.
“Lots of sex is the best solution,” Taylor chuckled. “Maybe you should take a couple for yourself before you get us more for potion making.” The head bitch winked at me. “Then when you are indisposed, I can take one for the team and help keep the potion’s secret ingredient flowing.”
Several of the bitches gasped, eying Kelly to see her reaction. But their alpha just grumbled. “We’ll see. I could be insatiably horny when I’m pregnant. That happens to some girls.”
“You might have a dragon baby,” Taylor reminded her. “I hear that sucks the wolf out of you while you are pregnant. If that’s the case, you could be very tired.” She grinned.
Kelly frowned at her, but we all knew that was the truth.
Dragons took a lot of mana from their mother. Another dragon weathered it well, but many other paranormal races would essentially become human for a time as the growing dragon sucked up all the mana they had.
“We’ll see,” Kelly replied noncommittally.
A beta was brought over to the bleachers. “Alpha-alpha, you had questions for me?” he asked. I assumed he was Ken.
“Yeah. Someone called you a fanger?” I asked.
He nodded. “Yesterday, when I was going between classes.” He paused, clearly trying to remember more details. “About this tall Hispanic in a suit and sunglasses.”
I groaned. “His name is Agent Lopez. Did he say anything else to you?”
“No. He just asked if I was really on the football team. He saw me wearing my jersey,” Ken replied quickly, bowing his head slightly.
“That’s not good,” Kelly added.
“Not good at all,” I agreed.
As if our words summoned an ill omen, a gunshot rang out in the stadium.




Chapter 16


Kelly flipped off the bleachers and not in a graceful way. Blood sprayed into the air as she took a bullet. They had to be a fantastic shot to thread through all the werewolf bitches surrounding her.  
A dozen more shots rang through the stadium, tearing through the other women with me on the bleachers. One even hit me, but I rolled with the force and grabbed the bullet, where it was sure to leave a bruise.
It was a big sucker, flattened against my side. A scale had popped up to protect me.
“Everyone, get down. Larisa, Regina, kill them.” I rolled up to my feet under the bleachers and scrambled to get Kelly where she fell under the bleachers, caught up in the bracing. She was a mess of blood, but the wound in her chest was healing and she was breathing.
The pack went into a panic. Betas rushed over to their ladies, blocking them from taking further damage with their bodies.
There were a few screams as people fled. The stands always had a few onlookers: parents, students, maybe a few talent scouts. That was why they weren’t shifting, and most of the antics were kept down to the field.
But those that had been here innocently were fleeing, and with Kelly down, Taylor took charge. “Betas. Get up in the stands and get those guns—” She took a round to the chest.
It was a huge exit wound, bigger than a fist, as one of the betas caught Taylor and the rest took off into the stands. No one was shifting, though.
Kelly blinked up at me and looked at where the wound was. “Shit, they blew my tit off.”
“You know, I was more worried about the heart and things like that,” I joked.
She scoffed. “Don’t lie, you like my tits more than my heart.” Kelly coughed up blood. “Okay. I’m gonna fuck someone up.” 
She kicked her feet and caught part of the stand to push herself out of where she was stuck in the bracing and rolled backwards, landing on her feet before striking a pose that had to be muscle memory from cheerleading.
“Coming?” she teased as she ducked under more of the structure, hitting a four-legged running pose as her clothing ripped and she filled in with fur.
Guess she wasn’t holding back.
The rest of the pack saw that, and those betas climbing into the stands started to shift as well.
All around the stadium, men with guns were taking potshots at the mass of cheerleaders huddling under the bleachers and the betas that were trying to protect them with their bodies.
They were spread out and organized, but some had bigger worries as shifting betas clawed after them, or the two poor souls that were shooting Regina and only slowing down the pissed off red dragon.
I was out from under the bleachers and chasing after Kelly as she kept packing on mass. It had been a while since I’d seen her wolf out. She was a hell of a lot bigger than I remembered. Kelly was easily as big as I remember her father and Chad being, if not bigger.
She threw herself up into the stands, her claws scratching up the concrete steps as she loped after her first target.
When he stood up from behind the low concrete wall that separated the first tier of seats from the second, I realized he had on the tan uniform of a sheriff as his rifle took another chunk out of Kelly.
But she didn’t even flinch, catching him and throwing him over the wall down into the first section of seats and pouncing on him. What surprised me was that he fought back, punching Kelly’s big head hard enough to turn it.
“Die, fanger.” I heard him yell before he pulled out a knife and started stabbing her.
She let out a whining howl before her claws tore at him. The first few swipes didn’t do more than tear his clothes, but then she got him and he turned into a gory mess by the time I got up to her.
Kelly had a big lupine frown on her face. “He was far too tough.” 
Another round hit her, and she raised her head as her ears pinned themselves back and she growled. Not just at the shooter, but at what I saw, too. Her betas weren’t doing well. They were actually getting tossed around by these humans.
“Iapetus,” I reminded her. “Drag them down to the field. You or I can take care of them.”
Kelly let out a howl that the rest of her pack picked up and then they started following what I’d told her. Though they were getting chunks blown out of them, they were wrestling the shooters down to the field.
I ran over the stands to the closest set of betas wrestling with a man in camo.
“Alpha-alpha,” one shouted, seeing me, and the beta disengaged with the man.
He turned on me with those gray smoky eyes and shot me point blank with his rifle.
It felt like a solid punch to the chest, but I grunted and shrugged it off before I caught the front of his rifle and bent it. “Those hurt, you know that? You should be careful where you point that.”
He let go of the gun and ripped a knife out of a holster on his belt, coming for me.
I blocked with his rifle and pushed him back. “Guys, go get the others down to the field. We’ll take care of them.” I threw the rifle aside and flicked my wrist, Goldie forming into a gold long sword.
“What the fuck are you?” The hunter frowned at my new sword before resolve settled back into his eyes. “My buddy died earlier this year. You guys did this.”
I shook my head and swung my blade at him.
He blocked with his knife and tried to out muscle me. His strength was surprising, but not at the level of Norton or Lopez from what I’d seen of them.
However, Iapetus was giving his blessings. This one wasn’t as strong.
So naturally, I pressed him down with my Goldie sword. "We didn't do anything. Those that hurt your friend earlier this year are already dead."
The hunter stared back at me, confusion painted on his face. "No." He said the word as if he could force it to be true.
"Did two FBI agents set you up to do this?" I asked, even as I pressed him down to his knees.
He nodded eagerly. Maybe he saw that he might be able to get out of this. "The night my buddy was killed was that strange night. The one where there was a giant fire in the park. Later, agents came and asked me questions when I reported him missing. This week, two suits showed up to follow up on those questions. They told me and everyone else here all about fangers, even had a live one. Then they gave us the power to do something about it."
At this point, the man was crying; even with the power he'd gotten from Iapetus, he was no match for my strength. He had to know that he was about to die.
I even was wondering if there was a way to save these people. They had been misled and weaponized against the paranormal in their grief. But even as I wondered that, a wolf down on the field shrieked about her baby. I knew then that the damage they had done was too great to seek forgiveness.
"Please," the man begged.
I forced his head down before my sword swung, shattering his bones and tearing through his chest.
The only obvious line of justice here was that these people had attacked a pack of werewolves that were doing nothing wrong just for what they were. Just because they were misled didn’t make them right.
Kelly howled as she threw another man out of the stands onto the field and then pounced on him before tearing him apart and splashing the Astroturf with blood.
The betas had taken her previous command seriously and had stopped trying to kill the Iapetus blessed men, and instead of fighting with them, they were dragging them out of the stands and onto the field.
I raced down the concrete steps and easily hopped the last barrier, landing on the field to assist Kelly in taking these men apart. Larisa and Regina were joining us in the field but on the other side to help the betas kill these men.
But the one thing I noticed was that none of these men were in suits. They wore office casual, uniforms, or rags, but none of them wore suits. I didn't see Norton or any of the other former FBI agents.
I tore apart another Iapetus-blessed man in anger, knowing that Norton had successfully forced me to kill these men. Now that the betas were working to get them down to the field, we were able to make short work of the remaining men.
Kelly panted as a giant werewolf. Her eyes glowed a vibrant orange, and her furry shoulder was missing a patch where my mark remained, even with her shift. 
“Zach,” she growled.
“I know. Settle your pack.” I wiped blood off of Goldie before having her revert into a bracer. “This was Norton sending these people after your pack.”
Kelly shook her lupine head and shifted back into a cute, plucky college cheerleader. “Everyone, roll call. Get the injured over here. We have help coming.” She nodded at me.
I pulled my phone out of my bracer and quickly dialed Morgana.
“Zach? What trouble did you get into now?” she teased.
“I’m at the football stadium. We need a cleanup crew.” I kept my tone serious.
Morgana stopped playing around. “How bad?”
“Two dozen men came and started firing into Kelly’s pack.” I couldn’t keep a growl from my voice. “They are dead and we have wounded wolves. I think a few of the girls lost their babies.” I looked over to where Kelly was sitting with three distraught girls. “Bring the dragonettes and let the council know. Tell Detective Fox to help smother the police reaction. There were some normal people here when things started. I bet there’s a…” I heard sirens in the distance. “Fuck. Morgana. I have to go.”
“Pixie,” I shouted for the nymph. “You all right?”
Her pink hair popped out of a mass of werewolves. “I’m fine.”
“Come here.” I waved her over, not quite wanting to join the sorrow of those wolves mourning their dead children.
She bounded over, her pink, curly hair bouncing with her movement. “Yes, my king?”
“Can you get a hold of Summer somehow?” The fae queens weren’t exactly carrying cell phones.
She gave me an odd look. “No one really calls on Summer or Ikta like that.”
I frowned and went back to my phone, swiping, until I found Maeve and dialed. It rang, which was a good sign, and on the third, she picked up. 
“Zach?”
“Is Summer with you?” I asked.
“No. What do you need her for?” She almost sounded a little like she’d been challenged.
I sighed. “Police are coming to the football stadium. It’s a mess, and I need a big ass glamor to cover it.”
Maeve clicked her tongue. “I’ll do it. Ikta said you claimed your fragment of Faerie. Give me a portal.”
I chuckled nervously. “Maeve, I’m not great at this.”
“Sounds like you don’t have an option,” she said, and there was noise on the other end of the phone like she was hurrying somewhere. “I’m in the kitchen. Give me a portal.”
I cursed under my breath. She was right. There weren’t many options.
Okay, okay. Portal. Draw on Ikta’s power, connect it to my fragment of Faerie. Imagine a portal, one that walks through the wild ways of the Faerie and opens in my kitchen and here before me.
My eyes pressed close as I tried to imagine it.
There was a resistance, and I remembered the arches that normally these portals had. Refocusing, I tried to make it in the doorway to the kitchen and the entrance to the locker rooms here.
Something snapped into place and I cracked my eyes open.
Maeve hopped through the portal, and good thing, because it cracked and shattered a moment later. She looked back at it. “Okay. You are bad at that.” She walked over in her tight white pants.
“You were the one that told me I had to,” I panted, and felt a unique kind of exhaustion from using that portal. Like a muscle that I’d never really used before.
She came up and gave me a cool kiss on my cheek. “Yes, well, we know that unless you are pressed for things, you rarely seem to work on your magic.”
I wanted to refute her, but she glared at me, daring me to.
The sirens were getting closer, and Maeve glanced in their direction as red and blue lights danced on the lip of the stadium.
“Kelly, keep everyone quiet. I’m sorry. We will deal with everything in a moment,” I said.
She shushed the ladies, and Maeve cupped her hands in front of her. The ring on her finger gave off a cold glow that echoed in her hair and her eyes as the surroundings dropped several degrees and a ripple of magic came out from her.
A second ripple came and all the blood disappeared. The third ripple made the bodies vanish, and the fourth hid all of us. Only when I shifted my eyes, could I see everything.
Cops came charging into the stadium decked out in full riot gear, only to stop and look around, confused.
Those that were coming behind them bowled over the front row that had stopped, and it was an absolute disaster as they fell over. Someone’s gun went off, and they struggled to get themselves upright.
There was shouting from further back. “What’s wrong?”
“Captain. There’s no one here,” one shouted back.
They managed to sort themselves out and pull each other up as a man in a more decorated uniform stepped out, his hands resting on his belt as he surveyed the stands. “What the fuck?”
I was only about ten yards from him, along with over three hundred werewolves, but he couldn’t see us as Maeve concentrated on a large-scale glamor.
“We had eight reports of multiple shootings there.” The captain spun around, looking at the otherwise pristine football field and stadium.
“Maybe it’s another mass hallucination?” one officer in riot gear suggested.
The captain let out an exhausted sigh. “Another one, eh? How many does that make around the school? I’m more likely to believe those nuts that say there are things that go bump in the night.” He kept turning and looking around the stadium for some sign of the attack reported.
“Capt. FBI is here,” someone shouted down the line.
“Great, let them see this for themselves. They seem to be sticking their nose in everything. I’d like them to see this for themselves.” He kept his hands on his belt.
Helena and Agent Till came out onto the field, and I let out a huge sigh of relief that it wasn’t another set of agents.
“What are you two doing here?” the police captain asked.
“Multiple shooters attacking a football team. Flagged up as possible organized terrorism. We were in the neighborhood.” Agent Till pulled out her badge for him to check.
He shrugged. “We just got here, as you can see. Absolutely fucking nothing.” He shook his head.
Despite everything being fine, he knew that something wasn’t right.
I glanced over at Maeve, whose face was strained as she maintained the glamor. We needed this to hurry up. She was at her weakest in the summer.
Chewing my lip for a moment, I tapped into my fear aura that I had accidentally used back in Switzerland. Since then, I’d really only used it as a weapon, but here I tried to open that aura up and just let the barest amount leak out.
Just enough to make him uncomfortable and leave.
The police captain’s brow pinched down and stepped back. Agent Till, she had the opposite reaction and instead looked towards where I was hidden.
Helena looked directly into my eyes with a small smirk. “Well, there’s nothing here. Standing around isn’t going to fix that, just make us stay late as we fill out more damn paperwork.”
The captain grunted in agreement. “Alright, boys. Pack it up and head out. We’ll figure everything out at the station. Call it in as a hoax. Tell your boss about this so he doesn’t flip my station upside down for answers that don’t exist.”
They turned back and Helena waved at us, before whispering to her partner and following the police out.
As soon as they exited, Maeve let go of her glamor and Pixie jumped into action, putting up a small glamor just at the entrance.
“Thank you, Maeve.” I rubbed her back.
She let out a few heavy breaths. “No. That was good, really good for me to pull off here during the summer.” She rubbed the ring on her hand with a face of worry.
“Later. We need to help clean this up.” I shifted my focus to Kelly and the three wolves she was comforting.




Chapter 17


“He needs to die.” Kelly grit her teeth at me as I approached the three wolves who had taken the bullets. 
“I know.” I sat down next to the injured wolves. “What happened to you three is beyond cruel.” They had survived the bullets, but based on the blood and holes in their shirts, the shots had taken their pregnancy from them.
“Alpha-alpha.” One looked up at me with red, tear-stained eyes. “You’ll make this right for us? Kill the ones who caused this?”
They all look at me with the same helplessness, turned to anger. Violent anger filled them, and I knew Kelly desperately needed to rip someone's throat out.
“Yes. I already have people out hunting Norton and his cronies. We still need to figure out who in the paranormal community is working with him, too.” I winced a little as more anger flashed in their eyes.
They growled, and Kelly stood up in front of them with a glare to get them to stop.
“Let them grieve,” she directed me.
I stepped away, happy for the moment of reprieve. It was hard to watch them grieve, but I knew that it was my role as a leader to be there for them.
Spotting Maeve, I moved over to her. “Is there anything you can do for them?”
“Even if I used my magic, they’d be happily pregnant for only a while. It would fade.” She shook her head and glared angrily at the men who had attacked them.
I remembered then just how important pregnancy was to the fae and put a hand on her shoulder.
Pixie cleared her throat, and I glared at her for interrupting, but she ignored my glare. “Get Nyske here. She might be able to help.”
“One of these days, you are going to tell me what is up with her magic,” I replied with a frown.
“If I knew, I’d tell you. But she created real clothes. Not fake ones.” Pixie’s eyes drifted over to the wolves. “She might be able to help the wolves.”
Breathing heavily, I knew that the best way to get her to us quickly was through a portal. Thankfully, Nyske had sworn a powerful oath to me, and I concentrated on that tie, trying to pull her to me, imagining a portal between us.
As I imagined pulling her, other images began swirling around next to her. Some were people I recognized, some were too blurry. I frowned, feeling less confident in what I was doing, but continuing to try it, anyway.
I breathed as another portal snapped into place, one side somewhere in my manor, the other side the locker room opening again.
Nyske took one look and jumped through to me.
The portal fizzled out, and I sagged, Pixie grabbing onto me. “Good job.” The pink-haired nymph helped me to the ground and put my head in her lap.
“You needed me?” Nyske asked, tilting her head.
“Pixie said your magic was strange and that you might be able to help those wolves. They lost their pregnancies to the attackers.” I pointed at the wolves.
Nyske frowned. “How long ago?”
“A few minutes? Maybe less than ten?” I replied.
“I can try.” Nyske pushed through the wolves to the three crying ladies. As she stepped near, Kelly got between her injured wolves and Nyske, giving me a look. I gave her a thumbs up and she moved to the side.
Pixie helped me up and over to watch.
Kelly nodded and said something to Nyske, who put her hands on the first woman’s stomach. 
There was a pregnant pause among the wolves before Nyske drew her hand away. “It’s alive. But please get yourself checked out by a doctor. I can’t be sure that it’s in perfect health.”
“It kicked!” the wolf shouted. “Is this a glamor?” She looked at Nyske accusingly, deep pain in her eyes at the thought of losing the child again.
I put my hands supportively on Nyske. “She lost her fae magic and can perform miracles. Please trust her.” Despite barely knowing Nyske, she had bonded herself irrevocably to me. She’d given me reason to trust her, and something in me innately wanted to trust her.
Nyske moved on to the second and third wolves, doing the same as she did with the first.
“You guys should all get checked out by doctors, but I have done my best. May they be healthy young babies.” Nyske stood, and the pack surrounded her; each one of the bitches refused to let her go without a personal hug.
I followed Nyske out, with Kelly trailing curiously behind me. “There are too many questions,” I told my personal wild nymph.
She smiled at me. “If you trust me enough to help the wolves and support them, you trust me enough to wait. It will be easier if I show you the full story; I don’t want you to only see part of it and misunderstand.”
“Mysterious,” Kelly replied from behind us, clearly not sure about Nyske but also in her debt for healing her wolves. “I’m Kelly. Thank you for helping them. If I can return the favor sometime, just let me know.” She tapped her lips. “Actually, maybe I can. Have a plushy and an invite to tonight yet?”
“I’m Nyske. I don’t know what a plushy is, but I’d be happy to join whatever is happening tonight.” She shook Kelly’s hand before looking around. “You were attacked?”
“Clean-up is on their way,” I replied. Movement caught my eye, and I saw my dragonettes slipping over the wall of the stadium and rushing down the stands. “Kelly, do any other wolves need healing?”
Wolves could take a lot of damage, but their healing had limits.
“Yeah.” She turned to shout at her wolves. “Pack, get the wounded. Healers are here.” Kelly crossed her arms and started stomping about being the alpha and keeping things moving.
Trina and Amira rushed past me, but Polydora took up a stance next to me with Sarisha on the other side.
The leader of the dragonettes glared at Regina and Larisa as they sheepishly returned to me. “Our king and his mates are alive. For that, you will be spared. What happened?”
“They were relaxing together as the men started firing from the stands. I am sorry. We didn’t see them enter with the guns.” Regina hung her head, deferring to Polydora.
Larisa echoed her. “I even watched people moving about up there. I didn’t see a single gun, and they didn’t appear organized.”
Poly only scowled at the two of them and then looked at me. “The cops? Looked like they were heading out.”
I nodded at Maeve. “Maeve came. She put a glamor over the stadium, and they showed up and felt like idiots when there was nothing here. I made a portal, and I broke a portal. I’m not very good at it yet. We’ll keep it to emergencies only.”
Poly’s face split into a grin as an idea came to her. “Maybe when you get good enough at it, we can let you go without having two honor guards with you all the time. That is, if you promise to summon us when need arises.” She gave me a skeptical look.
Pixie laughed. “It seems everyone around you knows you too well.”
All of them seem intent on encouraging me to learn more magic, even if it took offering freedom from guards to do it.
It wasn’t like magic was easy. Most of what dragons used beyond a few simple spells were complicated enchantments that put organic chemistry to shame, and the wrong result could be disastrous.
“Fine. I’ll work on my magic.” But my attention was pulled elsewhere as Morgana slipped in with a small team of vampires. “Morgana, I got in trouble again.” I waved at her.
She rolled her eyes, but couldn’t keep the smile off her lips. “Furball, thanks for keeping our mate alive,” she teased Kelly.
The alpha wolf turned on Morgana. “Watch it, Blueberry. You are on my turf, and I’m in a bad mood.”
I hesitated, unsure if I should step in.
“What, did someone get bubblegum in your fur again?” Morgana taunted Kelly.
Kelly gasped, running her hands down her back. “That was you! I knew it! I had to cut that out.” She was now giving Morgana her full attention.
“It looks better with the shaved spot, honestly.” Morgana shrugged.
A number of us were watching it escalate and trying to decide if we should interfere.
“I was trying to grow my hair out.” Kelly glared at Morgana.
“Alpha? Say the word, and we’ll make things even,” Taylor offered.
Kelly turned to her head bitch and frowned. “What the heck? Don’t touch a hair on Blueberry’s head. None of you touch any of Alpha-alpha’s women—shit, now I’m saying it,” Kelly scowled. “But find me some empty bloodwine bottles. I have ideas.” She narrowed her eyes at Morgana, who only chuckled.
I was just glad that their rivalry stayed to pranks, and I realized Morgana might have had ulterior motives. The little verbal sparring session had pulled Kelly out of her mood from the attack and gotten her back to more of her usual self.
Taylor was confused at their interaction, but she shrugged it off.
Morgana’s vampires were already quickly taking apart the men and stuffing them into trash bags. “Do you think their blood will taste terrible?”
“I ate one. Tasted like spicy smoke. Kind of made me want to vomit,” I admitted.
Morgana pouted. “Shame. But maybe that could be useful. We’ll get rid of everything. Sorry about this and the wolves.”
I glanced at Nyske. “Actually, we were able to save the pregnancies, we think.”
“Then maybe we better get you back to the bar and rethink going out tonight.” Morgana put a hand on my shoulder.
“No. If I let this deter me from the rest of my life, Norton wins.” I pursed my lips, not sure if I should say the next part. There was a little history between Morgana and Elena, but it was better for her to be in the know. “Elena is using her vampires to search for him.”
“Zach,” Morgana warned me, frowning. “She’s not good news.”
“Not the worst deal I’ve ever made. Though, she’s outside of the council and her hands are clean of whoever betrayed the elves and told Norton where to find Simon,” I laid out my logic.
Morgana crossed her arms. “I still don’t like you getting involved with her.”
“Don’t worry, you’ll always be my favorite vampire.” I patted her shoulder and earned myself a glare.
“It’s not that. She’s crazy. Always has been.” Morgana rolled her eyes. “You’ll see. But I hope she does find Norton. We still don’t know what’s happened with Simon’s body. There’s no reason I can see for keeping it at this point. They aren’t using it for evidence anymore. The elves won’t settle down until they can put him back in the ground, and they have guards around their tree 24/7 now.” She sighed. “So, we are still on for our job tonight?”
“Yep. Though, if you think we are going to be able to do a stakeout without two or more extra dragons in the back seat, you’re going to be wrong. After this, there’s no way I’m getting free of them tonight.” I paused. “Unless…” As soon as I looked at Pixie, she shook her head, telling me to forget it.
Morgana shrugged. “Guess we are stuck with two dragons. I’ll pick two good ones for us.”
I rolled my eyes. They weren’t a flavor to pick, even if they did resemble skittles at times. For some reason, I was a greedy dragon and needed the whole rainbow.
“Might I suggest Sarisha and Chloe?” Pixie added.
Pursing her lips in thought, Morgana only took a moment before she nodded. “They do need love.”
“You need some love too, Blueberry,” Kelly rejoined the conversation, looking at me. “The pack is heading out. We are going to hang out in our bunker if you need us, and we are canceling practice for the rest of the week. We’ll do conditioning at the bunker.”
“The girls are going to be flighty and extra protective.” I nodded in understanding.
“At least Nyske saved their babies.” Kelly nodded to the nymph with respect. “I’ll find you in the manor later and explain what’s happening tonight.”
“Do I need to know?” I asked.
All of my women spoke at the same time. “No.”
“You’ll be out with Blueberry. We girls have things we do without you. It isn’t as if our entire lives revolve around you.” Kelly put her hands on her hips.
I shrugged. “Fine. Be that way about your not-so-secret Golden Plushy Society.”
Kelly gasped. “He knows!”
“Of course he knows. Jadelyn was openly inviting people in front of him.” Morgana smacked the back of Kelly’s head. “But he only knows the name. No need to get him involved. It’s Jadelyn’s thing. Make sure to give the new girls hell for me.”
Kelly winked and gave Morgana a thumbs up. “Of course. They have no idea what they are in for.”
I rolled my eyes. The Golden Plushy Society was becoming bigger and bigger, and it seemed to only be growing in structure and ceremony. But nobody seemed bothered by it, so I didn’t see any harm in letting it continue.
The girls continued to banter, but I was distracted, watching the vampires clean up the blood like they’d done it a thousand times. Which, given that they were vampires, they had probably cleaned blood up at least that much.
The bodies were quickly gone, and a few vampires were using some thin layer of concrete to hide scratches that the wolves had made in the steps, while a few others were using magic and screws to fix the seats.
They were actually quite industrious.
“My king. I’d suggest you head out. There’s dinner prepared, and then you will be going with Morgana on the stakeout.” Pixie smiled.
“Dinner?” She had my attention, and the way my face snapped to attention made everybody around me give a knowing laugh. I glared at them all, not enjoying being predictable.
“Larisa, Regina, get him back to the manor safely.” Polydora glared at the two dragons. “Straight back.”
I rolled my eyes. “Yes, mate.”
“Good. You understand.” She met my eyes, pointedly ignoring my sarcasm. “Too much is at stake. These FBI agents are playing dirty, and though you are tough, I’d rather not find out your limits too late.” Polydora crossed her arms.
I just nodded, knowing that joking about my safety would not go over well.
“You all got this?” I checked with Kelly, Morgana and the others.
“Yes. And I’ll give Nyske a ride home,” Kelly confirmed.
Maeve looked up from where she was watching the wolves. “I’d take a ride back with you, if you have room.”
“We can squeeze in the back.” Pixie nodded. “Put the big one up front.” She looked at Regina, who blushed. Between Larisa, Pixie, and Maeve, they could certainly squeeze into the back of the car.
I stopped stalling and led my group out to the car, getting in and buckling up as the ladies sorted themselves out in back.
Larisa sat in the middle, flanked by the two fae. “Do you like seeing us squished back here together?”
“He always watches us,” Pixie giggled. “Isn’t that right?”
“I’m surrounded by gorgeous ladies all day and night. It never gets old.” I winked at them.
Larisa blushed furiously. “You know, a girl starts to wonder when you don’t make a move.” She cupped her small assets and frowned at Pixie’s melons. “A girl wonders if she’s not enough.”
“I love women of all flavors, Larisa. Besides, you are lovely and petite. If you had Pixie-sized breasts on your frame, it would just be absurd. As thin as you are, I bet you’d be the perfect size to pin to a wall and play with,” I teased her.
“I’ll hold you to that,” Larisa mumbled.
“Okay.” I shot back without an ounce of shame. “We have some time to kill before dinner. You should come up to my office.”
Larisa stammered, and her cheeks turned a rosy red before she managed to regain her composure. “Okay.”
It was sudden; I knew that, but Larisa was one of the first two dragonettes I had met, and I had done a poor job of getting to know her beyond a few instances.
She was faltering, losing faith that something would ever happen. I didn’t want to see that happen. I was interested in her, and I knew I needed to show her more.




Chapter 18


When we got back to the manor, Larisa disappeared, much to my disappointment. 
“She’ll be back,” Pixie assured me as the two of us went back to my office. “By the way, since you’ve been slow to respond to the Highaen family, they’ve sent over a large stack of documents for you to look over.”
My lovely dark wood desk had a stack of papers that would go up to my chin when I sat down. There were so many more interesting things in my office, though, than the bleached white paper.
The shelves were stuffed with magical books that my wives had stocked at no small expense. Some were pristine and new, Sabrina. Others were old, and likely expensive, Jadelyn. Others weren’t even in English, even getting so old that they were on scrolls made of animal hide, no doubt from the fae queens.
I grunted, faced once again with the stack of papers on the desk. “Punished for delaying. Sounds like something Tyrande’s mother would do.” 
Sitting behind my desk, I didn’t dig in immediately. Instead, I focused on Pixie as she perched herself at the edge of my desk. She was yet another eye-catching thing in my office. Pixie was lovely. Something about the tan skin and the curly pink hair just made her seem so exuberant and lively. It caught my attention constantly.
Much more appealing than a stack of papers.
“My king?” She smiled. “You are looking at me quite hungrily.”
“You really are beautiful, Pixie. Is this really what you want?” I asked, wanting to understand my assistant better. “You didn’t have to swear that oath after Nyske did.”
She slid off my desk and got in my face. Her eyes were like two shimmering pools of the bluest ocean waters. 
“Do I need to show you? Let go of my restraint and glamor you until you give me a child?” She kissed my cheek, trailing the kisses down to my jaw and then my neck. “Because I want you to breed me, fill me with your children, over and over again.”
This was a different Pixie.
I shuddered and pushed back from my desk, allowing Pixie to mount my lap. “I don’t really know anything about you. Nothing real.” It felt like a weak excuse, but it was true.
“You’ve asked nothing.” She popped one of her buttons and slipped my hand into her blouse to cup her amazingly pert breasts. “Tell me. What is it that the Dragon King desires to know?” She groaned as I played with her nipple.
This Pixie was serving herself up, and I was starving. She lit a flame in me.
“Your past. Who you are? What do you like?.” I was having a little trouble focusing as I played with her. But I wasn’t lost in her the way glamor felt; she was holding back and letting me keep my wits about me.
Pixie chuckled into my ear. “I’m a nympho. There’s nothing I love more than sex. And I’m a fae, so my emotions are far stronger than even your dragon’s greed.” Her hand slipped into my pants. “I was raised among the nymphs of Summer’s court. When I was two hundred, I attached myself to Summer herself and was favored for my ability to see through court doublespeak to the truth.” 
Her hand was warm and soft as it wrapped around my rock-hard cock. She began to stroke me.
“Then what?” I groaned as she played me like a fiddle.
“When Summer first heard of you, she, like every other fae, knew that it would be a race to see which side you picked. Those of us that were her best nymphs were selected and on call to come attend to you when you’d come. But you rejected her twice.” Pixie giggled and then kissed down my neck until she got to my buttons. 
I could feel her hot breath next to my skin as she skillfully undid the buttons with her mouth, working her way down. My mind began swirling with what other secret tricks she might be able to do with her mouth.
She had transformed into a seductive little sexpot, and I liked it.
My hand found its way into her bouncy, pink hair and combed it, lightly pushing her down but letting her push back if she wanted. Pixie looked up with a curl of her lips as she got to the bottom of my shirt and spoke into the hem of my pants. She let go of my cock, leaving me wanting. 
“Then you finally came.” Her warm breath seeped down, and it felt like it was wrapping itself around me. “As a nymph, one trained and already in one of the highest positions my people find, I had an opportunity. The opportunity to fuck the Dragon King, to have him breed me.” Her voice was filled with need and only made me harder.
Her pink lips caught the button to my pants and pulled it apart before she caught the zipper and pulled it down with her lips.
Every motion of hers was fluid, practiced and filled me with more curiosity of what it would feel like when she finally put me between those lovely lips of hers.
She had my rapt attention.
It felt like I’d been freed from a cage as I sprang free, still wrapped in my boxers. But they weren’t wrapped for long as Pixie pulled them down. She was no longer the professionally poised secretary. That mask was completely shattered, leaving a wanting and needy nympho.
“Pixie,” I groaned, pulling her closer.
“My king.” She kissed the tip, her words washing it with warmth and banishing the cold air. “I have worked long and hard to be here. This”—she licked me from balls to tip—“is exactly what I’ve wanted.” 
She swallowed just the tip, slathering it in her saliva, sloppily and noisily sucking on it.
Oh. Yes.
Her mouth was working magic on me. Her lips and tongue worked in tandem to keep friction running around the edge of the head, quickly bringing it to full attention.
“As long as you are my personal nymph, consider me an open tap.” I took off her glasses and set them on the desk before I grabbed the back of her head. “But know I’m a dragon, and we can be a little insatiable. Careful what you ask for.”
Pixie smiled around me before responding by gently scraping me with her teeth, adding a little warning of excitement as she pulled off and let some of her saliva drip down over me. 
Looking up, she moved her hand down to pump me as she spoke. “As long as you are thrusting into me, I doubt you could be too rough for a nymph.” She snapped her choker with my gold coin on it as if to remind me.
I grabbed her head and pushed her back down, using my arms to drive her warm, wet mouth over me again and again.
She felt so incredibly good. Not just physically, but she gave herself to me in the most depraved sense. She was my personal nymph, mine. The dragon in me grabbed her hair possessively and thrust her down on my cock.
Pixie moaned around me as I drove myself deep. She was a perfect sheath for me as I rapidly reached my peak and exploded into the back of her mouth.
She suckled me, ensuring she got every last drop before slowly pulling off, dragging her lips on my over-sensitive cock. “My king. You filled the wrong hole,” she pouted and rose, gesturing behind her.
Larisa stood in the doorway, slack jawed as she watched. “Umm. Pixie told me to let myself in earlier.”
“Of course. I got him ready for you.” Pixie tossed her hair and walked around my desk to grab Larisa and lead her over. “She wants you to put a little dragon in her. I know you have reservations about it, but you need to enjoy your dragonettes.”
This was what a personal nymph was like.
Larisa was wearing a silk little nothing dress with a white handkerchief tied around her neck, making it seem even thinner than normal. She was so thin, so petite, and so lovely.
Pixie handed Larisa off to me. Larisa looked a little uncertain, but she held her hand out, offering it to me.
I took it and helped her mount me on my chair. “I…”
Larisa put a finger to my lips. “Don’t say something stupid. I’m a woman of high pedigree and know exactly what I’m doing. In many dragon harems, there are women who are not the focus. I’m content with that as long as you are.”
She positioned herself over my still wet cock, and I helped her ease down as she winced.
“You are tight.” I tried to keep her from hurting herself as she struggled to work herself down over me.
“Of course I’m tight.” She stated it proudly, continuing to push herself down onto me. “Enjoy it. I’ll be the tightest hole for you in your harem. You can savor stretching me out, filling me with child until I burst.”
I chuckled. “You are terrible at dirty talk.”
“Not my fault that I’m not some wild ass nympho like your secretary,” Larisa muttered as she let out a little gasp as I entered deeper, continuing to stretch her.
Pixie appeared over her shoulder and kissed Larisa’s neck. “May I help?”
“Yes. I’m too nervous,” Larisa agreed, and I felt a glamor fall over the white dragon as she moaned and instantly opened up, her sex flooding with her juices.
It was like a blockage had been cleared. She fell down onto me, spearing herself and throwing her head back with a moan. “You are all the way into my womb. Fill it.” 
She rocked on me gently at first, but then she started to go faster and harder with need. The next time our eyes met, hers were hazy and filled with lust. The glamor was gone though. This was what Larisa wanted.
“Larisa.” I was certainly turned on. Pixie had made sure of that, and Larisa was certainly keeping my attention as my nymph faded into the background.
Holding her hips, I pulled her up and down on top of me. “I believe I promised to push you up against the wall.”
I got up out of my chair; the motion making me spear her further. Then I pushed her up against the wall and pinned her before I started thrusting.
“My king.” She stretched out her neck. “Mark me. I am already yours. Even if you never touched me, no other dragon would do.”
I licked the spot and nibbled at it, teasing her. “Is that so? Maybe we should test that out.”
Larisa groaned and her hand slipped between us as she started to play with herself. “Wait.” She stopped, holding onto me with her other hand, trusting me to keep her up as she pulled at the knot in her handkerchief, undoing it and exposing her slim neck. “Mark me where everyone can see it.”
My jaw crackled a little at the prospect. “You’re sure?” I pumped into her hard enough to make her cry out rather than answer.
“Yes. Do it.” She let out more cries as I felt her quiver around me and she tightened around me. The friction was delicious, and I felt myself rapidly approaching my own peak.
I let my dragon instincts take over and my jaw seared with magic as I clamped down on her neck and tasted her blood. Then my magic burned my mark into her.
She quivered and cried out as she orgasmed, and I thrust roughly into her as I kept my jaws around her throat until I came into her. Only once I’d had my release did I let up with a panting breath.
Larisa cupped my face. “My mate,” she said the words as her fingers traced my jaw like she was ingraining it into her mind.
I pressed her harder against the wall and bit at her neck and collar, marking her up. “My mate.” I let myself indulge my dragon instincts. “Sorry, it took this long for us.”
“It’s okay. You’d be surprised how distant some dragon mates can be,” she replied, genuinely seeming not to mind.
Dragging her down to the ground behind the desk and seeing her surprised face, I smirked. “Did you think we were done?”
***Larisa laid next to me on the floor. Our clothes were gone, and she was tracing my body with a finger. 
“My mate.” She had said that a number of times, and each time it brought a bright smile to her face.
“You realize, given the blessing and the fact that we just went at it three times, there is a decent chance I’ll get pregnant. We are in my window.” Larisa seemed pleased.
I smirked. “Just make sure it’s a cute whelp.” Pausing, I ran my hand through her hair. “You’ve been growing it out.”
“Yes, you seem to like longer hair.” She shook it out. “It’s all messy now, though.”
My mind wandered, a little bliss from the mating still giving me a nice calm. “What were you like as a whelp?”
“Trouble,” she laughed. “You’d think that would be Chloe between the two of us. But my mother spoiled me rotten, and I went through quite the rebellious period. Mostly in France. I’ve always been a fan of France, and I guess it fits. They do like to throw rebellions.”
“Chloe is going through that now,” I reminded her.
“Oh, no. Chloe just likes heavy metal music and concerts and dancing. She’s just lively, not so much rebellious. For the record, if you want to mate her, find one of her favorite bands, and when they come into town, take her out and let her dance the night away first.” She poked me in the nose. “She’s still young. Doing her like you just did me won’t fly.”
I grumbled, “You make it sound like I did you a disservice.”
“No. Sex is part of life, part of love. There’s no reason I couldn’t skip a few steps and go right to it with you. It is another way to get to know each other, and I think we did it quite well, if I’m honest. Now you are down here finally making some time to know me.” She smirked.
“Oh, is that what the French think?” I teased her, happy to be getting to know her better. I never would have pegged Larisa as having spent so much time in France. “But getting pregnant after the first time is probably not great.”
She kissed my nose. “I’m happy to tell you more about me. I know everything about you. We dragonettes have been following your every step. And I may learn more. Now I get a cloak in the Golden Plushy Society.”
“Oh. You did it for a cloak?” I teased her, finding her thin waist and pulling her close.
“Just a perk. I did it for you.” She paused and kissed me again.
I savored her a moment longer before a knock on the door interrupted us.
“Oh good. You aren’t mid sex. Dinner in ten. You might want to get cleaned up and dressed.” Pixie poked her head over the desk.
“Shit.” Larisa jumped to her feet and picked up her shredded silk slip and her white handkerchief. She paused with a hand on my desk. “We should do this again, my mate. It was lovely getting to know you.” She smirked when she said ‘my mate’ again and then danced off.
“You look like a satisfied dragon.” Pixie perched herself on my desk, back to the sexy but strict secretary look.
“And you look like a smug nymph,” I teased her. “Did you know that Larisa was so okay with sex to start a relationship?”
“Of course. I’m not just here to make your calendar. I’m here to make sure you keep your harem happy.” Pixie recrossed her legs, giving me a flash of something blue beneath her skirt.
I rumbled as I got up, comfortable with my nakedness. “Maybe I should mark you.”
Pixie smiled, but put a hand to my chest. “I’ll follow fae customs. Until you get me pregnant, we won’t marry. For now, I’ll just content myself with riling up the Dragon King until he pins his women to the wall.” She glanced at where there was a firm buttprint on the wall, where I’d had Larisa for two rounds.
“Well, in that case, let me get dressed for dinner.” I tipped Pixie’s chin up with a finger and kissed her, letting my tongue slip into the mouth and taste her sweet breath.
Pixie blushed and glared at me as I stepped away. “Oh. If you think you are going to start a war of teasing, you have started one with the wrong girl.”
“Just no glamoring me.” I waved a finger.
She snorted. “I’ll have you begging to thrust up into me in no time. Now go get dressed. Dinner can’t go late or else the Golden Plushy Society will start late, and I’ll be in trouble with Jadelyn.” She shooed me through the portal that led to my bedroom.




