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From:	Wyvern	Manderson

To:	Dakota	Kekoa

Message	Folder:	Inbox

Dakota,

You	were	on	my	mind	today.	That
delegation	that	I	told	you	about	in	my	other
emails	from	the	Europan	Monarchy	came
yesterday.	I’ve	actually	been	in	meetings	all	day
yesterday	and	today.	That’s	what	I	didn’t	email
you	yesterday,	I’m	sure	you	were	so	worried
and	checked	a	hundred	times	(though	you’d
never	admit	it,	even	to	yourself).



Except	for	about	three	hours	of	sleep,
this	is	the	first	moment	that	I’ve	had	to	myself
since	they	arrived.	I	wish	I	could	tell	you	all
about	my	day,	but	emails	can	be	hacked.	I
would	tell	you	if	you	were	here	(where	you
should	be).	I	will	tell	you	that	one	of	the
Europan	ambassadors	kept	making	references
to	his	vacation	to	Waibibi	and	all	I	could	think
about	was	how	I	wanted	to	leave	them	and	fly
to	you.	It	was	all	too	distracting	when	juggling
various	conversations	in	seven	different
languages.	Too	tired	to	think	now,	I	will	write
more	when	I	have	an	extra	second	tomorrow.

I	miss	you.

From:	Dakota	Kekoa

To:	Wyvern	Manderson

Message	Folder:	Drafts



Hi,

Just	so	you	know,	I	only	checked	if	you
emailed	me	once…or	maybe	seven	times,	but
who’s	counting?	You	say	I	should	be	there,	but
it	sounds	awful.	Meetings	all	day	and	night?
Nope.	No	thank	you.	Sounds	more	like	you
really	want	to	be	here	with	me.	Not	a	meeting
in	sight	here.	I	guess	I	thought	about	you	today
too,	if	I’m	honest.	Maybe	a	million	times.	I	don’t
know	how	you’ve	left	such	an	imprint	here.	You
were	only	here	for	a	week	but	so	many	places	I
go	now,	I	think	of	you.	I’m	going	to	get	over
you…	it’s	just	taking	much	longer	than	it
should.

(Message	sent	to	Trash)



From:	Wyvern	Manderson

To:	Dakota	Kekoa

Message	Folder:	Inbox

Dakota,

After	three	days	and	barely	any	sleep,	the
Europan	delegation	and	I	have	concluded	our
negotiations.	Though	I	can’t	give	you	any
details	right	now,	I	will	be	increasing	your
security	as	soon	as	my	steward	can	hire
suitable	people.	There	is	one	thing	that	I
believe	is	safe	to	tell	you	over	email	as	the
announcement	about	it	will	be	tonight;	my
older	brother	is	going	to	marry	the
granddaughter	of	the	Rex	of	Europa.	They	are
forgoing	a	contract.	I’m	devising	a	way	to	force



you	to	be	my	date	to	the	ridiculous	amount	of
parties	that	I	am	going	to	be	forced	to	throw.
Be	ready.	I	also	saw	your	sister	today,	she	fits
in	very	well	here	and	seems	happy.	I	thought
you’d	want	to	know	that.	Also,	I	miss	you.

From:	Dakota	Kekoa

To:	Wyvern	Manderson

Message	Folder:	Drafts

Mr.	Wyvern	Manderson,

Just	you	try	to	force	me	to	one	of	those
parties,	and	remember	that	I	am	armed.	I’d
give	you	a	piece	of	my	mind	about	you
assigning	me	more	security,	but	you’re	never
going	to	read	this,	so	I’ll	save	it	for	when	I	can



yell	at	you	in	person.	I	am	officially	enrolled
and	next	Monday	is	my	first	day	of	going	to
high	school	with	all	the	infected	and	dracons.
Here	is	to	hoping	I	don’t	‘know’	any	of	the	ones
not	related	to	me,	or	their	parents.	At	least	I’ll
have	Mele	and	Lorelei	there.	I’m	not	even	sure
why	I’m	telling	you	about	it	(or	not	telling	you
about	it	because	I	have	no	plans	to	send	this
email).	Also,	as	I’ve	said	(in	the	other	emails	I
haven’t	sent),	the	reconnaissance	work	I’ve
been	doing	for	Deagan	is	so	easy	I	almost	want
to	return	to	using	my	old	passcodes	because	I
have	almost	nothing	to	do.	I	actually	am	about
to	leave	for	an	assignment	right	now.	So
thanks,	kind	of.	And	yeah,	I	miss	you	too.	It’s
just	plain	disgusting	how	much	I	miss	you.

(Message	sent	to	trash)





Chapter	One

The	sound	feed	through	the	speaker	on
my	laptop	made	a	little	‘ding’	that	I	recognized
as	the	shop’s	door	announcement.	I’m	in.	My
half-brother	Deagan	texted	me,	as	if	it	wasn’t
completely	obvious.	On	my	laptop,	in	my	lap,	I
watched	the	pixilated	feed	from	the	store’s
video	surveillance	system.	The	store	was	one
of	those	chain	tourist	shops	that	had	rows	of
trinkets,	overpriced	coffee	and	chocolates,	as
well	as	a	little	deli	and	refrigerated	drinks.

While	doing	another	quick	visual	check
over	the	store,	my	gaze	stopped	on	the	man
standing	at	the	counter.	Mr.	Kama,	the	large
storeowner,	had	some	sort	of	tattoo	on	his
neck	that	I	had	not	noticed	in	my
reconnaissance	work.	Either	I	had	not	noticed
it,	or	it	had	been	inked	recently—very	recently,



because	I	was	pretty	sure	I	hadn’t	seen	it
yesterday.	I	wasn’t	even	sure	why	it	caught	my
attention.	For	all	I	knew,	it	could	just	be	a
trendy	design,	or	a	Mabi	pride	thing.	However,
I	would	bet	the	twenty	dollar	bill	I	had	in	my
pocket	the	tattoo	had	not	been	there	during	my
last	sweep.

On	the	video	feed,	my	half-brother
approached	the	big	man—whose	name	I	knew
was	Peni	Kama—behind	the	store	counter.

“Hello	Mr.	Kama,”	Deagan	said,	his	voice
not	quite	believably	friendly.	When	I	switched
to	the	camera	behind	the	counter,	I	saw	the
cringe-worthy	attempt	at	a	smile	on	my	half-
brother’s	face.	My	half-brother’s	inherited
aspect,	the	power	he	was	given	through	his
part-dragon	genetics,	was	his	other-worldly
good	looks.	That	was	it.	But	he	usually	wielded
his	looks	like	a	weapon,	and	I	thought	that	was
what	he	was	probably	trying	to	do	here.



Deagan’s	looks	obviously	had	no	effect	on
Mr.	Kama.

“That	guy	has	horrendous	customer
service	skills,”	Sophie	said,	as	she	leaned	in	to
watch	the	feed.

“I’m	pretty	sure	he	doesn’t	have	any
skills,”	I	said.	Grabbing	a	drink	from	the	center
divider,	I	lifted	it	to	my	lips.

“You’re	about	to	drink	my	drink,”	Sarah,
the	other	half	of	my	twin	bodyguard	team,	said,
laughing.

Yanking	the	drink	away	from	my	mouth,	I
saw	indeed	I	was	about	to	drink	some	nasty
health	drink.

“Oh,	gross.”

“You	know	what’s	gross?”	Sarah	asked	as
she	took	her	drink	from	my	hand,	the	laughter



in	her	voice,	“Sugar	water	and	food	coloring.”

Grabbing	my	soda	from	the	other	cup
holder	in	the	twin’s	luxury	sedan,	I	said,	“I	read
somewhere	soda	makes	you	happier	and	live
longer,	you	should	try	it.”

“Probably	on	a	soda	ad,”	Sarah	said.
Honestly,	Sarah	couldn’t	be	much	of	a	happier
person,	but	maybe	I	could	wheedle	Sophie	into
drinking	some.	They	had	the	sort	of	strong,
sharp	features	and	high	cheekbones	associated
with	Native	New	Anglo	mainlanders,	though
according	to	Sophie	they	only	had	half-Native
ancestry.

Whereas	I	looked	entirely	Mabiian,	and	I
was	only	one-fourth	Native	Mabiian,	so	maybe
some	genes	were	just	stronger.

Even	though	the	twins	were	identical,
Sophie	was	a	were-eagle	and	Sarah	human,	so	I



never	had	any	trouble	telling	them	apart.

All	four	of	the	store’s	security	cameras
were	on	my	wide	screen,	but	I	made	the	main-
store	camera	smaller	and	enlarged	the	camera
behind	the	counter.	Mr.	Kama	was	a	big	man
and	he	blocked	out	the	view	of	almost
everything	behind	him,	but	I	had	a	clear	view	of
his	front.	His	hand	behind	the	counter	kept
clenching	and	unclenching.	He	stared	at
Deagan,	silent.

On	another	camera,	I	had	a	clear	view	of
my	half-brother’s	huge	smile.	Deagan	had	been
asking	Mr.	Kama	a	stream	of	small	talk
questions,	but	given	the	lack	of	response	from
Mr.	Kama,	he’d	ceased	the	small	talk.

“Mr.	Kama.	I’m	here	for	the	four-
thousand	and	eighty-four	dollars	you	owe.
Eighty-four	of	that	is	your	late	fee	for	last
month’s	payment.”



Peni	Kama’s	hand	clenched	and
unclenched	again,	but	he	didn’t	make	a	move
or	say	anything.

“That’s	possibly	aggressive,”	Sarah	said
as	she	leaned	over	me	from	the	backseat	to
point	at	Peni’s	other	hand,	which	was	clenched
in	a	white-knuckled	fist.	“You	think	he	doesn’t
have	the	money?”