Chapter 19


"So," Chloe awkwardly tried to start a discussion in the car. "My sister was looking pretty chewed up at dinner." 
Morgana rolled her eyes as she took another corner far too sharply, and I had to hold on to the oh-shit handle. "She was marked, repeatedly," Morgana chuckled.
We were out for our job tonight. Morgana was driving the van, recklessly, while I was in the passenger seat with the two dragons in the middle row.
Morgana’s wild driving was taking us downtown to an up-and-coming neighborhood with lots of industrial buildings converted into apartment buildings.
"More like a well-used chew toy," Sarisha muttered.
"My sister is not a chew toy." Chloe crossed her arms.
I knew we needed to move on from the subject before either of them got into a fight. Luckily, I had the perfect distraction.
Pixie had come through for me with my requests during dinner. "Chloe, I have tickets to the One-Two Shockers' concert. It is two weeks out—"
"No way!" Chloe threw herself forward and grabbed the two tickets out of my hand the second I’d pulled them out of my bracer "How did you get these? They sold out immediately."
I smirked at her. “You do realize I’m loaded now, right?" 
The youngest of my dragonettes was in her classic heavy metal band t-shirt with a leather jacket over it and dark jeans that she’d put holes in, showing off her pale skin underneath.
Chloe rolled her eyes and settled back into her seat, holding tightly to the two tickets. "Of course, but even so, these are so hard to get." She did an excited little squeal and pumped her fist, nearly putting a hole in the van’s roof.
"Watch it," Morgana scowled in the rearview mirror before she spun the wheel to take a turn. We did nearly one-eighty before going down a side street.
Despite being bounced around, Chloe didn’t seem to mind. She happily bounced all over with each harsh turn, smiling dumbly to herself as she stared at the tickets.
Her energy made me smile, and I was glad that I’d listened to Larissa. It would be a great date night with Chloe.
But I noticed that Sarisha next to Chloe looked forlorn.
Luckily, I had a solution for that, too. My time with Larisa before dinner made me realize that some of these girls were going to require different paces and different courting rituals than I was used to. The dragons were older, and many of them were embedded in other cultures.
"Sarisha, I spoke to your father after dinner." I looked over my shoulder to check on her. Her jaw had dropped, her eyes were wide, and she was stuck in something between embarrassment and disbelief.
"You didn't?" she whispered, covering her face with her hands so only her exotic blue eyes popped out above her fingers.
“Yes, I did. He was quite excited to talk to me. Apparently, he had been expecting the call for some time.” I smiled at her. “I inquired how your family dealt with marriages. He told me that, typically, you would have your marriage arranged by him and your spouse's parents. Unfortunately, bringing Tiamat in would be unpredictable, so I asked to arrange one between me and you, myself. I hope that was okay?”
Her embarrassment faded plainly into disbelief, and she covered her mouth with her hands. "You didn't have to do that. I know that's not how you would do things normally." 
I noticed that she didn’t say I’d done anything wrong, so I was feeling pretty smug. I gave her a smile. “Just because I’m the Dragon King doesn’t mean we have to do everything my way.” I smiled and added, "Just most things."
Morgana started howling in laughter in the seat next to me. "If you think you are going to get your way with all of these women, you have another thing coming."
I rolled my eyes. "At least pretend like I'm in charge," I teased Morgana.
"You can have your moments of dominance." Morgana wiggled in her seat and bounced her eyebrows. Her teasing had taken her eyes off the road, and she had to jerk on the steering wheel at the last second to avoid a head-on collision.
I suddenly had two allies in the backseat shouting at her to watch the road.
"Yeah yeah." Morgana waved away their complaints. "Zach is the one who has crashed multiple of my cars. I haven't been in an accident since we started working together."
That wasn't quite fair, but I let her get away with the claim.
Morgana settled down, driving the tiniest bit more conservatively, but still terrifyingly fast. We pulled up to our designation—a man’s apartment we were going to be surveilling.
Apparently, he had bought a second apartment to use as an art studio. But his wife believed that he was using it to have affairs. Unfortunately for the horny artist, his wealthy wife didn’t believe in harems. It was a shame, really.
"So, we're just waiting for him to bring a girl over and then take a picture of it?" Chloe asked, picking up the camera from the duffel bag.
I shrugged. "Boring, I know. This is why I didn't need my honor guard here with me."
Morgana snickered. "If you wanted to stop your honor guard from coming with you, maybe you shouldn't give them concert tickets and arranged marriages with them on the way."
Sarisha nodded along with Morgana. "She has a point. Besides, with four of us here, we can take turns napping."
I made myself cozy, sinking down into the seat. "I guess I'll take the first dibs on a nap." 
I smiled as I closed my eyes and waited for them to argue with me. But to my surprise, none of them seem to mind the idea of me getting some sleep. Instead, they started arguing over who would take a shift with me.
***Jadelyn adjusted the silk hood of her cloak. Everything had to be perfect for the Golden Plushy Society.
Part of the success of any secret society was the experience. She had to make those who had already reached the highest status, the wives of the Dragon King, and those who were prospects both believe in the Golden Plushy Society.
That’s why they wore gold cloaks with a silver dragon embroidered on the shoulder where Zach liked to mark them. Zach’s first two colors.
Before, Jadelyn and the other wives would meet up in her bedroom and talk about how they could support Zach. After she had given many of them the golden plushy dragon, they had joked about it being like a sorority. They were more than just a part of Zack's harem; they were sisters and would support each other.
They’d decided to extend the invite outward to any of the possible new women, and it was almost time for their first meeting since the wedding where the society had ballooned. It was a good growth, but Jadelyn was still nervous with all the new members and how they would integrate.
It was also the first time in the secret room of their new manor.
Jadelyn put on a smile as she opened the doors and invited in the rest of the wives. They filed in one by one into a dimly lit room, a secret room they had built into the manor. Each one of the women that were marked by her husband wore their gold silk cloak to add to the mystery.
As they funneled in, the rest of the ladies that had joined the Golden Plushy Society filtered in behind them. They were not yet mates, but they each were given a golden plushy to have as a symbol of their potential. And each of them was currently standing in nothing but underwear or lingerie, holding their plushy.
Jadelyn scanned the crowd, finding everyone she expected, but stopped at Rebecca Till.
"What are you wearing?" Jadelyn looked at Rebecca and shook her head.
Agent Till shrugged. She was wearing fluffy pajamas and pink fluffy slippers. "You said to wear what we would wear to bed." She looked around at all the nymphs wearing barely there lingerie. "That shit has to be cold."
"I think she meant to wear what you would wear to bed with the Dragon King," Ikta replied, covering her smile. "Besides, your partner seems to have gotten the memo."
Jadelyn had tried not to draw attention to the fact that Helena had shown up. The nephilim's presence had been a shock. No doubt she’d get flighty if anyone brought it up directly.
"I'm just here to support my partner," Helena lied.
No one here believed her for a second, but nobody wanted to deal with the pain in the ass she’d be if they challenged her on her statement. The angel reeked of sex with their husband only a day ago. She wasn’t fooling anyone.
Jadelyn clapped her hands twice and sconces on the wall lit up, casting a bit more light around the room. She wanted everybody to see her as she threw back her hood.
"I want to welcome everyone to the Golden Plushy Society." Jadelyn’s eyes drifted over to where even the Summer Queen and Ikta stood among the entrants to the Golden Plushy Society. "The purpose of the Golden Plushy Society is for the ladies that surround Zach Pendragon, the Dragon King, to get together, understand each other, and form a sorority that works in solidarity to help Zach. I think we can all agree he is meant for something great. It is our duty to support him."
Ikta clapped excitedly. "Great speech! So, when do we fuck him?"
A number of the nymphs took up her question and started asking it in various colorful ways.
Scarlett groaned and threw back her silk hood. "Shut up. This isn't about getting to fuck him." She rolled her eyes. "This is about us becoming a unified force. The last thing Zach needs is to be distracted by a harem that is trying to pull him in a dozen different directions."
"Wait, no fucking? Then why am I wearing my favorite bra and panties?" a nymph asked, looking down at her lacy duo.
Jadelyn parted her gold silk cloak to show that she too was wearing lingerie underneath. "Because..." She struggled, trying to find a good excuse. She was partially just following what her sorority had done. "Because we are showing each other our full selves, not hiding anything."
"But you are wearing a cloak." Summer smiled, pointing at the article of clothing.
Ikta jumped in. Jadelyn expected the woman to back Summer, but she actually came to Jadelyn’s defense. 
“Summy, don’t be like that. She’s trying her hardest. And it’s not like it’s any big task for you. You are rocking that look.” Ikta waved her hands vaguely at Summer’s large breasts barely bound in silk.
Summer couldn’t help herself from grinning and standing up a little straighter as she glanced over at the nymphs who all had their own allure. “Yes. Please continue, Jadelyn. We are baring ourselves to each other.”
Jadelyn couldn’t quite tell what the queens were thinking. But she did know how to manage a large group of people. She’d push through the noise. “Then we gather to get to know one another better, and to discuss Zach.”
“How big is his dick?” a nymph blurted out, and the others chattered away again.
“Quite large,” Kelly chuckled, holding up her arm and stopping her finger on her forearm to try to show them.
Gasps and moans filled the chamber. Jadelyn rolled her eyes. The women present were apparently hornier than a sorority.
“We should have a mock-up made, just so that we can get familiar with it,” Ikta suggested.
“No. Just wait for the real thing.” Polydora took off her hood. “I can guarantee it is worth it.”
Jadelyn clapped twice and took control of the meeting. “First, let me say that I’m grateful to have our husband back, but we had a serious failing in his capture recently. We need a better way to keep track of him.” She looked around the room, waiting for ideas.
Summer raised her hand. “We can give him a gift of sorts that allows for the Golden Plushy Society to track him. Really, after the mess in the Wilds, we should have already done that.”
Pixie pulled at her collar. “He made this so that he could summon me. We just need to invert the enchantment and put it on something he’ll always carry with him.”
Sabrina threw off her hood, excited by the challenge. “It should be cast in a strong metal to be sure that he doesn’t somehow damage it.”
“It would be perfect on that bracer of his…” Jadelyn tapped at her lips.
“Can’t get it off him,” Trina replied. “Not since he was blessed by Typhon.”
The girls murmured.
“Can you carve it into the side of the existing bracer?” Summer asked.
“No, he’d never willingly let us put a tracker on him.” Tyrande stepped to the side and brought out a standing table and then started to put wine on it. She noticed Jadelyn giving her a side eye as she pulled out another bottle. “Look, if we are going to have these discussions, we should also include wine. It’s been a long few days with my sister.”
“Hey!” Yev called out from behind the crowd. She had been convinced into her human form, but she was wrapped in furs and sitting on her egg.
“Don’t bitch. You can have wine now. The rest of us have to go nine months without wine when we are pregnant,” Tyrande said as she started to pour and pass them out. 
The dragons grabbed a few more tables and put them out in the center so everyone could have a place to put their glasses as they talked.
“None for me.” Kelly waved away the glass, and Jadelyn raised an eyebrow in curiosity. “Just in case.” Kelly couldn’t meet her eyes.
“I’ll take her drink.” Taylor stepped past all of them, grabbing one while she started to mingle.
“If you want to secretly put an enchantment on him, Nyske might be able to help.” Summer pointed to the newest member.
Jadelyn knew Nyske was the newest member of the society, and she’d joined with a bang. Kelly hadn’t stopped gushing about how she’d saved several of her wolves’ pregnancies. “Could you do that, Nyske?”
“If you guys made a drawing of the enchantment, I could probably carve it into the underside of the bracer. Hell, I could probably carve it into one of his bones, but I’m pretty sure it would fade with time,” she replied with a shrug.
Sabrina quickly pulled a pencil out of her hair and started to draw a design on the tablecloth itself.
“Well, if that’s handled, then we can move onto other matters. We have looked into the jail that imprisoned Zach. I would propose a solution to that prison,” Jadelyn added, raising her glass in a toast now that everyone had a glass that wanted one. “To the first session of the Golden Plushy Society.”
“To the Golden Plushy Society,” they all cheered.
“We could do a quick hit of the prison,” Polydora suggested. “I mean, you bring the dragons and the queens down on it, and I’m pretty sure we can just make all the people running it disappear overnight.”
Summer knocked back her wine, and Ikta poured her another glass. “The Golden Plushy Society wields great power.”
“Yes. But we must be secretive about things as well,” Ikta agreed. “If we were to solve all of Zach’s problems, he would become a lazy dragon.”
The girls all laughed.
“Behind any great man is… an army of powerful women.” Kelly lifted her glass and they all drank again to the toast.
Jadelyn smiled. So far, the society was going well. There was definitely camaraderie building among them. She took another sip, but she held back a little. Somebody had to try to keep them all in line.
“So. We can help Zach, but we need the dirty details,” Jadelyn’s nymph, Tulip, blurted out and turned to Pixie. “What does he like? In bed, of course.”
If Jadelyn thought they were united in attacking a prison that had held their husband, they were ironclad in their sudden desire to swap bedroom tips with each other.
“He likes to be riled up,” Pixie started. “As a dragon, his possessiveness is a big part of it.” She pulled at the gold coin around her neck. “Though I’m not marked, he used this to mark me as his. His eyes are always drawn to it. Well, they’re drawn to it after he looks down my shirt when I bend over.”
They all laughed, and some of the nymphs touched and looked at the gold coin.
Jadelyn could see just how proud the nymphs were to serve him, whether that was directly or indirectly. “His hoard is open to those of us with marks.” Jadelyn tapped at her lip. “I bet we could give everyone a gold coin from there. Maybe we could use it to mark the staff in case other nymphs filter in.”
Tulip leaned over a table, boring her gaze into Jadelyn’s own. “Mistress. You are full of wonderful ideas. The plushies are cute, but a piece of the Dragon King’s hoard would certainly mark all of us nymphs as his.”
Summer laughed. “Careful, or you are going to make all the nymphs in Faerie revolt.” She patted Tulip on the shoulder. “Ease up on them. You will all find your place among his house in time if you are patient.”
The nymphs vibrated at Summer’s words.
Helena raised her hand to get Jadelyn’s attention. “I like this idea of killing people at the prison better. When can we do that?”
Jadelyn smirked. She was not surprised the angel was looking to take some anger out on the prison. And Jadelyn had no doubt that Helena wouldn’t admit she was doing it for Zach. Heck, she might not even believe it herself. But Scarlett had already noticed the angel smiling far more than normal after she came back smelling like Zach.
Nobody said anything, but Jadelyn couldn’t believe they thought they were keeping it quiet in a house full of paranormal senses.
She smiled, taking another sip of her wine as the women all jumped in to add thoughts as they worked their way through the agenda of topics.




Chapter 20


I woke up with a sneezing fit, the seat belt digging into me as my chest snapped forward. 
“Someone talking about you?” Morgana teased from beside me.
I wiggled my nose. “Or maybe this van smells.”
She glared back at me. “Take that back.” Her red eyes bored into me, daring me to say more.
Her van was starting to smell a little like gunpowder, but that wasn't so bad. Mostly, I just wanted to tease Morgana. My lovely drow vampire’s cheeks turned a little purple when she blushed.
I glanced into the back of the van and saw my two dragon guards snoozing away. Sarisha was kind of cute while she was asleep. And Chloe had the biggest grin on her face, probably dreaming about our future concert date.
"How long did they last?" I asked Morgana, keeping my voice low. I remembered my first stakeout and how hard it was to stay awake.
She grinned, showing off her fangs. "They were trying to stay quiet for you, and that seems to have done them in." She looked off towards the apartment and picked up her binoculars, taking another look at the building.
I cheated, shifting my eyes so that I could see further.
Up in the studio apartment, the man was putting aside his paintings. He was either making space for another project or cleaning up for a visitor. I was hoping for the latter, given our job.
"Think we are about to get something interesting?" I asked Morgana.
She put down her binoculars. “I sure hope so. It would be nice if this one was easy. You remember that time we had to stake out that doctor for two whole weeks?”
I snorted. "You mean that one when we first started, when you couldn't stop sniffing me?"
"I was not sniffing," Morgana spoke a little louder than the whispered conversation we'd been having. My lovely blue vampire was blushing. I never got tired of it.
"Yes you were. Your cute little blue nose would just go like"—I tried to mimic the way Morgana’s nose twitched a little when she was sniffing me—"and then you would pretend like it wasn't happening every time I looked back at you. By the way, that was a complete abuse of your vampire speed. But I still noticed."
Her hand blurred faster than I could track, and she flicked me gently in the nose. “Hush. I am more subtle than that. You only saw things when I wanted you to.” She crossed her arms, making her leather corset creak and her bust push up.
I glanced in the back, curious if Morgana’s outburst had woken the dragons. But Sarisha continued to let out cute little snores.
I grabbed Morgana’s arm and pulled her over the console, kissing her deeply. She pulled back a little at first, always putting up a bit of a fight, but then she melted into me.
Her tongue flicked into my mouth, and she teased my lips with her fangs. I could tell she wanted to taste me, and for a moment, my mind flashed back to my discussion with Elena on bloodloords. 
I broke the kiss and pushed her lips down to my neck. I was more than happy to help Morgana get stronger. Morgana let out a little mewl of pleasure, licking and kissing her favorite spot as if confirming it was okay.
“It’s fine,” I whispered, and she wasted no time. She sank her fangs in, starting to suck at my blood, her silver hair falling on me as she leaned into it.
Her venom hit me, and I took a deep breath. It wasn’t like the first few times it had hit me, when I’d needed something to steady myself. I had a tolerance for it, and my dragon constitution had only grown.
She pulled her fangs out and licked and kissed the two holes until they healed. “Thank you.” She put a last lingering kiss on my neck. “Do you feel okay?” She combed back her hair.
I felt like I’d had a beer, or two, but not so much that I couldn’t function. “Fine. It’s been almost a day since I last fed you. Now, what is our subject up to?” I shifted my eyes to see.
Morgana let out a husky tone as she smirked at me before lifting her binoculars. “Glad you still pay attention to my needs with all the women around you.”
“Morgana, I doubt I’d forget you for a second, even if I was drowning in women. Don’t tell the others, but you might be my favorite,” I whispered it conspiratorially.
She tried to play coy, but I noticed the way she seemed to sit up a little higher in pride. She put all her attention into watching our target to avoid letting me see her blush.
The man had put a few paintings near the windows, leaving only a few cracks for us to see what was happening.
“Think he blocked those on purpose?” I asked, paying more attention to the shadows that shone through as he moved to the door and back with friends.
“Someone else is in there,” Morgana confirmed.
“Two others,” I corrected her. “Can’t quite make out much more.”
Morgana tilted her head back and forth. “Then I think it’s time we get a little closer? If it’s two somebodies, our little cheater is very busy.” She grabbed the camera.
I didn’t want to leave the dragonettes to wake up alone in the car. Reaching back, I shook Chloe.
She startled awake, her hand shifting into claws. “My king.” Her hand returned to normal quickly.
“We are moving in closer. We should be right back.” I stepped out of the van even as she started to unbuckle herself, but then she realized that Sarisha was still sleeping and woke the other dragon.
I figured they could catch up, heading towards Morgana. Between the two of us, we could easily handle a few humans.
Morgana had gone ahead with her camera and pulled down the fire escape of the apartment building with a single supernatural leap. The poor ladder was rusted to hell and groaned as she jerked it down.
“Really? That was loud.” I frowned.
She shrugged and pulled a necklace out of her breasts and put it on, hiding her blue skin and silver hair. “Doubt they cared about it. Come on. Let’s see if we can’t get a few pictures.” She scampered up the ladder and onto the steps, where she smiled at me in challenge, shaking her hips. Then she kept moving up the steps.
I rolled my eyes and climbed up the ladder far less gracefully, and squeezed myself through the opening at the top before taking the stairs. Morgana was having fun. She had always loved a good chase.
“My king,” Chloe hissed loudly from the bottom.
“Wait down there. We’ll be right down.” I tried to catch up to Morgana, but she was using a touch of her speed.
After going up another level, she stopped and leaned over the banister, pushing her cleavage out. “Going to have to be faster if you want any fun after this.”
I let out a low growl and hurried up the fire escape after her.
She lured me all the way to one floor above our target’s apartment and stopped, waiting impatiently. She tapped her leather booted foot on the rusty metal floor. “Took you long enough.”
I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her in for a kiss. “I’m going to make you pay for this later.”
“Like I’d want it any other way.” She turned and pressed her ass to my hips, not so subtly, as she turned towards our target. The angle wasn’t the best. At the moment, we were just looking at a bare piece of floor.
She got her camera out and wiggled her leather pants against me.
My claws wanted to jump out as I grabbed her hips. “Stop being a tease. We are working.”
Morgana pretended not to hear me, humming as she worked. More than once we’d had a little fun on the job. But when shit hit the fan, Morgana was always one hundred percent badass.
I squatted down and pulled out a chunk of wood and started etching a simple enchantment on the two by four. I carried a lot of them in my bracer; they were super useful on the job now that I had a decent breadth of enchantments. They just took time I didn’t always have.
Lifting my head, I eyeballed the distance and put those measurements into the circle before finishing it with a swooping flourish of my claw. A trickle of mana flowed from me to the circle, causing it to glow softly.
“—what do you mean?” a female voice reached our ears.
Morgana snickered. “Can’t even keep his mistress happy.”
“He took it. Yesterday,” a man spoke. “Came by and took the damned thing. Which was good because it was starting to make this place stink. My wife threw a fit when she came here last time.”
“Calm down,” another man spoke. “We have it, but you need to tell us more. The target broke out of a fucking prison. Killed three guards and then had Norton removed from his post. You lied to us; he’s not a normal fanger.”
The more that voice spoke, the surer I became that the man was Carl, the agent that had been driving the car when Norton had stuffed me in that prison. The image of his smug smile as they stuffed me in that prison riled me up.
A low growl rumbled from my throat, and Morgana put a hand on my back.
“What was that?” The man who was our target jumped and moved into view, pushing two paintings aside to peer out.
“Probably just a motorcycle,” Carl scoffed and came up behind him to put a hand on his shoulder. “Stop being so jumpy. With our friend here, we have nothing to worry about, right?”
I hissed at Morgana and crouched low. This time when I grabbed her hips, there was nothing sexy about it as I pulled her low. “That’s Carl. He was with Norton.”
“Then…” she trailed off, rerunning what we’d heard through that filter. “The woman is paranormal, and the stink is coming from… a body?” Morgana started piecing together the broader story. She looked back at where we could see Carl and the painter. “Come on,” she whispered under her breath.
I was thinking the same thing. We needed to get a visual.
“No. It isn’t safe here anymore,” the woman replied. “You two should be more cautious. Fangers are more resourceful than you think. If the Dragon King escaped, that’s because you didn’t put him in a strong enough cage.”
“What does that even mean? We put him in a prison. Locked him in a concrete solitary cell.” Carl was nearly shouting at the woman now.
I could see the veins bulging on his head from where I stood.
The woman let out a bell-like laughter. “Concrete might as well be paper. I told you, he is at the center of it all. He can’t be that if he isn’t strong. As for losing his post, your boss overplayed his hand. But it’s okay; they are all scrambling like ants looking for you.”
She stepped into view, and my heart stopped only for it to settle into frustration. She wore an oversized sweatshirt with the hood up. It was impossible to try to identify her at the moment.
But I got the feeling that she was young. The hood shifted just enough for me to catch the bottom of her chin, but the rest of her face was cast in shadow, all the lighting behind her. 
“We have a problem.” She shoved her hand out and an explosion of fire roared out from it, shattering the brick side of the building and heading for Morgana and me.
I grabbed Morgana on instinct and shielded her with my body. The explosive force of the blast sent me flying into the building next to us and the little board with the enchantment was lost.
Morgana hit the bricks of a neighboring building and held onto me before we fell. My back ached from the blast, but I still reacted and crouched into the landing, even as my knees hurt.
The painter was screaming, and Carl jumped from the building as I was recovering. He ran at a dead sprint that would impress Olympic athletes.
Morgana wiped a little blood from her mouth as she looked up, and I followed her gaze. The woman in the hoodie was gone; I had no idea where she went. 
“I’ll get the runner. Go question the painter. We can get something out of this.” She wobbled to her feet before blurring off after Carl.
“My king.” Chloe put a hand on my shoulder to stop me. “Let us.”
A feral grin spread across her face, and Sarisha was already leaping up into the ruined painter’s wall and grabbing him before he could get far. She returned to the ground with him over her shoulder, pounding on her back.
“Gag him and let’s get to the car.” I grabbed the two dragons and bent over as we ran, like we were shielding ourselves.
People were screaming from the explosion and coming out of the woodworks, so we were short on time. Carrying a screaming man into a van, we would look like the bad guys.
I pushed the three of them in the back. “Hold him down. I’m getting us out of here.” 
Morgana was nowhere to be seen, so I checked to make sure my phone’s ringer was on as I put the van into drive. She’d get ahold of me when she was somewhere safe. I trusted my partner entirely.
“Let go of me.” The painter struggled.
“Can’t do that,” I replied. “We are the big, terrible fangers you’ve been talking about. You’ve come for my people, and now you’ll deal with me.”
He looked up and met my eyes in the rearview. Whatever he saw made him nearly pee himself. “You’re the one. The Dragon King.” Fear filled his voice.
I focused on the road in front of me. “Girls, I thought I said to gag him.” 
I sighed, and he struggled, but Chloe ripped off the duffel bag strap with the same effort she’d peel off a sticky note and stuffed a good portion of it in his mouth before she tied it behind his head.
“There,” she said, and patted his cheek. The dragons each had a shoulder and forced him to kneel between the two seats of the minivan. “Sit and wait for my king to deal with you later. Where’s Morgana?”
“No idea. She went after Carl. But we need to get out of the immediate area and then wait for her to call.” I drove past a few cop cars heading towards the building, sirens blaring into the otherwise quiet night.
An explosion would do that.
The painter was muffling something through the duffel strap. I knew it would all be useless threats at the moment. I was more interested in when he realized his situation and gave me the information I expected.
“So here’s the situation.” I found a dark spot a few minutes away and parked before I turned around to face him. “It was that lady that blew up your place. We were just trying to get pictures of you cheating because your wife thought that’s why there was an unfamiliar smell in that apartment. Mostly, I do unofficial private investigator work. I don’t have a license, so you can think of me as a mercenary.” I grinned at him.
‘Mercenary’ always made people panic, but Morgana would save a cat from a tree for a bar of gold.
He looked more confused, and I was okay with that.
Unbuckling, I shifted towards the back of the van, ready to get some answers. His eyes gave off a little gray smoke, so I punched him in the face hard enough to daze him before he could do anything stupid. If I was honest, he just had a punchable face, too.
“Let’s be clear. I can kill you and leave no evidence at the drop of a hat. So stop with the smoky eyed deal. If I’m honest, seeing it really pisses me off.” I pursed my lips.
He made a meek squeak and nodded.
“Good. Now, if we take your gag out, promise not to do anything stupid?” I asked him.
He paused, almost as if he was considering saying that he’d be stupid, before he nodded.
Chloe jerked the gag out and glared at him warningly.
“Okay, I hate this part. Just answer questions and I won’t have to do the part that neither of us will like.” I tried to smile, but I didn’t think it came off very friendly by how he recoiled. Dragon fangs could do that. But my dragonettes were just smiling, totally fangirling at that moment.
“Sure.” The painter couldn’t quite meet my eyes. “I was just using my apartment to hold on to some things. Carl and the guys used it to hide out. The elf lady came to talk to Carl, but I hadn’t spent much time with her before that. I swear, I don’t know much. I just owned the hideout.”
“Ah yes. Carl and the disgraced FBI agents. Who’s the elf lady? What does she look like?” That was the question I was most curious to have answered.
“Uh, she’s cute. Pointy ears. Her hair is a different color every time I see her?” He ducked his head, clearly expecting to be hit.
I rolled my eyes. “Not going to hit you if you answer the questions.” He said elf, but I had a hunch. “Did her ears point up or back?”
“Huh?” He looked up with a frown.
I mimed the difference between elf ears and fae ears as I asked again. “Up or back?”
“Oh, uh, back.” He nodded quickly.
“Not an elf. She’s a fae, a trickster.” I groaned because that meant all the other details he could give me about her were likely a glamor.
“A trickster?” He was still struggling to catch up.
“Yep. You, Carl, Norton, hell maybe even Iapetus are probably dancing to her tune. Fae are like that.” I paused and looked at my honor guards. “Most are, especially when they are involved in something like this.” I corrected myself so I wasn’t calling the fae girls in my life tricksters.
I looked at them, wondering if they had any thoughts or questions.
“She used fire,” Chloe pointed out.
“Likely to be a summer fae, especially with how strong she was this time of year,” I agreed, though there was a slight lingering thought that it could be a wild fae. The only thing I could rule out was a winter fae. They wouldn’t have that kind of firepower at the ready in the current season, even if they were trying to fake summer fae magic.
I focused back on the painter. “Any idea what they were doing with the body?”
He swallowed. “You know about the body?”
“Yeah. If it’s what I suspect, I killed him.” I grinned down at the man as he shivered between my honor guards.