“No,	this	store’s	income	hasn’t	decreased
in	the	last	three	months.	Actually,	they’ve	been
doing	really	well,”	I	said.

My	half-brother	pulled	out	a	receipt
machine	from	his	briefcase	and	gave	the	man	a
wide	smile.	“I	am	fully	equipped	to	print	you	a
receipt.”

All	three	of	us	watching	the	feed	cringed.
Sophie	shook	her	head.



“Why	do	I	pay	you?”	Mr.	Kama	finally
asked.	His	voice	was	low,	but	I	could	hear	it
through	the	microphone	Deagan	was	wearing.

“We	have	been	protecting	your	business
for	over	a	hundred	years,”	Deagan	said.	“Just
last	month	we	responded	to	three	incidents.
The	extension	I	afforded	you	last	month	was
more	than	generous,	but	I	can’t	offer	the	same
extension	twice.”	Deagan	waited	a	second,
then	gave	that	same	too-wide	smile.

“I	pay	you	to	protect	my	business…	from
you?”	Mr.	Kama	said.

Deagan	pointed	a	finger	at	Mr.	Kama	and
gave	a	loud	laugh.	“No	Mr.	Kama,	I	would	never
attack	you	or	your	business.

“Your	kind,”	he	hissed.

Deagan	closed	his	eyes	and	shook	his
head.	“No,	you	obviously	don’t	know	what



you’re	talking	about.	I	am	a	dracon,	dracons
don’t	attack	convenience	stores.”

When	the	man	just	stood	there,	silent,
Deagan	picked	up	his	briefcase	and	set	it	on
the	counter.	“Look	Mr.	Kama,	I	could
understand	if	your	shop	was	going	through	a
financially	hard	time,”	he	pulled	out	the
paperwork	I	gave	him	yesterday,	“but
according	to	your	records	here…”

“He’s	actually	going	to	read	the	man	his
tax	information?”	Sarah	said,	smiling	over	at
me,	while	Deagan	started	doing	just	that.	She
shook	her	head	looking	up	to	the	roof	of	the
car.	“Oh	gods,	what	an	idiot.	He’s	completely
lost	control	of	his	target.”

“He	never	had	it,”	Sophie	replied.

As	Deagan	continued	to	read	off
numbers,	Mr.	Kama	placed	his	hand	on	the



shelf	beneath	the	counter.	He	didn’t	reach	in	to
where	I	knew	he	kept	a	compact	semi-
automatic,	but	his	hand	was	close	enough	for
me.

I	texted	Deagan,	Abort.	Usually	while	on
assignment,	I’d	try	to	code	my	text	with
something	like	having	car	trouble,	in	case	the
target	read	the	text,	but	I	wasn’t	sure	that
Deagan	would	understand	anything	abstract.

The	ding	of	the	text	message	went	off,
and	on	screen	I	saw	Deagan	reach	for	his
pocket.

Mr.	Kama’s	hand	disappeared	beneath
the	counter.

“Just	one	second,”	Deagan	said	to	Mr.
Kama,	pulling	out	his	phone	and	looking	at	the
message.	After	reading	my	message,	Deagan
shook	his	head.	He	held	up	a	hand	to	Mr.	Kama,



and	then	typed	into	his	phone	for	what	seemed
like	five	minutes.	After	he	was	done,	he	sighed
and	pocketed	his	phone.

Dakota,	how	many	times	do	I	need	to	tell
you?	I	am	the	lead	on	these	assignments.	Rule
number	eighty-two	states	that	the	lead	on	any
assignment	is	the	ultimate	authority	on	if,	or
when,	their	team	should	abort.	Stay	in	the	car.

Before	my	demotion	to	being	backup	and
reconnaissance	for	Deagan,	I	had	worked	as	a
soldier	under	the	leadership	of	my	uncle
Glacier.	Glacier	was	ranked	about	third	in	my
grandfather’s…well,	let’s	call	it	an	organization.
Deagan’s	ranking	in	the	organization	was
probably	in	the	hundreds.	If	I	had	told	Glacier
to	abort	on	an	assignment,	he	would	have
walked	out,	no	questions	asked.

Now	the	question	I	had	to	ask	myself	was
whether	I	should	follow	a	stupid	order	from



Deagan	that	could	very	well	get	him	killed,	or
risk	another	suspension?	My	half-brother
wasn’t	my	favorite	family	member,	he	probably
also	ranked	somewhere	in	the	hundreds	for
that,	but	he	was	my	family.	Also,	if	I	allowed
Deagan	to	get	himself	killed,	my	mother’s	heart
would	break	and	she	probably	would	disown
me.	For	my	mother,	Deagan	ranked	at	an
unquestionable	number	one.

I	sighed	and	closed	my	laptop.	“Looks	like
I’m	going	to	get	suspended	again,”	I	said	to	my
security	team.

“How	do	you	want	us	to	go	in?”	Sophie
asked	me,	as	she	started	up	the	car	and	backed
out	of	her	parking	spot.

“We’ll	do	the	chatty	high	school	students
thing,”	I	said,	stowing	my	laptop	under	my	seat.
The	twins	were	nineteen,	and	they	looked
nineteen,	but	they’d	enrolled	as	seniors	at	my



new	high	school.	Sarah	was	fantastic	at
blending	in,	Sophie	was…well,	Sophie.

Sophie	drove	down	the	street	to	where
the	tourist	gift	store	sat	nestled	between	a
coffee	shop	and	restaurant.	She	parked	in	the
restaurant’s	loading	zone.	When	we	stepped
out	of	the	car,	the	host	at	his	booth	called,	“You
can’t	park	there.	I	can	have	you	towed	in	five
minutes.”

Finding	another	parking	space	would
take	too	much	time.	This	street	was	always
packed	with	cars	and	the	paid	lots	were	four
blocks	down	and	often	full.	Also,	I	knew	the
twins	would	refuse	to	split	up	if	there	was	a
possible	gun	situation.	I	looked	at	the	host.	He
was	maybe	twenty,	twenty-one,	not	bad-
looking,	though	he	was	scowling	at	us.

“Hi,”	I	said,	smiling	at	him	and	walking
over.	When	I	was	right	next	to	him,	I	blinked	up



at	him	and	said	in	a	low	voice,	“I’m	sorry,	we
have	an	uncontrollable	chocolate	craving,	we’ll
just	be	two	minutes.	Can	we	have	two	minutes?
I	promise	to	bring	you	a,”	I	paused,	bit	my	lip,
then	said,	“chocolate	bar.”

He	looked	down	at	me,	as	I	was
significantly	shorter	than	him.	We	were	having
an	unseasonable	mid-winter	heat	spell,	and	it
was	probably	about	ninety	degrees	and	humid
—about	fifteen	degrees	hotter	than	it	should
be	this	time	of	year.	The	twins	and	I	had
brought	out	the	tank	tops	and	shorts.

The	host	obviously	approved	as	he
fought	a	smile	on	his	cute	surfer-boy	face,
“Fine,”	he	said,	“But	you	guys	have	to	be	really
fast,	we’re	expecting	a	delivery.”

“We	will	be,	I	promise.”	I	walked	with	the
girls	to	the	shop,	making	sure	to	shoot	the	boy
a	smile	before	we	went	into	the	shop.



“Why	did	you	flirt	with	that	guy?”	Sophie
asked,	as	the	bell	dinged	while	we	entered	the
shop.	“It	wasn’t	necessary;	I	have	the	authority
to	park	wherever	I	want.”

I	took	the	shop	in	with	a	quick	glance.
Deagan	might	not	have	noticed	our	entrance;
he	hadn’t	even	looked	up	from	reading	his
paperwork.	Mr.	Kama	still	had	a	hand	under	his
desk,	but	he	noticeably	startled	as	we	entered
his	shop.	Thankfully,	no	one	else	had	entered
the	store	in	the	couple	of	minutes	we	hadn’t
watched	the	surveillance	of	the	store.

“Do	you	really	have	to	flirt	with
everyone?”	Sophie	said.

I	turned	toward	the	snack	aisle.	“You
sound	like	you’re	jealous,	Sophie,”	I	said,
forcing	a	giggle.	She	wasn’t	doing	chatty	high
school	student,	more	combative	bodyguard.



“Let’s	say	I	represent	someone	who
would	be	very	jealous.”

We	passed	aisles	filled	with	plastic
flowers	and	souvenir	mugs.

“For	all	you	know,	he	might	want	us	to
report	stuff	like	that,	like	who	you	flirt	with	and
talk	to,”	Sarah	said,	her	tone	was	almost
teasing.

“Does	he?”	I	asked,	unable	to	hide	my
annoyance	at	the	idea.

“No.	He	doesn’t	ask	us	to	report	anything
that’s	not	a	safety	concern.	But	if	I	were	you,	I’d
tone	down	the	flirting,”	Sophie	said.

“Thanks	for	the	suggestion,	but	I	will
always	use	every	tool	I	have,”	I	said	in	a	low
voice.	When	we	made	it	to	the	candy	aisle,	I
stole	another	quick	glance	of	the	situation



between	Deagan	and	Mr.	Kama.	Nothing	had
significantly	changed.	Turning	back	to	the
candy,	I	said,	“You	know,	I	broke	it	off	with	him.
When	you	break	up	with	someone,	you’re	not
supposed	to	have	to	still	deal	with	their
drama.”

Sarah	laughed	and	elbowed	me	gently.
“You’ve	obviously	never	had	an	ex	before.	The
drama	never	just	stops	when	you	break	up
with	them.”

True.	I’d	never	had	a	relationship	before.
To	be	honest,	I	didn’t	really	have	a	relationship
with	Wyvern,	just	a	week	and	a	half	of	super
intense	time	together,	and	then	three	months
of	aftermath.	Being	with	Wyvern	and	being
without	him,	were	two	things	I	didn’t	want	to
talk—or	even	think—about.

“Didn’t	you	want	a	soda	or	something?”	I
asked	Sarah,	after	grabbing	two	chocolate	bars.



“Nasty	trash	calories,”	she	said.

We	started	walking	toward	the	front.	“Oh
sorry,	I	meant,	didn’t	you	want	some	hippie
drink	with	living	organisms	in	it?”

She	just	shook	her	head	at	me,	smiling.

Walking	to	the	front,	we	stood	behind
Deagan	as	if	we	thought	he	was	in	line.	Deagan
just	kept	reading	out	Mr.	Kama’s	information,
as	if	he	had	no	idea	we	were	behind	him.

I	had	inherited	two	aspects	from	my
dragon	ancestor—and	unlike	Deagan,	neither
of	them	were	my	looks.	I	saw	souls,	well,	more
than	saw	them,	but	that	was	a	big	part	of	my
ability.	I’d	been	in	the	store	a	couple	of	times
during	my	reconnaissance,	so	I	already	knew
what	Mr.	Kama’s	soul	looked	like.	Last	year,	I’d
learned	that	the	people	native	to	this	island
chain	had	inherited	magical	abilities	from	the



islands	themselves,	and	now	I	paid	more
attention	to	their	souls,	trying	to	find	some
pattern	or	commonality.	Mr.	Kama’s	soul	was
different	than	the	liquid	souls	I’d	seen	in	the
Hales,	who	had	abilities	with	water.	His	soul
was	also	different	than	that	of	the	Hell’s	Hogs,
who	all	had	the	ability	to	change	themselves
into	giant	boars.	Obviously	not	all	Mabiians
had	abilities—my	best	friend	Mele	was	one
hundred	percent	Mabiian	and	she’d	not	been
able	to	do	anything	magical	until	she	was
infected	with	dragon	blood.

I	knew	almost	nothing	about	it	and	even
my	allies,	the	Hells’	Hogs,	would	never	give	me
any	details.	What	I	did	know	was	that	Mabiian
ancestry	had	power,	which	was	also	why	I	was
so	powerful.

Mr	Kama’s	soul	had	changed	since	the
last	time	I’d	seen	it.	Not	it’s	essentials—it	still
had	that	smoky-misty	aspect	I	had	observed



before,	but	unlike	every	time	I’d	seen	him
before,	his	soul	was	sparking	with	rage.

Deagan’s	familiar	soul	on	the	other	hand,
had	the	telltale	thickness	of	a	not	very	powerful
dracon.

“Excuse	me,”	I	said	to	Deagan,	“Are	you	in
line?	We’re	kind	of	in	a	rush.”

Deagan	finally	startled	at	my	voice.	His
eyes	narrowed	on	me,	but	thank	all	that	is	good
in	this	world,	my	half-brother	had	enough
sense	not	to	blow	my	cover.

“Go	ahead,”	he	said,	tensely,	shifting	only
a	little	bit	so	I	could	squeeze	into	the	space
next	to	him.

Letting	my	arm	brush	against	Deagan’s
as	I	made	my	way	to	the	counter,	I	delved	just	a
little	way	into	his	soul	with	my	power.	Pushing
my	senses	into	the	first	layer	of	my	half-



brother’s	soul,	I	sorted	through	his	surface
emotions,	he	was	sick	with	fear.	To	his	credit,	if
I	hadn’t	delved	into	his	surface	emotions,	I
would	have	had	no	idea	that	my	half-brother
was	containing	this	much	fear	in	him.	As	if	the
link	between	us	was	a	straw,	I	began	drawing
his	fear	into	me	and	immediately	felt	the	effect.

My	heartbeat	started	accelerating,	and
looking	to	where	Mr.	Kama	had	his	hand	under
the	shelf,	I	realized	filling	myself	with	anxiety
could	very	well	be	a	death	sentence	in	this
situation.	With	so	much	of	Deagan’s	fear	in	me,
I	might	very	well	screw	this	up.

I	don’t	know	if	Deagan	suspected	that	I
was	pulling	out	his	fear	or	not,	but	he	broke	the
connection	and	stepped	away	from	me.	My
power	made	it	easy	to	take	another’s	emotions
into	myself,	but	I	couldn’t	digest	any	emotions
that	were	not	my	own,	they	just	festered.



I	reached	over	Deagan’s	briefcase	to	put
my	two	chocolate	bars	on	the	counter.

Mr.	Kama,	who	had	not	broken	his	glare
from	Deagan,	finally	noticed	me.	He	blinked	a
couple	times	as	if	I	had	just	appeared	from
nowhere,	then	looked	down	to	my	chocolate
bars.	After	scanning	them	into	his	computer,
he	said,	“Three-fifty.”

I	pulled	a	twenty	out	of	my	back	pocket
and	reached	it	out	to	him.	The	moment	after	he
took	the	money	from	me	and	my	hand	was
free,	I	grabbed	his	hand.

His	eyes	narrowed	on	my	hand,	confused,
then	he	looked	up	to	my	face.

Immediately,	I	pushed	all	of	Deagan’s	fear
out	of	me	and	into	Mr.	Kama.	His	eyes	widened
and	his	other	hand	started	reaching	under	the
counter.



“I	wouldn’t	do	that,	Mr.	Kama,”	Sophie
said	from	directly	beside	Mr.	Kama.	I	hadn’t
even	noticed	her	going	around	the	counter
while	we	were	doing	our	transaction,	and	I
should	have	noticed.

In	long	red	streaks,	Deagan’s	fear	fed	into
Mr.	Kama’s	soul.	Like	me,	he	wouldn’t	be	able
to	digest	it.

“You	don’t	need	to	continue	your
business	relationship	with	my	grandfather,”	I
told	Mr.	Kama,	“but	you	need	to	pay	the	last
two	months	you	owe,	as	well	as	your	late	fee.
Now	let	me	ask	you	a	question:	do	you	know
who	I	am?”

He	nodded.

“Good.	Are	you	going	to	get	me	the
money	you	owe	my	grandfather?”

He	nodded,	again.



“If	I	release	your	hand	are	you	going	to	be
stupid	and	reach	for	your	semi-automatic?”

He	shook	his	head.

“Say	it,”	I	said.

“I	won’t	reach	for	my	gun,”	he	said.

I	pulled	my	hand	away	but	left	it	on	the
counter,	close	enough	that	I	could	grab	him
again.	“Where’s	the	money?	I	know	you
withdrew	it	from	your	business	account	this
morning.”

We	all	tensed	as	Mr.	Kama	moved,	but	he
only	pulled	out	an	envelope	from	beside	the
cash	register.	He	held	it	out	to	me,	but	I	nodded
toward	Deagan.

Deagan	took	the	envelope.	“I	will	print
you	a	receipt,”	he	said.



“Mr.	Kama,	consider	your	account
closed,”	I	said,	ignoring	the	surprised	huff	of	air
that	came	from	my	half-brother.	“We	will	no
longer	be	protecting	any	of	your	family’s
stores.”

He	nodded.

“Dakota,”	Deagan	hissed	at	me.

Ignoring	my	half-brother,	I	grabbed	out
my	phone,	opened	the	camera	app	then	said,
“Say	cheese.”

“Cheese,”	Mr.	Kama	whispered	as	I	took
his	picture.

After	I	stowed	my	phone,	Mr.	Kama
continued	to	stare	at	me.	“Um,	I’ll	need	my
change	for	the	chocolate	bars.”	I	was	on	a
limited	budget.



Mr.	Kama	paused	for	a	long	moment,	then
he	pressed	a	button	on	the	cash	register	and	it
opened.	Putting	my	twenty	in,	he	pulled	out	the
change	and	handed	them	to	me.	“Do	you	need	a
receipt?”

“Sure,	thanks.”	It	was	a	business	expense
after	all.	I	grabbed	my	candy	bars	and	my
change,	then	the	twins	and	I	walked	out	of	the
store.



Chapter	Two

“When	did	I	give	you	the	authority	to
close	accounts?”	my	uncle	Reeves	asked.	His
voice	was	so	loud,	I	had	to	pull	the	phone	away
from	my	ear.	We	were	still	driving	away	from
the	tourist	shop	when	I	got	his	phone	call.	It
wasn’t	like	I	didn’t	know	it	was	coming.

“You	didn’t,”	I	replied.	“Do	you	want	to
know	why	I—”

“Honestly	Dakota,	I	don’t	want	to	hear
another	excuse.	How	Glacier	dealt	with	your
disobedient	behavior	for	five	years,	I	have	no
idea.	The	only	reason	I	gave	you	this	job	was
because	Grandfather	ordered	me	to,	but	even
he	agrees	you	should	be	focusing	on	other
duties	now.	Your	position	is	terminated
indefinitely.”



“Uncle—”

He	hung	up	on	me.

“Congratulations	on	your	engagement,
love	you	too,”	I	growled	at	my	phone.	Before	I
was	interrupted	with	that	lovely	phone	call,	I
had	been	looking	at	the	picture	I	had	taken	of
Mr.	Kama’s	tattoo	on	the	way	out	of	the	tourist
shop.	As	I	had	suspected,	the	black	lines	were
raised	and	a	little	red	surrounded	them,
meaning	that	indeed,	it	was	a	brand	new
tattoo.	Unfortunately,	there	were	no	words	or
letters	on	the	tattoo	that	explained	what	the
design	meant.	It	looked	mostly	like	a	swirling
design,	but	there	was	a	central	line	that	ended
halfway	through.