Chapter 21


I sighed, tapping out an idle beat on the steering wheel while my mind wandered. We were still waiting in that dark parking lot. The man hadn’t really provided more information besides that Simon’s body was still important to them for some reason. 
Eventually, the guy had passed out from his nerves, and we were sitting and waiting for Morgana to call. I was starting to get bored, and more than a little anxious.
Rather than continue to wait, I decided it was time to go after my favorite vampire. Feeling for my marks left on each of my mates, I sorted them until I picked out Morgana’s. Then I put the van into drive before peeling out of the spot.
“Where are we going?” Sarisha asked from the back.
“Finding Morgana.” I opened up the map on my phone and zoomed out, feeling the general direction and finding a highway that vaguely matched that direction. With my goal in place, I peeled out. “She’s moving fast. If I had to guess, Carl got in a car before she got to him.” Which meant chances were he hopped on the highway.
“Can’t she outrun a car?” Chloe asked.
If I knew Morgana, and I was pretty sure I did, she was tailing Carl. “She doesn’t want to catch him, not yet. If he’s running, he’s running to somewhere. Hopefully, it’s somewhere with more people we want to catch.”
I calmed down and pulled onto the highway, feeling Morgana continuing to move further away, even as the van picked up speed and roared down the road.
Clearly, Carl was booking it to wherever he was headed.
Morgana veered off to the side, and I pinched at the map, trying to guess the exit based on the head start she had. Picking the one that felt the most right, I continued on the highway for another ten minutes before calmly exiting and continuing to track them.
“My king.” Chloe was looking down at the passed-out painter. “What do we do with him? If he has Iapetus’s blessing, then he might break any restraints we put on him.”
“Can you kill him without making a mess? He might seem pitiful, but he is working with our enemies.” I had no sympathy for anyone involved in the current situation.
“Oh, yeah. That’s not a problem.” A blue light came from the backseat as lightning crackled. I heard a few thumps as the man’s body jerked against the floor.
Sarisha cleared her throat. “When we get to a stopping point, I can just melt him with my acid. It should remove any trace.” It was almost eerie how easily she could dispose of a body.
I paused, annoyed, as I realized that Morgana and I were not going to get paid for our current case. Now Norton and these idiots had robbed me of hard-earned gold.
“That would be best. It would be good to get rid of any evidence.” I wondered if I should tell our client he was involved in illegal activities to help soften the blow.
I pawed at the steering wheel as my dragon instincts craved for ever more gold.
“Are you okay?” Chloe asked.
“Just being a dragon. Mourning the gold we just lost by killing this guy,” I replied.
Sarisha nodded. “That’s okay. I’m sure your investments are making more than that.”
There was a silent pause in the van.
“You do have investments, right?” Sarisha pushed.
I grumbled. “By investments, do you mean a hoard full of gold coins to play in?” I answered sheepishly. Before all of this, I was a college student, and I had no savings.
“My king!” Sarisha gasped. “Do you not have a 401k or anything?”
“I mean, pretty sure I’m set for life with Jadelyn. But to answer your question, all my money is in gold coins or gems and sitting in my hoard. But I was made to join as a business partner in multiple of Jadelyn’s enterprises.” I tried to make it sound better.
Sarisha just shook her head. “My king, if you just put a portion of your gold in stocks.”
I growled. “Mine.” Just the very thought of turning my gold to stocks made me unreasonably angry.
She held up her hands. “Alright. But stocks are a wonderful way to make more gold in the future,” she tried to appeal to the dragon, not the logic in me.
“How much more?” I eyed her in the rearview mirror as I drove.
She smiled, seeing that she had me. “You could put a hundred gold coins in, and nine years, have two hundred,” she tried to tempt me. “It isn’t like your hoard would miss a few hundred or even a few thousand gold coins.”
That sounded more like magic to me than turning into a giant dragon.
Chloe snorted. “We all know that a dragon would miss even one gold coin. But my king, you should do some investments. We are long-lived, and it makes a difference. Even in my eighty years, it has made a substantial difference.”
“Jadelyn certainly has some,” I argued.
“Yes, and are you always going to be reliant on your wife?” Sarisha pursed her lips.
That hit me right in my Dragon King pride. She had a point.
I grumbled. “How much should I put away?”
“Half,” Sarisha said.
“H-h-half?” My hands nearly wrung the steering wheel into pieces. “No. Not half.”
“At least a quarter of your hoard. It’ll double in nine years. You can take half of it back out in 9 years, and then in a few centuries, you’ll be rich beyond belief.” Sarisha was trying. “Besides, you need to make room, anyway. Larisa is going to add her hoard soon, and then the rest of us hopefully soon after.” There was a purse of her lips that told me I should just nod along.
“So, I have to take half out for nine years. I think, maybe, I could do that.” It made my palms sweaty as shit to think about losing the gold. Gold was safe, secure. It had value. The nebulous world of investments was kind of a black hole to me.
“What if it all goes wrong, like the stock market implodes or something?” I sought a way out.
She frowned at me and let out a sigh before she explained, “If the American stock market implodes, the entire system crumbles. I mean everything. We’ll have bigger things to worry about than you losing some gold.”
Hanging my head forward, I thought about my coins, each one of them was precious to me, so precious.
“If you would like, I can manage that money,” Sarisha offered.
I mulled over it. “How much is in my hoard?”
“You know what’s in there best.” Chloe reminded me and Sarisha pulled out her phone to use as a calculator. “It’s got to be a shit ton. Let’s just talk about gold coins.”
“There are 9,092,873,197 gold coins.” I preened at the size of my hoard and looked back at them, feeling a bit smug. Though, a lot of that had been from my mother’s hoard. She had literal hills of gold coins that I had taken because she wasn’t using. I wondered if she’d come to the next conclave and check her cave.
Neither of them seemed shocked about my hoard.
“Okay. So if we talk about half of those, let's just spitball at about eighteen billion that we can invest,” Sarisha replied. “I think we can avoid the gems and the jewelry. Those aren’t particularly easy to move, and that much gold, we are going to have to do in many smaller batches.”
“Nothing about the amount?” I grumbled.
“We all saw the mounds of gold in Tiamat’s cave,” Chloe pointed out. “It’s not exactly a shock. Besides, you should see my father’s hoard. He has been investing since the beginning of the stock market and pulling out little bits into gold every year.”
A low growl rumbled in my chest. “He has more gold than me?” My dragon rose to the challenge.
“Focus on driving. Besides, the Scalewrights probably make more than that in profits every year,” Sarisha replied, pointedly not answering my question. She laughed and shifted forward to pat my shoulder before leaning over the back of my seat. “If we work together, we can have much more gold than Brom in the future.”
“Yes,” I rumbled, the idea of my gold piles being bigger than Brom pleased me.
Sarisha wrapped herself around the back of my seat and kissed the top of my head. “I’ll help you make so much gold. Endless fields of gold.” She rubbed at my chest as it continued to rumble at the thought of gold, gold everywhere.
I had enough thought to pull off on the right exit and slow down as I continued to track Morgana through the grid-like side streets of the suburb.
Sarisha kept promising me gold and calming me down until my phone rang.
I snapped it up, seeing that it was Morgana. “Hello, blue and beautiful.”
“Hello. Wondering where I am yet?” she teased.
“Nope, I’ve been following your mark. But narrowing it down would be helpful,” I replied.
She chuckled, but kept her voice low. “Tulsey Park. Waiting for you in the parking lot. He’s gone into the woods off the trail, but we’ll track him.”
I nodded, remembering seeing the park on the map. It was a big one, but most of it was just a trail, leaving a lot of ground for him to hide within. 
“See you soon.” I hung up and brought the map up, heading directly for the park. We weren’t very far off at all.
“Going to go FBI agent hunting in the woods?” Chloe asked, with predatory excitement in her eyes.
“He’s in for a big surprise. I just hope that he has something valuable at the end of this.” I pulled off the road into an entrance for the park and followed Morgana’s mark to a parking lot.
It was just a sheet of asphalt next to the entrance to several trails. There weren’t even lights, but a few cars were left in the parking lot this late at night.
When I pulled in, I shifted my eyes and looked around. There wasn’t any security I could find, making me smile. I was tired of having to suppress all my natural instincts.
As soon as I stepped out, Morgana pounced on me. “Got you.”
I rumbled a little in response.
“Oh. He’s all rumbly, I don’t think either of you gave him a blow job on the way, so you were talking about his gold?” Morgana asked the two dragons as they got out. Her voice was a little rough.
“I am not that predictable.” Moving my neck to the side, I knew she needed a drink after running that fast for so long. Vampires worked through their mana stores quickly with such a long run.
“You kind of are.” Morgana kissed my neck and nibbled at it for a second. “But we love you for it.” She sank her fangs in and took a long, deep drink.
The night became brighter as my eyes dilated a little from her venom. I wanted to pull her to me and really enjoy the moment, but it wasn’t the right time.
Sarisha dragged the painter out of the car and put him on the ground before green acid mist sprayed from her mouth, melting the bushes and the body until it was just a sizzling pile of mud.
Morgana came up for air and licked at the wounds until the two dots closed. “Thank you.”
“Of course.” I turned and kissed her. There was something intimate about letting her feed on me. “Which car?” I looked around, but I didn’t recognize any of them.
“The jeep.” Morgana pointed at one and walked over to it. She pulled a short sword out from between her breasts and moved to the front of the car.
We’d done the move before. But my two dragons trailed behind me, watching us curiously.
I shifted a finger into a long, hard claw, stabbing into the locking mechanism and wrenching the lock to the side. There was the sound of metal being ripped at the door and a thin scrap of metal as Morgana’s blade punched through the hood.
The car made just the very start of a honk that died instantly. The lights still flashed, so Morgana went around the car, punching in with her blades, severing the cables behind each with a swift stab.
Modernized tools were great and all, but sometimes a sword really did the trick. Nobody made security systems very swordproof anymore. That and super strength was kind of cheating when it came to locks.
“You two, keep a lookout?” I asked Chloe and Sarisha.
They didn’t respond, instantly following my request. They took up a point on either end of the car, their eyes likely shifted to keep watch.
My brute force of the lock had worked, and I was opening the now silent and not flashing jeep to dig through his car.
“Anything interesting?” Morgana asked, peering over my shoulder.
“Food wrappers. Tells me they’ve been living out of this thing more than they’d like. Charging cables. A few receipts.” I passed the receipts back to Morgana to see if there was a favorite place, but based on the wrappers on the floor, it seemed that they had only gone to the same coffee chain.
Maybe we could track that down.
“So, we talked to the last guy before we got here. His story is that there is a fae involved.” I caught Morgana up as I continued to pick through the car for clues.
Morgana clicked her tongue and sighed. “I was afraid of that after the fireball. Too quick for a magus, pretty powerful too. So, summer fae?”
“That’s what I figure too. Think it’s someone from the Summer Court?” I asked. “Or do you think it’s someone trying to rile up more strife?”
“Could be any number of motives. Let’s leave it for now. We can bring it to the queens when we get back. Fae are a tangled web; they can sort it out better,” Morgana grumbled.
Everyone seemed to have bad experiences with the fae. Myself included at first, but Maeve had broken the mold, and Summer and Ikta had proven their loyalty lately.
I had a feeling the fae queens knew something I didn’t. Fae were always hard like that, thinking several steps ahead.
It was hard to figure out just what they were after, this one working with Norton in particular. My guess was that they were using Iapetus just as much as he was using them. Well, maybe more so. Iapetus’s men weren’t even told I was a dragon.
I began to wonder if the fae woman was using them as a distraction. They couldn’t hope to succeed with such little knowledge of the real situation.
So that begged the question, what were they after?
My hand fell on a hard cylinder of metal under the backseat. “Shotgun.” I pulled it out of the back seat and handed it to Morgana.
“Oh, it’s a nice one.” Morgana purred and petted the gun before putting it against her shoulder and getting a feel for it. “I’ll take it. Thank you husband. You give me the best gifts.”
I flashed her a smile and continued to dig through the car, but I didn’t find anything else noteworthy. Just some random supplies that wouldn’t interest me or Morgana.
“Nothing,” I said, forming a claw again and slashing the four tires. The last thing we’d want would be him making a run for it.
“Then we just go hunting in the woods.” Morgana lifted the shotgun and shoved it between her breasts, stuffing it into the spatial pocket she had in her bra.
I stared; it caught me off guard every time, like some sort of magic trick.
Morgana smirked, showing off her fangs as I watched. “Off we go. I followed him until he went off trail.”
I jerked my head to the side for the two dragons to follow, and Morgana took the lead.
“Girls,” I spoke to the two dragons with us. “Shift your scales under your clothes. We are going to try and detain him rather than outright kill him, so he may get a few shots in.”
Both of them nodded.
“Once we get off trail. Stay alert, watch our back,” I told them.
“But my king,” Chloe tried to argue, but I glared at her.
“Morgana and I have this. Besides, you are just a few feet back. You should be able to react if something happens,” I reminded them, and they both nodded.
Morgana put a finger to her lips and pointed to a spot off trail. It had been a dry few weeks, so sadly, there were no easy footprints to follow. Luckily, we had paranormal senses on our side.
I sniffed the air. The scents came to me individually rather than a big, jumbled mix, and I picked out Carl. Following that scent, we wove through the woods, staying low and letting my predator instincts rise to the surface.
The beast felt like it was riding just behind my eyes as I started to move carefully, picking my way through the detritus of the forest, silently keeping track of his scent.
A rabbit bolted at my approach making some noise, but I kept low, keeping my ears open.
I smiled as I hunted. Soon, the FBI agent would be my prey.
It was all I could do to stop a satisfied rumble at the thought of catching them and tear them apart. I licked my lips and continued through the woods until there was a steep drop off.
Out beyond the drop, a RV was stuffed among the woods. There was no clear path leading up to it, indicating it had been there for a while. Long enough for saplings to grow too tight to get it out of here.
That was only confirmed by the rusted corners and peeling side. But with Carl’s scent in the air, it was clear that it was his hideout.
I took a deeper breath.
Several other scents mixed in the air, but they were old. One scent particularly stank of death. Simon’s corpse had been brought to the RV, but I didn’t think it still remained.
There was one way to find out.




Chapter 22


It was dark enough that, without my dragon eyes, I wouldn’t see much more than a few feet in front of me. A flashlight whipped about the RV as someone moved about inside. 
There was noise coming from the RV. It sounded like someone was throwing things about in a hurry. 
“Come on,” I whispered as I shifted my claws to ease myself down the steep hill.
Morgana was more graceful, leaping and catching a tree branch. She pulled off an acrobatic flip and somehow landed without a sound. It was like she’d somehow robbed the momentum from the landing.
“Keep watch,” I told her and the dragons as I approached the door to the RV. I got my hand quietly positioned on the handle before wrenching it backwards in one swift movement.
The place was messy, and time had certainly worn away at it here in the woods. There were enough food wrappers and cardboard boxes that I knew they’d been using this for at least a few days.
Carl jerked up from where he was digging through a cabinet. His eyes went wide, and he drew a pistol from his hip in a practiced fashion, firing off three shots, center mass.
He’d clearly acted based on previous training. But the bullets didn’t do anything to me; they simply hit my scales under my clothing.
“Now. That’s no way to greet a guest,” I taunted him as I stepped up and into his RV.
He unloaded the rest of his magazine into me as I made sure to block the entrance and any stray bullets from hitting the others. Staring at him in challenge, I shifted my face to full scales.
“Get back, fanger,” Carl grabbed a shotgun like the one in the car from under a table and flipped it up, firing and pumping the shotgun before dumping its entire magazine into me.
My ears rang from the close quarters firing, and my chest felt a little bruised. I strode through the smoke that lingered between us, jerking the shotgun away and grabbing Carl before he could make it to a nearby window.
“Not so fast.” I threw him down onto the floor of the RV. “It’s time we had a little chat. I never quite liked being dumped into that prison.” I loomed over him, ready to grab him again.
But Carl wasn’t one to take things lying down.
His eyes smoked and his feet came up together, kicking me in the chest. He was a lot stronger than the men who had attacked at the stadium. His kick hit me in the gut and managed to hurl me across the RV. My body smashed through the rusted wall.
I coughed as Sarisha came up to me. “Are you okay, my king?”
“Fine. I got him. Keep watch,” I grumbled, taking her hand and getting to my feet.
Carl was making a run for it, but it was time to show him I was so much more than just a fanger.
My clothes shredded themselves as I started after him, packing on serious mass. He was fast enough to shame an Olympian athlete, but he wasn’t as fast as Morgana, certainly couldn’t outrun a full-grown dragon.
My run shifted to a lope as I fell on all fours. I quickly passed the size of a bus, climbing to my full size. I grinned a dragon smile as I made two giant bounds, catching up to him and ensnaring him in my claws like a cage.
“Carl.” My deep voice made the leaves shake even as I tried to stay quiet. “Look at me.”
The agent rolled to his back under my claw and his eyes were wide as he took in my giant dragon face looming over him. “D-d-dragon. That’s fucking impossible. How-how could people not know?” The faint smell of piss entered the air.
“The Dragon King,” I rumbled. “Not only am I a dragon, but should something happen to me, the entire dragon race would wreak havoc on this world. And if they didn’t tear it apart, my mates certainly would. I represent much more than a simple beast.” He needed to understand just what he was fucking with.
Carl tried to push my claw off of him, but even with Iapetus’s blessing, there was nothing he could do against my full dragon weight. “This can’t be.”
“‘Fangers’, as you call us, have a deep history in this world. We have been around and in the background for longer than humanity has organized into countries,” I laid it on thick. “You might have gone after some packs and vampires. but they are the fringes of our culture.”
“They fucking kill people.” Carl tried to put up more of a fight, but it was useless. “You all tried to kill the humans in Philly.”
I shook my head. “A rogue faction of vampires tried to invade the Faerie realm, using Philly as a staging ground to produce a horde of vampires. We do not condone such actions and those responsible were slaughtered.” I grinned. “I ate them.”
Carl looked like his head might explode as he tried to process what I was saying.
That was good. If I expected real answers from someone, they needed to understand the full picture.
“You still work outside the law.” He clung to his reasoning.
I deadpanned. “Are you really clinging to that after you tried to put me in a hole without any legality?” I let out a low rumbling laugh. “That’s a good one. Let me explain things to you. A titan, currently residing in Tartarus, gave you powers, but he’s a terrible schemer. And apparently, a fae, who is a wonderful schemer, has gotten herself involved and is trying to twist this to her benefit. I guarantee she knows exactly who I am. I’m sort of famous, and I’m also married to a fae princess.”
“What?” Carl seemed to have short circuited. “Fae?”
“Yes, like the stories of tricksters. You think she’s an elf too?” I chuckled. “She’s not. They can change their appearance at will.”
He shook for a moment before his face grew more determined. He got his hands on a knife from somewhere on his body and stabbed into the webbing of my claws, before trying to tear a bigger hole in it.
I reared back and slapped my other hand down on him hard enough to crush him to the forest floor again.
Carl was winded, and Morgana took the moment to blur in, grab his knife and throttle him against a tree. 
“Don’t hurt my mate.” Morgana was rough with him as she knocked him against several trees before throwing him down where he’d been originally.
Then she came over to where my claw was bleeding and licked at it. Her venom soothed any pain. It was healing on its own, but Morgana didn’t want to waste the blood. I didn’t want her to either; I was anxious to get more of my blood into her ever since I’d spoken to Elena.
Bloodlord Morgana would be a sight to behold.
Carl coughed several times, but he was clearly still alive.
“Iapetus gave you guys some serious blessings,” I rumbled. “But you made a careless decision to take it. What do you know about the fae, and what are you doing with Simon’s body?” If it was like what he gave Winter, it would cut their lives severely short in using it.
The FBI agent rolled over onto his back, trying to suck in air after Morgana’s thrashing.
“Fuck you,” he spat. “I want to see you die.”
“Because you believe it is a noble cause?” I shifted back down to my dragon knight form.
Carl clutched at his chest, trying to sit up and failing. “You fucking fangers kill humans. When we tried to fight back, you brought the senators down on Norton. You could have told us, worked with us, but no. Now the gloves are off; he’s going to kill you.” 
His eyes were filled with his own sense of conviction. He might feel that he was right, but he knew too little to do any actual good. Maybe part of what he said was correct. Most of it wasn’t.
“Unlikely,” I replied calmly. “There is little that could stop me.”
“Trust me. The woman has magic like you’ve never seen before.” Carl seemed to believe what he was saying. “Besides, Iapetus’s blessing for me is nothing compared to Norton. He’s going to kill you once she helps him get the weapon. Then Iapetus will win, even if she’s a trickster like you said.”
“Her magic?” I asked, wanting more confirmation of who this fae was, but Carl suddenly got very calm.
Eerily calm.
Enough that Morgana blurred away just before Carl exploded. Blood went everywhere, but then the blood paused midair and burned a gray fire before it sucked back together.
I frowned as a miniature Iapetus formed in the middle of the forest. The giant stony titan from Tartarus wasn’t likely to be something I forgot anytime soon.
Iapetus was vaguely human shaped, in the way that a cat was shaped like a dog. Something about it just seemed odd. His skin was gray stone, with smoke pouring out of his eyes.
He rumbled a few words that made no sense to me before the small titan moved.
I didn’t even have time to react before his palm slammed into my chest and I shot backwards. Small trees snapped as I flew backwards, slowing my flight until I tumbled on the ground.
The avatar of Iapetus roared as a blue blur went at it. The two of them both moved quickly, shooting around and destroying the surrounding woods.
The woods became bright with blue light as lightning tore through the air, hitting Iapetus and flinging him against a tree as electricity coursed through him. Chloe was on the other end of the lightning, and Sarisha was following up sending a wave of acid over him.
I wasn’t about to be outdone by my dragonettes. I opened my mouth, adding more lightning to the attacks.
Morgana reappeared at my side, wiping blood from her face that was already bruising a dark purple. “Fuck, he hurts.”
The two dragon guards let their magic die down.
The Iapetus was slumped against the tree, tons of gray smoke pouring off of it as I approached. He rumbled more incoherent words, but I somehow knew they were a threat. His smoky eyes fixated on me before he crumbled to dust and floated away on the wind as gray smoke.
“Okay. So that was a titan?” Sarisha asked, carefully picking her way forward while looking around for another attack.
“No. Iapetus is much, much bigger. In my dragon form, I’m like a fly to him. That was just a piece of him that he gave Carl.” I stared at the spot where the FBI agent had been. “I don’t like that he can come here though, even if it’s only a small fraction of his power.”
I grabbed Morgana, feeling possessive after she was hurt, and pushed her to drink more of my blood.
“I’m fine.” She patted my neck. “Tempting as it may be, I’d like you to hold onto your strength. Carl made it sound like we’ll be dealing with more shortly.”
“What could she be using Simon’s body for?” I asked her. “It sounded like there was a plan.”
Morgana bit her lip. “I’m not sure. Elves hunted dragons quite heavily in the past before we realized the effect a reduction in dragons had on magic. So maybe there’s something? But I don’t know how Simon fits into it.” She shook her head. “I don’t know enough about Sebastian’s family.”
I groaned. “Let’s head back to the RV and see if there is anything else that could give us a clue. Then we’ll head back to the manor. It’s time we updated everyone on what we’ve found.”
***The RV was another dead end. It has a stash of weapons and supplies, but nothing gave us any more information.
Unfortunately, Norton wasn’t an idiot.
By the time we got back to the manor, it was the dead of night. Chloe and Sarisha were yawning up a storm and left after I promised not to sneak out again. The nap had done me some good, but my body was tired. I needed a rest myself.
Nymphs were moving around in nothing but their underwear when I stepped into the manor.
“What?” I raised an eyebrow as a nymph caught sight of me and winked before very purposefully sashaying away.
“Ignore the nymphs, my horny mate.” Morgana pulled me upstairs to the bedroom, peeking in the door.
The girls were all in their underwear with wine glasses strewn about the room and piled up together.
“They had fun,” I whispered. It looked like the result of a girls night. I wanted to let them all sleep, but there was one I needed to wake. Maeve. Given the fae involvement I needed more information.
Looking through the various women, I couldn’t find her. But I did notice that Ikta was curled protectively around Jadelyn. Maybe the two of them were closer to being friends.
“Ikta,” I whispered, shaking one of her spider limbs.
It twitched and slapped my hand away as Ikta cracked an eye. As soon as she realized it was me, her eyes were wide open and awake.
I jerked my head and headed back out of the room.
She expertly extricated herself from the bed, using her spider limbs to pick her body up and move off before retracting them and stepping out to join Morgana and me in the hall.
“Booty call at night?” Ikta asked, smiling at me and giving me an encouraging wink.
“Why were you in our bed?” Morgana scowled.
Ikta just tilted her head like she was confused. “Supporting Jadelyn. She had a big night tonight, but she did wonderfully. Did your boring mission go well?”
I ignored their bickering. “We made some progress on the bigger problem unexpectedly,” I admitted. “Carl, one of Norton’s men, is dead. We got some answers. There’s a fae working with them.”
Ikta tapped her lips. “Summer fae?”
“How’d you know?” I asked.
“Because fae tend to strike when we are strong. I doubt a winter fae would be pushing to take the Dragon King off the board while they were weak.” She started walking down the hall, stretching.
I realized she was only wearing a few purple sheer strips that went around her neck and then wrapped around her waist, barely covering her nipples, before coming around the front and pooling between her thighs, as if it was hiding anything.
Ikta noticed me looking and smiled. “If you’d like a romp right now, we can do that.” She braced herself against the wall and stuck her rear out, inviting me to enjoy myself right there.
Morgana snapped a finger in front of Ikta’s face. “Focus. Fae, using an elf's corpse to do something to harm Zach. Iapetus working with a fae.”
Mentioning harm to me did seem to snap her back to the topic. “Well, if the fae is going to harm Faerie in the process, of course Iapetus is going to be happy to go along with it.” Ikta waved her hand like it was a no brainer as she went down the steps to the kitchen and started nosing around the pantry.
I waited outside, leaning on the wall. I was quickly running out of patience. “For those of us that aren’t ancient. What does Iapetus have against Faerie?”
“Hmm?” Ikta had gotten distracted. “Oh. The Dreamer was one of the titans. Mnemosyne. She made the muses to try and inspire the gods and titans, inspire humanity too. But then the gods and titans grabbed them and put them in cages for entertainment. She grew frustrated and left the plane to make her own, so that the muses could flourish.” Ikta turned and smiled at me, coming out of the pantry with a bundle of goods.
“Wait. Fae are the muses?” I asked.
“Daughters of the muses, or muses 2.0,” Ikta corrected me. “That’s why we feel so much more strongly than humans. We are filled with more emotion, which inspires us to perform art,” she said loftily as she placed her ingredients down on the counter.
I was doing some mental gymnastics with the new piece of information. “That means The Dreamer is a titan. The only living titan?”
“Maybe.” Ikta shrugged. “I’ve been away a long time. Hell and Heaven were made by titans as well. Heaven’s titan was killed long ago. Hell’s may still be alive.” She started pouring flour into a large mixing bowl before going to the fridge and pulling out the milk and eggs.
It was kind of a wonder to watch as the spider limbs helped her multitask. Yet she was making a mess in my lovely kitchen.
“So, what killed the titans?” I asked.
“Lack of mana. It’s like putting a human in an environment with substantially less oxygen,” she replied. “Thus why The Dreamer is so interested in you and your mother’s band of dragons. It’s self-preservation. She needs dragons in Faerie to prevent the same thing that’s happening on Earth with the decline of mana.”
Ikta paused and glared at me. “Once again, your life is in danger because you have yet to spread your seed far and wide. If you lay with me, there will be a boom of dragons so great that killing you no longer serves a purpose.” Ikta grinned wide.
“Are you making pancakes?” Morgana leaned on the counter, watching Ikta.
“Yes. I hear they are the Dragon King’s favorite.” She messily mixed her concoction in a bowl, spraying flour everywhere.
I checked the time. It was 4 AM. Just seeing that time made me more weary. It had been a long day. “So. Killing me hurts The Dreamer, potentially sets her on a path towards decline. Iapetus wants to hurt The Dreamer. That all makes sense. Why would a fae want to take down The Dreamer?”
“Nope.” Ikta licked up some of the batter and frowned at it before she shrugged and snapped a portal into existence, ushering two nymphs through and pointing at her failed batter. “Fix that. Make the Dragon King sexy pancakes.”
Both of them giggled as they noticed me before getting to work.
Ikta rounded the counter and sat on it so that she was eye level with me. “It’s not which fae wants to hurt The Dreamer, but which one feels like they need to get rid of you.” Ikta pushed a finger into my chest. “When we looked through the false prophecies, there were more than a few that suggested that Summer, Winter, and I could join forces, become one, and end the wars. Of course, you were the key. Some even suggested that we would be the last fae queens. I’m unsure if that means the queens are no longer needed, or that we’ll be immortal.”
I paused. “So. Who doesn’t want the queens to end?”
Ikta raised a manicured brow, clearly thinking that I could come to that answer on my own. But I was tired and frustrated.
Morgana jumped in, clearly sensing my grumpiness. “Probably someone who's been waiting a long time to become queen and thinks she never will. The Spring Lady fits. She’s strong enough, not particularly fond of you, and checks all the boxes.”
“Isn’t she busy with the fae war?” I asked.
Ikta tilted her head like a confused kitten. “No. Summy’s army is too strong for Winter to push forward right now. All they need is simple directions. She could very easily spend time right now running around behind everyone’s backs.”
Damnit. It would make sense. “Can you get me to Summer?”
“Pancakes first.” Ikta crossed her arms.
I glared at her, letting the exhaustion show on my face.
“Fine. Pancakes after. Ladies, I’ll summon you in ten minutes. Have enough pancakes for a hungry dragon.” Ikta glanced at Morgana. “Is she coming?”
I paused and nodded. If I ran off without anyone watching my back, Polydora would have my golden hide.




Chapter 23


I stepped through the portal and looked to the right to see a Summer Queen in a bath towel. 
“Shit, sorry.” I turned around as Morgana and Ikta followed in after me.
“Don’t be shy,” Summer teased. “It’s respectful to face me when you speak.”
I wasn’t sure why I was embarrassed; nudity wasn’t anything unique in my life.
Summer was smiling when I turned back around. “That’s better. You should enjoy the view.”
The Summer Queen was a tall woman, with a regal bearing that seemed to shine out of her tan complexion. Her frame included large breasts that didn’t seem completely unnatural, but they were certainly stretching into that limit.
So when she dropped the towel, I got a feast for the eyes.
She only smiled. “You can come and touch them if you’d like. I promise, they are real.”
I cleared my throat. “Though that sounds fun, we came because there’s a problem. I think the Spring Lady is the one helping Norton and Iapetus.”
Summer frowned but didn’t give up on her tease, grabbing a piece of lacy underwear and slinking them on. Then she walked over, putting a leg up on a chair seat, slowly working her stockings on. “That’s unfortunate. I hadn’t expected her to start so soon. Ah.” Summer made a noise of understanding. “But she has always been ambitious. If she believes the prophecies, then she’d believe that with you in the picture she might never become the Summer Queen.”
I waited for Summer to work through her thoughts. I could tell she wasn’t done. Summer drummed her fingers on her lips as she stood there half dressed. “Or she’s pitching this all around to come kill me.”
“You seem far too calm as you say that,” I observed.
Summer shrugged. “It’s sort of the way it goes around here. Eventually, she takes my role, and rarely is it without bloodshed.” Summer watched me as she finished pulling on her first stocking. “Besides, maybe I could get some sympathy sex with you. Oh! Maybe you’ll get me pregnant on the first try.”
I rolled my eyes and she laughed, making her breasts bounce. The way they jiggled showed they really were real, even if they defied gravity.
Pulling my dragon back from ogling them, I focused on the problem at hand. “What will you do if she comes to kill you?” I asked.
Summer hummed and wiggled her foot at me and held out the other stocking.
“Really?” I walked over and took it from her, putting it over her foot. The fabric clung to her legs as I worked the thin gossamer of cloth up her leg. Every inch of her flesh that was devoured by the stocking left me with a little longing.
She grabbed my hand when I tried to leave her leg at her thigh and made me pull it all the way up, feeling her warm, smooth skin and brushing her soft, silken underwear.
I looked up and was caught in her golden eyes.
Summer was truly a gorgeous, mature woman. Even if her age was timeless, there was maturity in her eyes. She held me in front of her as a smile blossomed on her face and kissed me.
I kissed her back and she tasted fresh, like a breath of warm air and just a hint of berries. It was an intoxicating kiss, one that she completely controlled from start to finish.
She placed her forehead against mine when she was done. “I’ll defend myself, you, and your family, but I won’t harm Aurora. One day, when Yev’s egg hatches, you might understand.” She pecked me on the cheek and pulled away, her arms trailing over my hands along the way. “Besides, you have no proof it’s her, or you wouldn’t have said ‘I think’. Help me with my dress?”
I assumed she meant the white and gold dress hanging nearby, so I walked over and pulled it off the hook. There were so many folds of cloth; I wasn’t really sure what to make of it.
Morgana chuckled. “Hold it low so she can step into it.”
I grunted and did so. “Then maybe we have you focus on the Iapetus part of this?” I offered Summer.
She nodded. “What news do you have on that front?”
“They seem to want Simon’s corpse to get to something, but we have no idea what they are after. Meanwhile, Iapetus used one of the human bodies it blessed to form an avatar that fought me.” I caught her up as she stepped into the dress, purposefully causing as much body contact between us as possible.
She put her arms down and I helped her wiggle past the tight waist and pull it up around her breasts. “Hmm. So they would want something that the elves have that could harm you or me.” She tapped at her lips as she put on a pair of detached sleeves. “The elves have created many artifacts from over the years. And they have a long history of hunting dragons and a few conflicts with the fae.”
“Do they have anything that could go after The Dreamer?” I asked, adding to the list.
Summer gave me a strange look, then shifted her focus to Ikta. “Do you think they could bring anything to bear to actually hurt The Dreamer?”
“No,” Ikta spoke with certainty. “They’d go indirectly at her and kill dragons in Faerie to starve her. The titans never managed to kill each other. I doubt they’d try again after all these years expecting a different result.”
Morgana was thoughtful off to the side though. “There are a few powerful weapons the elves have. Some with the purpose of killing dragons.”
“Any they’d need Simon to get to?” I asked.
She shrugged. “You’ve seen their community here in Philly. It’s completely surrounded by wards.”
“Like a Christmas tree,” I recalled, remembering when I’d seen all the protections through my dragon eyes. It was a fortress of magic.
Summer handed me a cloak with an emerald clasp. I put it around her neck, clicking it closed. The cloak was heavy; I was surprised wearing it was even remotely comfortable. “Are you going to join me in court? We start at dawn, and I think it would be absolutely lovely to have you there.”
I desperately needed sleep. “Maybe—”
“My daughter should be there, having returned from the front lines with an update.” Summer smiled, knowing she had me.
“Ah.” I rubbed at my chin. “Got something for me to wear?”
Summer snapped her finger, and I was suddenly decked out like a prince charming out of a fairytale—a white military uniform decorated in gold with big shoulders that weren’t remotely functional. “We’ll make an exception and glamor you for this one.”
Morgana shared a glance with Ikta. “I’m guessing the two of us aren’t likely to be welcome.”
“No.” Summer pursed her lips. “I’m sorry for that, but the two of you would grind my court to a halt.”
Ikta frowned and snapped open a portal back to the kitchen, ready to head back.
Two nymphs started walking through immediately with platters of pancakes. “Pancakes.”
“I love pancakes,” Summer said before humming. “We can be a few minutes late. Let’s enjoy these.”
***“Announcing the Summer Queen and the Dragon King.” A fae beat a staff with a large metal cylinder at the bottom.
The court ground to a halt with our appearance. Many of them had been discussing matters, but stopped at Summer’s arrival.
The room we stepped into was a chamber with one large throne and many smaller ones set a step below it. There were even more ornate chairs set below or behind those. In many ways, it reminded me of the council chamber for Philly, only this one clearly had a ruler.
Summer’s throne was giant and the only empty seat in the house.
“Where do I sit?” I asked, pretty sure I didn’t get to kick someone out of their seat.
Summer only smiled as she snapped her fingers and her chair stretched to something that wasn’t quite enough space for both of us. “With me, of course.”
I took her hand and walked with her into the room and up the dais to her throne under the gazes of every fae present.
Unsure how to sit on the throne with her, I hesitated next to it. She pushed me gently into the chair and then draped herself over me. Each of her movements were fluid, perfect, and down-right entrancing. And as she sat down on me, the thin and tight cloth that made up her dress did little to prevent me from feeling her every inch of pert curves.
I swallowed loud enough that I had a feeling all of the fae nobles had heard me.
We certainly had their attention. All the nobles were beautiful, tanned, and had wildly bright hair as they assessed what was happening. There had to be four or five dozen in the seats, with another handful for each milling about.
The entire room had gone silent, focused on Summer and me.
“Welcome to the Summer Court.” A fae noble stood. She bowed gracefully to the two of us. She was quickly followed by every other fae in the room.
“Of course.” I nodded, remembering not to thank any of them. “I must apologize, Summer sprung this on me quite suddenly,” I chuckled, and they politely laughed with me. Though, I was sure we had completely broken decorum.
“Mother.” The Spring Lady was already in her seat, her legs and arms crossed. “Is this an announcement of something?”
“No. The Dragon King was interested in joining for a court session. I am just personally attending to him.” She turned and projected her voice around the room. “To those of you that aren’t aware, the Dragon King has bound himself to a piece of Faerie that holds the power of each Summer, Winter, and Wild.” Summer beamed over the crowd.
She said it as if it was a casual announcement, maybe a change in address.
Glass shattered, and the room went quiet. Several of the nobles lost their composure and gasped in shock.
That was new from the fae. I hadn’t been expecting that. It wasn’t often the fae nobles lost their composure. Small strategic expressions of shock were normal, but this felt real.
“My queen, is that true? If he has such a unique piece of Faerie, will he… establish… his own… court?” The noble kept pausing as murmurs grew in volume, and they paused to look around at the growing round of concern.
I whispered into Summer’s ear, “There is something you haven’t told me.”
She laughed like I’d told her a joke. “Oh. It is a small piece. The only ones who spend time in it right now are some nymphs, myself, Ikta, and Maeve.” She said it like it was a throwaway comment, but it nearly brought the court to a standstill.
I pinched Summer’s rear, hard. Casually saying that the three fae queens spent time together in my little piece of Faerie was hardly a small thing.
She bounced a little in my lap and giggled like I’d just flirted with her. “But that isn’t why he’s here. He’s just participating in today’s court. We should show him how it’s done.”
“From your throne.” The Spring Lady cleared her throat, suddenly looking far less sure of herself. “But I guess that’s what happens when you hold off from men too long mother. Just be careful of what beds you lay in.”
She wasn’t amused.
I smirked. That was just fine with me. Spring had found herself near the top of the list of people I did not like at the moment. I knew that Summer was using me at the moment to steer her court as she wished, but I didn’t mind. She’d already helped me on multiple occasions. I probably owed it to her.
“Lady Spring, a report from the front lines?” Summer changed the subject like she’d been commenting on the weather, turning to her daughter.
She wiggled a little in my lap, her hand slipping down and playing with my thigh behind her leg.
“You will pay for this later,” I whispered into Summer’s ear.
She turned to smirk at me, a challenge in her eyes before focusing back on her court. Summer would glance around at people and they would stiffen up, or pay more attention to what was being said.
It was interesting to watch her work her court with mere glances as her daughter spoke, adding her own emphasis to Aurora’s words with her eyes and a light smile, even as she rested on me.
“As expected, we continue to hold the center line. The winter fae are still weak with the season. Conflict and losses have been minimal. We are continuing to set up fortifications, expecting a heavy push from the Fall Lady when summer wanes to fall.” The Spring Lady seemed bored with her report as she finished up.
“Good. We like that things are going to plan.” Summer smiled. “Boring is not at all bad. We like the way everything works, don’t we?” she asked the question to the larger body of nobles.
There was a resounding ‘yes’ from them.
Quietly, she was also showing Aurora that the fae nobles backed her.
“Yes, so what should we make of changes like bringing the Dragon King here?” Aurora turned on her mother.
Rather than answer her directly, Summer turned to face me. “Zach, you’ve married the Fall Lady, correct?”
“Of course. Everyone here knows that. You invited all of them to the wedding.” I put on a charming smile as I played the part of a smitten man and focused on her, ignoring the rest of the crowd. “You’ve also said balance is important.”
“Incredibly important,” Summer echoed me and shifted her posture so that she was more firmly in my lap and looking out at the nobles. “It would be an absolute shame if the winter fae started bearing the Dragon King’s daughters and we suddenly had an army of dragons against our battle lines.”
Her posture hardened enough that I knew she was staring each of them down to drive the point home.
“No. That would be silly,” I joined her, entangling my hands with hers. “After how kind the summer fae have been to me, I couldn’t dare support my children in joining the conflict here.”
The way her ears shifted, I knew she was beaming in victory out at the rest of them.
“Of course not.” She kissed my cheek. “Maybe one day you’ll help us have some summer fae bear dragons. They would do wonders to the Faerie realm in increasing the mana.”
“Yes!” A noble was so impassioned that he stood with his declaration and clapped. “Balance in all things. Of course, something as pointed as the Dragon King’s involvement in Faerie must be balanced.” That same noble glanced at Aurora as if to encourage her to agree.
The Spring Lady’s face was colder than a winter chill. “I think the best balance is an empty scale. Maybe we shouldn’t encourage the Dragon King’s continued involvement in our realm.”
I put my hand on Summer’s thigh to stop her from speaking for me. “I’m afraid it’s inevitable. I’ve promised Maeve a child. There are many nymphs living in my manor, and they will eventually bear my children. The Dreamer has made sure of that.” I lifted Summer’s hand and kissed the back of it. “And I’ve expressed interest in getting to know your mother better.”
If we were in a cartoon, the Spring Lady’s ears would have been blowing steam based on the sudden fire in her eyes. Though, I couldn’t say that she was the culprit behind all of this just based on her not liking me.
But she kept her composure, giving me a chilling smile. “We’ll see about that.” When she turned out towards the nobles looking for support, she was met with frowns.
I saw as the nobles picked up on the tension between mother and daughter, and their faces were clear. They did not approve. Aurora shifted a little, holding her chin up high, but I could tell that she was put off.
Her mother still maintained an iron grasp of the summer court. Aurora really had no prospects for queen at the moment, and if she believed I could be part of the end of the conflict or the queens, then she had nothing.
The court session continued, and they went through what seemed like routine updates, bringing some troubles before Summer, but it all seemed light. Either there was a subtext I wasn’t picking up, or it was all relatively simple.
When it all came to an end, the Spring Lady dismissed herself.
“I’m needed back at the front lines.” She stood abruptly and spun away.
“Do be sure to keep an eye on things. Wouldn’t want you to miss something if you wander away,” Summer called after her, but Aurora was gone.
“My queen.” A noble came up to her throne. “Congratulations.” They bent the knee to her before smiling at both of us and hurrying off.
And that noble wasn’t alone.
Noble fae practically were falling over themselves to come and have a few brief words with Summer and myself.
“Dragon King, you are looking brighter than ever.” A fae woman picked up my hand and kissed it. “I remember when you first showed up to the ball in the park. So powerful. Any fae lady would be honored to marry you.”
In my peripheral vision, I saw Summer shoot her a glare, and the fae noble scurried off.
“That was mean,” I joked, suddenly realizing that the court chambers were empty, except for guards at the door.
Summer lifted a hand. “Guard, leave us.”
There was no back talk. The doors swiftly opened, the guards hurrying through them and closing behind them with a finality. I was jealous for a moment that I couldn’t dismiss my security so easily.
Then again, my guards had to be more stubborn than me or they wouldn’t get a chance to do anything.
“I suppose, I owe you a date. After everything you’ve done for me and my family, I should be making you more of a priority.”
The beautiful fae queen turned in my lap to face me. “About time you realized it. Come to court with me more often. I’ll make it worth your while.” Her finger trailed along my inner thigh before she stood. Summer shifted her gossamer dress as she sat in my lap again, this time facing me directly.
I could feel the warmth of her body and realized only the stockings separated her skin from my body. Images flooded back into my mind of her long legs and soft skin.
She chuckled. “Thank you for attending court with me; it made quite the statement and strengthened both of our positions.” Summer pulled my hands around to cup her rear and hold her in place.
“You are welcome.” I lost myself in her gold eyes as her smile spread up to them, and I leaned forward, kissing her.
The kiss lingered for just a pleasant second before she pulled back. “I’m in the height of my power, and you have a certain weakness to glamor.” She teased me, a finger touching my clothes, only to remind me they were a glamor as they disappeared and my actual clothes parted ways for her finger. “I could glamor you into feelings you’ll never have again.”
I would be lying if I said I wasn’t tempted. It really was like a drug.
“Delights so profound you’d become addicted,” she continued on. “Thrusting up into me forever, begging for more.” 
She dipped down to kiss my chest. Each kiss felt warm, like a beam of light through the shade kissing my skin.
My hands had a mind of their own, running over the curves of her hips. “Is that so? I think there’s some business we should clear up first. What got everyone so worked up about my piece of Faerie?” I wasn’t going to let her distract me away from that topic.
Her little warm kisses continued down my chest. “No, you don’t want to thrust up into me. The Dragon King likes girls on their knees, doesn’t he?” She parted my legs and slid down between them, her breasts rubbing up against my thighs as I sat in her throne with her on the floor in front of me.
The idea of the Summer Queen going down on me while I sat in her throne was intoxicating. She wasn’t even using a glamor, but I sort of wished I had the excuse, as I grabbed her hair and pressed her head to my pants.
Summer chuckled and kissed me through my jeans, nibbling at the start of an erection she found and making it swell to full attention. “Just say the word. I’ll glamor you and let you feel it.”
The offer was so damn tempting. And I knew that she was ignoring answering my question, but I wasn’t sure I fully cared at the moment.
She caught my zipper between her lips and paused, waiting as she stared up at me, her gold eyes watching me. And below them, her cleavage spilled out as her dress flowed down to the ground. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her.
“My queen.” A door cracked, but the guard had enough sense not to look in. “There’s a nymph for the Dragon King.”
Annoyance flashed across Summer’s face as she dropped the zipper from her mouth and rose from where she knelt. “Another time.” 
She made sure to brush her entire body against me, making me regret the interruption as much as she did. Then she spoke louder to the guard, “Let her in.”