“Your	uncle	is	an	idiot,”	Sophie	said.
“When	we	walked	in	the	store	we	startled	Mr.
Kama	from	working	himself	up	to	violence.	I’ve
seen	it	a	hundred	times.	If	your	brother	kept



collecting	from	that	store,	sooner	or	later	Mr.
Kama	would	have	pulled	out	that	gun.	You
probably	saved	your	brother’s	life.”

“Maybe.”	I	sighed.	“I	wasn’t	really
expecting	a	thank	you	from	Reeves	or	Deagan,
I’d	be	more	disappointed	if	the	job	didn’t	suck
so	much.	They’ve	just	been	waiting	for	an
opportunity	to	fire	me.	I	was	seriously
considering	strangling	one	of	them	the	next
time	they	dropped	another	hint	about	me
needing	etiquette	classes	anyway.”

“Do	you	recognize	it?”	I	asked	Sarah,	as
she	was	leaning	in	to	look	at	my	phone.

“Nope,”	she	said,	“not	in	the	slightest.
You	know	what	that	looks	like?	A	tree.”

I	narrowed	my	eyelids	to	see	if	I	could	see
the	tree	in	the	design.	Maybe.	“I’m	texting	the
picture	to	Mele.”



Mele	was	my	best	friend	and	the	closest
thing	I	had	to	an	expert	on	all	things	Mabiian.
Before	she	had	been	infected	and	disowned	by
her	mother,	she’d	grown	up	in	one	of	the	most
prominent	Mabi	Heritage	Society	families.

What’s	that?	I	got	back	from	Mele,	almost
instantly.

Idk	I	was	hoping	you	could	tell	me.	Maybe	a
Mabi	pride	tattoo?

Never	seen	it	before.	Want	me	to	ask	Alika?
she	sent,	asking	if	I	wanted	her	to	ask	her
boyfriend,	who	was	also	from	an	old	Mabiian
family	and	a	member	of	the	Hell’s	Hogs
motorcycle	club.

Please!

“So	are	you	going	to?”	Sophie	asked,
pulling	my	attention	away	from	my	phone.



“Going	to	what?”	I	asked.

“Go	to	etiquette	classes?”	Sophie	asked.

“Ha	ha,”	I	said,	dryly.

“I	don’t	think	there’s	anything	funny
about	it.	The	Rex	is	not	going	to	let	you	just
stick	around	here	forever	you	know,”	she	said.
“Eventually,	he’s	going	to	need	you	to	be	by	his
side.”

“You	know	how	creepy	that	sounds,
right?”	I	said.	“You’re	talking	about	a	guy	who	I
broke	up	with.	I	made	it	perfectly	clear	that	I
was	done.	When	you	say	things	like	‘he’s	going
to	need	you	by	his	side’…	it’s	just	not	healthy.”

“You	know	what’s	not	healthy?	You
ignoring	the	fact	that	your	family	and	the
Mandersons	are	in	a	political	alliance.”	Sophie
suddenly	sounded	seriously	angry.	“You	need



to	accept	that	there	were	political
ramifications	to	you	accepting	his	contract,
political	ramifications	that	I	am	sure	Wyvern
considered	carefully	before	he	offered	the
contract	to	you.”

“I	hate	to	ruin	your	theory,”	I	said,	“But
Wyvern	offered	me	the	contract	on	a	whim.”

“The	Rex	does	nothing	on	a	whim,”
Sophie	snapped.	“The	only	way	that	he	would
have	considered	forming	an	alliance	with	any
family	was	if	it	was	politically	advantageous	to
him.”

“She’s	right,”	Sarah	agreed.

“You’re	trying	to	make	me	feel	better
about	my	non-relationship	with	Wyvern	by
convincing	me	that	he’s	not	really	after	me	for
me?	Just	what	every	girl	wants	to	hear.”
Clenching	my	jaw,	I	focused	my	gaze	out	the



window	and	the	darkening	sky.	The	houses
were	bigger	and	wider	as	we	drove	up	toward
the	volcano	and	across	the	invisible	divide	to
where	the	non-human	tourists	spent	their
time.

“If	you’re	so	indifferent	to	him,	then	why
do	you	want	him	to	be	after	you	‘for	you’?”
Sophie	said.

Sarah	smacked	her	sister	on	the	arm	and
cleared	her	throat.	“He	obviously	cares	about
you,	Dakota.	You	would	have	to	be	blind	and
stupid	to	not	see	it.	Sophie	is	just	trying	to	say
that	he	also	needs	the	political	alliance	with
your	grandfather.”

“How	can	you	be	so	sure?”	I	said.

“Basic	deduction.”	Sophie	shot	a	glare	at
me.	“Your	grandfather	is	the	third	richest
dracon	in	New	Anglo.	The	Mabiian	Islands	are



New	Anglo’s	primary	defense	against	the
Eastern	Kingdoms.	Also,	your	grandfather’s
political	alliances	are	so	strong	and	long
founded	that	if	he	wanted	to	succeed	from	the
Union,	almost	every	powerful	dracon	in	New
Anglo	would	support	that	decision.	And,
though	he	might	openly	support	the	monarchy,
it	was	common	knowledge	that	your
grandfather	avoided	any	discussion	of
contracts	between	your	family	and	the
Mandersons	before	now.”

Founded	or	not,	it	seriously	bothered	me
that	Sophie	knew	more	about	my	grandfather
than	I	did.

“That’s	funny	because	I	got	the	distinct
impression	that	my	family	was	considered
pretty	low-class	and	undesirable	from	the
dracons	Wyvern	travelled	with.”	I	gave	Sophie
an	obviously	insincere	smile.



Sophie	pulled	into	the	parking	lot	of	my
grandfather’s	favorite	sandwich	shop.

Sarah	laughed	and	patted	my	head.	“You
can	be	the	richest	and	most	powerful	dracons
in	the	country,	and	those	high-society	dracon
assholes	will	kiss	your	toes	and	then	call	you
trash	the	moment	you’re	out	of	earshot.	We
know,	our	family	has	guarded	the	Mandersons
for	five	generations,	we	grew	up	in	the	dracon
high	court.”

“Lovely.	I’m	so	excited	to	be	forced	to	go
there.”

Sophie	turned	off	the	car,	then	turned	to
glare	at	me.	“What	I’m	saying	is,	you	might
think	that	this	contract	is	all	about	you	and
your	emotions,	but	it’s	not.	This	contract	could
mean	the	difference	between	war	and	peace	in
the	country	you	live	in.	So	yeah,	I	say	you	take
the	etiquette	classes.	And	when	Mr.	Manderson



asks	for	you	to	be	by	his	side,	go	be	by	his
side.”

“I	never	asked	to	be	a	pawn	in	all	of	this,”
I	said	to	her.	“Neither	I	nor	my	grandfather,
agreed	to	the	contract.	Wyvern	tricked	me	and
pretty	much	forced	my	grandfather.	That’s	a
pretty	shitty	way	to	go	about	getting	a	political
alliance	or	a	girlfriend.”

“Would	you	rather	the	Rex	considered
your	grandfather	a	threat?”	Sophie	fixed	her
eagle	stare	on	me.

“All	right,”	Sarah	said,	a	little	louder	than
necessary,	clapping	both	Sophie	and	me	on	the
shoulder.	“We’re	late	for	lunch.”

The	sandwich	shop	had	that	distinctive
smell	of	baking	bread	and	melting	cheese,	and
my	stomach	grumbled	the	moment	we	stepped
inside.	The	many	ceiling	fans	over	the	shop



rustled	my	hair	as	I	walked	to	the	counter.
Even	though	I	had	not	seen	my	grandfather’s
car	or	driver	in	the	parking	lot,	he	was	waiting
for	me	inside.	He	must	have	teleported,
something	he	rarely	did.	I	also	saw	my	uncles
Glacier	and	Bobby,	and	my	sister	Lorelei
sharing	a	booth	in	the	empty	shop.	They	must
have	noticed	us	as	we	entered,	I	saw	my
grandfather	nod	across	to	Glacier,	who	was
facing	our	way.	He	stood,	walking	to	intercept
us	and	holding	three	wrapped	sandwiches	in
his	hand.

“Hello	Dakota,	Sophie,	Sarah,”	Glacier
said	formally	when	he	reached	us.	He	was	his
usual	impeccable	self.	Way	overdressed	for	the
sandwich	shop	in	his	suit	and	tie.	He	looked	in
his	early	twenties,	but	was	more	than	twice
times	that.	Slow	aging	was	a	dracon	thing;
dragons	were	immortal,	so	I	guess	we	were	all
varying	amounts	of	immortal.	Glacier	fixed	his
gaze	on	my	least	favorite	bodyguard.



“Sophie,	I	believe	you	wanted	to	discuss
the	security	plans	for	tomorrow	night.”	He
offered	a	sandwich	to	her.

“Yes,	is	this	a	good	time?”	she	asked,	eyes
bright	as	she	took	the	sandwich.	“I	actually	had
some	ideas	I	wanted	to	run	by	you.”

“As	long	as	you	don’t	mind	guarding	the
back	entrance	with	me,”	he	said,	“And	if	Sarah
could	take	front	door?”	he	asked	Sophie,	but
looked	at	Sarah	and	offered	her	a	sandwich.

“No	problem,”	Sarah	said.

I	turned	my	gaze	away	from	them,	not
wanting	to	see	the	emotions	that	swarmed
over	Sophie’s	soul	as	she	looked	at	my	uncle.