Chapter 24


Pixie hurried into the Summer Court, her eyes flickered over me as she smirked.  
“My queen.” She gave a slight bow to Summer, but there was a little dismissal in it as she focused on me. “The Highaens are at the manor. Sebastian is with them and throwing a fit.”
I rolled my eyes. Leave it to Sebastian to ruin my happy ending.
“Bad enough to get me from here?” I sat up straight and looked down at my shirt before discarding it and pulling a fresh one from my bracer.
“They are both nervous. They seem to have bad news and are being quite pushy. I wouldn’t have disturbed you, but I’m concerned it has to do with Simon’s body.” Pixie bowed, still ignoring Summer.
Summer crossed her arms under her chest and watched Pixie. “Oh, how quickly have I become nothing.”
Pixie glanced at Summer. “I apologize. But I serve Zach entirely.”
“I remember when you were just a young girl. Always was one of my best. I’ve suffered a terrible loss,” Summer lamented and sat down on the arm of her throne, crossing her legs. “Keep our favorite man alive.”
I cursed Sebastian again seeing Summer perched on the arm of the throne.
Pixie beamed at the praise from Summer before pushing it down and being my professional secretary again. “My king, please, we must hurry. Can you create another portal?”
Blowing out a breath, I tried to get my head straight and think with the brain between my ears, and not the one between my legs.
Summer smirked, seeing my struggles, but didn’t tease me further.
After blowing out a few breaths, I felt centered enough to try. I reached out, imagining pulling a portal into being back to my manor. The glowing portal crackled open, the edges frayed unlike Ikta’s smooth portal.
Summer made a strange noise.
“Everything all right?” I asked her, unable to take my attention off the portal without it collapsing.
“Yes. Just surprised at how quickly you are taking to fae magic.” Her voice sounded a little off, but there was no time to dwell on it.
I grabbed Pixie and rushed through the portal. As soon as my feet were on solid ground again, I lost focus, and the portal snapped close.
Pixie let out a little yelp and pulled some of her hair forward. A few of the locks were bluntly cut at the end “My king, I’m going to schedule time for you to practice portals.”
“Probably for the best,” I agreed. “Or we can just stop having so much urgency that I need them all the time.”
Pixie let out a soft hum. “I doubt that’ll happen. I’m beginning to understand Morgana’s comments about you being a magnet for trouble more each day.”
Turning, I frowned at her, but Pixie just smiled back at me and bat her eyelashes.
“Where are the elves?” I turned, trying to remember my way around the manor.
“This way.” Her legs carried her swiftly through the manor to a room on the first floor. She opened the doors to a large delegation from the elves. Yev and Tyrande were entertaining them, and Nyske and other nymphs were supplying them with food and drink to try to stall.
“One large coffee, two shots of espresso. One sugar, no cream.” Nyske handed me a tall to-go cup. “I’m told you haven’t slept.” She gave me a brilliant smile.
She even knew my coffee order.
I grunted. I was starting to feel like I was unlikely to be getting any sleep soon, so I took a sip and sat down on the couch next to Tyrande. Both of the Highaen sisters were beautiful as usual with their golden hair and near glowing bluish-purple eyes. Though Yev wasn’t on the couch.
Instead, she was sitting on her egg like a bar stool. 
“That can’t be comfortable,” I observed.
“Like hell I’m letting it out of my sight. Even if Trina is trying to convince me it doesn’t need my dragon warmth, I want my baby to feel me as it grows.” Yev dared me to say something more.
I wasn’t that stupid.
“Mother-in-law, Father-in-law.” I bowed to both of them. “Sebastian.” I nodded to him. “Does anyone want to tell me why I have the honor of all of you in my manor?” The less I potentially angered Yev by keeping her from nesting the better for all of our safety.
Behind them, there were five tough as nails looking elf mages standing up in a line. If the elves had a military equivalent of special forces, I felt like these five would be in it. They gave off an intense, no-nonsense vibe as they held themselves in a relaxed vigilance.
I turned, eying Tyrande. She’d mentioned bringing Highaen mages to look into Simon. I wondered if these were part of that group.
“Can’t we come visit our son-in-law?” Tyrande’s mother was like a skinnier, sharper copy of my wife. “Besides, my daughter just had her egg. We are so excited to see her and the egg.”
Yev grunted from atop her egg, but she seemed to let her mother get away with the diversion. “The egg is very healthy. Our mate has a doctor mate, and she’s taking good care of me and the egg. Daily checkups.”
We all paused, finding that to be excessive, but no one said a thing to the nesting dragon.
“Wonderful. I’m so happy for you both. Can I touch the egg?” My mother-in-law approached it like she was worried that Yev would snap at her.
Yev eyed her a little warily, but she moved the blanket over it aside just a smidge, giving access to the tiniest bit of egg.
Her mother stroked the egg. “I bet it’s going to be a wonderfully strong child.”
“Of course.” Yev stuck her chin up with pride. “It’s the first child of the Dragon King. They will become a mighty dragon.”
Her father chuckled. “Well then. Thank you for having us, Zach. We were unsure how everything had been going since the wedding. We’ve been waiting for a visit.”
“Yes.” My mother-in-law picked up the conversation before he could continue. “Your new home is absolutely lovely. That it connects to the passage between Sentarshaden and here is novel. We also wanted to talk about several things with you regarding that. Have you thought about expanding to connect to other major paranormal hubs?” She waited expectantly.
Meanwhile, Sebastian seemed calm, but he was also drinking far too much tea, like he was using it to calm his nerves.
The whole encounter felt strange, but I also didn’t want to insult my mother-in-law. Elves and the Highaen parents were fairly rigid in their customs for deals.
Last time, I’d smashed an heirloom table, and I felt like I could at least do better than that. So I sipped my coffee and let the idle chatter continue, waiting for the actual conversation to begin.
Tyrande rubbed a hand on my arm. I glanced over and she just smiled.
“We’ve thought about expanding to Faerie next,” I admitted, finally joining into the conversation when an opening arose. “There have been some developments with Faerie. Currently, this manor is actually both in Faerie and in the normal world. I guess the queens made a new fragment together and gave it to me.”
Sebastian put down his tea, his hand shaking loudly enough that it rattled. “This is a new fragment of Faerie?”
“Yes. I’m not sure exactly what that means, but they gave it to me to claim.” I smiled, trying to play it off. But I was slowly coming to realize it had a good deal of significance.
“Impressive. A fragment of Faerie is a grand artifact of power.” My mother-in-law smiled. “So, expanding into Faerie. Would the Highaen be able to connect trade that way?”
“You’ll have to ask Jadelyn for details. I’ve come to rely on her for those matters,” I deflected. I wasn’t going to get into the weeds of managing that.
“What about a small embassy here in Philly for the elves? Sebastian has done a grand job, but Sentarshaden is interested in reaching out to the elves of America and see if they would like to reconnect with their roots.” She moved on to a new topic smoothly.
I rumbled in thought. “Why ask me?”
“You are the Dragon King. We respect that and would ask your permission before making any moves within your territory.” She gave me a gracious nod.
“That’s fine. Put Tyrande or Yev in charge so that I can be a greedy dragon and keep them close more often,” I chuckled.
There was a strange moment of quiet before they all followed me in laughter.
“I’m sorry to rush this along. But can I ask why Sebastian is here? Is there an update on Simon?” I took the chance with the pause to push this along to something fruitful.
There was a twitch of my mother-in-law’s brows at my directness.
But her husband saved me. “Sebastian has some news.”
The elf looked around for support before taking a deep breath. “Simon’s body has been recovered, minus a hand. The hand was found in a well-protected location of ours.”
He was beating around the bush, and I didn’t like it.
“What kind of protected location?” I pushed him forward.
“A vault,” he replied, still hesitating.
“And they took what?” I felt like I was pulling teeth.
“A weapon. One that has a history you may not be fond of. The elves refer to it as Dragonbane.” He winced as he said the name.
I didn’t have any association, but Yev screamed out with sheer rage.
She didn’t even try to control herself. Her dragon strength added to her voice, making the table and everyone’s drinks rattle. “What?! Why is that in Philly? Why is it anywhere near my baby!”
I grabbed her hand and squeezed it. “We’ll deal with it.” I met her eyes to make sure she still had control of herself before I turned to Sebastian. “I think my wife would like answers, Sebastian.”
“It was placed into our family’s care years ago. The weapon has not been in use for quite some time, but it is incredibly powerful. We’ve kept it here in Philly just in case something were to cause us to need it.” He didn’t want to directly say it, but I suspected it was kept here because of me.
“This weapon is powerful. How? I need more details.” The name ‘Dragonbane’ wasn’t sitting well with me.
It was Tyrande that answered. “It came from a now dead clan of elves. They hunted dragons and enchanted a spear to draw the strength of each dragon it killed. Supposedly, it hungers for dragon flesh.” She crossed her arms and was scowling at her mother. “You knew it was here.”
“It is their weapon,” her mother defended herself. “It has rested with their clan for some time. Taking it would be a slight that I had no intention of delivering.”
“Yet you kept a powerful weapon, one that specializes in killing dragons. And you allowed it to be here, near my husband and my sister,” Tyrande pointed out.
Yev’s growl was deep as she said, “And now my child.”
Everybody in the room seemed to try to make themselves slightly smaller to avoid Yev’s wrath as she spoke.
“There was a reason! I was happy to not have it in Sentarshaden for so many years,” her mother defended herself. “I wanted it nowhere near Yevanandra. I didn’t intend for her to then end up here as well. And I couldn’t just take it from the Greenleafs.”
I waved my hands to clear the air. Fighting among this group wasn’t going to accomplish anything. “What’s done is done. It is now gone. I’m assuming it’s been taken and that’s why you’re here?” I frowned at everyone present. “Anything else? A weapon to harm the fae perhaps?”
They all frowned at me.
“I have reason to believe that the fae may also be in danger. Iapetus has been blessing humans, and it’s become clear that someone among the summer fae is aiding them as well. We are concerned that it could be a move on Summer at the end of this,” I caught them all up.
Sebastian just shrugged as if the betrayal wasn’t surprising. “That’s the way of the fae.”
“Well, I’m interested in preventing it.” I met his eyes.
“Because you are surrounded by all those nymphs?” Sebastian scoffed. “Is that all it took to bring the Dragon King to the fae’s side?”
Tyrande’s father put a hand on Sebastian’s shoulder. “I’d be careful that your tongue doesn’t run away from you, if you’d like to keep it.” He eyed the women present, then he focused on me. “We can check, but there’s no need for such a weapon when iron is easy enough to find and works wonders. If this is all caught up in a deposition attempt from the fae, then we should be concerned. Historically, their deposition attempts have had far reaching and long-lasting impacts on the paranormal world.”
I considered how much I should say, ultimately deciding to give them the information I knew. “There are a number of prophecies and false prophecies they are reading into. Those prophecies talk of me changing the fae dynamics for good. It could mean an end to the constant wars, or an end to the queens. My suspicion is that the Spring Lady wants me dead because I may stop her from ever rising to be the Summer Queen. I have no proof that it is the Spring Lady though.”
The Highaens all sat in silence for a moment, processing my words. 
“That’s… a lot of weight on your shoulders.” Tyrande reached over and patted my hand. “We will do what we can to protect you. Sebastian, do you have a detailed description of this spear?”
Sebastian fumbled in his pocket before pulling out a first-generation smart phone and opened his photos, turning the screen once he’d found it. “You can swipe to the left on the screen to see more pictures. There are plenty of paintings of it.”
The spear was large and cast entirely of bronze. Much of the metal had turned green with age, except the tip was a wicked iron barb.
“Back in the old days, wooden spears wouldn’t hold up to pierce dragon hide,” Sebastian added, but quieted as I glared at him.
I didn’t want a history lesson on dragon slaying. “Anything special it can do that I need to be aware of?”
“It seeks dragon flesh. The spear tip will bend towards you when it gets close. Also, it will be incredibly sharp for you or any other dragon. If it stabs a dragon, it will drain the dragon’s mana and feed it into the spear.” Sebastian’s voice got lower under my glare.
“Great. Thanks for keeping this in Philly,” I grumbled and handed him back the phone. “I can’t promise that you are getting this back if I get my hands on it. I’ll probably try my best to break it.”
Sebastian’s face paled, but he just nodded. “So be it.”
“The Highaen’s will pay restitution for the damage the elves have caused here.” My mother-in-law glared at Sebastian like he was going to be the one repaying it in reality.
“Sure. Some gold and maybe some downtime so I can get some sleep,” I grumbled, standing and signaling that the meeting was over.
The five mages led the way out. My father-in-law was last. 
“If you want to sleep, maybe slow down the harem growth.” He winked at me with his joke and hurried to catch up to his wife.
Tyrande was showing them the way out, but Yev sat in the room on her egg while the nymphs continued to mill about.
I flopped down on the couch. “Yev, how are you?”
“Missing my mate,” she answered honestly, picking up the egg and placing it on top of me. “You should also get to know your child more.”
I hugged the egg. “Hey, little guy. Hope you don’t mind. Daddy is a busy dragon. But we can nap together if you’d like.”
Yev snorted. “I doubt you can nap like that.” 
She easily lifted the egg off me. I now realized the spikes on it also functioned well as handles, and they were apparently incredibly sturdy. 
“Come rest with me and the egg in the hoard when you can.”
Giving me a smile over her shoulder, she headed out, her nymph fretting and moving ahead of her to get everyone and everything out of her way. Because she wasn’t stopping and that egg would work better than a battering ram.
I looked up over my head at Pixie. “Okay. So what else is on the agenda. And Nyske, when are you going to tell me your secrets?”
“Later.” Nyske looked away. “Your father has agreed to let me use the crystal that holds his memories to show them to you. But you’ll have to be asleep for that.”
“Sign me up.” I rolled over, ready to get up.
“It isn’t ready yet. Sabrina is helping your father with the adjustments,” Nyske admitted. “Besides, you look haggard, my king. Maybe you should try and get a little sleep.”
“The vampires and forces from the entire council are looking for Norton and Lopez,” Pixie promised me. “I will wake you at the first signs of news.”
I desperately needed sleep, and somehow, not even the double shot of espresso could hold back the tide of dreams.




Chapter 25


Something woke me. When I cracked my eye open, an upside down Ikta hung in front of my face. 
I startled, as any sane person would when waking up to that. “What are you doing?” I checked, but I was still in the room, just no one else was here.
She was hanging outside a portal, her spider limbs coming out of her back and holding the lip of the portal. Her dark hair touched my chest as she lowered herself and the front of the dress dripped down, showing off her pale breasts.
“Watching you sleep. Thinking about if you’d mind if I snatched you, brought you back to my village, wrapped you in silk, and bred with you,” Ikta answered honestly.
I believed her, and a part of me wished she was lying.
“Is that how you’d do it? Our first time?” I asked, looking around the room, wondering where my nymphs had gone and why they had left me alone with Ikta.
“Pixie just stepped out for a phone call; she was trying not to wake you. Nyske is with the succubus, working on giving you a glimpse into her past,” Ikta answered. “Maybe. I bet you’d love it. Being wrapped in silk and unable to move can be exhilarating. I’m sure I could drive you wild.”
She lowered her body more until she pressed her lips to mine.
I kissed her back gently, not wanting to give her the wrong idea. Her tongue swirling into my mouth before she pulled back, and I felt her hips rest gently on mine.
“Or I could make magical glory holes,” She offered, making a small portal in the air.
I stared at the portal, my mind going back to Pixie’s hair and my lack of magic control. I had no interest in sticking any appendages into any portals at the moment.
Ikta saw my face and closed the portals, pouting and resting more of her weight on me as she started to sway our hips together. “I hear your portals aren’t very stable.”
She was one to talk about stability.
“Yeah. They sort of snap close. I lose focus when I or someone else goes through them,” I admitted.
Ikta nodded in understanding. “Because your goal is accomplished. You open a portal to get yourself, and maybe someone else, through. That goal is part of your visualization. So what happens after you get what you need from it?”
“My visualization is flawed?” I hazarded.
“Exactly. I’m going to reward you for the correct answer.” She smothered me in kisses, making my neck tingle.
Something occurred to me. “How did you know Pixie left? Are you making magical peep holes in my mansion?”
“Oh no.” Ikta looked at her bare wrist. “Look at the time.”
“You don’t even have a watch,” I replied as she lifted herself back up through her hole. “Hey wait. I have some questions about fae magic and this piece of Faerie.”
“Can’t. So busy!” Ikta tapped at her wrist that still didn’t have a watch. “Time’s up.” She pulled herself through the portal above me and it closed just before the door to the room opened and Pixie stepped in.
Fucking crazy Spider Queen, even if she was hot in a don’t stick your dick in crazy kind of way.
Pixie stared at me. “Ah, you are up.” Her eyes trailed down to my neck. “And you had a visitor.” She frowned.
I rubbed at my neck and my hand came back with dark lipstick on it. “Yeah. Ikta dropped in. Can you help me clean this off?”
“Sit up.” Pixie grabbed a napkin and dipped it in the water that had been left out before sitting next to me and tilting my chin up so she could work. “I just spoke with Elena. She has some information and is coming over to the manor.”
She continued to wipe at the lipstick aggressively. “It’s almost like she meant to mark you.”
“Wouldn’t surprise me at all. Can you get someone to join me in the meeting with Elena?” I asked, not really wanting to be alone with her.
“Morgana is here.” Pixie smirked. I gave her a knowing look. That suggestion was not random.
“That’ll work,” I agreed, although I knew I might be mixing water with oil. Still, Morgana knew the vampire world better than I did, and I could use her perspective.
The door opened again, and Nyske walked through. She saw what Pixie was doing and smirked. “You really just attract them like flies.”
“Pretty sure I’m the fly to Ikta, and she's just waiting in her web to catch me.” I glanced at Nyske. “Are you done with the work with Sabrina?” I asked, excited to know more about her.
“I gave the gem my memories, but Sabrina and Bart are still working on the final pieces. The crystal enchantments are well beyond my skills.” Nyske paused as Pixie glanced up at her.
“Can you go get Morgana? Elena is coming over and we shouldn’t leave our king alone with her.” Pixie smirked.
Nyske nodded and spun on her heels, her hair splaying out and turning into a rainbow before she went back out.
“You two working together well?” I asked Pixie as she worked down my neck.
“Yes. She really has your best interests at heart. Sometimes I think she’s more devoted than me. I really just want to feel your rock-hard cock in me.” Pixie kissed my jaw.
I made a small noise as she scooted into my lap. “Pixie.”
“Shh.” Her eyes shifted to a hungry look once again. “You have another woman’s lipstick on you right now. If you struggle, I might not get it all off before your stalker vampire comes in. And then who knows what will happen.” She licked and kissed at what I assumed were Ikta’s lipstick marks.
“Pixie,” I warned, but she was right, I needed to get this off.
She licked at my neck. “Hmm. There might be a better way to get it off. I don’t wear lipstick, after all.” She sucked and licked at my neck, holding my chin up as she worked.
Pixie was breathing deep between the kisses, as if she were trying to take in my scent. “My king, you will give me a child, yes?”
“Of course. That’s sort of the agreement, is it not?” I relaxed and let her work.
“Will you love my child? Love me?” she asked between kisses on my neck.
I wasn’t so sure we were still removing the lipstick. “Yes. I’m very attracted to you. In time, I’m sure it will develop into more.”
My statement seemed to spark something in Pixie as her blue eyes shone. Pixie dove from my neck, opened my pants and swallowed my cock in a single hungry motion. There was the nympho in her.
“Pixie.” I grabbed the back of her bouncy pink hair to stop her, but the sensation felt so damn good.
She ran her tongue up and down my cock, and I caved. “Make it quick. Use your glamor.” I leaned back into the moment as she continued running her tongue up and down me.
Her glamor had me pressed back into the couch in an instant. The only thing that existed in that space was the pure electric pleasure that was coursing up and down my cock as she bobbed on it.
I laid back and enjoyed the overwhelming pleasure that paralyzed me. It wasn’t long before I was erupting into Pixie’s mouth in what seemed like an endless orgasm that somehow was also too short.
Pixie sucked the last of my seed out before sliding off me slowly and giving the tip a kiss. Then she tucked me back in and zipped up my pants. 
“There.” She sat up, straightening her glasses and fluffing her hair back into order. “You released in my wrong hole again, though.”
I chuckled, still riding the high from my release. “Well, there’s always next time.” The glamor was gone and I was just relaxed.
“Until next time.” Pixie smirked, having returned her professional veneer.
Morgana pushed through the doors behind me. “Oh. I would have thought you’d take the opportunity to have some fun,” she commented, glancing at us.
“I serve the Dragon King in all ways. But his time is so limited.” Pixie smiled innocently as if she hadn’t just given me a mind-altering quickie.
I scoffed. My lovely nympho knew exactly what she was doing, and I had a feeling she was going to steal many more moments like she just had. I doubted I’d resist.
Morgana slid around the couch to my side and kissed me.
I let a hand slide around her leather clad hips and pulled her closer. With Elena coming, I could tell she needed affirmation that we were still good. “I love you, Morgana Silverwing.”
“Of course you do.” She smirked and moved to nibble at my neck.
“Save that until Elena is here. You can bite me and drink from me all you want while she’s present,” I offered her, knowing that was the best present I could give her.
Morgana froze against me and gave my neck one last nibble. “That’s… that’s perfect.”
“What? The famous Morgana is at a loss?” I teased her.
Her hand moved faster than I could see and flicked my nose. “Hush. I’m not jealous.”
“I never said you were.” But the smile on my face said otherwise. “I just want to make sure Elena knows who my favorite vampire is.”
“Tonight I’m going to reward you for this. I’ve been working on a new dance routine, and I think a private showing is in order.” She kissed my cheek.
Nyske knocked on the door. “My king, Elena Wallachia is here.” Her voice slipped through a crack and she pushed the door open without me needing to say anything.
Morgana looked over her shoulder. “Welcome, Elena. I was just spending some time with my husband and heard you were coming. Come sit.” She nodded at the couch on the other side of the table.
I also realized from Pixie’s kissing my neck that there was no way it wasn’t at least a little red. But it would just look like Morgana had been nibbling.
“Morgana,” Elena gushed and flowed into the room silently. “It’s so good to see you. I remember you during the war. Always so grumpy.”
I kept my arm around Morgana’s waist and pulled her closer, offering my neck. She took it, sinking her fangs into my neck and taking a small drink before licking at the two puncture wounds as they healed.
Her saliva made me relax. My limbs started to feel like jelly.
“Yes. During the war, I wasn’t my best. I didn’t take orders very well,” she admitted.
Elena laughed. “Yes, well, my sister was kind of a bitch.”
I nearly choked. Morgana’s bitch of a sire was Elena’s sister? Morgana’s dislike of Elena suddenly made so much more sense to me.
“Well, we can agree on that.” Morgana took one last lick of my blood. “Oh, Nyske, can you get Elena some bloodwine and my mate something hearty to drink? I’m fine.” She leaned on my shoulder with an open tap right next to her if she wanted it.
Nyske came over with a smoothie of some sort. It was dark green, and I was sure it was full of healthy foods and lots of iron. I took a skeptical sip, but they’d added enough sweet fruits that I didn’t hate it.
“No, it’s fine. I don’t have a taste for bloodwine right now.” Elena held up her hand as her little button nose twitched. “It would just taste like mud with the scent of the Dragon King in the air.” She sniffed again. “You almost have a fae flavor to you?”
I grunted. “I bonded with a fragment of Faerie, and I have some of Ikta’s old power in me.”
Elena’s brows rose high on her forehead with that information. “Interesting,” she chuckled. “I guess with all the fae around here, it was only time for you to become a king in Faerie. You married Maeve. Now you just need to marry one of the queens.”
“There aren’t kings of the fae. The queens rule,” I reminded her.
She just laughed. “Emperor then, because I doubt the Dragon King would bow to anyone.”
Morgana cleared her throat. “Maybe we should get to why you came?”
“Right.” Elena smiled. “I came straight here as soon as I learned. Someone matching your FBI agent was seen at the docks. They are on a boat in the Delaware.”
Despite being relaxed, I went rigid. “Are you sure? Is the source reliable?”
“Fairly certain. They described him well enough, the Agent Lopez you described. But my guy didn’t provide pictures or anything to verify. I went down and got a look at the boat myself.” Elena leaned forward and wiggled like a dog waiting to be told ‘good boy’.
“Thank you.” I gave her what she wanted. “We need to move on this information. This would make sense as to why we’ve had trouble finding them.”
Morgana held my arm. “The river is big, and very public.”
“So?” I looked at Morgana. “If they are in the water, we only need to get the sirens involved.” Pausing, I thought for a moment. “As for it being too public, I think it is time we started taking necessary risks. This one being one of them.”
We couldn’t always let being in public be a weapon against us. Not when they were preparing to do so much worse.
She let go of my arm. “So be it.”
I turned back to Elena. “Anything else spotted on the boat? Details?”
“It’s a small yacht. My source didn’t see anyone else, but they had just stopped for gas, and the Agent Lopez got out to fill it up.” Elena grabbed a napkin and ran her finger over a fang before blood splashed out onto the napkin and she held it out to me.
Damn that was a talent. She did a whole painting in that single motion. The painting with her blood was a fantastic monochrome watercolor painting of a boat. 
“Thank you. I need to use this information before it goes stale. Sorry to run.” I got up without any interruption and hurried out with Morgana, the nymphs hot on my heels.
I had my phone out an instant later, texting Jadelyn and Scarlett for their location. Scarlett answered right away. They were at the Scalewright manor.
I turned and headed upstairs for my portal room. “Nyske, get me Polydora and Regina. Tell Regina we are going on a hunt.”
Through my closet, I found the door to the Atrium and walked through quickly to the Scalewright manor, stepping out to a siren standing guard.
“Uh. Hello, Dragon King.” The siren woman winked at me. “Anything I can do for you?”
“I’m grabbing Jadelyn.” Pushing past the siren, I knew my way around the manor. In no time, I found Jadelyn, Scarlett, and their mothers in a parlor chatting.
“Husband.” Scarlett was the first to notice me, and her excitement dropped at my expression. “Where are we going?”
“The River. Agent Lopez was seen on a small yacht,” I told them both, catching Jadelyn’s eye.
“Wonderful!” Jadelyn clapped. “I have been waiting for an excuse to show you my yacht.”
Funny how that had never come up before, but I wasn’t surprised. “You have a yacht?” Really, the question should have been, how big was it?
“It’s a family yacht,” Claire, her mother, added. “I want to come too.”
“We are going to go pick a fight with two amped up former FBI and possibly the Spring Lady,” I told Claire. “This isn’t some sight-seeing trip.”
She sipped from her mojito. “So? We are sirens, and they are on the water.” A wicked gleam entered her eyes as she took another sip.
I guess she had a point.