As	for	Glacier,	his	soul	only	flowed	with
mild	impatience,	but	it	was	impossible	to	tell
from	his	expression.	Like	always,	he	looked
stonefaced	and	impassive	as	he	guided	Sophie



through	the	shop.	I	knew	my	uncle;	he’d	never
go	for	a	nineteen-year-old,	no	matter	if	they
looked	the	same	age.	Actually,	I’d	never	seen
my	uncle	interested	in	any	woman,	and	I’d
know.	Glacier	was	an	emotional	broadcaster
and	up	until	recently,	we’d	spent	almost	every
day	together.

I	avoided	looking	over	at	Sophie	as	they
exited,	and	I	turned	to	walk	to	where	my	family
was	enjoying	lunch.	Sometimes	I	wish	I
couldn’t	see	people’s	strongest,	deepest
emotions.

Bobby’s	laughter	rang	out	when	I	was	feet
away	from	the	booth	and	for	the	first	time
today,	I	felt	like	smiling.

Their	familiar	souls	wreathed	each	of
them.	Pausing,	I	took	a	second	to	adjust	to	the
intensity	of	my	grandfather’s	soul.	Being	a
powerful	half	dragon,	my	grandfather’s	soul



was	immense	and	used	to	strike	my	senses
with	so	much	intensity	that	it	would	take
minutes	to	adjust.	After	spending	so	much	time
with	Wyvern—whose	soul	was	even	more
immense—I	had	been	able	to	adjust	more	and
more	easily.

I	smiled	at	my	grandfather	as	I	sat	down.
To	a	human,	we’d	probably	look	like	a	family
with	one	guy	in	his	forties	and	three	teenagers.
My	grandfather	smiled	at	me	warmly.	“Dakota,
I’m	so	glad	you’re	here.”

“I	am	too.	You	guys	waited	for	me	to	eat?”
I	said	as	I	fell	into	Glacier’s	vacated	chair.	As	I
was	now	facing	the	front	of	the	restaurant,	I
couldn’t	help	but	see	Sarah	again,	she	was
sitting	vigilant	in	the	table	next	to	the	front
door.

“Grandfather	made	us,”	said	Lorelei	as
she	practically	tore	at	the	paper	around	her



sandwich.	She	didn’t	completely	unwrap	it
before	she	took	her	first	bite.

“I’m	pretty	sure	you’re	not	supposed	to
eat	the	paper,”	I	told	her	as	I	unwrapped	my
sandwich.

“Shut	up,	I’m	so	hungry,”	she	said,	mouth
full.

Instead	of	being	disgusted	or	annoyed,
my	grandfather	and	uncle	Bobby	looked
extremely	amused.	Well,	Bobby	was	always
amused.

“Her	training	with	Glacier	has	been	going
well,”	my	grandfather	said.

My	first	bite	of	the	sandwich	stuck	in	my
throat.	I	nodded,	then	quickly	took	another	bite
and	chewed	so	I	wouldn’t	have	to	say	anything.
It	wasn’t	like	I	didn’t	know	that	my	little	sister
was	being	trained	to	be	a	soldier,	it	just	never



got	easier	to	hear.	It	was	what	Lorelei	wanted
and	nothing	I	said	would	sway	her	or	my
grandfather.

“So,	did	Reeves	tell	you	I	was
suspended?”	I	asked.

My	grandfather’s	eyes	twinkled	as	he
responded.	“Yes,	something	about	you	closing
accounts	without	his	permission.”

“Yeah,	but	with	good	reason,”	I	said.

“I	am	sure	it	was.”	He	nodded.	“However,
you	will	remain	suspended—officially,”	he	said
in	a	low	voice.	Even	though	my	grandfather
could	easily	pass	for	my	father,	age-wise	my
grandfather	could	really	have	several	‘greats’
before	grandfather.	Half-dragons	were	pretty
close	to	immortal	and	my	grandfather	was	one
of	the	first	dracons	born	after	the	dragons
managed	to	cross	out	of	The	Dragon



Kingdoms.	For	one	moment,	I	would	swear	I
could	see	his	hundreds	of	years	in	his	eyes	as
his	sharp	gaze	fixed	on	me.	“For	the	rest	of	our
lunch,	you	will	need	to	listen	and	speak	as	little
as	possible.”

Glancing	quickly	at	Sarah,	I	realized	she
had	been	positioned	too	far	away	for	her
human	hearing	to	overhear,	but	there	was
always	a	chance	she	knew	how	to	read	lips.
Glacier	must	have	led	Sophie	far	enough	away
that	she	couldn’t	overhear	either.

“Got	it,”	I	said,

Lorelei	nodded,	her	cheeks	bulging	with
food.	“Uh-huh.”

“What	do	you	know	about	Regina
Imogen?”	My	grandfather	asked.

I	raised	my	sandwhich	to	my	mouth.
“Almost	nothing,	just	that	she’s	the	queen	of



the	vampires.”

Lorelei	copied	me,	raising	her	sandwich
in	front	of	her	mouth.	“She’s	actually	the	queen
of	Oceania.	I	know	about	her	family	history,	her
father	and	I’ve	even	done	a	research	paper	on
the	war	of	the	four	countries.”	To	me,	Lorelei
added,	“Loser.”

“Regina	Imogen	is	the	only	matriarch
Regina	with	no	Rex	co-ruler	in	the	world.	She
has	been	the	sole	uncontested	ruler	of	Oceania
for	three	centuries.	It’s	pretty	remarkable	as
she	has	over	a	dozen	half-dragon	brothers	who
have	never	even	tried	to	overthrow	her,	many
of	them	with	large	families	of	their	own.	I
suppose	her	stronghold	on	the	region	could	be
due	to	the	fact	that	descendants	of	the
Vrykolakas	Rex	don’t	need	to	be	fertile	to
create	their	vamperic	progeny.”



“I	thought	that	was	impossible,	that	only
full	dragons	could	do	that,”	I	said.

“That	is	so,	however,	the	vrykolakas
dragon,	one	of	the	four	High	Dragon	Rexes,	is
infamous	for	only	producing	offspring	that	are
either	stillborn	or	at	the	point	of	death.	He
infects	his	live	birth	offspring	as	soon	as	they
are	born.	The	ones	who	survive	are	both
dracons	and	infected.	And	like	any	vampire,
they	are	able	to	spread	their	infections	to
humans	or	weak-blooded	dracons.”

“Nasty	vampires,”	Bobby	said	with	a
wink.

“It’s	rumored	that	all	vampires	owe
allegiance	to	Imogen,	that	she	has	ready
soldiers	in	every	corner	of	the	world.
Obviously,	I	have	yet	to	hear	a	New	Anglan
vampire	openly	admit	allegiance	to	her,	of



course.	Especially	as	she	is	in	open	opposition
to	several	Rexdoms.”

“New	Anglo?”	I	asked	as	I	took	another
bite	of	sandwich.

“No,	she’s	openly	an	ally	to	the	New	Anglo
Rexdom.	If	I	was	the	Rex	though,	I’d	have	my
eye	on	her	at	all	times.	Her	Reginadom	spans
over	three	continents,	and	now	contains	seven
conquered	countries.	Also,	as	you	can	imagine,
the	open	wars	she	wages	are	brutal,	bloody	and
often	long	fought.	She	doesn’t	just	attack
countries	openly,	though,	she	conquers	in	slow,
methodical,	devious	stages.”

“And	she	wants	us,”	Boby	said	in	a	low
voice.

“Yes.”	My	grandfather	nodded
infinitesimally.	“She’s	coveted	the	Mabiian
Islands	for	centuries.	I	was	born	only	a	short



time	before	her,	shortly	after	the	island	chain
was	annexed	by	New	Anglo.	Her	family	sent	the
first	assassin	that	ever	tried	to	kill	me.	She’s
also	tried	to	make	several	marriage	alliances
between	your	cousins	and	her	nephews,	all	of
which	I’ve	rejected.	We’ve	had	bad	blood
between	us	on	both	sides	and	she	is	a	firm
believer	that	revenge	is	a	dish	best	served
cold.”

“I’ve	always	thought	revenge	was	a	dish
best	served	steamy,”	Bobby	mumbled,	smiling
over	his	sandwich.

“That	doesn’t	even	make	any	sense,”
Lorelei	said.

Bobby’s	grin	only	widened.	“Wait	for	it.”

“Disgusting,	Bobby,”	I	said.

“Oh,	gross.”	Lorelei	wrinkled	up	her	nose.



“Robert,	stay	on	task,”	Grandfather	said,
though	a	small	smile	played	at	the	corner	of	his
lips.	“That	brings	us	to	what	I	need	from	you
three	now.	Bobby,	would	you	please	explain
the	mission	since	you	are	the	lead?”

“Yeah,	of	course,	Father,”	Bobby	leaned
back	in	his	chair.	He	was	easily	twice	my
grandfather’s	girth.	His	clothes	were	also	a
dramatic	contrast	to	my	grandfather’s;	my
grandfather,	as	always,	looked	fomal	in	a	suit,
whereas	Bobby	looked	like	a	nineteen-year-old
biker.	The	biker	part	was	true,	but	definitely
not	the	nineteen-year-old	part.