Chapter 26


This operation turned into a much larger ordeal than I had expected. 
Jadelyn twirled in an asymmetric, blue swimsuit, carefully cut away where her shoulder had my mark. “You like?”
I did. I liked a lot of what I saw.
In order to scan the river for the right boat, we had taken the Scalewright’s yacht. I’d been ready for a big boat, but it was beyond what I’d expected. Really, this thing was excessive. I had learned it was technically called a ‘superyacht’ at two-hundred and thirty-three feet long, yet looked sleek and sporty with enough space that they could invite the whole council and all of their families.
Screw the conclave island, maybe next time we needed to use this.
In the time it took to get the boat ready and move, we’d managed to collect the whole bevy of my harem, and they were using the opportunity to wear tight and skimpy swimsuits.
All in the name of ‘fitting in’. Pssh. Like I believed that for a second as they all danced around the deck. It felt like someone had dropped me in the middle of a fan service anime episode. 
Yet somewhere on the river, a titan-blessed man had a dragon-killing spear and desperately wanted to kill me. That was enough to sober me and keep me from enjoying the sights.
Jadelyn quirked a brow, still standing in front of me and waiting while I got lost in my thoughts.
Right. “You look amazing. I’m just focused on the task at hand. You know, catching the people trying to attack and expose the paranormal community.” My eyes caught on Polydora as she walked across the deck in a suit that was really just two straps crisscrossing her body. It barely covered her nipples.
Poly noticed my attention and tossed her hair as she strutted across.
“Seriously, why are you all not taking this more seriously?” I groaned.
“We are,” Scarlett stated as she walked over in a tight, red bikini. It was high cut, but she was still the most modest among my harem at the moment.
“But we are blending in.” She gestured around to the other boats, all of which were filled with people in swimsuits.
“What about your mothers?” I gestured to the deck where both Claire and Ruby were lounging in the sun, tanning.
Jadelyn shrugged. “Don’t mind them. My mother is just fine in the water. It’s everybody else that should be worried.”
I glanced down at the picture Elena had drawn again and looked up to scan the boats, looking for the one that we wanted. The girls were glancing at phones as they walked around the deck too. Even if they were showing off their skin, they were still looking for this boat.
“Relax, my king.” Poly came over and cocked her hip to the side. “Right now, you have your full harem around you. I’d like to see someone cause a problem for us. And if that weren’t enough, the Scalewrights have enchanted this boat. It might as well go fight a battleship.”
“No fighting battleships,” I warned the ladies.
Jadelyn rolled her eyes. “As long as they don’t stop my shipping business, no sinking battleships.”
I did not entirely like that condition, but wasn’t quite sure if she was being serious.
There were two splashes on the side of the boat, followed by the wet patter of feet.
Two siren ladies rounded the center tower of the yacht. “Lady, we’ve spotted the boat.”
“Good, tell the captain the coordinates and get us to it,” Jadelyn demanded before turning to me. “See? All is going according to plan. When we spot it, then we can send over a little boarding party.”
My second wife seemed more confident than ever, but we were in her element. Sirens didn’t conquer the seas because they were good sailors.
I knew that she often felt like she couldn’t contribute as much to protecting me as well as the others, often leaning on her business sense or connections. But on the water, she was able to show me how deadly she could be.
The Scalewright’s yacht heaved itself forward. The behemoth was big enough to cross the open ocean without much trouble. It was eight stories, or apparently eight decks. This was my first time being on a boat with more than one deck.
“You’ll get used to it.” Scarlett pulled me aside. “She’s just trying to be helpful.”
“This is going way overboard,” I muttered.
Scarlett just raised an eyebrow at me. “Which is exactly how Jadelyn operates. You say you want a puppy, and she’d quickly buy you an army to play with and pick one out of. Then she’d get trainers that came every time you left the house to work with the puppy so that you only had to deal with the good parts.”
I blinked. “That’s an oddly specific example. Got something you want to talk about?”
“No.” Scarlett rolled her eyes. “That was forever ago. We are focusing on you and your concern about how overboard she’s going.” Scarlett shrugged. “I gave up years ago trying to rein it in. Just let her have her fun. Besides, once again, we are in the river. Worse comes to worse, just get her in the water, and Iapetus himself won’t catch her.”
“Fine,” I grumbled, not liking my mates being so close to trouble. But I also knew I’d have a hell of a time getting them to stay home.
Scarlett gave me a consoling pat on the shoulder and wandered off, swaying her ass which looked incredible in her red bikini. I stored that mental image for later.
I glanced around and saw Sabrina staring at a wall. “You okay?” 
She was wearing a bulky cover up over her swimsuit to the point that I wasn’t sure what it looked like. She had been a little distant lately.
“These enchantments are intense.” She turned to me. Her glasses gave off a spark as I got closer, and her eyes behind them shifted to pink filled with gold dust and a pair of horns faded into being for a second.
Sabrina shook her head and her glasses suppressed her succubus nature once more. “Sorry.”
“No, tell me. Am I causing you problems?” Sabrina had been a little distant lately, and I was starting to have a theory why.
“You are tempting,” she admitted, staring at the wall rather than looking at me. “I’m having trouble keeping my succubus nature down when you are around. Sir Benifolt hasn’t found a way to improve the glasses just yet. We put a stop gap together.” She held out her wrist, where there was another straining enchantment. “But it isn’t working that well either. Like two Band-Aids on a wound that needs stitches.”
Considering how she was my mate, I didn’t love that analogy.
“Sorry. But I don’t mind if your succubus nature is out.” I failed to see the issue.
Her eyes changed again as she looked at me. “I care. Keeping my succubus nature down has helped me focus on learning magic. I… I don’t want to be like the rest of my people. They are fairly single minded.” She blushed and looked away as her succubus nature continued to pull forward on her.
I came around behind her. “You will always be you. So what if you have an overwhelming edge of sexy to you? Have you seen the nymphs? I can guarantee you, the fae feel things stronger than humans, and they still manage to do more than just have sex.”
Sabrina didn’t resist my hug, burying herself deeper into my arms. “I wish I had your confidence.”
“I’d give it to you if I could.” Kissing the top of her head, I tried to do just that, though I knew it wouldn’t work. Rather, I distracted her while also distracting myself. 
“So, what do the enchantments do?” I glanced around the superyacht, guessing magic was all over it if I knew the Scalewrights.
“Lots.” She looked around not just at the wall but over the whole boat. “There’s a web of protection enchantments, like a thousand links on a chain. Crude, and it takes up a lot of space, but effective for something this large. This boat could probably ram a breakwater and the breakwater would suffer. Then there are several enchantments on this wall and the top half of the boat to magically make it float should it ever start to sink.” 
She waved at the wall, and I shifted my eyes to see the enchantments in detail. The whole boat was blanketed in them.
“What’s on the deck?” I asked, noticing another enchantment.
“Let’s see if you can figure it out.” Sabrina bent down to look at one of them. “What’s this for?” She pointed to a specific part of the enchantment.
“Heat, no, cold? Wait. Temperature regulation.” I picked apart the element of the enchantment she was pointing to. It took me a moment, and I got a better picture of it as I realized it. “So then, this larger element has several pathways to dictate how that one works. Mostly sensors to keep the deck warm, but not hot.” I was able to figure it all out after Sabrina pointed out the key piece.
“Exactly. Well done, Mr. Pendragon. It seems I haven’t failed as your magic teacher.” Sabrina beamed at me.
I scratched the back of my head. “Some of it is starting to come together. It’s nowhere near what my father’s done though.” I thought back to him weaving enchantments to face Iapetus.
Sabrina grunted. “I’ve been working on that crystal with your father. If you put that thing in the middle of the magi, they would all grow old and die before they understood it all. Your father has had multiple dragon lifetimes to perfect his enchanting.” She shook her head. “You shouldn’t compare yourself to him. It’s not fair.”
“Now what about this one?” She pointed to the one on the wall that she’d been investigating.
Before I got the chance to decipher it, Morgana blurred around the corner, wearing her amulet so that she didn’t stand out with her blue skin. “Get ready. We spotted it.”
“Later. Thank you for the lesson. Stay safe, Sabrina.” I patted her shoulder and jogged to the front of the boat. My eyes were still shifted and I scanned the waters for the boat.
I had looked at the picture enough that I didn’t need to check to confirm it when I saw it. “That’s it.” 
The predator in me snapped into focus. My eyes tracked the surface of the boat for anyone, but there was no one visible, and the captain's deck was too tinted for me to see clearly.
Jadelyn came up to my side with Poly, Regina, and Morgana. “We are ready, with more standing by,” Jadelyn updated me. “Four shouldn’t be too bad for me to swim with.”
“If Dragonbane is in play, let me handle it.” Morgana cocked her hip, the lovely black bikini had extra fabric on the side to make it look like it was barely tied on. Just a single pull would release it. “Maybe we are distracting him too much.” She saw me watching her.
I grunted. “No. Let’s go. Jadelyn, stay in the water when we get there. We’ll need you if any of us go overboard. Girls, if you need, just shove people off the boat.”
Jadelyn perked up. “Yes. Do that. I can handle them.”
We went to the back of the boat as Jadelyn motioned up to the captain and chopped across her throat. A moment later, the engines died down and we started drifting.
“Last one in is a rotten egg.” Jadelyn leapt off the side in a graceful dive.
The water was only clear for a few feet.
My wife disappeared instantly, and I waited for a second before she popped back up, her ears turning into fin-like structures and scales dotting her face before she dipped back under.
I took a heavy breath and jumped in with the rest of the group. The water wasn’t bad, but the lack of vision was disconcerting.
Jadelyn’s face came through the murkiness and she smiled at me, giving me an oxygen-filled kiss before she grabbed my hand and flit through the water. She brought me around as she gathered the group entering the water into a chain, squeezing my hand before jetting off. It felt like I had just strapped myself to a torpedo.
Jadelyn shot through the water for just a minute before she slowed, and I checked to make sure the rest of our group had managed to hang on. Luckily, we were dragons and our grips weren’t that feeble.
Jadelyn sang a few notes before she kissed me and pointed up at the boat above us, swimming slower towards the back.
I patted her shoulder and pushed myself up first. My head broke the surface and checked the boat. We still hadn’t spotted anybody.
Jadelyn came up after a moment. “See? Easy peasy. Now get up on the boat and do what you need.”
I pulled the rest of them up to join me. The boat was anchored, but it was bobbing enough that I had to get my legs under me to help steady the others joining me. It wasn’t nearly as large as Jadelyn’s yacht, but with three decks, it still drew people’s attention.
As soon as we were on board, Jadelyn dove back under the water, and I felt bad for anyone that fell overboard.
Poly, Regina, Morgana, and I made an interesting sight as we walked along the smaller yacht. A pair of sliding glass doors opened in front of us, and two men jumped to their feet. Gray smoke bled from their eyes.
I rushed forward, but a piece of railing speared itself into one man’s throat, and the other man’s neck sprayed red as Regina and Morgana moved faster than me.
Morgana flicked the blood off her sword. “We move quickly and quietly,” she whispered.
Goldie became a short sword in my hand. I nodded at Morgana, while Poly and Regina ripped off more handrails.
We moved forward. In the close quarters, I wanted to be able to use my brute strength to deal with anything, but the walls were too close to swing. I’d just have to stab anyone I met. Morgana glanced at the sword before frowning at me and moving forward quickly. She didn’t exactly approve of my ability to be quiet.
The yacht was richly decorated with reds and golds. I had to wonder how FBI agents could afford the luxury boat.
Morgana opened the next door and blurred through. Two men grunted as blood splashed on the table they’d been sitting around.
I paused in the doorway to the room as the door to the bathroom opened. For a brief moment, we were both stunned before the man opened his mouth and yelled as he slammed the door closed.
My short sword tore a chunk out of the door as I brought it around and stabbed through it, thrusting my hand through the door and making a complete racket. I tore the door off its hinges and ran my sword through the man, pinning him above the toilet.
“You would make a terrible hunter.” Regina blinked and looked at the mess and noise I had made.
“I’m a city boy. We don’t hunt.” I used my foot to pry the door and the body off my sword.
“Shows,” Regina snorted and stepped around me to grab a gun off the man in the bathroom.
Morgana pulled a SMG out of her bra, and Polydora picked up a shotgun from the room Morgana just cleared.
“No use in being quiet now.” Poly checked her gun.
Morgana worked over the SMG. “It was always destined to fail with him, but that’s half the fun.” She just looked happy to cause some mayhem.




Chapter 27


Boots pounded on the deck below us as we left the room. Men rounded the stairwell and opened fire immediately. The blaze of muzzle fire filled my vision. 
Goldie shifted into a riot shield, and I immediately lifted my arm, giving Morgana cover as she fired into the men. Myself and the other two dragons had our scales out as bullets pelted us. The hits stung, but they did the damage of a BB gun against human skin.
Poly stepped forward, her shotgun unloading right into the mass of men on the stairs.
They fumbled back, the buckshot grazing them. But their bodies were more fortified than normal humans. Smoke leaking out of their eyes told me they too were Iapetus-blessed. Bullets wouldn’t be enough to take them down quickly.
But Regina didn’t hold back, firing into them as Morgana also took aim.
Soon the guns clicked empty, and both sides paused for a moment, shocked that nobody had gone down on either side. In that quiet moment, Regina’s top fluttered to the ground, the lone casualty of the shootout.
“Don’t look! This was your doing!” Regina shouted, leaping forward and shifting into a hybrid form as she caught the first man’s head, crushing it and sending him through the wall into another room of the ship. Her tail made quick work of clearing the stairs before her claws followed, shredding the men.
The red dragon went on a small rampage and covered the stairway in blood.
“That does appear to be more effective” Morgana was stuffing her gun into her bra. “Kind of nice to have more dragons around.”
Poly stepped down the stairs carefully and put a hand on the angry red dragon’s shoulder. “Come on. Let’s go hunt.”
I rolled my eyes. Regina did not need more encouragement at the moment. Regina let out a low roar and bounded down the stairs amid more gunfire.
I followed them down. There were over a dozen men downstairs, all smoky eyed as they fought the two dragons. I saw Lopez running deeper into the bowels of the ship and forgot about them, shifting into my hybrid form and barreling through two of the Iapetus-blessed men.
“Lopez,” I rumbled, catching a man unaware and ripping his head from his shoulders on my way.
The agent quickly slammed a thick door closed between us, and I slammed into it, expecting it to break. But my body bounced off the door.
“This won’t stop me.” My claws scraped at the door. It was smooth enough that I wasn’t finding purchase and had to scratch several times before I was able to sink them in and tear the door apart.
As I finally got a look inside, Lopez shot me in the face with a high caliber rifle. The hit made my head jerk back, but my scales caught the bullet just fine.
I wiped at my face and continued to pry the door open. “Lopez, you should know better. Bullets don’t do much to a dragon.”
“You’re an actual dragon?” he scoffed.
I smiled. “Yes, I am. Carl learned that the hard way. Pissed himself when I shifted fully.” I tore apart the reinforced door, seeing the mechanical room behind him. “You don’t happen to have the spear, do you?”
“Spear?” Lopez frowned. “What spear?”
I barked in laughter. He really had no clue. “Never mind. It would appear you’ve been used and thrown aside.”
The door gave enough, and I pulled myself through to loom over him.
The girls were all fighting in the hall behind me—this was over. I was going to enjoy this.
Lopez only grinned at me. “Nah. You’re the one who’s done.” 
He held out his hand. There were explosions behind me before gray smoke hit my back and pushed me into the room. The smoke pooled around me and into Lopez’s extended hand.
I wasn’t sure what was happening, but I decided my brute force methods seemed like a good option at the moment. Crossing the distance between us, I sank my claws into his chest.
The look on Lopez’s face was so satisfying. He was shocked at how quickly I could move, but then his face turned into a shiteating grin as the room glowed with a gray enchantment. “Bye, fucker.”
The space around me bent in on itself before it pushed and pulled its way back into reality. Lopez’s body was still on the end of my claws, but we weren’t on the boat anymore. We were in the middle of the woods.
I was about to pull my claws out and look around as something stabbed into my side. I stumbled, suddenly feeling weak.
Morgana’s training kicked in, and I whirled, smacking away a bronze spear that looked very familiar. I pulled it out of my side, taking a chunk of my flesh with it.
Lopez held out his hand, and the mass of gray smoke shot out of his hand into Norton’s. It seemed to sink into Norton, his eyes pooling enough smoke that I’d have thought a bonfire was pouring out of them.
“So glad of you to join us, Dragon King.” Aurora, the Spring Lady, stepped into the area, pulling down her hood as she stood next to Norton. “Keep him alive. We need him,” Aurora told Norton.
The FBI agent moved faster than before. Either he’d gained speed or I was growing weaker and couldn’t track him well enough.
His spear slashed down towards me, and Goldie turned into a sword as I blocked, but the spear bent itself in half and cut into my shoulder. Norton pressed down on me, and I could feel myself growing weaker with each passing moment.
My leg came up, catching Norton in the chest and sending him back.
Scales shrank back into my body as it became harder to control my hybrid form.
“That’s a nice spear.” I nodded at Norton.
Even if the spear drained me, with each heartbeat, I could feel my mana restoring itself. I was a fucking dragon, a living powerplant of mana. I just needed to avoid more hits from the spear.
An explosion came from my side, and I shifted Goldie to a shield as I tried to block the explosion, but it lifted me off my feet and tossed me to the side.
“Not much without your dragon, are you?” Aurora snapped her finger, and another three explosions sounded off around me in order, tossing me around before I landed with my ears ringing.
My foot found purchase in the soil and I pushed off, lunging for the Spring Lady. Goldie became a long sword as I tried to cut her. It was clear that she was the mastermind.
A thin saber appeared in her hand, and based on her stance, she’d been trained in how to use it properly.
I moved to attack her, but she blocked each attack and parried anything I put my dragon strength behind. In the short span of several seconds, she deflected a dozen attacks, and it became clear that, in my weakened state, I’d have trouble taking her down.
During one of my stronger swings, she turned my blade and momentum enough that I overextended, and I found a spear driven through the back of my calf, pinning me to the ground. I let out a deep grunt, pain coursing through the limb.
Aurora’s foot connected with my jaw, and I stumbled to a knee. 
“You aren’t half bad,” she mocked.
I spit out some blood to the side rather than answer the bitch.
“I haven’t fought a war for two thousand years for nothing,” she scoffed, rolling her eyes.
I tried to draw enough mana into my body to breath lightning at her, but nothing came out except a wheeze.
“Works better than expected,” Norton said, leaning on the spear and keeping me pinned with it.
“You’ll have to be careful. He’ll get his strength back. Keep pricking him with it. And we should get moving. His mates will be scouring the city in moments.” Aurora stepped away, and I looked at the forest around me.
“We are in the park,” I realized.
Norton slapped on a pair of cuffs around my wrists and jerked my arms behind me, holding onto the cuffs and giving himself leverage over my whole body with them. Leaning down, he ripped the spear out of my flesh, taking most of my calf with it. “Move.”
I didn't even bother trying to move. The missing flesh was making that impossible, and I really wasn’t feeling motivated to help them.
“Drag him. We need to hurry.” Aurora led the way down to the fae portal.
“Are his mates really that bad? He was the Dragon King, and he wasn’t that hard.” Norton dragged me along the ground. The man was hopped up on multiple Iapetus blessings to the point that cracks were forming around his eyes and more smoke billowed out like his body was at its limits. 
“Fanger,” he mocked me.
“You don’t want to wait around. We caught him in our trap because he underestimated your officer,” Aurora explained as they walked through the portal together, dragging me.
“Now Lopez is dead because of all of this. This better work,” Norton grumbled.
Aurora nodded. “He’s a beacon for the paranormal. His death will spell the eventual downfall of all paranormals here on Earth. Earth won’t be able to sustain them without dragons,” she explained patiently. “Then they will all have to come to Faerie or another realm, and swear to their rulers.”
Norton frowned. “He’s a real dragon? Or are they another type of shifter?”
“Real dragon. When he gets angry, he becomes larger than a building and eats people whole.” Aurora smirked at Norton as his face turned to disbelief.
As if her reminder spurred him, he pricked me with the spear again, and I felt my mana disappear.
But not all of it disappeared. My fae magic tickled at me as we moved through several portals.
Like a little spark running up and down my spine, stepping through the portals was exciting Ikta’s magic, and with my dragon magic being drained, it spread quickly throughout my body.
I smiled.
Focusing forward, I opened a portal underneath Aurora’s feet as she took a step. But she didn’t land in it. Instead, a gust of wind lifted her up and she spun. A glamor smacked me in the face and turned the world into a nightmarish landscape devoid of green or water, all red, dead land covered in bones.
The disorientation broke my portal, and a swift kick to the face broke my concentration completely.
“Games. Don’t mess with fae magic. It’s not yours to use! My mother will fall, shortly followed by Winter. With Iapetus’s claws in her, she’ll die sooner rather than later. Maeve will mourn you, of course. Hopefully, she mourns long enough that I can crush Winter and rule all of Faerie,” she spat.
“Then you’ll control all of the fangers? Bring them here and keep them out of humanity’s way?” Norton sounded like he was reminding her of their deal.
Aurora smiled. “Of course. That is a given once he dies.”
“Then why aren’t we killing him right now?” Norton pricked me with the spear again.
“Because. We need him to get my mother to agree to a duel. She’ll agree to fight me in a stonehenge if he’s here and weakened.” Aurora had a little pep to her step as she spoke, clearly feeling good about her chances.
I frowned and bided my time and my strength, using what little dragon mana I was generating to heal my leg.
When we paused at the next portal, I glanced behind as Aurora stepped through. I made a quick fire in the shape of the enchantment I needed to summon Pixie. Stamping it on the ground, I added a touch of my magic before being pulled through.
I hoped that would give her enough to find me.
“You seem very sure I’m going to ruin your chance to be queen. Why?” I asked. If she was feeling chatty, I might as well take advantage of it.
“The prophecies. A dragon not yet seen kept appearing in ones that lead to an end to the wars. The end of the queens.” She looked into the distance, lost for a moment. “That can’t happen. We will win the war to end it.” Aurora’s eyes burned with conviction.
“War?” Norton asked.
I sighed. “You really know nothing. Have you thought about why she’s keeping you ignorant?”
“Stab him,” Aurora demanded, and he did it without even a moment of hesitation. “Stop trying to talk to him.” She looked up. “We are here. Chain him to the stone and keep stabbing him.” 
Aurora snapped her fingers, and a gown much like Summer’s appeared around her, complete with a glamor of the queen’s crown.
Norton hauled me to a stone that stood outside of the hedge, with iron chains dangling from the top of the stone, as if they were there all the time.
***Jadelyn was swimming under the boat, waiting impatiently for them to throw someone over so that she could boom-pow, one-two them in the water. Show her mate that she wasn’t weak.
Certainly not when they were on a mission in the water.
But no one was coming overboard.
She grumbled and swam close to the boat, maybe she could just poke some holes in it, and when it sank, she could save her husband.
Before she could do anything, the boat imploded. The hull cracked and sank inward explosively as bubbles flooded into the river. That large of a hole, the ship titled heavily and started to sink.
YES!
Jadelyn didn’t hesitate for a second, shooting in through the hole. Men were fighting Morgana and the dragons, but she was a siren in the water.
She grabbed the leg of a man at the edge of the rising water. He let out a little surprised scream before the water made a plop and he sank down into the river with Jadelyn dragging him.
She pulled him all the way to the bottom of the river. He tried to kick her and put up a struggle, but she just dodged each of his pitiful attempts to hit her in the water.
Jadelyn swam away knowing that he wouldn’t be able to see her well under water and then shot back at him, her fist plowing into his chest faster than a torpedo and driving all of the air from his lungs only to quickly replace it with water.
Next was a brutal but effective spell that all siren’s practiced.
Jadelyn ripped the water from his lungs. On dry land, it was a wonderful way to save someone, underwater though…
The man froze, the human chest cavity wasn’t meant to be under that heavy of a vacuum. She shot away from the dead human that was slowly sinking to the bottom of the river.
Back at the boat, she popped her head up at the edge and grabbed two more men, disappearing them under water before returning to see the dragons and Morgana edging down the hall to avoid the water.
“Where is Zach?” Jadelyn asked.
They all blinked at each other.
“We thought you had him?” Morgana asked. “Wait, don’t tell me.” She let out an exhausted sigh.
Jadelyn slowly shook her head. “No. I just came in after the bottom of the boat imploded. There was nothing there, no sign of my husband.”
“If there was nothing, then it was all moved.” Morgana rubbed at her forehead. “Do we have the Golden Plushy Society Tracking setup?”
“No. Nyske has been stalling,” Jadelyn grumbled, her lips at the edge of the water blowing bubbles. “Come on. I’ll get you all back to the boat.”
Jadelyn shot underwater and let out a piercing scream of frustration.
The dragons and Morgana splashed into the water, and Jadelyn grabbed their hands, towing them back to her Yacht.
Stupid husband always getting lost. Nyske was going to put that tracker on his bracer.
She got back to the boat and dropped off her dragons and Morgana before her mother leaned over the side of the boat. “Everything okay, honey?”
“Zach is gone. But we are going to get rid of this boat.”
“Let me help.” Her mother threw off her shift and dove into the water.
Three more splashes accompanied her mother as several sirens working the boat joined them.
“We are going to stuff some bodies in the boat and then tow it out to the ocean before authorities find it,” Jadelyn told them, surging forward through the river.
It didn’t take long for them to collect the few bodies and prevent them from floating on the surface, before the five sirens grabbed railings that had gone under, and together they pulled the whole of the smaller yacht underwater and worked as a team to haul it well out of any search party’s path.
“What now, daughter? This is exciting,” her mother asked, squirming under water. “I haven’t felt this young in ages.”
Jadelyn glared at her. “Now we find my husband. Who undoubtedly is in some significant trouble.”
***Summer sighed as she looked at the leaves in her tea. She was no fortune teller, but she felt ominous intent coming from them.
Her daughter wasn’t on the front lines, nor had she spent much time in the battle fields lately. It meant that Zach was likely right. Her daughter was behind this. Now the question of what to do about it as both a mother, a lover, and a ruler weighed on her.
She’d hoped to find answers in her tea, but again, she wasn’t a fortune teller.
“My queen.” An officer in gleaming armor stepped into her tent. “There’s a message for you.”
Summer frowned and poured her tea out. She clearly wasn’t going to get the chance to enjoy it. 
“I think it’s the kind of message you don’t want to be the messenger for,” she told the officer who dropped the letter and bolted.
The wind rustled the tent flaps, and Summer curled her finger, drawing the wind to pick up the letter and float it into her other hand. A letter opener appeared in her hand. She sliced along the edge and unfolded the paper.
Dearest Mother,
She barely needed to read the rest; she already knew what would transpire. But she couldn’t stop herself from reading the heartbreaking words. The note was simple. Her daughter would save the gloating for when they were face to face.
With a flick of her wrist, the letter burst into flames and scattered on the wind.
Zach was too important for multiple reasons. She had to respond. It seemed her daughter had moved fast and taken many options away from her.
Summer grabbed her dress and pulled at it as she stood. The meeting location was well known to her. It was where she had killed her own mother, a mercy killing for a woman who had gone mad with power.
Summer had taken after her father, but her daughter had the same madness that seemed to habitually infect the Summer Queen line.
Tears ran down her cheeks at the thought of what her mother had done, and what her daughter was about to force her to do. Power corroded even the surest of minds in time. It was possible she’d succumb to it one day.
It was part of what drew her to Zach. Relative to him, she could be weak. He could strip her of some of that power-driven ego, helping to keep her in check and more humble.
Summer’s steps were swift. The wind and sun pushed at her back, Faerie giving her every advantage as she moved at a pace that even the most thoroughbred horses would die of exhaustion under.
But she was in her element, the height of her power.
She hoped her power would feel the same after she gave herself to Zach. The man had no idea the nexus of power he represented. Titans were fighting over him because he had broken one of the great patterns. His life had already set new events into motion.
The prophecies even suggested that he could break the great pattern of the Faerie wars. Oh, how she longed for them to end, for Faerie to focus once again on the arts of song, dance, and carpentry. Not war.
Restoring a focus on the arts would make her father proud of her. She’d learned to be so much more than just a queen from him, but how to be a loving parent and enjoy all that life had to offer.
Before she lost him too.
Summer was lost in the anger of that moment for too long, the wind whipping through her hair. But it didn’t last, she had too much control of her emotions, letting go of the past.
She pushed forward, rushing to where she knew her daughter would try to kill her. And knowing she’d be at the disadvantage because she’d defend herself, but she couldn’t kill her daughter.
Maybe Aurora would see reason once she was exhausted. A mother could hope.




Chapter 28


I winced as Norton stabbed me again, drawing another thin line of blood from me. 
We’d been at the stonehenge for at least a half an hour. I was beginning to wonder if anybody was going to show when Summer came over the hill, her hair dancing in the wind like a green field, while her dress splayed out to the side.
Summer’s face was set in a soft determination, maintaining her regal bearing and her power poured outward. She was beautiful and powerful.
“Mother,” Aurora shouted, standing in the middle of the stonehenge, atop a circular stone. “You’ve come.” 
It seemed like a cheap attempt to have control of the situation by standing on the stone. Aurora really was a pale imitation of Summer.
Summer only sighed. “You knew I would.” 
Her face was set with firm purpose, but when her eyes met mine, I saw her inner struggle. Her daughter was putting an impossible choice in front of her. 
“Ah. Dragonbane.” Something clicked in Summer’s expression. “I see. So you plan to force me into a duel to the death here? Are you sure that is wise, my daughter?”
As expected of her, she saw through everything at a glance.
Aurora’s expression dropped from gloating into plain annoyance. “Mother, you do not know me as well as you think you do.” She failed to sound like anything but a petulant child.
“I carried you in my womb. I raised you and I nurtured you into the woman you are today. Trust me, Aurora, I knew all that matters most.” Summer came up to the edge of the stonehenge and started to walk towards me.
“Stop it. Norton, kill the Dragon King if she takes another step,” Aurora demanded.
Summer paused mid-step and withdrew her foot, turning back to her daughter and giving her the same look a mother gives a naughty child. “Oh, how endless war has warped you, my daughter.” 
She turned away, clearly not feeling the need to give Aurora the attention or consideration she was craving. “I want these wars to end. I’ve seen what they do to our people. We are constantly at war. When our soldiers come home, it never leaves them. We have become an angry people, always looking for the next victory. Some small measure to win, to feel superior. It’s nothing but a charlatan’s salve for the real problem.”
“The wars are part of who we are,” Aurora insisted. “To take them away would be to weaken the fae. We are sharpened blades precisely because of the wars.”
Summer stepped under one of the arches of the henge and into the center. “I doubt I can change your mind. If you wish to fight, so be it.”
“I will give you the Dragon King if you win.” Aurora stuck her chin out. “Neither of us leaves the henge without the other dead.”
“You have put me in a tight spot,” Summer admitted.
Aurora sneered. “Because you won’t kill me, mother; I know that. You are too soft for a fae queen, and I will prove that.”
“By bringing me to a henge without an army on either side? When I became queen, it wasn’t because I tricked my mother. It was because the entire summer fae stood behind me. But I understand the choice. If you had brought the nobles and the generals here, they would have stabbed you through this henge.” 
Summer glanced once more over to the side where I was trussed up like a chicken, eying Norton who was holding the spear, ready to stab me again. She worked to school her emotions, but I could see the mix of anger and despair in her eyes. There was no easy way out of this unless her daughter stood down.
Which was growing increasingly unlikely by the moment.
“It matters not,” Aurora shouted, sounding more like a spoiled teenager than a queen. “We are here, and we will settle it with the rules that have been set around the stonehenges.”
I coughed as I tried to shout, barely managing to get my words out. “What are the rules? For those of us that don’t know?” I descended into a coughing fit, but they’d heard my question.
“Henges are sites of champion duels,” Summer stated loudly enough for me to hear. “Armies would gather on each side. Their champions would step forward to fight and settle a matter between armies with a single life. They also are where nobles settled their disputes, each noble bringing their people to surround the henge. That means those at the edge of the henge can participate. They can stab someone who gets too close or toss them a weapon if theirs has been lost.”
I coughed. “Or hold a piece of iron?” Looking over at Norton, I noticed he had a series of long iron spikes set to the side.
Summer frowned and followed my line of sight. “We don’t normally include non-fae in these.” She clicked her tongue. “Unfortunately, it is a tradition steeped in a particular lack of rules.” She didn’t really seem that concerned.
“So, mother, do you agree to a duel to the death? If you do not, the Dragon King will die,” Aurora gloated from atop the stone circle in the center.
“I will,” Summer sighed. Lifting her dress off the ground, she gracefully moved around one of the arches of the henge. “You will release the Dragon King into my care should you admit defeat.”
“I challenge you to a duel to the death. Neither of us can leave this henge until the other is dead.” Aurora drew a saber and pointed it at her mother.
“So be it.” Summer reached into her dress.
Aurora closed the distance a heartbeat later, thrusting her sword towards her mother’s heart.
Summer flicked her daughter's blade aside as she pulled her own saber from her dress. “Do not mistake my kindness for weakness, daughter. My kindness is because I have the strength to no longer feel the need to defend myself so desperately.”
The two of them fought in a graceful dance that was mesmerizing to watch. They were both skilled fighters, trained in true combat through the war with Winter. Their styles were similar, making them able to anticipate each other’s next move.
But Summer was the true queen and at the height of her power. The next parry ended with Summer sending her daughter's blade flying. But instead of taking the moment to push forward, Summer stepped back, waiting for her daughter to attack once more.
Aurora sent a wave of fire at her mother, using it as a shield as she rolled to the side and snatched back up her saber.
A simple cut from the fae queen parted the fire, and Summer waited once more, her head held high.
“This’ll take some time. Aurora won’t be able to kill her mother, and Summer is just going to try and wear her down until she admits defeat,” I told Norton, hanging from my chains.
“Shut up.” He pricked me with the spear again.
Thankfully, Norton wasn’t smart enough to leave the spear touching my skin. What little mana I generated, I was sending straight to healing my torn calf. The wound was still raw, but the bleeding had stopped.
Norton pulled the spear away and put it on a rock, but each time he leaned it up against the rock, it fell down in my direction.
After the third try, he rolled his eyes and stepped away, pulling out a magazine and loading it into his gun.
“Iron bullets?” I guessed, revulsion filling me at the duo’s dirty play.
He smirked. “Yes. I know you won’t be alive to see it. But when the paranormal are removed from Earth, it’ll fix everything.”
I laughed. “I lived a human life before college, so I can say with certainty that humans do just fine fucking up their lives on their own. Honestly, you’d be surprised at the amount of work the paranormal world goes through to try to keep you all from destroying each other.”
In the background, magic wasn’t just idle in the hands of the paranormal. The sirens had been cleaning water ways for years. In multiple wars, it was werewolves that took important positions in the military and ended things swiftly. We all shared this world, and paranormals were doing their part of it too. We just also killed a lot more readily.
Aurora attacked again, Summer easily deflecting the hits and sending up sparks that caught my attention.
I eyed Norton, curious if I could turn him. “I don’t understand why you trust Aurora. Even if you manage to kill me and Earth continues to lose mana, it’ll happen at a slow rate. What is it you think vampires feed on?”
He frowned at me, but I had his attention. He hadn’t stepped in to interfere with the duel yet. “What do you mean? Of course vampires feed on blood.”
“No,” I laughed. “They feed on the latent mana in blood. Humans can use magic. There is a whole secret organization of them that calls themselves ‘The Order of the Magi’. Think about it. The first symptom that mana is shrinking will be vampires having to increase how many people they need to feed on to get enough mana.” I was stretching it out, trying to find ways to keep him focused on me and not on shooting Summer.
Norton snorted. “Then I’ll take them out too. I’ll expose them if I have to, and then the whole world will hunt them.”
“Yeah, humans tried that once,” I sighed. “Big war across Europe. The celestial plane, angels, used the church to start a war. Lots of humans went to fight the paranormal. Vampires and werewolves played a big part during that war. They killed lots of humans. Of course, the angels were just using the humans as fodder because each angel’s life is precious. Actually, their plane is on the verge of collapse, but that’s a whole different story. The point is, I can already tell you how this ends. You’re being used. You’re Aurora’s fodder. Just think about what happened to Lopez.”
I could tell I had Norton’s attention. I just needed to bring it home and really sucker punch his moral compass and make him stop.
“You recruited Carl and Lopez, didn’t you? And look at them now. Did she even seem to care? Did she make any effort to keep them safe? No. Any means to her gaining power and killing her mother was worth it to her. She has no loyalty to you. You are just another pawn that will die when all of this is done.”
I held my breath, feeling pretty good about my speech but not sure how the whackjob’s thoughts would go.
Norton turned and shot me in the leg. “Shut up. My Aurora wouldn’t do that.” 
The cracked skin around his eyes continued to puff out gray smoke, reminding me that there were other magical properties keeping my words from truly reaching him. He turned and walked off.
I channeled what little mana I had into repairing the bullet hole he’d just created.
Dragonbane hopped towards me.
“Oh, not you too.” I glared at the weapon and used a little more of my dragon mana.
It hopped again, sliding a few inches.
I narrowed my eyes at the spear. Apparently, I had to keep my dragon side less active. I watched it, more nervous about it than Norton. Licking my lips, I focused on what was happening in the stonehenge again.
Norton squared up by one of the stones. Based on his stance, he was preparing to shoot Summer the next opening that he got. Such a coward's way out. Aurora knew she couldn’t defeat her mother and had almost zero support.
I couldn’t use my dragon magic without essentially begging the spear to stab me, but I still had fae magic. Concentrating, I bid my time, waiting for when Norton was about to shoot.
The two summer fae broke from their fight, and Norton sighted down his gun.
Just when I thought he was going to shoot, I snapped a portal open in front of him. I had the portal open right next to Aurora. Norton fired in a quick burst of three bullets. All three went straight through the portal and to Aurora.
Both women rolled to the ground at the first sound of gunfire. Unfortunately, my portal was off. I’d come close, but Aurora hadn’t gotten hit.
“Norton, watch where you are aiming!” Aurora shouted.
“It wasn’t me. The Dragon King made a portal again.” Norton cursed and turned back to me, shooting at me and missing. The bullets sent sparks off the rock I was chained to.
“Hey, we are allowed to help, aren’t we?” I shouted at him.
Aurora screamed, “Stab him until he’s unconscious!”
“If he bleeds out, you’ll break your promise, dear daughter. I don’t doubt you are eager to win, but we both knew this would not be quick,” Summer taunted her daughter.
Aurora was frustrated and sent waves of heat off of her that baked and shriveled the grass around the stonehenge. Summer stood proud, a single strip of green grass safely tucked behind her.
“Shoot her!” Aurora demanded.
I made a portal, a large one, as he turned. When he pivoted, I tried to close it over his arms. But he jerked, faster than I could track. We both stared at his gun, which had the front cut off with smooth precision. But his arms were still intact.
I clicked my tongue. Damn. I really had to work on my aim.
Norton let out a frustrated scream and turned to me, rushing in my direction.
I popped open another portal, but I had to move quickly, my brain only thinking to make it exit on the other side of the henge. It bought me a little time as Norton fell out on the other side and looked around confused.
I glanced down at the spear, frowning as I tried to imagine a portal opening around half of it. But each time I tried, the magic fizzled. Open air seemed to work much better. Or in a natural gateway.
What I really needed was another set of hands. I tried to think of a way to summon help. But the yacht was a moving target, and I wasn’t exactly sure where it was in the river. That seemed like an easy way to fuck something or somebody up.
The manor was my best shot. I hoped somebody was back home. I concentrated on my office, snapping open a portal large enough for someone to come through.
Nyske was staring back at me, her eyes wide as she took in my current state. “My king!”
“Nyske, get help,” I shouted.
I expected her to run out of the room to do just that, but she jumped through the portal instead. “Everyone is out following Pixie, looking for you.”
It made sense they’d followed the enchantment, but it would have been helpful to have a few more of them around.
The spear jumped at us, and Nyske jumped back just as Norton caught up to us. I barely got out a warning cry before he’d hit Nyske hard enough I thought the nymph might not make it. But she weathered the blow with a lot more durability than I had expected.
Norton swung for me, and I snapped a portal into place, his fist going right through and hitting himself in the face. The hit launched him sideways and ripped his arm out of the portal before I could sever it.
I was beginning to understand why Ikta liked her portals so much.
They were fun as shit.
“Nyske, chains,” I called out to her.
Nyske came running straight for me. She jumped and planted her feet on the chain, pinning it to the stone and pulled. I almost rolled my eyes at the idea that she was strong enough to just rip them off. But the iron chains groaned, and the welding on them broke under her strength. I raised my eyebrows as my wrists were close to being freed; I just needed to finish breaking that link.
I turned too late as Norton attacked Nyske once more, pulling her away as they went down on the ground, wrestling.
Nyske got him with a hook that sent him reeling. I smiled. Nyske was a lot stronger than she looked.
The spear hopped on the ground again, but now it was shifting towards Nyske and Norton’s fight. I paused. The spear was supposed to be attracted to dragons, which raised far more questions in my mind.
It was about time Nyske showed me the memories stored in the damn crystal.
I pulled on the chains and lifted my good foot up to where the chains sank into the stone, letting my dragon out. Norton hadn’t been able to stab me recently.
With a roar that rumbled my chest, I pulled.
The links snapped and I fell from the stone, hitting the ground and remembering the spear a moment later. I rolled away as it tried to stab me again.
“Norton!” Aurora shouted from the henge as she noticed the chaos outside. “Kill her and then chain him back up.”
“Trying.” Norton rolled out of the tussle with Nyske and kicked her hard enough to send her rolling.
I dropped a shoulder and hit Norton in a tackle that would have made Kelly’s pack proud. Keeping my feet under me, I ran with Norton for a few more steps before slamming him down to the ground, putting my full body weight on top of him.
My dragon was still just a thin thing lingering at the edge of my awareness, but I had enough strength to knock him around. I hammered him with blows.
Norton covered his face with his arms. Smoke started to pour around his guard, and his body was reinforced once more by his connection to Iapetus. He shoved me off of him, and I stumbled back until Nyske caught me.
Norton dove to the side, racing for the spear. He managed to snag it and twirl towards me before I reached him.
He stabbed at me, but the spear bent away from me, towards Nyske.
We shared the briefest of looks, and I made sure she knew that I noticed, before I grabbed the spear and tried to call on my dragon. Two horns curled out from my forehead and scales dotted my skin before my head came crashing into Norton’s.
There was a concussive thud as the curl of my horns met Norton’s skull and sent him reeling backward.
I put my hands on the spear and pulled it back from Nyske before opening a portal and thrusting the spear through. The other end of the portal was only a few yards away, but it was enough.
The grin on my face was impossibly wide as I snapped the portal closed.
My grin lasted long enough for me to register the full effects of what was about to happen. The spear crackled with magic, the portal and it struggling for a moment.
“Run.” I turned and grabbed Nyske’s hand. She grabbed onto my shoulder before the spear snapped, and the light from the explosion was so bright that I couldn’t see anything else.




Chapter 29


As I was flying through the air, a question was circling in my mind. My eyes were seared by the light, desperately trying to heal, as I wondered what happened when a spear that has been absorbing hundreds if not thousands of dragon’s mana was severed from the fabric of reality. 
I could just see Sabrina standing in front of me, like we were back in magic lessons once more.
Sabrina would point out that all the mana the spear drained had to go somewhere, likely into the enchantment itself, to continue to power it. Some of it would be used up in powering the spear, but if it was still active, that meant there was a large store of mana inside of the weapon.
If Sabrina were teaching me, she’d ask, ‘what happens when you break an enchantment.’
As my head swirled, I smiled and answered my make-believe Sabrina, ‘Well, it gives off a little flash or maybe a little heat and poof it’s gone.’
And she’d ask. ‘Then what happens for really big enchantments?’
I’d tell her the same thing, but bigger.
That’s when she’d explain to me what happens when something creates a large bubble of intense heat. It expands. Explosively.
Thus, my current predicament.
I felt us descending and pulled Nyske close while I focused all of my energy in growing scales along my shoulder and back to try to protect our bodies.
We hit the ground, my back and shoulder taking the brunt of the impact. I skipped off the ground several times before skidding to a stop that shredded my clothes and a good chunk of my skin.
“Ugh,” was about all I could mutter as I let go of Nyske.
“My king, I’m strong enough. I could have taken the impact.” She leaned over me and put a hand on me, not quite sure what to do.
As I looked at her, I saw sparkles swirling around her. My brain was apparently addled enough to have messed up vision.
“Sparkles,” I wheezed, noticing that my breath tasted sweeter than any other I’d had before. Somewhere in my brain, I made a connection with the times I’d eaten particularly powerful paranormals. “Mana.”
Nyske poked at the air where a sparkle had been; apparently, she was seeing them too.
That was good. I thought I had hit my head a little too hard.
“Yes, my king. The mana in the air is so rich that it’s giving off spontaneous glimmers of light,” Nyske replied and took a deep breath.
I mimicked her, feeling my dragon stir with the breath and then quickly took another. With each breath, it felt like my dragon clawing was itself out of a deep slumber. My back itched as the healing began, and I continued to breathe, feeling lightheaded from the deep breaths but continuing them regardless.
I continued to heal. The dragon in me once again stood proud.
Nyske must have seen the change, because she grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. “What now?”
I looked around, trying to see if Summer was okay. The explosion had kicked a ton of dust into the air, and we couldn’t see much.
“Well, we need to have a talk, but that can happen later.” The spear reacting to her had thrown me for a loop. I knew she had a secret, but the fact that dragon magic was involved made me more wary.
Nyske blushed. “When you can get the whole story at once. We can check on the crystal when we get back. Please keep it a secret for now.”
I grunted and watched as the dust settled.
There was a crackling spire that began to emerge in the distance. I realized it was some sort of magical barrier that extended high above the henge.
Everything else was gone.
The area looked like what I imagined the site of a bomb would.
As the dust continued to clear, it was apparent that Summer had been the one to block the explosion from harming her or her daughter, and she was the one that had paid the price.
For the first time, Summer had blood on her torso while Aurora was in perfect condition, having stabbed her mother while she had protected both of them.
It made me hate Aurora even more.
Nyske tensed beside me, and I saw a figure further away through the dust. Something was off; the figure was too big to be Norton. But the smoke coming off of it told me all I needed to know.
“Help Summer. How are you with iron?” I asked Nyske.
“Still hurts me. I’m a little bit of a mixed bag.” She frowned. “But I’ll do what I can.” 
She took off towards the henge, and I let my hybrid form come out. My bones crackled as I put on mass, growing several feet taller. I let out a breath of relief at feeling my dragon back.
The dust continued to settle, and I saw why the shape looked wrong.
The figure was Norton, but it was like a miniature Iapetus was growing out of him. His skin was torn from the explosion, and where his skin was broken was a stony, smoky body underneath. Half his face had cracked and given way to an impassive stony mask behind it. 
“You,” he growled like two rocks rubbing together. Norton ducked and charged me, the ground rumbling underneath him with each step.
I matched him, letting my horns lead the way as we collided and struggled for who was stronger. Unfortunately for him, my strength was growing by the moment, new mana flooding into my body. 
Rather than faltering, I picked him up and slammed him to the ground, stomping on his knee. I destroyed what little cloth remained, and his skin cracked, revealing even more stony body underneath.
Norton roared and snapped a kick up at me, catching me in the gut.
I took the hit; my body was no longer weakened, and I wasn’t going to let something like this put me down. Morgan had taught me how to take advantage of this.
Ignoring the hit, I grabbed his ankle and stepped back, leaning into the motion. I swung him off the ground and back around, slamming him into the dirt before I lifted him up and did it again.
The fucker was durable. And each time I injured him, it was like his humanity was fading away and he was turning into a miniature titan. Only this one was far more solid than the one that Carl had become.
I kept hitting him. There had to be a point that his durability would end. And he was standing in the way of me helping Summer.
Summer’s words in the court echoed in my mind. She was only defending; she wouldn’t kill her daughter. And that could be her downfall if I took too long.
I understood her reasons, but it frustrated the hell out of me. I wanted her to fight. And the punching bag in front of me gave me a great way to take out that frustration.
Tightening my grip on Norton’s ankle I swung around, bashing him into the ground repeatedly.
Every time he tried to regain some control of his body, I’d whip him around as hard as I could and smash him into the ground for good measure.
Norton got frustrated, and smoke shot in every direction, lifting me and tossing me away. 
“Get off me you fucking fanger,” he shouted, making a commotion as he got to his feet.
“That’s right. You don’t know dragon’s exist.” I grinned from ear to ear. “Time to broaden your horizons.” My back cracked as my spine elongated and I shifted completely.
I grew and I grew. Gold and red scales swirled over me as my claws cracked the dirt underneath us and my neck stretched out. My dragon form towered over Norton and kept growing until I could fill a stadium. 
“So, call me a ‘fucking fanger’ again.” I smiled, but it didn’t come across right as a dragon.
Norton looked up at me and cursed before he turned and ran.
The predator in me rose to the surface immediately, my dragon interested. Never run from a dragon. My instincts surged, and I let them take over as I pounced on him like a cat would a mouse. 
“Die.” I pressed him to the ground with my full weight and tore off an arm with my jaws.
As I removed the limb, my bracer burned all the way through my body. I crunched down on Norton’s stony arm. The resistance I’d felt before absorbing Iapetus’s mana faded to an almost sickly sweetness to my dragon taste buds as I swallowed the arm.
“Norton! Fuck it. Iapetus, help me. Do whatever it takes,” Aurora shouted.
The thing under my claw smirked and exploded into smoke, flowing out from under me like wet sand.
I was getting tired of Iapetus and all the bits of himself he’d sprinkled around.
The smoke shot across the charred ground to Aurora in the henge. The fae wasn’t looking so good anymore. Her clothes were torn and her hair was ragged from fighting her mother. But there was no blood on Aurora.
Besides the wound in her side, Summer looked like she’d seen nothing worse than a windy day.
The smoke moved through the hedge, filling Aurora’s mouth, eyes and ears. Iapetus’s power transferred into her.
I raced over to the henge and leaned over. “Summer.” I wasn’t sure if she’d stop me.
“Wait.” Summer watched with a critical eye.
Aurora stood up straight strangely, like a marionette with its strings pulled. And then she shot out of the henge.
Summer’s beautiful face turned into one of hatred.
It was like staring into the sun. She became so bright I could barely look at her. She glowed with golden light, her hair and dress whipping up and around her body as her voice boomed, “You killed my daughter.”
Her words were filled with a burning rage as golden chains filled the space between the sky and the earth. Hundreds of them wrapped around Aurora’s body, tying her back to the ground.
I’d never really seen a fae queen at their peak. Summer was majestic and terrifying. The fragment of Iapetus’s power wasn’t enough for her.
“Zach, I don’t want any of that power to escape. Devour it,” Summer demanded.
“But that’s—”
She turned to me, and I felt the heat of her gaze. “My daughter should not have been able to leave the henge. Our deal was that neither of us would leave until one of us is dead. For her body to leave, our deal was done. He is wearing my daughter’s body, and it must end now.”
I didn’t ask for more. I bounded forward, my jaws snapping down around Aurora’s body.
Typhon’s blessing on my bracer burned through once more, and Iapetus’s power bolstered my own. But there was another magic, one that was bright and warm. It trickled elsewhere within me, merging with Ikta’s wild and sticky magic.
I could feel it. I was changing yet again. The fae knew more than they were telling me.
The chains that had held Aurora disappeared, burning off in the air.
I looked back at Summer. She had fallen to her knees in grief, and I knew it was not the time to ask her questions. Shifting, I took several steps as the process finished, and then I pulled out a pair of jeans and a shirt from my bracer. I slipped them on before approaching Summer.
Nyske was awkwardly hanging in the wings, not quite sure what to do.
“Summer.” I knelt by her and took her hand.
She squeezed it back and pulled me down into a hug as she dampened my shirt with silent tears.
The powerful woman who had stood in front of her court, ruling them all, and had just chained the heavens to capture part of a titan was now a mourning mother.
“I’m so sorry.” I held her for a moment before scooping up Summer and carrying her outside the henge where we could rest up against the stone. “Nyske, please watch for anyone coming and tell me when someone comes.”
She nodded and shot away, happy to have something to do.
I had no doubt that if my ladies were anywhere in Faerie, the recent events had given them enough of a sign of where they could find me. I could almost hear Morgana calling me a trouble magnet again.
Summer curled into my arms, letting out her grief for a moment longer before she took a large heavy breath, followed by another. Slowly, she regained control of herself.
Fae felt emotions stronger than humans, and losing a daughter was one that would bring any mother to her knees.
I rubbed at her back. “Want to talk?”
Summer wiped at her tears, and I could almost see her pushing forward, trying to process what had happened. “Do you blame me?”
“Blame you?” I scoffed. “How in the hell would I blame you?”
“I could have prevented this. I had multiple opportunities to kill her,” Summer replied, grief filling her voice.
I kissed the top of her head before shaking mine. “She was your daughter. I understand.”
“I knew she was starting to go down the same path as my mother.” Summer rested her head in the crook of my elbow and looked out over the ruined land. “The fae wars, the constant fighting, the backstabbing. When we get back to court, it changes us.”
“You seem normalish,” I teased her.
She smiled at me. “I take after my father, not my mother.”
“Tell me about him.” I grasped at something to take her mind off the present situation, and she seemed happy thinking about her father.
“He was a carpenter who was a little too handsome for his own good.” She smirked at the memory. “My mother got him drunk and lay with him when she was visiting an outlying town. Even though he got her pregnant, she didn’t acknowledge him. When she became pregnant, she brought a weaker-willed man with her to court. My mother was nothing if not supremely paranoid. She wouldn’t surround herself with someone she couldn’t control.”
I wanted to hear more and encouraged her. “So your father would have stood up to the Summer Queen? Given how men are in Faerie, I’m shocked.”
“Oh. Not directly. But he knew that I was his. He didn’t try to lay claim, but he found a way to come to me. He worked tirelessly in his craft and pulled himself out of the outlying village, changing his name and becoming a master of his art. Eventually, he became famous enough that he was crafting things for the Royal manor, giving him access to me.” She smirked. “My mother didn’t even notice.”
I imagined a younger Summer sneaking conversations with her real father while her mother stormed through the place unaware. “He was a good man?”
“Very good. You remind me of him.” She sighed. “He had purpose. He saw beyond the struggles of the fae and the wars. He created; he didn’t destroy. He was a wonderful man.”
Squeezing her slightly, I was honored she saw that in me. “I’m guessing this story doesn’t have a happy ending.”
“No.” Summer shook her head, but she didn’t wilt. “My mother eventually found out. I suppose it was only a matter of time. He met his end with his head held high, smiling at me, reminding me of what he stood for. What I could be. My mother made his death public to send a message to me, but the rest of the nobles didn’t see it as she intended. The move was actually the start of my ascent to the throne, with the backing of the rest of the summer nobles. A woman who was so insecure with her control that she’d kill the father of her child wasn’t someone they could trust with their lives and loved ones.”
Summer watched me for a second. “Fae’s emotions are strong. We love twice as strongly as humans, but that only means we become four times as vengeful if something goes wrong.” There was a small smirk forming on her lips. “Be careful. You’ve surrounded yourself with a lot of us.”
“I’m happy to take all the love I can get. Thankfully, I have the dragon stamina to weather it. There will be no need for vengeance.” I pushed back some hair that had gotten in her face, prying it off the dried tears.
“Careful what you ask for, Dragon King. I’m a monarch with no heir. That's a very precarious place for me. To be a good royal, I need to once more give birth to a child.” There was a sadness that crept into the edge of her eyes as she tried to make the joke.
Her face wrinkled with sadness for a moment before she pushed it aside. The fae were almost too controlled with their emotions. Part of me wondered if I should try to help her get it out.
“You can cry with me,” I told her.
She glanced at me. “It’s not that I think I can’t. But if I start, I won’t stop. Forgive me. I think I’ll need a little time.”
I kissed her forehead gently. “Take all the time you need.”
She cupped the back of my head and changed the angle so that our lips met.
We stayed like that for a long while, savoring the intimate touch of our lips as she grieved the loss of her daughter. Summer was a torrent of emotions, and I was a rock in the storm for her.




Chapter 30


I leaned in, holding the kiss with Summer as Nyske’s voice carried around the rock. “My king, there are three dragons in the sky heading this direction very quickly. They appear to be on a mission.” 
Unfortunately, I knew this wasn’t going to last forever. But the kiss with Summer had been lovely.
Summer broke the kiss and patted my chest, telling me she was okay. The beautiful fae straightened her back and a soft smile formed with her lips.
I didn’t love it, but this was what she wanted.
“Thank you, Nyske,” I replied. “Can you send a light up into the air?”
“Pretty sure they won’t need that.” Summer smirked, pinching her cheeks and cleaning herself up in a practiced moment. “They’ll see the scar on the land and assume you are next to the destruction.” 
Her gold eyes were once again filled with vibrant life at the mention of my wives’ assumption that I’d be the source of trouble.
I snorted and shook my head.
“My king, you do appear to be a magnet for trouble,” Nyske reminded me.
“And you have some answers to give me.” I stared her down.
The old, confident nymph made a squeak. “Later, please? For now I’d like to keep it a secret.”
Summer made a hum of curiosity. “Figure her out already?” She dusted off her white dress.
“Sort of.” I glared at the nymph that apparently had dragon magic. I wasn’t quite sure what she was, but I had a few guesses.
“Well I for one am eager to hear it once you do. But it sounds like she’d like you to keep it quiet for now, and I can do the same out of courtesy for her helping save you.” Summer glanced up at the sky where large red, bronze, and green dragons flapped their wings, powering through the air. “Looks like even Yev came out to find you. She’s going to be pissed.”
“Don’t say it like that.” Although, I knew I’d be lucky if Yev didn’t try to tear my head off. “She’s just going to be cranky. She had to leave her egg.” I squinted. “Oh, no. She brought it with her.”
They were able to make me out as well with their enhanced sight, veering directly towards us.
I waved at them as they glided down, landing on the land with a thud just outside the henge. They stalked towards me, noses going crazy as they looked around for any nearby threats.
“My mate,” Polydora growled. “Are you okay?”
“Of course. I’m perfectly fine. Nothing I couldn’t handle.” I gestured at myself. Lucky, I was all healed up by that point. There was no reason to cause unnecessary worry among my mates.
Yev squinted at me then turned to Summer. “Was he in any danger?”
“Maybe for a minute.” Summer pinched her fingers together. “But like he said, he handled it admirably in the end. I didn’t do much. I just came and watched while I protected myself from any harm.”
I nearly choked.
She wasn’t exactly lying, but her statement was a giant stretch of the truth. Fae queens were quite skilled with their tongues. I’d have to make it up to Summer later.
All three dragons were watching me skeptically.
Morgana hopped off Polydora, stalking over to me with an eyebrow raised. “And what exactly caused this? A stroll through the park?” She gestured at the aftermath of the explosion. “From the light displayed, we thought a bomb had gone off.”
“Oh… this.” I looked around like I was taking in the destruction for the first time. “Right.” I was a really bad actor. “Just Dragonbane. I broke it.”
Yev sniffed around. “The air is tasty. Very rich in mana.” She put her egg down gently. “A very good place to hatch an egg.” She gave a satisfied smile and curled up around her egg, wiggling into the ground.
“No. Yev, we are not brooding here,” Tyrande demanded.
“Try to stop me,” Yev grumbled as she wiggled a little more, closing her eyes.
Kelly cackled as she hopped off Regina’s back. “Guess I can tell the pack to stand down. Ikta here was going to help me bring in my small army. They’d go nuts to help their Alpha-alpha.”
“I’m touched, but not needed. Their Alpha-alpha can handle himself.” I straightened my back. “In fact, let’s tell them it’s all okay.” 
I concentrated and felt Ikta’s magic surge as I opened a small portal in one of the arches of the henge that connected to Kelly’s pack house.
“Alpha-alpha!” Three women were half naked in a room; they covered themselves in surprise. “Are you going to come play? We won’t tell the betas.” They leaned in invitingly as they bit their lips.
Kelly stepped up next to me and cleared her throat, making the bitches giggle. “I just wanted to tell the pack that Alpha-alpha is fine. We found him.”
“Okay. We’ll tell the pack.” One of them saluted Kelly and stopped covering her chest, causing her breasts to bounce free.
Kelly turned to me and covered my eyes which also caused me to sever the portal. “Don’t encourage them. I have enough on my hands with Taylor.”
“I can’t help it.” I grinned innocently.
Kelly rolled her eyes and pretended to stomp off.
“Since everything is fine, why don’t we head back?” Jadelyn was still on Poly’s head, holding onto the bronze dragon’s horns.
Ikta climbed over Regina’s horns, using her spider legs to dangle herself over the dragon’s brow. “Oh darn. I can’t make a portal. Zach will have to do it.”
All the ladies looked at me.
“Bullshit, Ikta. I’m well aware of what you all are doing.” I looked at each of the women present.
At least a few of them had the presence to look away.
“Fine, where are we going?” I asked the group.
“Back to the yacht! It’s a beautiful day, and I’m sorely in need of some downtime and a tan.” Jadelyn gave me a blinding smile, and based on the excitement I saw in the eyes of the other women, I knew where we were going.
I paused. “Moving targets aren’t my best,” I admitted.
Summer wrapped her arms around me. “But I could really use a chance to relax. Maybe help you relax,” she whispered in my ear.
I frowned, clearly being manipulated. They were all teaming up to try to get me to push my magic forward. But if using my magic got me a deck covered in lovely ladies… then maybe it was worth it.
“Okay, dragons, shrink down please. I don’t want to hold this open too long. The last ones through are at risk of death,” I grumbled before closing my eyes.
The crackling of bones was swift as they all hurried while my eyes were closed.
I thought back to the yacht. I remembered a bathroom doorway best, having marked it as the easiest one to get to when I eventually needed it. Picturing it, I connected that scenery to the middle of one of the arches in front of me.
The portal snapped into focus, and the ladies practically dove through it one after the other.
“Uh huh. Force my hand to make the portal but then don’t actually trust me to hold it. I see how it is,” I grumbled, watching them all diving through the portal ringed with light.
“Cheer up. We are going to relax for the rest of the day, my king.” Pixie and Nyske at least waited by my side.
“Let’s go,” I grabbed their hands and walked them through the portal, focusing on it and not the task of going through.
Once we were fully on the other side, I let out a breath and let the portal close.
“At least you are getting better,” Pixie pointed out.
“Yes. Thanks to all of you pushing me so much,” I admitted.
Pixie kissed my cheek. “They all love you.”
“They? Not ‘we’?” I teased her.
Pixie grinned. “Maybe one day you’ll get it in the right hole.”
Nyske choked on her laugh. “Best of luck, my king. I need to go get dressed.”
Both of my nymphs danced off with a sway of their hips that made me hungry. But what really caught my attention was Summer walking further ahead. On the yacht. Outside of Faerie.
“Summer, don’t you need to stay in Faerie?” I asked loud enough for everyone to hear.
A few of my ladies paused and glanced at the fae queen.
“With that big burst of mana? No, I can take a few days of vacation. Faerie is well fed with my magic. Besides, I want to show off my swimsuit too.” She disappeared into another room with several of the other ladies.
I shook my head. She was going to be trouble. But she was also grieving, and I thought it might do her some good to be surrounded by friendly faces with no ulterior motives.
Stepping back into the bathroom I’d used as my portal reference, I pulled out a pair of trunks from my bracer and got into them. I wasn’t against enjoying the rest of the day. Surely I’d earned a day of vacation.
Norton was gone, Iapetus’s blessed humans were smothered, and Aurora was no longer able to pull strings from behind the scenes. I could feel a load of weight fall off my shoulders as I wiggled into the swim trunks and looked at myself in the mirror.
I fixed my hair, giving the me in the mirror my best attempt at a charming smile before giving up and just walking out of the bathroom.
Morgana was right. I was a magnet for trouble, and my responsibilities were becoming endless. But I also had incredible mates ready to help me handle whatever came next.
I looked up to find Pixie and Nyske waiting for me just outside the bathroom.
Pixie was wearing a blindingly white bikini that had a little gold glitter baked into the fabric. The color contrasted with her tan skin enough to make my mouth water.
Meanwhile, Nyske was wearing a strappy black piece with three straps that crawled up her narrow hips, pulling her bottom in tight enough to outline her labia.
Both of them would have made guys at school turn their heads and forget their jaws on the floor.
Pixie giggled like musical chimes. “Glad we can still surprise you. Now, let us show you to your seat. Jadelyn has informed us that her father is coming! It’s going to be quite the afternoon. Also, there is a barrier up around the boat, people can no longer see us on the deck as we are.”
“Oh?” I asked, walking out with her.
When we got on the deck, I understood why she’d added the disclaimer.
Coastguard and local sheriff boats dotted the river, while another group of boats looked like they were dredging the river.
“What happened?” I asked.
“After you poofed on us, a huge chunk of the boat went with you.” Jadelyn came up behind me in her asymmetrical blue suit. She had a sheer blue cloth wrapped around her waist that did nothing to make it more modest. “Of course, we’ve cleaned everything out that could have been suspicious. A few sirens made away with the wreckage, so they won’t find anything.”
Her mother came up behind her, though she had changed her drink to a pina colada. “It was quite exhilarating to sneak away evidence from the police. So much so I asked Rupert to come out and help me. I’m feeling like a bad girl.” She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively.
“Mother,” Jadelyn groaned.
“Oh don’t start with me. When your husband came over, we all heard the thumps and a few of the screams.” Claire sipped at her drink and raised an eyebrow, waiting for her daughter to push back.
Jadelyn’s eyes were looking anywhere and everywhere besides at her mother. 
Claire smirked, taking the victory. “It’s fine, honey. Sex is natural. I’m just glad you are getting so much. It’s good for you. Now, I want to go prepare the master suite for your father.”
Ruby chuckled and pushed Claire along. “Don’t worry about her. She’s had a bit to drink. Have fun with our daughters!”
Jadelyn was still blushing as her mother was herded away by Scarlett’s mother. “Sometimes,” she huffed.
“Well, the master suite is apparently off limits,” I joked.
Jadelyn only grinned. “That means the rest of the boat is ours. Scar, we are locking down the master suite after my parents go in,” she called out, suddenly on a mission.
Pixie guided me over a lounging chair and sat me down before sliding herself into my lap. “Nyske, would you be so kind as to get us a few drinks? I think the rest of the nymphs have arrived and are helping out.” 
Pixie gave Nyske a sweet smile, but my summer nymph was being a little possessive as she rubbed herself against me.
“Pixie.” I ground her hips to me. “I’ve had a busy day.”
“All the more reason to distract you.” She tapped at her lips. “I wonder how we can do that? Can you think of any~thing?” She ground herself against me, waking the sleeping dragon in my trunks. “Jadelyn’s parents will be sequestered, and no one can see onto the deck of this boat. I wonder why we’ve set that all up?”
Grabbing her hips, I made them sway the way I wanted, rubbing myself into the cleft of her ass. “You spoil me.” It was meant to sound like appreciation, but it came out more in pure growl.
Pixie gave me a sultry look over her shoulder. “Well, somebody needs to reward our Dragon King for everything he does to keep us safe. Even when it’s disappearing on us and getting himself into a heap of trouble without any sensible plan.” Her grinding took on an aggressive note as her eyes gleamed.
I could only return a guilty smile. “Sounds about right.”
She pursed her lips. “Then you need a reward, a grand one.” She adjusted herself, repositioning which part of her body rubbed on me so that she could get leverage and pull me free of my swim trunks.
She came back down, pushing her swimsuit aside. When her eyes met mine, the nympho hunger was back. She licked her lips and sank down on me.
I shuddered. “You can do glamor if you’d like.” I trusted her entirely.
“My king, I need no glamors for you.” Her pussy was slippery and gave way to me, easily devouring my full length. “You’ll beg for it when I’m done with you.” She glanced behind me. “Nyske, put the drinks down and raise the back of the chair if you would.”
“Damn,” I groaned as I leaned into the chair. 
Pixie rested her back on my chest, yet her hips were able to move fluidly, gliding over me again and again. Her hips swayed without transferring any of the movement to the rest of her body.
She plunged on top of me repeatedly, driving me deep as the rest of her body relaxed against me. I ran my hands along her tone stomach and up to her breasts, playing with them as she moved. They were soft, but not nearly as distracting as what she was doing to me below the belt.
But more than anything, I just soaked in the feeling of being surrounded by women who loved me.
She wrapped her arms back around my head, dragging her nails through my hair. The softest moans started to leave her as she lost herself in the moment.
“You are incredible,” I groaned, cupping her breasts and sinking my fingers under the bikini to feel their lascivious softness.
“I know,” she moaned. “I’m the best summer nymph. You chose wisely.” She leaned back, licking her lips and dragging her nails towards herself.
I got the hint and leaned over, kissing her and feeling her tongue push into me. She snatched my tongue, sucking on it to the rhythm of her hips as she worked me over straight into bliss.
It didn’t take long for me to erupt into her, filling her womb with my Dreamer-blessed dragon seed. I expected her to stop, but she kept bouncing to the rhythm we’d established, extending my orgasm with expert strokes until I just couldn’t take it anymore.
When she stopped, I sagged even deeper into the chair. Pixie gave me a sloppy kiss to remember before she flowed like a wave, sitting back up.
I cleared my throat, suddenly realizing we had an audience.
My harem had grown quite large, and they lingered nearby, surrounded by their nymphs. All eyes were on Pixie as she fluffed her pink curls and flowed off of me with a wet pop.
“You were a greedy nymph,” Evelyn teased Pixie.
“Oh no.” Pixie covered her mouth in mock horror. “At least he got the right hole this time. Sometimes our favorite dragon needs a little help. I was just helping him get ready.” She glanced down at my still hard cock. “Ladies, I think our Dragon King is available now.”
With her words, I was swarmed by nymphs that smothered me with their smooth, supple flesh.
“Move aside,” Kelly said, stepping over me and pushing aside more than a few nymphs. “Momma wants pups.”