“All	right,	so	one	of	Regina	Imogen’s
brothers	owns	a	house	on	Waibibi	and	splits
the	year	between	Waibibi	and	Oceania.
Through	our	Waibibi	family,	Father	learned
that	the	Regina’s	brother	has	started	this
vampire	‘dinner	cruise’.	It’s	illegal	in	New
Anglo,	but	officially,	the	cruise	doesn’t	break



any	laws	or	treaties	because	the	boat	stays	in
international	waters.	It	circles	the	islands	just
out	of	our	waters.	However,	two	boats	leave
from	each	island	every	weekend	night,	one	full
of	patrons,	one	full	of	humans	for	dinner.	All	of
the	vampires	return	before	dawn.	Some	of	the
humans	come	back	at	the	end	of	the	night,
some	don’t.	We	don’t	know	if	they	don’t	come
back	because	they	stay	on	or…not.	As	far	as	we
know,	they	could	all	be	alive	and	living	like
crew.	We	haven’t	been	able	to	infiltrate	the
boat,	until	now.	Tomorrow	night,	the	three	of
us	are	going	to	infiltrate	the	boat.”

Lorelei	and	I	paused	our	eating.

“That	sounds	like	something	I’m
unprepared	for,”	I	said.

“I’m	not	sure	I’m	ready	to	go	on	that	one
either,”	Lorelei	said	in	a	low	voice.



“Regina	Imogen	will	be	on	the	boat
tomorrow	night.	She	claims	she	wants	to
arrange	a	contract	between	our	families,”	my
grandfather	said.	“She	invited	me	to	dine	with
her	on	her	cruise	ship,	to	dine	on	the	blood	of
my	own	citizens.”	He	paused,	looking	ahead
and	over	my	shoulder.

“That’s	disgusting,”	I	whispered.

“Some	dracons	enjoy	drinking	blood,	I	do
not.”	He	turned	his	gaze	back	to	Lorelei	and
me.	“But	that	is	entirely	beside	the	point.	This
invitation	is	an	open	act	of	hostility	I	cannot
ignore.”

“We	are	going	to	have	to	deliver	a	strong
message	and	then	have	an	immediate
extraction,”	Bobby	said.	“I	will	board	the	ship
under	Grandfather’s	invitation.	When	I	reach
the	boat,	I	will	find	somewhere	hidden	and
make	a	teleport	brand.	Afterward,	I	will	be	able



to	safely	teleport	back	to	pick	you	up,	Lorelei,
at	your	house	then	we	will	return	to	the	ship.
Dakota,	your	boarding	is	going	to	be	much
more	complicated	because	we	need	to	bring
your	bodyguards	aboard	as	well.	We	can’t	risk
what	might	happen	if	the	Rex	finds	out
anything	about	this	mission	before	it’s	over.”

Looking	over	at	my	sister,	I	noticed	a
piece	of	lettuce	stuck	to	her	cheek	and	brushed
it	off.	She	glanced	over	at	me,	giving	me	a	small
nod.

My	grandfather’s	eyes	closed	for	a	few
long	seconds.	We	all	waited	silently	until	he
opened	his	eyes	and	said,	“I	would	prefer	to
use	almost	any	other	family	member	than	you
two	girls.	But	if	Regina	Imogen	has	her
brothers	with	her…	they	are	faster,	better
fighters	and	more	talented	at	delivering	pain
than	myself	or	any	of	my	progeny.	Your	aspects



are	the	only	effective	threat	I	can	use	against
her.”

“Does	Lorelei	really	have	to	go?”	I	asked
in	a	low	voice.

“When	threatening	a	monarch,	you	don’t
just	bring	a	gun,”	my	grandfather	said.	He
looked	between	my	sister	and	me.	“You	bring	a
gun	and	a	bomb.”

I	glanced	at	my	sister’s	ear;	the	blue
water	charm	was	barely	bigger	than	a	stud.	The
same	water	witch	that	had	made	my	charm
had	made	Lorelei	two	water-magic	charms
that	dampened	her	magic—one	for	each	ear.
Lorelei	never	took	the	charms	off.	We	all	knew
that	until	she	learned	to	have	complete	control
of	her	power,	she	was	a	serious	danger	to
everyone	and	herself.



Yet,	it	sounded	like	for	the	first	time	ever,
my	grandfather	planned	to	risk	unleashing	her
power.



From:	Wyvern	Manderson

To:	Dakota	Kekoa

Message	Folder:	Inbox

Dakota,

I	look	forward	to	writing	to	you	all	day.	I
find	myself	wishing	that	I	could	tell	you
something	about	fifty	times	a	day,	but	now	I’m



actually	here	in	front	of	my	computer,	I’m	not
sure	what	to	tell	you.

Today	was	another	long	day	with	few
breaks.

My	brother’s	future	wife	has	some	pretty
astronomical	expectations	about	the	wedding
budget,	yet	they	have	spent	absolutely	no	time
alone	together.

The	whole	thing	disgusts	me	a	little	bit.	I
don’t	pretend	to	be	an	expert	on	weddings,	but
I	did	think	a	bride	and	groom	were	usually
more	interested	in	each	other	than	the	seating
charts	for	their	engagement	gala.

I	am	not	going	to	repeat	how	much	I
would	like	you	by	my	side,	you	already	know.

From:	Dakota	Kekoa



To:	Wyvern	Manderson

Message	Folder:	Drafts

Wyvern,

I’m	never	getting	married,	or	if	I	do,	it’ll
be	in	plain	clothes	somewhere	beautiful	with
only	a	few	close	friends	nearby.	That	sounds	so
cheesy	now	that	I	see	it	typed	out,	and	I’m	glad
that	I’ll	never	send	you	this	email.

(Message	sent	to	Trash)



Chapter	Three

“I	still	don’t	get	why	she’s	moving	out,”
Lorelei	said	as	we	pulled	up	in	front	of	the
three-story	apartment	building.	“She’s	going	to
be	all	alone	out	here.”	Lorelei	words	were	short
and	clipped,	almost	emotional.

“Mele	is	probably	tired	of	suddenly
having	two	annoying	younger	sisters,”	I	said.	“I
know	how	she	feels.”

Lorelei	smacked	me	in	the	back	of	the
head,	hard.

“Ow!”	I	tried	to	smack	her	back	but	my
seat	was	in	the	way.	“What’s	your	problem?	I
was	kidding.”

“Just	leave	me	alone,”	Lorelei	said,
turning	away	from	me	to	glare	out	the	window.



Before	she’d	inherited	her	aspect,	Lorelei	had
always	been	so	cool	and	collected,	now	she	was
on	a	constant	emotional	rollercoaster.	For
some	reason,	she	seemed	on	the	verge	of	tears.

“Gladly.	Wow,	I’m	so	glad	you	came	with
us,	Lorelei,”	I	grumbled,	turning	back	to	look	at
the	complex.	Lorelei	had	hounded	me	all
morning	until	I	agreed	to	take	her	with	us	to
see	Mele’s	new	apartment.

The	building	wasn’t	in	a	bad	part	of	town.
It	was	about	half	a	mile	from	Mabi	University,
we’d	passed	an	exercise	gym	and	a	pool	in	the
complex.	It	was	near	enough	to	the	college	that
every	person	I	saw	there	looked	college	age.
People	walked	around	in	groups,	carried
laundry,	or	sunbathed	on	the	lawn.	“I’m
actually	really	jealous,	I	can’t	wait	to	move	into
a	place	like	this,”	I	said.



“Will	you	just	shut	up	already?”	Lorelei’s
voice	sounded	teary.

I	did	shut	up.	No	doubt	Lorelei	was
freaking	out	about	the	assignment	tonight—I
was	and	I’d	been	on	hundreds	of	extremely
dangerous	assignments.	The	most	dangerous
assignment	Lorelei	had	ever	gone	on	was	a
single	intimidation	job	of	teen	vampires	who’d
robbed	a	paint-it-yourself	pottery	shop.

We	pulled	up	to	where	Mele	and	her
boyfriend	Alika	stood	next	to	his	motorcycle.
Like	always,	Mele	had	a	cigarette	in	her	hand.	I
had	hoped	she	would	quit	for	her	boyfriend,
but	since	being	infected	three	months	ago,	it
seemed	like	she	smoked	more.	Mele	had	a	huge
smile	on	her	face	and	Alika	wrapped	his	arms
around	her.	She	looked	happy.	If	anyone	in	the
world	deserved	a	little	happiness,	it	was	Mele.



“I	love	it,”	I	called	over	to	her	as	I	exited
the	car	into	the	too-hot	day.	“And	this	is	only,
what,	a	mile	from	school?”

“A	mile	and	a	half,”	Mele	said,	turning	to
smile	at	us.	“Looks	like	I’ll	probably	be	walking
it	too,	until	my	mom	finally	gives	me	my	car.”

I	swallowed,	uncomfortable,	then	shook
my	head.	“No	way,	you’re	on	our	route,	we’ll
pick	you	up.	Unless	you’re	too	cool	to	ride	in
Glacier’s	minivan,”	I	said,	stepping	up	beside
her.

“I	don’t	know,	I’m	pretty	cool,”	she	said,
stomping	out	her	cigarette.

Mele	had	officially	become	an
emancipated	minor	three	days	ago	on	her
seventeenth	birthday.	My	aunt	Sharon,	who
was	the	head	of	the	Juvenile	Department	of	the
Draconic	Bureau,	had	helped	arrange	the	whole



thing.	She’d	temporarily	placed	Mele	with	my
family,	then	pushed	the	paperwork	through	so
she’d	be	legally	free	as	soon	as	she	turned
seventeen.	I	owed	Sharon	a	pretty	substantial
favor,	but	seeing	how	happy	Mele	was,	I	knew	it
was	worth	it.

“Wanna	come	up	and	see	it?”	Mele	asked,
then	she	spun	around.	“Oh,	hey	Sophie,	Sarah,
Lorelei—sweetheart,	are	you	okay?”	Mele
walked	over	to	Lorelei,	who	had	just	climbed
out	of	the	car.

“Totally	fine,”	Lorelei	said,	smiling	pretty
genuinely	at	Mele,	“I	just	got	something	in	my
eye	in	the	car,	but	I	got	it	out.”	The	girl	had
some	pretty	serious	mood	swings.

“I	like	it,”	Sarah	said	with	a	smile.	She
reached	down	and	plucked	Mele’s	cigarette
butt	from	the	ground.	“I’ve	always	wanted	to
live	in	a	place	like	this.”



“Sorry	Sarah,	I	was	going	to	throw	it
away,”	Mele	said.

Sarah	waved	the	comment	off	then
tossed	the	cigarette	in	the	trashcan	by	the
stairs	that	led	to	the	second	story.

Sophie	cut	through	us	to	the	staircase.
“I’ll	take	the	lead,	Sarah.	We’re	going	this	way?”

When	Mele	nodded,	Sophie	started	up	the
stairwell.

As	we	all	walked	toward	the	apartment
building,	I	stepped	up	next	to	Alika.

“Hey	Dakota,	how	you	been?”

“All	right,”	I	said,	looking	over	at	him.

He	seemed	like	he	was	getting	bigger
every	day.	Alika	wasn’t	much	older	than	I	was,
but	the	guy	looked	like	he	was	two-hundred



and	fifty	pounds	of	muscle.	It	had	to	be	a	were-
boar	thing—they	were	all	huge.	Their	souls
were	all	very	similar	too.	Their	misty	souls	had
a	wild,	moving	intensity	to	them.

“Did	Mele	get	a	chance	to	show	you	that
picture	I	sent?”

He	shrugged	his	shoulders.	“Yeah,”	he
said.	He	started	up	the	staircase,	following
Mele	and	Lorelei.

Sarah	waited	for	me	to	pass,	then
followed	close	behind	me.

“Do	you	recognize	the	tattoo’s	design?”

“I	recognize	it,”	he	said	without	looking
back	at	me.

After	thirty	seconds	of	us	climbing	the
stairs	in	silence,	I	asked,	“So,	will	you	tell	me
what	it	means?”



Alika	flashed	a	wide-toothy	grin	over	his
shoulder	at	me.	“Nope,”	he	said.

“Thanks	a	lot,”	I	said.

“Club	business.	You	know	how	it	is,
Dakota.”

“Yeah,	yeah.	Could	you	maybe	just	give
me	a	hint?”

“Sure.”	He	turned	to	me,	his	face	serious.
“You	see	that	tattoo	on	a	person	again,	Dakota,
go	in	the	opposite	direction.”	He	sped	up	his
pace,	catching	up	to	Mele	and	throwing	an	arm
around	her	waist.

From	where	I	was	standing	behind	the
group,	I	couldn’t	help	noticing	Lorelei	shooting
an	annoyed	glance	over	at	Alika.	They	all
walked	into	an	open	apartment	about	halfway
down	the	walkway.



Mele’s	apartment	was	a	bright	cute	space,
only	a	little	bigger	than	a	studio.	When	I	stood
in	the	very	center,	I	could	almost	see	the	entire
space—a	small	bedroom,	bathroom,	living
room	and	kitchen.	The	space	was	bare,	housing
only	a	beanbag	chair	and	some	plastic	cups	on
the	counter.	In	her	room	I	saw	an	air	mattress
with	my	spare	blanket	set	on	it.

“Wow,”	I	said.

“I’m	living	the	simple	life.”	Mele	laughed
and	shrugged.	“I’m	waiting	for	my	mom	to	get
back	to	me	about	delivering	my	stuff.”

I	cleared	my	throat,	not	able	to	meet
Mele’s	gaze.	“What	if	she	doesn’t?”

“What’s	my	mother	going	to	do	with	a
roomful	of	teenage	girl	clothes	and	furniture?	I
doubt	she	wants	to	keep	a	shrine	to	me	in	her
house.”



A	month	ago,	I’d	sent	Sarah	to	ask	Ms.
Alaniu	for	Mele’s	stuff.	Sarah	was	told	that	all	of
Mele’s	things,	including	her	car,	had	been
donated	to	the	Mabi	Heritage	Society,	then
she’d	slammed	the	door	in	her	face.

“Are	you	sure	you	don’t	want	to	take	that
job	with	my	grandfather?”	I	asked.

“No	offense	Dakota,	but	I’m	completely
sure,”	she	said.	“Anyway,	I	have	a	job.”

“At	a	restaurant	my	grandfather	partially
owns.	He	could	get	you	promoted—”

“Seriously	Dakota,	no.	Just	let	me	take
care	of	myself	for	a	while,	okay?	I	need	to.”	She
sighed.	“The	Juvenile	Department	is	going	to
be	paying	for	this	place	and	food	until	I’m
eighteen.	I	can	do	the	rest.	I	just	need	my
stupid	stuff	from	my	room	and	then	I’ll	be
happy.”



Sarah	caught	my	eye,	but	I	shook	my
head.	There	were	some	things	that	Mele	never
needed	to	know,	she’d	been	through	enough.

Mele	must	have	missed	the	nonverbal
communication	because	she	turned	to	me	and
asked,	“Do	you	guys	want	to	stop	by	for	my
first	shift	tonight?”

“I	wish,”	I	said,	meaning	it,	“But	we	have
—”

“Oh	yeah,	your	uncle’s	engagement	party,
sorry	I	forgot.”

“I	wish	I	could	forget	about	it	too,	this	is
Reeves’s	third	wife	and	she’s	a	nightmare,”
Lorelei	said.	“I	swear	he	only	goes	one-
hundred-percent	by	looks.”

“I’m	pretty	sure	he	also	cares	about	their
parentage	and	money,”	I	said.



“Sounds	like	a	lovely	man,”	Mele	said.

“Yeah	he’s	a	winner.	Oh,	yeah,	and	he
fired	me	yesterday.	We	can	add	that	to	his	list.”

“Well,	at	least	you	have	like	a	hundred
other	uncles	and	aunts,	right?”	she	said.

I	don’t	think	she	meant	it	like	‘you	have	a
huge	family	and	I	have	no	one’,	but	the
awkward	silence	after	her	words	probably
meant	that	I	wasn’t	the	only	one	who	realized
it.

Lorelei	tugged	on	Mele’s	arm.	“So	did
Aunt	Sharon	ever	get	back	to	you	about	whose
jurisdiction	your	under?”	she	asked.

“Yes,	and	it’s	good	news,”	Mele	said,
turning	a	smile	on	Lorelei.	“As	I’m	technically
magically	unclassifiable,	I	am	thankfully	only
under	the	jurisdiction	of	the	Draconic	Bureau.
Though	Sharon	warned	me	that	if	the	White



Hags	heard	about	me,	they	might	have	a
legitimate	claim.”	Her	soul	pulsed	with	fear.
Mele	had	had	a	pretty	severe	change	in	the
density	of	her	soul	since	she	was	first	infected,
it	was	now	even	more	dense	than	Sophie’s
strong	were-eagle	soul.

“Fortunately,	the	White	Hags	all	live	in
New	Anglo	mainland,”	I	said,	“I	know	I’ve	never
faced	one.”

“You	should	pray	you	never	have	to,”
Sophie	said.	“Almost	no	one	fights	Wyvern	Rex
Senior’s	infected	progeny	and	lives.”

“We	grew	up	with	hundreds	of	them
around,”	Sarah	said,	then	shivered,	“They
never	stopped	scaring	all	the	hells	out	of	me.”

“Wow…Thanks,	you’re	making	me	feel	a
lot	better.”	Mele	gave	me	an	‘oh	my	Gods!’



expression,	her	eyes	widening	and	nostrils
flaring.

I	laughed.

“Unless	we’re	ordered	to	report	you,	the
secret	of	your	existence	is	safe	with	us,”	Sophie
said,	completely	serious.

Alika’s	soul	churned	with	a	sudden
intensity.	“I	sure	hope	it	is	no	matter	what.”

Sophie	turned	a	glare	on	him.	“I	just	said
it	was.”

“What	an	awesome	view!”	I	said,	loudly.
“Look	Sophie,	Sarah,	you	can	see	the	West
Mabi	Mountains	from	here,	aren’t	they
beautiful?”	Everyone	looked	at	me,	a	little
startled,	then	turned	to	the	nice,	but	not
exceptional,	view.	They	all	craned	their	necks
to	see	the	West	Mabi	Mountains.



I	was	so	over	Sophie	bickering	with
everyone.	Before	Wyvern’s	most	recent	email,
Sophie	and	Sarah	had	divided	time	watching
me	between	them.	Sophie	had	nights	and	Sarah
had	days.	They’d	been	happy	because	they’d
been	able	to	go	home,	sleep,	have	a	life.	And
since	I	much	preferred	Sarah,	it	worked
beautifully	for	me.

Suddenly,	they	were	both	guarding	me
twenty-four	hours	a	day,	and	Sophie	was
constantly	snapping	at	me,	at	my	friends,	and
my	family.	Maybe	when	Wyvern	sent
additional	security	guards	she	could	get	a	day
off	for	both	our	sakes.	Sarah	had	given	me	a
heads-up	that	additional	guards	would	be
arriving	tomorrow.	Thank	goodness	they
weren’t	scheduled	to	arrive	today	with	what
we	had	planned	for	tonight.

My	greatest	hope	was	that	the	extra
guards	didn’t	arrive	early	to	find	us	missing.