Chapter 31


Our time on the yacht together had definitely been an afternoon to remember. 
Sabrina had joined our group at one point, and I’d learned the dehydration dangers of mixing a succubus with a gaggle of nymphs. Summer had only teased me; I knew she was the kind of proud woman to want her own time.
When I’d finally been worn out, we cuddled up in the back of the yacht and watched the sunset. My heart had never been so full. I looked around as we docked back at the Scalewright’s private slip, noticing that Sabrina was missing from the group disembarking.
Frowning, I headed back into the inside of the boat. “Sabrina?” I called.
“Here,” she called back, but her voice sounded weak.
I ducked into one of the bedrooms to find Sabrina sitting on the bed. Her skin was still pink, with horns curling out from her head and that mischievous tail of hers sagged on the bed. Her succubus nature was still out in full force as she held something in her hands. 
“Everything okay?”
She opened her hands to show her glasses. They were cracked, the frame warped. “They can’t keep my succubus nature sealed away anymore.”
I glanced at the frames once more and then sat down next to her. She clearly was struggling with conflicted feelings about her nature, and magic seemed important to her. 
“We’ll make new ones,” I offered.
“We can’t,” she said, sounding forlorn. “Sir Benifolt and I have discussed this extensively. I even asked your father when I worked on his crystal.”
“Okay.” I was patient with her, but I wanted to help. “Explain it to me like I know just as much about this as explosive mana discharge from a big enchantment.”
She smirked. “I saw the aftermath. Idiot.” She obviously knew what had happened at a glance.
“Hey, that spear hurts a lot. I just reacted. But we aren’t talking about me. We are talking about your succubus nature.” I grabbed her hand and squeezed it.
She hung her head. “What do you know about Hell?”
“Next to nothing.” I smiled. “I know that’s where you are from, and there are dangerous things down there, maybe another titan.”
Sabrina nodded along with me. “It would make sense, if that’s how the other alternate planes formed. But I don’t think it’s active if it is alive.” She let out a heavy breath. “I’m just a lower order succubus.” She glanced at me, trying to read my face.
I only smiled. “So? You are Sabrina. That’s what really matters to me. Besides, I bet you could kick a lot of other ‘lower order’ demon asses.”
She let out a little laugh. “Of course you wouldn’t care. But it matters in Hell. Names aren’t all that matters. The rank of a demon defines them.”
That sounded more than just a naming system.
“Then how do we fix it?” I asked, desperately wanting something I could do to help her.
“You don’t ‘fix’ it. I have to go kill a higher order demon and collect their essence to raise my order. If I don’t, I’ll always be a lower order succubus. Which means my nature will take over. I’ll lose my higher intelligence, and I’ll become a slave to lust as much as I feed on it.” She frowned at her glasses, letting out a grunt of frustration. “These glasses fixed it. They suppressed my nature and let me escape… for a while.”
I nodded, starting to follow. “So, we go to Hell, kill some bitches, take their essence, and rank you up to…?”
“There are seven orders of demons. Lesser is the lowest. The higher you go, the less your nature pulls on your mind,” she explained. “It’s the same with angels. They just feed a bit differently.”
I shrugged. “Okay, so you go down to Hell with the big bad Dragon King, and I’ll kill some of the big ones. You take their essence and presto chango, you get to stay as my Sabrina. I mean, I wouldn’t mind going down to Hell and ensuring that Beelzebub gets a lesson in why he shouldn’t fuck with me. If we kill him and you take his essence, does that take care of it for good?”
Really, I’d love a good excuse to go kill the demonic prince for what he did in Philly. Though we ended everything with the bloodlord, it didn’t sit right with me that Beelzebub got away with just a smack on the wrists.
Sabrina gasped, and slammed her hand over my mouth, looking around the empty space like it was bugged. “You can’t say that!” Her eyes were wide, but then she took a deep breath and settled down. My beautiful succubus had gotten worked up.
“Zach, you don’t just go down to Hell and kill a demon prince.” She finally sighed and rolled her eyes.
“Pretty sure, as the Dragon King, I get to do whatever the fuck I want. Perks of the job.” I wrapped her in a hug. There was no way I’d let her lose herself.
The second my arms closed around her, she wilted, tears streaming down her face as she gasped for air between sobs.
“I didn’t mean to make you cry.” I held her tighter.
“No. They are happy tears.” She sniffled. “I’ve been here resigning myself to my fate, convincing myself I should sneak off so that I don’t become a burden.”
“Oh, well that would be stupid indeed. I’d just hunt you down. You should have seen it when Morgana tried to sneak off. I made a whole mess of Switzerland, nearly destroyed Sentarshaden, and almost exposed the entire paranormal community to get her back. Big mess. Zero out of ten, would not recommend one of my mates trying to run away again. Never run from a dragon.” I squeezed her tightly and breathed in her spicy scent.
“Anything else I need to know?” I pulled back and stared into her eyes, the gold flecks brighter than ever. The dragon part of me loved them. They were mine.
My dragon nature dared her to try to run away from me. The predator would track her immediately.
“What about everything else here?” she asked, waving around at the room, but I knew she meant so much more.
I nodded along with her question. “We have some things to work on. How long can this wait?”
She sniffed. “I’ll be fine for a few weeks. You’ll probably start to notice me changing after a month or so.”
“Great. Give me two weeks to start wrapping up things. We’ll plan for a trip to Hell, I’ll kill Beelzebub. We’ll stuff you full of his essence and make sure you stay my lovely Sabrina. Then I’ll bring you back, stuff you with some little whelps that you can teach magic to for the rest of our lives, and we’ll be set.” I smiled at her.
She shook her head, but she didn’t say no. She didn’t believe it, but I’d done crazier things for those I loved. I would move mountains. Hell, I’d move entire planes if that’s what it took to help my mates.
“Fine. But we’ll have to cover a lot of material before you can go diving into Hell. And the others will want to find their own roles in the fight.” She warned me.
“Deal. Now, time to rejoin the others.” I scooped my succubus up into a princess carry. “If we take too long, they are going to worry, and then you’ll have a fussing Jadelyn on your hands.”
Even Sabrina groaned at the thought of Jadelyn fussing over her. The woman could practically smother a person in hospitality when she thought it was needed.
I carried Sabrina out off the yacht, finding the rest of my women had stopped and were talking on the dock.
“Oh good. There he is.” Jadelyn waved at me. “We need another portal, husband. Ikta says she’s too pent up from having to watch us all to focus on a portal.”
Ikta wiggled her fingers at me with a smile.
The two of them seemed to be on better terms. I’d have to ask about that later. I knew for a fact she could make another portal, but I didn’t push it. They were right; I needed to practice my magic more.
“So this is how it is now,” I sighed like they were placing a huge burden on me, but it was just for show.
Glancing over at the building behind them, I made sure no prying eyes would be able to see what I was about to do. Using the arch nearby, I thought about the kitchen archway and the two images locked together as a portal sprang to life.
A few ladies moved towards it, but I leapt through first, Sabrina still in my arms.
There was a pause when I got to the other side. I turned, expecting that all the other women would be filing in behind us. Morgana picked up a stone, throwing it through before she stepped through, the others following swiftly after her.
“You do have a tendency to close it after you step through.” Morgana gave me a wry smile.
I rolled my eyes. So little faith.
The group scattered as soon as they entered the manor.
“What happened to your parents?” I asked Jadelyn.
“Huh?” She blinked and looked back as the portal closed. “They’ll be fine. Pretty sure they are still on the boat. Best they don’t come out until someone cleans up that deck anyway.”
“The chocolate thing was so good though,” one of the nymphs insisted.
Sabrina frowned at me. “Did you like the chocolate sauce?”
“I loved every minute of this afternoon,” I answered correctly and made a few of the nymphs chuckle.
The reminder of the chocolate did make me feel rather dirty. Smiling, I headed towards the shower, still carrying Sabrina. I could see she was trying to predict where we were going to end up, but she didn’t say anything as I walked into our palatial baths.
The nymphs had done their best to lick all the chocolate off of me, but I was still feeling a little sticky.
It wasn’t until I turned the water on that Sabrina spoke up. “Are you going to hold onto me here too?”
“I could use a little help getting clean. It’s still a little sticky.” I smiled at her innocently, eying my member.
“Yes, asking a succubus to wash you down there is a great way to keep her from temptation.” She rolled her eyes and wiggled out of my grasp before reaching down between my legs and beginning to wash me.
I felt a little awkward. “You didn’t actually have to.”
“Yes, but it’s fun to tease you.” Her spaded tail flicked behind her. “And we should start tempering your mind against emotional manipulation magic.” Her cupid bow lips shifted into a frown.
“What?” I asked.
“Helena,” she grumbled. “We should ask her to help.”
“Ah.” The two of them were like oil and water, not because of the angel and succubus issue, but because they were so different. “Well, I can ask her for her help.”
“No. You are helping me go to Hell. I’ll ask her,” Sabrina sighed, her tone resigned. It sounded more like she’d offered to walk herself to the gallows. “Besides, she still hates you.”
I bit the inside of my cheek, working to school my face. Luckily, Sabrina wasn’t looking at me closely because I was an awful actor. 
Rinsed off, I grabbed us a pair of towels and helped Sabrina get dry. I managed to resist her tempting, pink flesh, but it was hard. I knew she was doing the same based on the long looks she kept giving me.
“You are really sexually magnetic with your nature out,” I admitted halfway through.
“Just wait until I get the essence to become a demon princess. Then I could just drive you mad with a look until you satisfied me,” she teased, catching my chin with a nail and scraping me just a little.
“Oh. Round twenty-eight already?” Kelly asked as she walked in to take a shower, her tight cheerleading body on full display.
“No.” I cleared my throat. “Sabrina is just not suppressing her succubus right now.”
Kelly dunked her face under the spray of another shower head. “She’s totally hot. Like, I think I’m going to go in heat with her around, if I’m not already pregnant.”
“If that didn’t do it, I’m stumped.” I toweled my hair another time before pulling out a pair of shorts to wear around the house. But when I looked up, Kelly had the biggest grin ever. “Did it do it?”
“Maybe. I’m going to take another test after the shower. Still haven't had my period since we were at Summer’s.” Her smile never faltered.
I did the math quickly in my head. “That’s almost a month and a half.” The entire time she’d been eager to get pregnant and had taken every chance she could get.
Kelly’s head bobbed excitedly. “I know. The pregnancy tests don’t work great for some paranormals, and wolves are pretty irregular. Might need Trina to check me out. She might have a way to know for sure.”
If my luck panned out, I was about to get a lot of requests to sit down before they gave me news.
“Are you pregnant?” I asked Sabrina, just to check.
“No. I’d need to actively try,” she explained and walked out of the baths to find something to wear.
I wondered if she’d switch to skimpy clothes as her nature came out, or if she’d still wear baggy clothes that hid her curves.
A wet Kelly grabbed my arm and bounced on the balls of her feet after she came out of the shower. “Want to see the results with me?”
There wasn’t a way for me to say ‘no’ as she dragged me still dripping into the bathroom. Given the number of people we had in the house, there were well over a dozen vanities in the master bathroom and half a dozen water closets that each were their own little room with a toilet.
Kelly grabbed a box from under a sink and dashed into one of the little rooms.
Morgana was already there, leaning against the sink staring down at something. She didn’t even look up with Kelly’s antics.
“Everything okay, Morgana?” I asked the distracted vampire.
“Huh? What?” She startled and covered something in front of her. “Oh. Everything’s great. What are you doing in here?”
I hooked a thumb at the closed door. “Kelly wanted to do another pregnancy test. You were doing them before too, right?” I had an inkling of what she was just looking at in the sink.
Morgana recovered quickly. “Yes, partially just to beat Furball to the punch.”
“I heard that, Blueberry!” Kelly shouted from the other side of the door. “Just wait. This one is going to be it.”
“Well then, we just need to wait for her to finish peeing on a stick.” I hooked a supportive arm around Morgana’s waist. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard of vampire pregnancies before.”
Morgana leaned her head on my shoulder, an oddly soft motion for her. “They happen rarely. Things can get complicated with the virus that makes us vampires.”
“How complicated are we talking?” I asked, curling my fingers possessively around her hips.
She just pursed her lips. “They rarely take. When they do, it’s always a vampire. Even then, they are a whole basket of trouble. Try teaching a one-year-old not to drain people dry.”
I frowned at her; she didn’t seem to have a very positive outlook on mothering. “Then why try?”
She looked at me, a small smile on her face. “Because I want a kid, even if it’s a bad idea. That and maybe a dragon will work. Maybe it’ll suck any mana from the virus and work.”
I rubbed at her stomach. “Then, we’ll just have to get you a baby dragon.”
Kelly burst out of the door, still naked, holding aloft a pregnancy test. “I’m pregnant! I’m gonna be a momma! So many pups.” 
She bounced in place, her excitement fading slightly as she looked at the two of us. Her bouncing stopped and she studied Morgana for a moment before noticing the object in the sink.
Kelly moved faster than the vampire could react. “OH MY GOD.” Kelly held another test in her hand. “We are going to have twins!” She was just so excited, I couldn’t quite tell her.
“That’s not how twins work, Furball,” Morgana deadpanned. She had no issue popping Kelly’s bubble.
I knew Morgana was hesitant to be excited, but Kelly couldn’t be contained. Kelly was too excited for anything to get her down. 
“We will raise them together! They’ll be born about the same time, so almost as good as twins. We need a new name for half-siblings born on the same day, because you know with this harem, it is going to happen at least once.”
I opened my arms. “Congratulations, both of you.”
Kelly bounded into my arms, wrapping her legs around me and kissing me repeatedly before pulling Morgana’s face over and kissing her too. “God damnit. Smile, woman.”
“I’m happy. Just hit with new worries.” Morgana pried Kelly off of her. “But yes, we are having a child.”
Kelly grabbed both of Morgana’s hands and swung her around as she danced and started to sing ‘babies’ on repeat.
Morgana grumbled, but I could tell she was cheering up. Kelly’s smile was infectious. “Babies,” Morgana whispered quietly to the same tune.
“Oh. Shit! Don’t drink any of your bloodwine, okay? Just. Don’t. It’s not a good idea. Uh… I need to be right back.” Kelly paused and held out her pinkie. “Truce until this whole pregnancy thing is over?”
“Truce.” Morgana hooked her pinkie with Kelly.
Kelly leaned around Morgana’s side. “Show me your other hand.”
“Are you two children?” I shook my head. “The manor is a piece of Faerie. Neither of you can lie.”
Morgana wiggled her fingers on her other hand for Kelly and the satisfied werewolf bounded through the house, skipping and likely to go un-prank some bottles of bloodwine.
I came up behind Morgana. “Congratulations. Sorry you are filled with new worries.”
She curled around in my arm so that she was facing me. “Not all of us can be so excited about it like Kelly.” She licked my neck. “Also, I’m going to get very hungry on you, and you are tasting sweeter lately.” 
She kissed a spot before slowly pressing her fangs into me and slurping at my blood. I nodded. Morgana was going to start drinking for two, and I was her tap.
“Maybe we should figure out how we can give you some stores of my blood if you are hungry and I’m not on hand.” 
Morgana nodded, teasing the two holes open wider and drinking deeper as her venom filled me.
I made a mental note to get Jadelyn to invest in a blood bank or something as my mind wandered off.




Chapter 32


All of the women in my life were here for dinner, milling about, getting ready to sit down, but chatting or finishing up a few last-minute things on their phone before we started. 
I tried not to laugh as I watched Kelly just barely able to contain her excitement as she sat bouncing in her seat as our family gathered around the dinner table.
Based on the looks the women were giving each other, everyone knew exactly what had her so excited, but they waited.
The dining room was huge, and it had been decorated with a single oval table dominating the space. This one thankfully wasn’t an heirloom of the Sentarshaden tree.
I sat at the head of the table, where I could see all of the ladies as they sat around. The nymphs flitted in and out of the room, carrying the setting for the table and then platters of food to be served family style.
It felt like a dinner out of the regency era, but I knew that the ceremony of it all was still how the fae nobles operated. I’d grown more used to the extravagance of it all as we settled in for the meal.
I looked around, smiling at finally having us all under one roof once more. Even Agent Till and Helena had joined us.
“Guess what? I’m pregnant!” Kelly blurted the news out as soon as the last butt touched the last chair. She vibrated in her seat.
“Congratulations!” A loud cheer sprang up from the other women, and several of the nymphs made a big show of setting down their platters and rushing over to surround the alpha wolf in a hug.
“When can we figure out if it’s a whelp or a pup?” Yev asked.
“I’ve been trying to read up on it. We should know within a month.” Trina speared a piece of meat and almost seemed upset at the news. But I knew she wanted her own child. “In this first month, pay attention to your magic. If you feel a big dip in it, we’ll have to monitor you. We have no idea what’s going to happen with an alpha wolf at the center of her pack, if the baby dragon starts to get mana hungry.”
Kelly cradled her flat stomach. “He’ll be a good boy. I just know it.” The sweet smile on her face melted my heart.
“Of course. He or she will be the best,” I encouraged her.
Kelly smiled up at me, her face lighting up with happiness at my words. She was a ball of sunshine at the table, nearly giving off her own glow.
I glanced at Morgana, waiting to see if she was going to share her news as well.
She pursed her lips but gave me a small nod before casually speaking into the flow of conversation. “I’m pregnant as well.”
Attention turned to her with a few gleeful squeals. She shook her head, taking a sip of blood before continuing. “It’s too early to be too excited. Vampires can have trouble in the early stages,” Morgana tried to temper the excitement.
But Yev wouldn’t let that happen, grabbing the apprehensive woman and squeezing her in a tight hug. “We’ll all have lovely children, and then we’ll raise them together.” She looked around the table. “Anyone else have good news?”
The rest of them shook their heads. It hadn’t been more than a month since I received The Dreamer’s blessing, but I knew that Kelly and Morgana were just the tip of the iceberg.
“The nymphs are hopeful though.” Pixie put her hands on my shoulders and stood behind me. “After today and the Dragon King’s and your generosity, we might have a few with good news in the coming weeks.” She kissed my cheek and scampered off.
My ladies were all looking at me with wry grins.
“What?” I waited for the conversation to flow on, but they all just kept looking at me with that same look. “Okay, so we got a little carried away today, but it was fun. And we are all consenting adults.” 
I knew that the family was about to experience a population boom, but that had been inevitable ever since the dragon conclave. It just got sped up with the help of my trip into the fae Wilds.
“So, Summer, why don’t you tell us what we all missed?” Morgana put Summer on the spot. “Tell us how our not-a-magnet-for-trouble husband had everything in hand.”
The fae queen could handle the attention though.
Summer smiled at me and dabbed at her lips politely while everyone’s attention shifted to her. “Well, I missed a part of it. But Zach wound up in Faerie, and I was trapped by my daughter in the stonehenge to a duel to the death.”
The table leaned in, suddenly getting the details. She wasn’t exactly lying, but the order of events was a little off.
“How’d you get trapped?” Scarlett narrowed her eyes at me, as if it were my fault.
“A wonderful political maneuver by my daughter, along with Agent Norton’s help.” Summer shook her head as if she were lamenting it. “But Zach came to my aid. He summoned Nyske for her assistance. Norton had Dragonbane in his possession, limiting what Zach could do initially. Zach then used his magic to hold Norton at bay until he could destroy the spear.” She paused. “He actually used his magic to solve a problem.”
The whole table was in an uproar at her statement. Half in disbelief and the other half praising me.
Summer patted the air, signaling for them to calm down. “I know. But he did, though he used his portal magic to break the spear.”
Sabrina laughed. “And that caused the large explosion?”
“Yes, nearly wiping out Norton in the process. A brilliant move.” Summer continued to make it sound like I had it all in hand. “Then he took down Norton, but in the last moments, Iapetus took advantage of my daughter’s dire situation. He took her body and killed her.”
The table went quiet, and I was impressed at Summer’s composure. Sorrow filled her eyes, but she held her head high.
“Zach took care of that part too. I believe his blessing from Typhon allowed him to overcome Iapetus’s power and devour it rather than let it slip further into Faerie. For Iapetus has destroyed enough of all of our homes.” Summer ended the story.
“So sorry, Summer.” Yev reached across the table to hold her hand.
The fae queen took a deep breath. “Yes. Well, Aurora made her own decisions. She was certainly old enough to understand what she was doing.”
Several of the summer nymphs in the house came up behind her and hugged her in support.
“Anyway,” Summer continued. It was clear that she didn’t want to talk about it and people respected that. “It seems the Golden Plushy Society’s plans are successful.”
Jadelyn clapped and smiled. “Good. I think now that everything has settled we should have another meeting of the society.”
“Yes,” Summer agreed. “We ladies must support the Dragon King to our fullest.”
I frowned from the end of the table. “I’m right here.”
“Of course you are.” Scarlett rubbed my hand as her foxtails reached around the edge to bat me playfully. “Just let Jade have her secret society with the purpose of making sure your harem stays unified in helping you.” She gave me a flat stare, and I didn’t press.
“So, Nyske, did you get in on any of the action?” Kelly tried to direct the conversation into a new direction, and I shot her a look of thanks.
“Yes.” The nymph paused near the table. “Fighting with my king was an experience, but he did most of the heavy lifting. Lots of magic, like Summer said.”
There was almost a hum from my ladies as they tried to decide how true her statement was. In my defense, magic was hard. I had only learned I was a dragon less than a year ago.
I cleared my throat. “This wave of attack is over, but we need to work on what comes next. Helena, Till, if you wouldn’t mind, I would like to talk details with you two after. My understanding is that the Associate Director from the D.C. field office took the reins of everything in Philly during the transition?”
Till nodded. “Yep. They are still working out who takes over from Norton and looking into his stuff.” She hesitated. “I don’t know how much of his investigation into the paranormal was formalized. But there’s a concern there.”
“What’s the chance you could get me a meeting with this Associate Director?” I asked.
The whole table shifted uncomfortably.
“We might have to play a game of smoke and mirrors, but we could get you into a room with her,” Helena promised. “If you use your portals, we could get her just about anywhere.”
“Husband, I don’t know if this is such a good idea,” Jadelyn hesitated.
“Please, let me handle this one. Don’t tell your father or the council. I’ll deal with the repercussions,” I promised her before turning to Helena. “We’ll discuss the details after dinner.”
Some rules needed to be broken if we were going to protect ourselves.
“We’ve had another recent turn of events.” I wanted everything in the open. It was the only way we could all have each other’s backs. “Sabrina’s glasses are broken. She needs to return to Hell, and I need to go send a long overdue message to Beelzebub and the rest of Hell. I won’t allow anybody to mess with my city without paying consequences. We will be preparing a trip to Hell.”
The table was quiet with my announcement.
“Well, then we’ll just have to prepare our husband as best as we can.” Jadelyn nodded. “If Sabrina needs to return, then we’ll support her and you. But we need to make absolutely sure you have everything you need before you go.”
There was a round of nodding at the table. It was always dangerous when they all agreed. They could be intensely persuasive.
“We have two weeks before we go. This doesn’t have to all get settled today,” I told them.
“Two weeks?!” Kelly stood up from her seat. “You make it sound like that’s a long time.”
“In magnet-for-trouble time, it is,” Morgana pointed out. “We can settle things, but I fear the two of us are sidelined for this one, Furball.” She rubbed at her stomach. “If either of us lose our magic in the middle of battle…” She trailed off, letting everybody fill in the gap.
Sabrina stood and bowed to everyone. “I’m sorry for the trouble. If it is too much, I can hold off.”
“Sit down,” Scarlett barked. “He’s clearly already decided it’s going to happen, and he wouldn’t prioritize it if it weren’t important. I don’t know the details, but we can talk about it at the next Society Meeting.”
The succubus bowed her head. “Thank you.”
“You’ll bring two dragons,” Polydora announced. There was absolutely no room for argument in her tone. “We’ll figure out the best ones for you.” Her eyes went to Larisa.
I nodded, following her train of thought. Ice magic would be helpful in Hell. Fire and death magic probably were far less impressive.
“Enough of this.” Tyrande clapped her hands. “We just finished one big problem, and we have big, happy news! Can we take a few days to relax before we dive back into problem solving mode again?”
“Agreed,” Summer chimed in.
“Three-day ban on Hell preparations,” Scarlett set the rule. “The ladies at this table can move mountains if we want. We can prepare later.”
I speared more of the steak as a nymph walked around with a platter of it. The plate in the middle was being drained of steak quickly. That’s what happened when a bunch of dragons sat around a table.
***Jadelyn was in her gold robe again and clapped twice as the lights grew brighter. Tyrande and her nymph were taking care of her mate that night.
“We begin another session of the Golden Plushy Society,” she announced. The lights were just bright enough to barely make out the ladies in the chamber. “First off, wonderful job getting our mate to work on his magic.”
She glanced around at the several dozen ladies present. She felt the power behind Scarlett’s prior words. It was true. The group sitting around together could make nearly anything happen. All around the circle were ladies with enough power and prestige that a man would be lucky to have one, but their mate used up all his luck, stealing all their hearts.
Maybe that’s why he got in so much trouble.
Summer raised her hand. “I assume the ban on talking about Hell is lifted here?”
“Correct,” Scarlett agreed. “It needs to be a main point of topic for today. Sabrina, care to enlighten us?”
Sabrina threw back her golden hood, taking a deep breath.
Jadelyn was still getting used to seeing Sabrina as a succubus rather than the sweater wearing nerd. There was a slight edge about her in the shift.
“I’m no longer able to suppress my succubus nature, and it will take over, pushing away my sense of individuality. I’ll become just a tool of lust if I don’t go back to become a higher order demon.” She bowed her head, clearly embarrassed.
Summer nodded along. “I was confused. You were too nice to be a higher order demon, but you weren’t like the other mindless bimbos I’ve met before.”
Her words made Sabrina wince. “I was, once.”
Summer’s smile became kinder. “Well, we won’t let that happen again. Zach is becoming more powerful than even he realizes. If he goes to Hell with you, we need to prepare him.”
“Should we talk about this?” Ikta asked Summer, sharing a look that held a hidden meaning.
The fae queens looked to Maeve who cast back her own hood. “I think it’s time the Golden Plushy Society understands what Zach is to us.”
Jadelyn knew that something had been brewing between the fae queens, but she hadn’t bothered trying to dig into it. She assumed they were all aligned on keeping him safe.
She frowned, somewhere in all the chaos, she’d grown used to even Ikta. The idea of Ikta joining the harem didn’t bother her as much as it once did. “Ikta. Will this harm my husband?”
“No, but it will put even more pressure on his shoulders,” she admitted, appearing surprised at the direct question from Jadelyn. Ikta glanced at the other two fae queens and nodded. “We’ve combed back through the false prophecies, and they all indicate that your mate is at the center of a change for Faerie.” She glanced at Summer, seeming uncertain how to break the news.
The Summer Queen picked up the explanation. “We think he’s going to act as a sort of magical keystone for Faerie. The Wild, Winter, and Summer lands have always been kept stable by conflict and tension between them. It isn’t clear exactly how, but he might offer us a way to cease our wars.”
Jadelyn took a breath, letting the news sink in. “That’s a lot of responsibility you’d be putting on his shoulders.” 
She glanced around the room at all of the nymphs, remembering how The Dreamer had pushed for him to seek balance among the fae. She’d wondered how the different leaders had been able to stand being around each other while with Zach. But now it was making sense. They yearned for an end to the fighting.
It was like a business that was tired of the same old problem year after year. When a solution finally came to light, they put their best resources on it. That meant the best of their nymphs and their queens.
“What do you need from him?” Jadelyn asked.
The three fae queens looked at each other before Maeve spoke. “We want all three of us in his harem, and for him to take in each of our magics. I’m guessing you had him take Aurora’s magic already?” Maeve couldn’t quite meet Summer’s eyes.
“It was not how I had hoped for it to happen. I was planning to serve up some nobles on a platter.” She shook her head. “But it’s done. Some good came from it, and we can only move forward. Her sacrifice will be for the good of our people.”
It seemed cold, but Jadelyn could see the cracks behind Summer’s mask. The woman was destroyed by the death of her daughter and barely holding it together. But this was giving the death some purpose.
“So, he needs Winter magic?” Jadelyn asked. “Do we need him to…” She hesitated to say it aloud. There were winter fae in the room.
“I believe my mother is aware. She’s well versed in the prophecies. I don’t know what she’s going to do.” Maeve frowned and rubbed at the ring on her finger. “Beyond that, we’ve created a small piece of Faerie for him. That had all our aspects. He’s taken to it very easily.” She looked at the other two.
“Neither of us could possibly hold a fragment that had all three,” Ikta echoed the concern in Maeve’s gesture. “So, we are hopeful. If eventually he holds a fae court, it could bind the three together and remove the wars, forever.”
“What does that have to do with his trip to Hell?” Sabrina asked.
Summer frowned. “I am risking all of Faerie by supporting the risk. But I’ve come to understand that we sisters stand together. And we all love a man who will walk towards his own destruction if that’s what it takes to save us.”
“You just might get your gold cloak soon,” Kelly laughed.
“That’s the hope.” Summer smiled at her. “I might have started with ulterior motives, but I’m very much interested in the Dragon King.”
Jadelyn nodded along and looked at Ikta. “That means you need a gold cloak too.”
Ikta perked up. “That’s okay with you?”
“I’m not about to ask for your help with my skincare regimen, but yes. Please consider the rift between us healed.” Jadelyn nodded at the Spider Queen. She understood that she didn’t think like her, but that was okay. They were both working towards the same goals now.
“Thank you.” Ikta curtsied, splaying out her spider limbs to keep her balanced. “I’ll not disappoint you or the rest of the Golden Plushy Society.”
That left one last thing.
Jadelyn glanced at Nyske. “You will put the Golden Plushy Society tracking on Zach’s bracer. After this last event, we can’t risk not knowing where he is when things happen.”
The nymph swallowed but nodded. “If you’d all help me? He should know before we do it, and he won’t say no if we all come together.”




Chapter 33


I took a sip of my coffee, trying to look inconspicuous as I watched. 
“Thank you for meeting with us.” Helena stood up to shake the hand of an older woman, who must have been the Associate Director. Her hair was going gray, and she wore it like a badge of honor with her shoulders back and standing ramrod straight.
I lurked just a table over at the coffee shop.
It was the coffee shop across the street from Detective Fox’s station. We needed the door to the Atrium for this plan. That and being across the street from a police station would make her feel more secure.
I was sipping my Dragon King special, even if it had fallen off the ever-changing chalkboard menu in the hip coffee shop.
“I must admit, the cloak and dagger invitation had me worried.” The Associate Director flattened her pants as she sat down in the booth with Helena and Agent Till.
“Sorry for that. We need you to meet someone, and they are a little flighty. But they have a lot of answers as for why SAC Norton went off the deep end,” Till explained.
“You already said that. That’s what got me to come here.” The woman was complete no-nonsense. “Norton left a mess. He broke hard rules, and it seems like he had an obsession with people with no criminal record.”
Helena nodded to Till and got up out of her seat. “Then follow me. We need to head to the back room.”
The woman glanced around the shop, and I made sure to keep my eyes low, focusing on scrolling through my phone to fit in with the rest of the hipsters. 
“Fine.”
Helena led them to the employees only door that actually led to the Atrium. Unfortunately, a flashy portal with wild fae magic would be too much. I doubted she’d walk through it if I made one. So we’d decided to lead her to Faerie through the Atrium.
That was my cue.
As soon as the Associate Director was through, I slipped out of my booth and followed them. My entrance to the long hallway didn’t go unnoticed. The Associate Director had paused in the hall, frowning and turned back to me.
I took off my baseball cap. “Sorry for the secrecy.”
She recognized me instantly. “You. Well, if there’s someone that might be able to make sense of Norton’s mess, the man he was obsessed over might do it. Talk.” She crossed her arms. I had to admit, though she was a smaller woman, she could make herself quite imposing. 
“There’s still a little more you need to see before I start talking. Helena, please continue,” I urged them forward.
Helena took another step, but the AD didn’t budge.
“No. We talk here. There’s no one around, and I don’t like that you are giving my agents orders.” She crossed her arms and planted herself in the spot.
I sighed and rubbed at my forehead. “You are making this more difficult than it needs to be. We are going to walk through that door right there.” I pointed down the hall. “It will open up into a park ranger station in Wissahickon Park. Then we are going to walk down to a ravine and the scenery is going to change. Once you are there, I’m going to ask you to swear to secrecy three times. If you agree, I’ll tell you everything.”
She snorted. “You are as crazy as Norton seemed to think.” She shifted, though, to look at the two agents. “Are you two in on this joke?”
“Miss,” Till groaned and looked up at the lights in the ceiling before she took her badge off and her gun, handing both of them to her. “I swear on my badge, my entire career. You need to do this so we can put an end to this. He’s already going out on a huge limb for you with this offer.”
“I read your file. Career agent.” The AD took the badge and gun. “You’re done if something happens. My assistant knows I’m meeting with you two if this ravine is a burial site.”
“It isn’t. I promise.” Till sighed, looking pained at losing her badge and gun. “Fuck me. Let’s get this done.”
She took the lead and marched down the hall past Helena. The angel shrugged and went after her. The Associate Director paused only to glare in warning at me.
I gave her my best disarming smile. “After you.” The last thing I was going to let her have was an opportunity to bolt.
She marched after the other two agents and paused in the doorway, staring out at the ranger station. She first seemed to notice the window that showed the park beyond. 
“There was a parking lot on three sides of the coffee shop,” the woman observed.
“We aren’t even on that side of town anymore,” Till added as she kept going.
Curiosity must have gotten the best of the Associate Director because she followed Till out of the Park Ranger station. She touched a leaf on a tree as she walked, turning it over in her hand. “This is real.”
“It will get a little wilder before things will start making sense,” I warned her. “This way. The ravine was the center of the big fire and the large number of missing people reported that night.” I knew she had to have looked into the files from the vampire battle if she was checking Norton’s work.
“Norton was obsessed with that night.” She nodded.
“I know. That night doesn’t make sense, not until you understand a few other things. There are secrets that have stayed hidden for a long time.” I followed behind her, ready to catch her if she bolted.
Dragging her into Faerie wasn’t going to help earn her trust, but I’d do it if I had to.
The Associate Director followed Agent Till down the ravine and between the two trees twisted together. When Helena and Till disappeared, she stopped dead.
“What happened to them?” She glanced back at me, her body language coiled, ready to act.
“I told you it was going to get more weird before it got better. Walk through. You cannot outrun me.” It was clear she was thinking about escaping.
Her fight or flight instincts were on high alert. Humans didn’t do well with the unknown, and it was like she was staring into a void of uncertainty right now.
“What makes you think I can’t beat you in a straight up fight?” The older woman was feisty.
“In a few minutes, I want to have this conversation again.” I smirked. “But I promise, you are safe. I just need you to step through. Then I’ll ask you to keep a secret three times.”
“Why three?” She wanted answers before she’d take another step.
“Because three is magical. Move.” I stepped closer, and for a second, I thought she was going to run, but she took a deep breath and stepped through the trees. She wanted answers, and she knew it was her best shot.
I followed after her, stepping into Faerie a few seconds after her.
“Okay… Fuck, she’s running.” I watched as she set out at a dead sprint across the plains we’d been dropped into.
“Going to let you get this one.” Helena watched with her partner as their boss ran across the plains.
I threw off my shirt and pants, tossing them to Helena. “Have those ready for when I shift back.”
“What do I look like, one of your nymphs?” she scowled but held onto the articles of clothing as I started running, shifting as my feet pounded on the grass. Those feet quickly became claws and I fell over onto all four.
The Associate Director had clearly stayed in shape. She was making like she was a seasoned marathon runner.
I had to reign in my dragon instinct at seeing running prey, but I let them out a little as I roared and started bounding after her.
The look on her face when she looked over her shoulder and saw me was priceless. The Associate Director fumbled and fell. She rolled to a stop at the bottom of a hill.
I closed the distance in several large bounds before I loomed over her. “Associate Director. I believe I told you not to run.”
Her mouth flapped open several times, and I absolutely preened at stumping the woman who only a few minutes ago was so sure of herself and her position in the world. “You?”
“Hello.” I held out a claw for her to shake. “Let me formally introduce myself. My name is Zach Pendragon, though people in certain circles know me as the Dragon King.”
She took my claw for what it was, and we shared an awkward handshake. “So. Uh. Three times?” 
Apparently, seeing a dragon was enough to make her take what I’d said earlier more seriously.
“Yes. Please say thrice that you will hold what we discuss here secret. You will not discuss it unless you are absolutely sure there are no prying eyes or ears, and the other parties are all aware.” I towered over her and waited.
“I swear to treat the information I’ve received with you today as the highest level of classified information and to tell no one outside of those already aware.” She repeated it three times.
I smiled. Honestly, it was going a little better than I’d expected. Part of me had thought it would end in me carrying a screaming Associate Director into Faerie over my shoulder. She seemed to be taking the new information seriously.
“Are you about to eat me?” she asked.
“No. I’m smiling.” I frowned at her.
“Stop it.” She looked at my maw. “Can you go back to being just a tall, imposing man?”
I turned my head. “Helena, can I have my clothes back?”
Helena had a pair of angel wings sprouted from her back, and she was gliding to us.
“Oh. She’s an angel.” The Associate Direct watched her. “Agent Till, what are you?”
“100% human.” Agent Till was jogging to catch up and breathing hard. “I got wrapped up in this during the park fire incident.” She was doing her best to not sound winded.
I pushed my dragon back, and my bones crackled as I shrank. My scales retreated under skin, and Helena put a wing up to block my nakedness from her boss as she tossed me my clothes.
“How did you find out?” The Associate Director asked Rebecca Till.
“Got locked in a freezer when a demon and some vampires went after my partner.” Till hooked a thumb at Helena.
“How did that go?” The Associate Director was still on the ground, but she was staying seated.
Helena rolled her eyes. “Zach saved me.”
“What was that?” I cupped my ear. I couldn’t resist teasing her for actually saying it. She had denied it up and down that day.
I found a spear pressed against my throat only a moment later. 
“If you need your ears cleaned out, I can just chop them off and let them regrow,” Helena threatened.
Till was stepping in between us, gently pushing the spear away. “The two of them don’t always get along. There are a lot of tricky politics among the paranormal.”
“That’s what you call yourselves?” the AD asked, seeming calmer by the second. Maybe we weren’t seeming quite so alien now.
I cleared my throat and straightened my shirt. “Yes. There is an organization called the Philly Council that leads the paranormals in the city.”
“Why Philly?” she asked.
“It's a point of convergence for a few things. This here”—I gestured around—“is the Faerie world. There’s only a few stable entrances between our world and this one.”
“And there’s one in the park.” The Associate Director’s eyes were moving quickly as she started to piece information together. “Then the fire? Was that related to this entrance?”
I sat down with her. “Yes. There’s a lot of history to sort through behind all of it. But for that incident, a rogue vampire bloodlord was working with a demon from Hell. They were importing illegals and turning them into young vampires to use as shock troops to try and invade Faerie.”
“So, a paranormal terrorist plot?” the AD tried to confirm.
I shrugged. “Yeah, that’s close enough. They planned to destabilize Faerie and in doing so gain a massive foothold in America.”
“The fire?”
I scratched the back of my head. “That was the Philly Council and me. I set fire to the army of vampires, and then my mates and I dealt with the remaining terrorists,” I used her terms.
The Associate Director frowned at me then glanced up like she was remembering how big I had been. “So, you killed them?”
“Yep.” I didn’t try to hide it. “We don’t really have the capacity to put paranormals with dangerous abilities in a prison and wait through a lengthy trial when they caused so much damage and risked our secret. There is a system for smaller issues, but it’s archaic. I’m talking duels to the death to settle shit.”
The AD picked at a piece of grass and played with it in her hands. “Why tell me?”
I glanced up at Helena and Agent Till. “Because just this year, we have had two people on the inside know, and they’ve been invaluable. They helped through the problem with the park fire, and Norton proved to me that investigators will pick up enough to know there’s something to go after. In this day and age, we are going to struggle to continue to hide forever.”
The AD glanced up at the two agents and took Agent Till’ badge. She threw it back to her. “So, when you two solved the human trafficking operation, that was to cover this vampire plot?”
“They were party to human trafficking.” Agent Till happily put the badge back on her belt. “But they were using the trafficked humans as blood bags for this growing vampire army and turning them when they got too weak.”
The Associate Direction made an ugly face. “I want an unofficial report of what you two have actually done.” She then turned to me. “What do you want out of this?”
I help up my hands. “I’m not here to tell you what to do. You are clearly a capable woman in your own right. I’m pretty sure that, with this knowledge, you could come up with a better plan than me.”
She snorted and her face actually cracked into a smile. “A man, a king no less, that doesn’t tell me what to do. Now I believe in magic.” She barked a laugh. “Okay. I can do something for now. But I won’t be over Philly forever.”
“If we need to have another sit down with the SAC that does take over, I just hope you’ll pick someone that can have this conversation equally as calmly. For now, I just want to make sure we don’t create another Norton. I don’t want to have to explain more dead agents.” I held my hands up.
She became serious. “He’s dead?” A waring expression clouded her face.
“Carl and Lopez too,” I told her. “Carl died in some woods and Lopez died in the boat. But he died luring me into a trap to kill me. Norton died here in Faerie. They were given powers by an ancient paranormal and were cogs in the machinations of another.”
“These two others, have they been taken care of or are there threats still in play?” she asked.
I pursed my lips. “One yes. The other, we can’t reach. They’ve been dead for thousands and thousands of years. They are able to reach into our world from time to time. We injured him. Hopefully, he needs to regain power.”
She rubbed at her head. “That sounds just as tricky as dealing with other countries.”
“Yeah, except the other country in this instance could flatten even my dragon form if I wasn’t careful. Talking full on nuclear-level power, not even sure nukes would take down a titan if it crawled out of Tartarus.” My words settled over her brow like a dark cloud.
“For now, I’d like to get back to my car…” She trailed off and looked around. “… I think I need to think on things.”
“No problem.” I snapped my fingers and opened a portal midair to the manor. “This way. You can take a portal from my place back to the coffee shop.” I led her through.
She hesitated walking around the portal and inspecting the glowing edge. “Can you make these anywhere?”
“I’m still limited,” I said, not lying, but also exaggerating to give her some comfort that I wasn’t about to start using it for things I shouldn’t.
As soon as we got on the other side of the portal, she stopped and stared, and I nearly facepalmed on the spot.
Nymphs were walking around casually through the manor wearing bikinis. It seemed they’d been encouraged by how effective it had been on the yacht.
“Dragon King!” One bounced to my side. “Is there anything I can get you?” she asked the question with an undertone of innuendo.
The Associate Director coughed into her hand.
“This way.” Agent Till directed her away. “There are some cultural things you might have to get used to if you meet with Zach much. Dragons… well… they have harems, and his is quite large.”
I heard the AD ask Agent Till if she was part of the harem, but then my focus was taken by Helena.
“Thank you.” She frowned but then quickly bounced up and pecked my cheek with a kiss. “That was good. I think some real good will come out of you sharing our secret with her.”
I had to bite my tongue. I didn’t want to spoil the moment of her actually being nice. “You too. You put your neck out for me and I appreciate that.” I kissed her cheek in turn. “Now go back to being feisty. Otherwise, I think I’m going to miss wrecking some furniture with you.”
She scowled at me and glared at the nymph out of the corner of her eyes. “I have no idea what you are talking about. Fucking Dragon King only has sex on his mind.” She stormed off.
The nymph sidled up next to me. “She’s really pent up. If you need to get ready for her…”
I laughed, rubbing the top of the nymph’s head. “Not right now. There’s a lot more to do today. Where’s Nyske?”




Chapter 34


Nyske was in my hoard. Apparently, a number of my wives were gathered there for some reason. I bet they were talking with Yev. Hopefully, everything was okay. 
I didn’t make it to Nyske before the manor shook to the beat of someone’s steps. And there was only one person who would make that type of entrance.
My mother.
Ducking around a corner, I peeked around it carefully, seeing if she was nearby. The coast looked clear, so I darted around it. I just needed to make it to my hoard to meet up with Nyske and Yev.
“Why are we hiding?” a nymph asked with a little giggle, peering around me. She was a cute little wild nymph with dark blue hair that washed in waves over her shoulder.
I turned, realizing I could use her. “Can you go ahead of me? If you see Tiamat, call out to her.”
“But she’s your mother.” The nymph frowned.
“Precisely.” I stared back at the nymph. “Oh don’t give me that look. You try having Tia as a mother. It’s impossible to predict her current mood.”
“But the girls called her here.” The nymph frowned, clearly confused.
I blinked. “Excuse me?”
The nymph covered her mouth and suddenly mimed zipping her lips.
I glared at the nymph and then realized she was wearing one of my gold coins around her neck. “What’s that?”
The nymph bolted, and I’d lost my decoy.
Oh well, she seemed like she wouldn’t have worked anyway.
The thumping continued, and I focused. I needed to get to my hoard. The situation was dire enough that I drew on my wild fae magic and opened a portal, stepping through it into my bedroom and opening the door to my hoard.
I let out a deep breath, feeling pretty pleased with myself as I turned to look at my hoard.
Then my heart dropped, and my dragon instincts picked up to one hundred and ten percent. “MINE!”
My wives were shoveling my gold into wheelbarrows.
“No! My gold!” I jumped forward, rushing to stop them.
“Husband!” Jadelyn put her arms out to block my path. “This is the investment you agreed to. Where’s Tia?”
I grabbed Jadelyn and lifted her to the side easily, glaring down at my other wives who were still shoveling like a giant angry dragon was of no concern. 
“My gold. You can’t take it.” I scrambled through the hoard to stop them before Poly caught me in a flying tackle and brought us both down onto the coins. We slid a dozen feet, spraying coins to either side.
“My king, I’m terribly sorry.” Poly wrestled me as I fought her.
“My gold! You can’t take my gold!” It ached like someone was ripping my heart out. “I didn’t think you were taking it so soon. No! I need more time with it.”
Even getting stabbed repeatedly by Dragonbane was nothing compared to watching my hoard get raided by these… these thieves. I roared and tried to throw Poly off. I didn’t want to hurt her, but she needed to stop preventing me from getting to my gold.
She twisted, putting me in an arm bar and straining it. But I smiled. My dragon strength was bigger. I drew on it to outmaneuver her. 
“I need help,” Poly shouted.
Morgana blurred over, and I knew my time was dwindling. She knew all of my weaknesses.
Popping open a portal under me, I fell through it with Poly. The sudden loss of ground allowed me to twist and shift my arm to wrench it free from the Amazonian fighter as I landed and rushed towards the nymphs with the wheelbarrows.
“Now he uses magic!” Jadelyn threw her hands up in the air.
My coins rattled as thunderous steps drew closer. I paused as my mother rounded the corner of the hallway they were using to abscond with all of my gold.
“Mother.” I eyed her warily. Now I understood why my wives had called her. 
Tia looked the same as all of her reincarnations. She was short with a mane of red hair that seemed larger than her. But the female dragon god wasn’t to be trifled with. She was incredibly strong, and always unpredictable.
“Son.” She paused for a second before a wild and deliriously happy grin split her face. “Your home is multidimensional! I can visit whenever I want!”
My smile fell as I cursed.
“We should still be—” I tried.
Tia closed the distance in several large bounds that shook my hoard before she wrapped me up in a hug that felt like I’d just been caught by some sort of heavy construction equipment. 
“And I heard the news of whelps! Grand whelps!” She squeezed me hard enough that my bones felt like they were about to snap.
Poly was getting up and wiping her brow from behind me as she smiled from behind Tia. And then I remembered what was happening.
“Mother, they are stealing my gold,” I groaned. “We need to stop them.” I tried to enlist her help. I’d teach them to weaponize my mother against me.
I waited as Tia glanced around the room, wondering if she’d join me.
But then Yev waved at Tia, carrying her egg and rubbing it. She gave Tia the sweetest smile I’d ever seen. “Mother-in-law. Look, I have your first grand egg right here.”
Tia inhaled deeply, and I saw the moment she forgot what I had said. Instead, her entire focus was on the egg. She dropped the hug, but kept an iron grip on my shoulder. “My first grand egg,” Tia’s voice wavered.
“Yes, What color do you think it’ll be?” Yev put it down next to her gingerly.
Tia crouched low and, with a delicate hand, reached out before checking with Yev. Once she got a nod, she ran her hand down the egg. 
“My first grand egg,” she squealed then looked up at Yev, catching my wife and bringing her in before she wrapped both of us in a hug.
“I LOVE YOU BOTH.” She crushed us and shook us both around like a pair of rag dolls.
Glaring at Yev, I frowned as if to say, ‘look what you’ve done now.’
She only smiled at me as if everything was going according to plan.
“Alright, girls, hurry up. Morgana, we can get you some blood after, but we needed to be done a minute ago,” Jadelyn coordinated the others once more.
I struggled in my mother’s hug, but there was no escaping the ancient dragon god.
“Stop wiggling,” Tia scolded. “Your first egg is right here and you are trying to escape like your father.”
“Morgana and Kelly are pregnant too. Maybe a few of the nymphs will test positive in the coming weeks.” Jadelyn walked up behind Tia and added fuel to the fire.
Tia dropped Yev and lifted me up from under my armpits. “My son! This is the best present ever. So many grand whelps. I’m going to have to visit more often.”
This was not going in the direction I wanted.
“Mother, put me down,” I demanded.
She did so, but kept a hand on my shoulder. “The cute one explained to me what they are doing. Some of your gold is going to enter a magical system that multiplies it every ten or so years. I wish I had such magic with my hoard. Unfortunately, it just sits in a giant secret cave on Dragon Conclave island.” She let out a wistful sigh. “I can’t wait to go play in my gold. It has been a while.”
I froze, and I noticed a few of my wives did as well.
Suddenly, I had a thought. “Jadelyn, so this gold will multiply? How quickly?”
One glance and I knew we were on the same wavelength. “It’ll double in ten years. But this is only half to double your entire holdings, so it’ll take at least twenty years. At this volume, things could be difficult to…”
I nodded. I had to keep my mother off that island for twenty years, maybe thirty if I could swing it. No emergency conclaves allowed. Either that or I’d need to sneak in and replace my mother’s gold before she realized I had stolen it all.
I nodded subtly at Jadelyn and turned away from the sight of my gold being stolen. My poor little dragon heart couldn’t take it.
“Come on, mother, let’s go have something to eat. The nymphs are wonderful cooks. And then we can introduce you to Kelly and Morgana.” I took a deep breath and led the way as I hid tears shed for my gold. “Oh, Jadelyn, get Nyske for me? I came here to get her for the crystal. She and I need to have an overdue conversation.”
“Can do.” She smiled at me and hopped over to leave a peck on my cheek. “Thank you for trusting us with your gold. I think that shows just how much you love us.”
I nodded, my throat feeling tight again at the conversation of gold and charged out. My mother followed close behind.
“So, the wolf is pregnant? They make good mothers. Your father favored them from time to time. There was a point…” She trailed off squinting. “Rome I think it was called. City founded by werewolves. Your father loved to go play there. They were very good fighters by the end.”
I paused. She was filled with so many strange facts. “Do you know much about the titans, mom? Or maybe about how these other planes formed?”
She blinked but followed along with me into the kitchen. Her head was on a swivel taking everything in. “Well, your father is more studious than me. But once upon a time, long long ago, there were primordial beings born from concentrations of mana much like elementals. Well, you could call them the first elementals. This was supposedly in early stages of the world, before there was any biological life.
“These beings helped shape the world. As humans do, they’ve been personified and suggested they had lots of sex. I don’t really think they had sex,” Tia went off topic. “I mean, do they even have dicks and vaginas, much less reproductive organs?”
“Mother. You are drifting off topic.” I motioned to a nymph in the kitchen to start some food and keep it coming.
“Right. Right. So they fucked or didn’t fuck and made things. They fought, tried to make a big prison for each other. Some fled, others stayed. These other planes were largely made from their bodies and attempts to survive. Living things started to crawl around underfoot and they started to lose mana to them.” Tia watched as the nymph started cooking and sniffed the air before she started to drool. “What is that smell?”
Her focus was intense enough that I knew she wasn’t going to get back on topic.
I sniffed the air. “Spices.” 
I realized she had missed a lot of modern cuisine. I stood up and went to the fridge and pulled out a can of whipped cream. It seemed the nymphs always had it on hand. “Here. Try whipped cream. Open your mouth.”
Tia opened her mouth but watched me carefully. I sprayed whipped cream into her mouth without hesitation.
She closed her mouth and moved it around before she smiled and opened her mouth again. “More.”
I handed her the can of whipped cream. She sprayed it into her mouth gleefully, her jaw cracking as it shifted larger.
“No!” I tried to stop her but she threw the whole can in her mouth and crunched down on it.
The can exploded, whipped cream spilled out of her lips and nose.
The nymph cooking paused and covered her mouth trying to stop the laughter from spilling out, but she failed. She leaned against the fridge, sliding down it as she continued to try to suppress her laughter.
“Mother.” I frowned at her.
A too long tongue came out to catch the extra whipped cream as she swallowed. “That was delicious.” She glanced over at the nymph. “I wish to experience more of your food. Also, prepare a large quantity of this whipped cream.” She paused. “On second thought, just keep lots on hand. I’ll come by often.”
I put my head in my hands and shook it as the nymph gave up and started howling in laughter.
Tia didn’t care and jumped out of her seat to inspect the fridge. “It’s cold inside,” she observed.
“Mom. Don’t,” I tried to stop her as she picked up a jar of pickles.
“Hey.” Nyske appeared around the other side of the fridge door and snatched the pickles. “Don’t eat my pickles. The juice is the best part.”
Tia sniffed at Nyske and then let out a low growl that made the contents of the fridge rattle. “You—” My mother was enraged, and the mystery around Nyske deepened.
“Mother, if you touch a hair on her head we are going to have issues. You won’t be allowed in this manor to see any of your grandchildren if you harm someone under my protection,” I warned her.
“But—” 
“No buts. Do not touch her or anyone else.” I set my jaw and crossed my arms. “Even if she does drink pickle juice.” 
I would have been more weirded out, but I had had a girlfriend freshman year that liked to drink it too. I shuddered. So weird.
“Fine. What else is off limits?” My mother glared at the fridge.
Nyske stepped up and pulled out some cheese. “Try this. Oh, and this.” She grabbed a dill dip.
Before she could grab something to go with the dip, my mother opened the container and scooped out a big handful, stuffing it in her mouth. “There is so much flavor,” my mother mumbled through all the dip in her mouth.
Nyske sighed. “You dip vegetables in it to make them palatable.” She handed my mother a bag of carrots.
Tia shifted her jaws again and threw the whole bag into her mouth. “I understand,” she said around a mouthful. “Yes, I understand.”
The nymph was still losing her shit on the floor as she watched the entire exchange.
Nyske shrugged. “It’s hard to adjust to this world when you come from the fae Wilds.” She came around to the table, holding onto her pickles.
“You seem well adjusted,” I commented.
That made Nyske pause. “Yeah. We’ll get to that. I assume you want to use the crystal now?”
“It’s overdue at this point.” I glared at her.
Nyske refused to shrink away. “After your mother is done… exploring.”
“Tia, sit down. Let the nymph prepare something,” I sighed.
Tia turned from the fridge and narrowed her eyes, but she didn’t move. “Don’t call me Tia. Call me mom or mother.”
“Mom, come sit. Please,” I repeated.
She bounced over as happy as could be.
I looked over at the nymph. There were streaks of tears down her cheeks. “You going to be okay? Do I need to call Pixie to make food?”
She shook her head and wiped at her face. “No need. I can handle this.” She kept grinning like there was another laugh just at the edge of her lips.
I noticed she too was wearing one of my coins. “Are all the nymphs wearing my coins?”
“Yes. We wanted to be marked as yours.” She smiled and got up from the floor, focusing back on preparing some food. “Let me make you a chicken salad sandwich. You’ll love them.”
Tia frowned. “Sand does not go well with chicken. I prefer not to hunt food on beaches.”
I opened my mouth to comment, but I had nothing.
Nyske laughed. “It’s a new type of food. They made it a few hundred years ago. It is slices of bread with delicious food put in between the pieces.”
My mother frowned but nodded. “Then I’ll try this new type of sandwich. If it is anything like the whipped cream, then I can wait. Besides, son, where are these lovely women who are carrying my grandchildren?”




Chapter 35


After the… enlightening… meal with my mother, I managed to pull Nyske away to my office for use of this crystal. 
Sabrina and Pixie were already in my office waiting.
“My king.” Pixie nodded at the crystal that had been placed on my desk. “I’m told you are going to go unconscious for a time during this. I will be here to take care of you.”
I raised a brow, taking in Sabrina and her standing near each other. They could be a dangerous duo. “I hope you wouldn’t do anything untoward,” I teased her.
Sabrina rolled her eyes. “I’m interested in the magic. Please sit in your chair. I’ll work with Bart to start the sequence.”
Nyske fidgeted nearby. Pixie rubbed her back, clearly also picking up on her anxiety.
“How bad is this going to be?” I asked Nyske.
“Not bad, but if you only got parts of it, it could be very bad,” she replied.
I sat down in the chair, and Sabrina didn’t hesitate. She drew circles around the crystal as she turned it to face me. The memory of my father was on the other side of the crystal, waving at me before everything went black.
I had a feeling that I was going to wake up with another headache, but I pushed forward. When I blinked my eyes open, Bart stood over me in a completely white room.
“Where’s Tia?” I sat up from where I was laying on the ground. The space was disorienting. It was hard to tell where the ground ended and anything else started.
Bart clicked his tongue. “Let’s keep this part a secret from her. Otherwise, Nyske might not survive. How are you, son?” He held a hand out.
I took it, pulling myself up to a standing position. “Good. I think. Things are changing quite rapidly. The fae queens are planning something. The Dreamer feels like she is also trying to push me forward to something.”
My father frowned. “Sort of. And that leads into what the nymph wanted to show you. We’ll get to that in a minute. Tell me more. How’s your magic?”
“Varied. I am getting used to fae magic. Sabrina has been working with me on enchantments. You should know, I’m going to Hell with her soon.” I was curious to see his reaction.
Bart nodded. “She’s outgrown that enchantment to keep her succubus nature at bay. You’re the cause of that, but she’s powerful enough that, if she goes to Hell alone, she’d be snatched up and snacked on by the old demons. She’s way too powerful to be a lower order demon right now.”
His feedback wasn’t making me feel any better.
My father rubbed his chin. “There might be other opportunities for you in Hell. What have the fae done?”
“They have given me a fragment of Faerie made with the three queens working together,” I replied.
Bart nodded, a graver expression coming over his face. “Yes. Yes. You broke a great pattern. Which means you are a focal point of change. You’ll break some rules, no doubt.”
“So, I shouldn’t be able to control this fragment?” I asked.
He shook his head. “Nope. I couldn’t if I tried. But that’s good. Not exactly what The Dreamer wanted, but it’ll do some good.”
I raised a brow for him to continue, but he shook his head. “Let’s let Nyske tell the story. We can talk more after.” He clapped his hands and the white space suddenly filled with enchantments before the scenery changed.
A young nymph was pulling herself out of the mud and taking her first breath.
“Dear. Welcome.” A woman made of swirling and churning plants bent down and pulled an apple out of herself. “Would you like an apple? They are sweet, delicious and will fill you with vitality.”
All around, other nymphs were pulling themselves free of the mud as well. Each of them naked and looking at the world around them with curiosity.
Nyske reached for the apple, but The Dreamer pulled it away. “You owe me a favor.”
The young Nyske paused before nodding. “A favor for a life.” She took the apple and The Dreamer smiled.
“At least you understand. Thankfully, I didn’t make stupid creatures like those other idiots.” The Dreamer smiled and stepped back before approaching another nymph.
Nyske bit into the apple with a crunch, watching her sister nymphs born from the mud.
Plants were all around them, sprouting up from the ground. The soil under her feet felt fresh and new. Rather than hang around, she wanted to explore.
The scene shifted. The plants grew quickly, time speeding along as years passed and Nyske lived her life among Faerie, experimenting with her magic, making music and dancing.
My father spoke, watching from beside me. “The nymphs and all the fae were Mnemosyne’s second creation. First she made the muses for the other titans and gods to enjoy, but they didn’t appreciate her work and caged them for their own enjoyment.”
I knew the story. “She came here after that. She made Faerie and remade the nymphs, but with their freedom.”
My father nodded. “You are growing wise. A lot must have happened.” He sighed and seemed older. “Let us continue to the important part.” 
He waved his hand, and the scene moved to Nyske practicing dance like sword play with another nymph. Both of them were in the sheer dress I’d seen on nymphs before; the cloth fluttered about as their wooden swords clacked.
Neither of them won or lost. Any time one pressed the advantage too far, they slowed down while the other caught up and eventually pushed them back. To me, it looked like Nyske was in complete control of the other nymph’s sword.
Eventually, the other nymph stiffened and looked behind Nyske.
A blind nymph waited behind her, and Nyske’s smile fell to a flat line.
“What do you want, mother?” Nyske’s tone was cold. Something had shifted.
“There is a child. One that has been taken from his mother. I wish to raise him.” The blind nymph that The Dreamer controlled smiled at her. “He’s very important, and we can’t let him die.”
That statement had Nyske’s attention. “I’d be happy to collect a wayward child. Where is he?”
“His father has him and is traveling through the Wilds.” The Dreamer looked off into the distance with her blind eyes, like they could see more than they should. “Ten days from here if you go east due east, you should get close enough to follow his trail.”
“No.” Nyske shook her head. “I won’t separate a child from his father. No matter how incompetent he is.”
The Dreamer pursed her lips, and whatever she saw in that expression made Nyske take a step back and glare. “No.”
“Nyske, you will do this as the favor you owe me,” The Dreamer stated with her eyes narrowing in challenge.
Nyske froze, her entire body stiffening before she shouted in anger and threw her wooden sword at The Dreamer. The sword missed her by a hair's breadth. The Dreamer never so much as flinched.
“It was a damn apple. That is not worth this!” Nyske growled in anger.
“I gave you life. Now you will collect this child for me. It is a young dragon, still in his egg, but it will hatch soon. Collect him and your debt is paid forever. You will have no further bindings on you.” The Dreamer was calm.
Nyske knew that there was no way the boy was an ordinary kid. She threw a fist into a nearby tree and snorted before stomping off. Despite how much she wanted to fight it, the favor had been called and she felt compelled to comply.
Without another word, she stormed off through the jungle. None of the plants touched her. She felt vile for what she was being forced to do, and moved fluidly through the jungle, not wanting to taint any other living thing.
She had grown up with this jungle, and it was familiar to a fault, but now it felt wrong. Her trust in all she knew was shattered.
Days passed. Nyske traveled the jungle, collecting fruit when she was hungry and finding a pool of fresh water when she was thirsty. She tried to make it more of a stroll rather than the forced march it felt like.
True to The Dreamer’s words, Nyske found a trail of broken vegetation easily. Whoever had pushed through was being sloppy. Picking up into a jog, Nyske moved faster. She wanted the entire awful experience over and done.
With her freedom, she’d find a way to escape Faerie and travel other planes. She’d get as far away from her mother as possible.
Nyske smelled the man before she saw him.
Slipping around a tree, she leaned out to see a haggard man struggling to carry a large dragon egg. She’d seen dragons before. The Dreamer had a small clutch of them in the Wilds.
But this was the first egg she’d seen that was so pretty. It was like a rainbow brought to life. She stayed low and approached.
“Please. Help me,” the man noticed her.
Nyske stopped. No one noticed her if she didn’t want them to.
He looked at her with dragon eyes that had seen the eons go by. “You are an old nymph.”
Nyske snorted. “You can tell?”
“Yes. Very old. Which is bad news for me. I’m afraid I’m not much of anything right now.” His skin rippled with scales, but they didn’t pop out. “Shit. Who sent you?”
“The Dreamer,” Nyske replied, watching the man. “You can’t shift?” It would make her task easier, but it made the male dragon pitiful.
“This damned seal is coming undone, but I’m not near what I used to be. The Dreamer cannot have this child.” He covered the egg with his body. “It cannot stay here.”
Nyske only shook her head. The man would be easy to deal with, but her curiosity was piqued. Something about his eyes had her attention. They were too old. “She’s called in a favor I owed her. I cannot stop myself.”
Even now, Nyske felt the compulsion to grab the egg and run. She certainly couldn’t walk away; stopping was about all she could do.
He clicked his tongue. “Do you know what this egg is?”
“Your son.” Only a father would defend their child like he was, positioning his body in front of it. It made Nyske’s heart bleed to take it.
“Yes. But who am I?” he asked.
Nyske walked slowly around him, looking at him from several angles. “An old dragon that isn’t so old.” It came to her. “Reincarnation. That makes you Bahamut.”
“I prefer Bart,” he grunted. “But yes. Then the question is, the egg color is imparted by the mother, so who’s his mother?”
Suddenly, it all clicked in Nyske’s head. Now she understood why her mother so desperately wanted the egg.
Nyske gasped. “No. You and Tiamat? But you’ll free the Spider Queen.” 
The Wilds had been spared since that war, and Nyske had no desire to see the trees of her home burn once again with the flames of war.
“It is done. But you know what this means?” He pushed her further.
She stared at the egg. “A break in a great pattern. A missed stitch in the great tapestry of fate. We have no idea what the pattern will look like after this.” 
She knew far more than most just how real such a thing was. After all, she’d seen the sealing of the Spider Queen and the ripples that it had created.
“If The Dreamer has him, raises him, she’ll control how the pattern changes,” Bart reminded her.
Nyske’s jaw clenched. Her mother gave her life and gave her, along with the rest of the fae, a home. But she did not trust her mother with such a great responsibility. For now, The Dreamer largely slept, and she liked it better that way. 
“I am bound to an oath. As much as I wish I could, I cannot stop myself from taking it.”
“You could die,” Bart replied, sadness in his eyes. He knew exactly what he was asking. She stopped in her tracks.
She had had a long life, but death? No, she wasn’t ready to stop living. She had yet to really see the world. “I’m sorry, but I am still attached to life.”
“I’m Bahamut. Though I am weak, I have people who owe me favors. I wish to trade my life for yours, as long as you’ll deliver my son from The Dreamer.” Bart smiled at her, and her heart broke at the sadness in his eyes at leaving his son.
He was a man out of options, and he was willing to do whatever he needed to for his son. She believed in his offer, and the ability to stick it to her mother for forcing her to do something against her will sounded like a nectar too sweet to pass up.
Nyske licked her lips. “How?”
“You were given life by Mnemosyne. I was given life by Typhon. I will open a connection to Tartarus; Ol’ Tart owes me a few favors. Then I will take your life and die in your stead; you will take mine and live on.” He made it sound so simple, but Nyske knew there was no way it could be so easy.
“My time is short. Even now, the compulsion tugs at me to take that egg and run. Faerie does not connect to Tartarus. My mother would be furious if you connected her plane to it,” Nyske said with a growing smile. “So do it.”
“You aren’t worried about what will happen?” Bart already began drawing lines in the dirt.
“No. I’m always open to new exploration. Will I keep my body?” she asked.
“Yes, but you’ll lose your magic. You’ll be something new. A dragon’s essence, stuffed inside a nymph’s body.”
“What will their name be?” Nyske looked down at the egg.
“Zach, so he knows I remember.” There was a small smile on Bart’s face. “Of course, given what he will be one day, he should take the surname of Pendragon.” Bart went back to drawing the enchantment in the dirt.
“A strong name.” Nyske nodded. “I’m sure he’ll remember you fondly.”
Bart continued to draw in the dirt before a small trickle of magic came out of him to fill the lines.
Nyske watched with curiosity as the enchantment in the dirt turned into a small black portal, one so dark and deep that it was not natural. It was only about the size of a fist.
“Tar, old friend, I need a favor,” Bart spoke into the space.
A pair of eyes opened in the darkness. “Old friend. Speak. I will do my best to aid you.”
“The pattern is changing again. I hold a part of it here.” Bart patted the egg. “We need to make sure the titans stay put, and that includes Mnemosyne. I have a nymph here that’ll help, but I need to free her of an oath to her mother.”
“I cannot break those,” the voice responded.
“I was hoping you could do an old shell game with me. Kill her, take her life and her oath, then put my essence into her,” Bart explained quickly.
Nyske bolted back several steps, realizing her possible mistake. Tartarus could easily kill her and protect its friend. But she couldn’t move fast enough.
A spike of pure black came from that hole and pierced her heart.
“This will be complicated, my friend. Apologies for the pain.” Tartarus’s voice rattled the leaves around her.
Nyske tried to open her mouth, but nothing came out and sparks flew out of her chest into the spike. She felt herself fading away.
But as she was so concerned with her own life, Bart gasped and his fingers dug furrows in the ground. The same sensation of fading was followed by being filled like a cup with a hole being poured into over top.
“Do not fear, little nymph,” Tartarus said. “You are safe. Unless you wish to abscond with this gift back to my sister. Then you should tremble with such fear, for your death will eventually come, and I will dance upon your corpse and show you how I feel for those who betray.”
“I will not,” Nyske croaked.
“I know, or I would not have complied.” Those eyes flicked back to Bart, who was pale as death on the ground. “Forgive me, old friend. But we have further work to do.”
The portal cut out, and Nyske fell to the ground. She reached down, rubbing at her chest and expecting to find a hole. But her skin was smooth. She sighed in relief before she stood a little too quickly and wobbled as if she was a newborn adjusting to a new life.
The compulsion was gone, and the world seemed brighter for it.
She grabbed the egg and the entire jungle shook as the earth quaked in rage. No doubt her mother felt the connection of her oath slipping away.
“Fuck you, mother.” Nyske lifted the egg, finding it far too light. She could barely take her eyes off of it; it was beautiful.
Meanwhile, she could feel herself changing. New, raw emotions redoubled and folded onto themselves. But she didn’t have time to dwell on self-reflection. She took the egg and ran.
There was a portal four days from where she stood, but the border to the queen’s dueling ring was only a day’s travel. If she could make it there, then she could escape the worst of her mother’s ire. The woods would no doubt be filled with her monsters hounding her down before the sun set.
Nyske made up her mind and moved.
Memories blurred by as she escaped beast after beast that day, only to run into the area dominated by the two queens before the egg began to shake in her arms.
She was almost to the portal when she had to stop. The egg was shaking so violently that she was worried something was wrong. Maybe she’d shaken it too much in their journey.
Nyske had helped all manner of creatures with birth before, so she grabbed a rock and smashed the side of the egg. She was shocked with what she saw inside.
It wasn’t a whelp, but a young human.
The shaking made sense to her. He was having trouble breaking the egg; humans were not equipped to handle such a birth.
Nyske pulled back the egg, cutting her hands in the process as she freed the child from the liquid. He looked so cute, so delicate. But she knew that one day his destiny would be great.
A child should not be burdened with those troubles. It was one thing for a titan or someone like Bahamut to change the weaves of fate, but for a child?
Innocence was a blessing, one that should be maintained.
Bart’s words had not failed her. He wanted the boy freed of Mnemosyne’s control.
Nyske stepped through the portal and out into the prime world. She had never been before, but she’d imagined so many ideas, so many times.
It wasn’t as she’d expected. The air felt so… so… dirty.
She wrinkled her nose and the babe cried as the sun shone down on them. Nyske cursed and, with a thought, tried to glamor herself to look like a human.
But her glamor didn’t work that way.
Instead, her bones cracked, her skin pulled, and rather than a glamor, her body shifted to match what she wanted.
Nyske fell, rolling to protect the child. “My magic.” She breathed in relief once the process was finished.
The babe cried again and she looked down at her tit, but there was no milk there. So instead, she picked him up and hurried out of the woods, tapping her new magic and wrapping him in a fine cloth as she moved to find someone, anything to help her feed this child.
This magic had responded when she had tried to create a glamor, but there was nothing fake about what she was doing.
Nyske’s heart pounded with the implications. There had never been magic like this, yet…
She glanced down at the child in her arms, the one that would change the weave of fate. Just her agreeing to take him from her mother had already made her into something the world had never seen before.
Nyske ran from the forest, holding the child. People were looking at her strangely, and she’d seen that look before. She was breaking expectations and garnering attention.
And the babe was growing hungrier as it cried further.
People came out of a shop, and a little bell rang as they ate food out of a stiff wrap. And food was what Nyske needed. She hurried into the shop; the babe’s crying drew everyone’s attention.
She hurried to the front of the queue of people. “Hello, I desperately need food for this child.”
There was a woman on the other side of a low counter, wearing a bright red shirt with a thing wrapped around the top of her head.
She spoke into it. “Can someone get the manager? We have another problem up front.” She seemed calm.
Nyske let out a breath. She’d get food to feed the child.
But that’s not what happened.
Men came, pointing strange weapons at her, but she knew a weapon when she saw someone hold one. She fought them, but more of them came and she was forced to surrender or show her magic, which she knew she wasn’t supposed to do.
The babe was taken from her, and time flew forward once again. Nyske had been put in a strange place with many other unwell people. It was years before she got out, understood the world better, and went in search of the babe once again.
“Are you sure this is okay?” The paid actor straightened his shirt. “This is the fifth one.”
Nyske glared at him and pulled a wad of cash out of her pocket. She licked her finger and peeled off another few bills. Her magic had made cash king for her. After all, she could just make more of it anytime she wanted.
She knew that it was wrong, but she was also given very few options in the new world. “Here. Two hundred more. We are Arthur and Mary, looking for our biological kid.”
He straightened his shirt and walked up to the door, knocking on it.
An older man, older than Nyske expected, answered the door.
“Hello, we are Arthur and Mary. We’re looking for our son. Can we come in?” The actor played his part. Nyske wanted him to be the focus.
“Sorry, why don’t we have this conversation here?” the older man encouraged.
“We are Zach’s biological parents,” the actor blurted out, playing the role well as his face collapsed in on itself in agony. “We just want to see our son.”
The older man used the door as a shield, stepping back. “Please leave. I don’t know who you are, but Zach’s parents are dead.”
Nyske couldn’t take it. She’d finally tracked him down. She threw herself at the door. “Then Zach is here?”
“Honey, call the cops,” the man shouted.
“No. No, don’t do that. We are leaving.” The actor grabbed her arm and jerked her away, hissing under his breath. “I’m not going to jail for this shit. I’m done.”
Nyske hurried away with him. She hadn’t gotten to see Zach, but she had found him. She walked away from the neighborhood as a pair of cop cars rolled in.
Nyske shuddered, remembering the last time she’d gotten involved with the cops, and quickened her steps, but she paused to read the name of a large building down the street.
She walked up and picked up a flier from the front, reading the name.
The memories swirled for a moment, and I took a step back from them, touching myself. I tried to reorient myself, noticing Bart watching from beside me. We were still in the crystal viewing her memories.
Bart sped up the images again.
Nyske wore several faces in the years to come, and almost all of them familiar. Many were teachers. But the last one before she reverted to her fae form was startling.
It was my freshman girlfriend.
“End it. Please,” I asked Bart, and he did something that returned us to the white room.
“Well, it seems like she did the best she could, given the circumstances,” Bart tried to console me. “And I think I understand what is happening with your fae queens.”
“What?” I was curious. Everybody spoke like I’d change the patterns of fate, but I had no idea what that really meant.
My father rubbed his chin. “They want to stop the wars, enter an era of peace. You have the power to do that. You have a lot of power. You are a pattern breaker.”
I looked down at my hands. “Like Kitsune’s getting their tails early, the world’s first alpha female werewolf, and the world’s only elven vampire?”
He nodded along with me. “Those are fairly small patterns, but yes. Things like that will happen around you. Something larger, like ending the fae wars or stabilizing the planes, would take a much larger, more concerted effort. The prime plane is the only one that’s truly stable. But with you, the fae queens might be stabilizing Faerie. Though, I have no idea how that would work. I doubt they do either.”
I shook my head. He wasn’t exactly making anything clearer. “Thanks for that. I’m going to head out. I’d rather get this conversation with Nyske over.”
Bart nodded. “Come back soon. We should discuss these changes.” He waved his hand, and I felt my consciousness jerk back to my body.
I groaned, holding my head in my leather chair. The crystal on the desk was where they had left it. I was back in my office, with a pounding headache.
Pixie smiled at me. “That wasn’t too long. I’ll leave you two.” 
The door closed behind her, and Nyske stood in front of my desk as she fidgeted with her sleeves.
I sighed. “What am I supposed to do with all of this information?”
“I’m sorry.” She hung her head. “I never meant to mislead you. Only to help you.”
Waving my hand, I didn’t care about the shapeshifting and being my teacher. I had dived so deep into those memories that I understood her just about as well as I understood myself.
At no point was she trying to manipulate me or change me.
Nyske was just trying to make sure I stayed healthy and happy. In fact, over the years she began to care for me a great deal, and not in a motherly way. It was in a very nymph way.
“I mean gosh. How can someone enjoy pickle juice,” I sighed and rubbed my face, returning to a topic that was familiar between us.
Nyske smiled brightly. “Because it’s amazing! But it’s okay. If you don’t like it, then I can have it all for myself.”
I looked at her, really looked at her. I saw her for so much more after what I’d just experienced. “No wonder you were always so dodgy with some questions and all the doublespeak. You can’t lie like a fae, right?”
She nodded. “Right.”
“Then, do you love me?” I asked her point blank.
Nyske opened her mouth once and then nodded. “Yes, I do.”
I laughed. “You know, when you were my chemistry teacher in high school, I thought I was losing my mind when I thought the teacher had the hots for me.”
She rolled her eyes. “I had to hold myself back until you were older. It would have been inappropriate. But when you were in college…” She smiled. “Then I could teach you what great sex was.”
“Okay. Well. Then, we’ll just have to pick things back up, Nyske. This time without hiding anything.” I realized what the next step was.
Standing up from my desk, I grabbed her and kissed her. It was full of passion both from everything I’d seen in her vision and everything she’d done for me as Nyske.
She returned it with a needy passion as she practically crawled onto me.
It was soft and so full of love as we share far more history than I ever realized.
“You know, Freshmen year, you always loved that Teacher roleplay.” I teased her. “Some pent up fantasies?”
“Shut up.” She kissed me again and damn if my body didn’t react to her lips like a familiar lover. Freshman year she had been… incredible to the point my body was practically craving her.
We broke the kiss and I paused. “Also, are you a dragon?”
She shrugged. “I can change my shape at will. Sure, I can become a dragon.”
“Shift your arm, but don’t try to pick a color, just let it happen,” I told her. My libido cooled with the curiosity of what her dragon would look like. 
Nyske smiled and shifted her arm. “When I do that, it’s strange.” Her arm looked like it was a black dragon for a second, but like her hair, there was a swirl of colors and iridescence just under the surface.
I frowned at what I was seeing.
She didn’t fit any dragon type I knew, which I guess I had to start to get used to. I was going to shift and change patterns. Apparently, my existence could also create a new dragon that the world had never seen before. 
“Well then, I guess you are a faerie dragon.” I shrugged as if it was nothing new. “Now, we need to get to work. I think the financial audit is set for a week from now, and I need to start planning to attend Summer’s Court sessions. That’s going to make her happy, and I want to make all of my ladies happy.”
Nyske grabbed pen and paper off the desk, taking notes as I continued to talk. 
“I need some plans to entertain my mother as she starts to visit more, then I need a book about fatherhood, because I’m about to be a father many times over and the last thing I need is to fuck up the first whole wave of kids.”
I rubbed at my forehead, trying to get rid of the headache. “Okay, get Pixie in here after you leave. I think I could use a massage for my head before I drag Ikta in here for more answers.”
Nyske beamed at me and turned to leave. I noticed a little bounce in her step. The secrecy had clearly been weighing her down.
I sat into my desk chair, processing the fact that I not only was Dragon King, but I was also apparently the focal point of the next big change for all paranormals, setting patterns for the next eon.
But if I’d learned anything from what I’d seen in Nyske’s memories, the future wasn’t set. I was able to charter those patterns based on my decisions, and my mind was made.
I’d help bring peace to the fae and war to Hell, and I’d keep my women safe beside me.




Afterword


I hope you all enjoyed book 7. I really like how it turned out. 
Zach is getting a little magic under his belt, even if it took his life in danger to really pick it up in that regard.
Everything is continuing along smoothly, I am actively looking for the end of this series, but taking my time to find the right ending. As we learned at the end, Zach is breaking and reforming patterns of his world, and becoming something a little more than just a dragon king. It is exciting to see where that'll go.
From how book 7 turned out, I doubt I'm wrapping this up in just one more book, so the thought is book 9 might be the end now. We'll see, like I said, I'm looking for the ending, but doing my best not to rush this one.
So, onto book 8 and his adventures into hell, and time to eat a demon prince... or two.
Thank you again for reading. 
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