Chapter	Four

Sophie	aimed	her	eagle	stare	at	me,	the
kind	of	stare	that	made	me	feel	very	much	like
a	rabbit.	“Why	did	that	man	call	us	servers	and
usher	us	into	this	dressing	room?”	Her	smile
was	downright	feral.	I	had	known	the	ruse
would	be	up	the	moment	we	boarded	the
Crimson	Midnight.	Glacier	had	given	Sophie
some	story	about	us	needing	to	travel	on	a
boat	with	the	wait	staff	for	security	reasons.	I
was	actually	surprised	we’d	made	it	this	far
without	the	twin	team	figuring	out	that	they
were	being	tricked.	Knowing	that	I’d	have	to	do
my	big	reveal	now,	didn’t	make	this	moment
any	more	enjoyable.

Nearly	identical,	Sophie	and	Sarah
towered	over	me.	Their	long,	glossy	black	hair



reflected	the	lights	of	the	dressing	room	we
stood	in.

“And,”	Sarah	whispered	while	pulling	a
slinky	dress	off	a	hanger	bar	where	several
identical	dresses	hung,	“What	is	this?”	She
waved	the	dress	at	me.

“Our	uniforms,”	I	said	with	a	grimace.	“I
think	it’s	the	wrong	size.	You	probably	want	a
smaller	one	or	you’ll	fall	out	of	it.”

They	stayed	very	quiet	for	a	moment.	My
bodyguards	officially	hated	me.	I	was	pretty
sure	that	was	what	their	death-glares	signified.
Sophie	reached	into	her	pocket	and	pulled	out
her	cell	phone.	She	pressed	the	button	to	turn
the	phone	on,	then	again.	She	looked	at	the
phone,	then	at	me.	“Sarah,	check	your	phone.”

She	did,	then	said,	“It’s	not	turning	on
either.”



Sophie	opened	the	back	of	her	phone	and
looked	to	where	she	no	longer	had	a	phone
battery.

“Want	me	to	ask	the	captain	to	turn	the
boat	around?”	Sarah	asked.

“I	really	doubt	he’d	do	that,”	I	said.

“He	will,”	Sophie	said,	snapping	at	me,
“Because	we	have	the	authority	of	the	Rex
behind	us.”

I	whispered,	“Yeah,	so,	throwing	around
the	Rex’s	name	is	not	really	going	to	help	us	on
this	boat.	It’s	actually	a	pretty	bad	idea.”	I
glanced	around	the	dressing	room,	but	aside
from	clothes	lying	haphazardly	over	every
chair,	and	makeup	pots	scattered	over	the
many	vanities	surfaces,	the	room	was	empty.
We’d	walked	into	the	room	as	dozens	of	girls
had	exited	in	their	black	slinky	dresses.	I	took	a



deep	breath.	The	air	was	almost	overwhelming
with	the	scent	of	perfumes,	powders	and
lotions.	I	exhaled	heavily	and	then	said,	“We’re
on	a	vampire	dinner	cruise.”

If	possible,	their	hate-stares	intensified.
“Impossible.	They	don’t	exist	anymore.	Annara
Sanchez	versus	the	Helfred	Corporation	made
it	illegal	nationwide	eighty	years	ago,”	Sophie
said.

I	grabbed	one	of	the	dresses	off	the
hanger	from	the	other	end.	“You	guys	don’t
need	to	come	with	me,”	I	said,	knowing	there
really	was	no	point	in	saying	it.	They	were
coming	with	me.

“I	told	you	she	was	just	biding	her	time.	I
knew	she	wasn’t	really	that	compliant,”	Sophie
whispered	to	Sarah.



Sarah	seemed	disappointed	in	me.	She
shook	her	head.	“You	can	only	lose	our	trust
this	once,	Dakota,	I	hope	you	know	that.”

“We	have	been	allowing	you	a	lot	of
freedom	in	terms	of—”

“I	know,”	I	said,	interrupting	Sophie.
“Look,	I’m	sorry	for	doing	this	to	you,	I	know
you	are	assigned	to	me	and	you	don’t	have
much	of	a	choice	but	to	follow	me	into	this.	But
I	need	to	be	here.	There	is	something	I	need	to
do	here.”	That	was	as	much	of	an	apology	as	I
was	going	to	be	able	to	give	them.	Bottom	line,
my	grandfather	ordered	me	to	be	here	doing
this,	and	so	I	was.	“We’re	going	to	be	kicked	out
of	this	dressing	room	in	about	ten	minutes.
And	if	these	vampires	find	out	who	we	are,
we’ll	be	in	serious	danger.”

The	dress	I	held	was	black	silk	with	slits
everywhere.	I	quickly	pulled	the	much	less



revealing	dress	I	was	wearing	off,	and	pulled
the	server	uniform	on.	It	didn’t	fit.	The	bust
was	ridiculously	too	large	and	the	length	too
long—even	though	I	was	in	three	inch	heels.

The	door	to	the	dressing	room	swung
open.

We	all	tensed.

“What	in	all	the	Hells	are	you	girls	doing
in	there?”	A	man’s	voice	called	in,	probably	the
skinny	bespectacled	vampire	who	found	us	and
ushered	us	in	here.	“These	vampires	aren’t
going	to	feed	themselves!	Only	time	out	on	the
floor	counts	toward	your	paycheck!”	The	door
slammed	as	he	left.

“We’ll	just	see	this	one	through,”	Sophie
whispered	to	Sarah.	She	shrugged	off	her
jacket.



“Doesn’t	look	like	we	have	much	of	a
choice,”	Sarah	said,	still	looking	upset.

As	they	changed	and	I	tried	to	pin	myself
into	decency,	Sophie	said	to	me,	“First,	no
blood	sucker	is	biting	any	of	us.	If	they’re	old
enough,	they’ll	instantly	know	what	you	and	I
are,	and	I	have	a	feeling—at	least	in	your	case
—it	will	draw	the	kind	of	attention	we	don’t
want	to	have.”

“Okay,”	I	said,	nodding.	That	one	I	was
completely	on	board	with.

“If	one	of	us	has	to	be	bitten,	Sarah	will
volunteer,”	Sophie	said.

“Understood,”	Sarah	said.

“Second,	we	are	going	in	to	do	whatever
you	are	here	to	do,	then	we	are	finding	a	place
to	hide	until	the	ship	is	safely	in	harbor	and	we



can	disembark.	No	side	trips,	no	conversations,
in,	out,	hide.	Understand?”

“The	ship	never	docks.	The	captain	of
that	wait-staff	boat	has	been	paid	off.	He’s
going	to	get	us	out	of	here	and	if	he	refuses,	I
have	his	keys.”

“This	is	an	assignment	from	your
grandfather?	Glacier	is	in	on	it?”	Sophie	asked,
her	face	showing	a	trace	of	hurt	before	she
returned	to	her	usual	stonefaced	expression.

“I	think	you’ll	find	there’s	no	verifiable
proof	of	that,”	I	said.	“Uncle	Glacier	may	have
—”

“That’s	something	we’ll	just	have	to
verify	later.	What	is	important	is:	what	are	we
doing	and	where	are	we	doing	it?”	Sophie
snapped.



“We’re	delivering	a	message	to	a
passenger,”	I	said.	“I	know	where	she	is.”

Because	the	proverbial	cat	was	out	of	the
bag,	I	pulled	out	a	small	drawstring	bag	from
the	pocket	of	my	jacket	and	opened	it.	“These
are	for	you,”	I	said,	handing	them	each	a	pair	of
earplugs.

“Why?”	Sarah	asked.

“If	you	need	them,	you’ll	know,”	I	said	in	a
low	voice.	I	took	the	little	eastern-style	portal
purse	from	my	bag.	Opening	the	purse,	I	stuck
my	hand	through	the	portal	and	placed	my
earplugs	in	there	along	with	the	boat’s	key.	I
ran	my	finger	over	my	gun	Contingency,	then
quickly	pulled	my	hand	out.	The	portal	only
allowed	someone	to	be	partially	submerged	for
thirty	seconds	before	pulling	them	through.
When	the	purse	was	closed,	no	trace	of	dracon
magic	leaked	through.	This	portal	led	directly



to	a	stone	box	in	The	Dragon	Kingdoms.	It	was
where	I	kept	Contingency	waiting	for	me	if	I
needed	it.	Unfortunately,	it	was	very	likely	that
I	would	tonight.

Last,	I	took	out	my	dampener	and	tried	to
clasp	it	onto	my	wrist.

“Wyvern	ordered	that	you’re	not	allowed
to	wear	that,”	Sophie	muttered	in	a	low,
resigned	voice.	She	took	the	bracelet	from	me
and	quickly	clasped	it	to	my	wrist.	“I	suppose	it
will	be	worth	the	risk	in	case	they	make	you	go
through	a	magic	detector.”

The	colorful	mist	that	swirled	around
each	of	the	girls	vanished	as	my	ability	to	see
souls	extinguished.	I	didn’t	much	like	wearing
the	bracelet	either.	I	mean,	the	bracelet	itself
was	not	dangerous.	All	it	did	was	dampen	my
magic	so	I	could	pass	as	a	human	to	a	magic



detector	or	any	infected	or	dracon	that	had	the
ability	to	sense	my	magic.

Three	months	ago,	five	girls	died	while
wearing	dampener	bracelets	because,	thought
to	be	humans,	they	were	forced	through	water-
portals,	something	only	humans	could	pass
through	and	survive,	and	that	scared	me.

However,	to	my	knowledge	only	one
person	could	create	water	portals—Keanu
Hale—and	I	sincerely	doubted	he	was	here.
Also,	if	he	was	here	and	wanted	to	kill	me	by
sucking	me	through	a	water	portal,	it	wouldn’t
make	a	difference	whether	I	was	wearing	the
bracelet	or	not.	I	guess	Wyvern	and	I	had	just
made	the	association	between	the	bracelet	and
dying	during	our	investigation,	and	neither	of
us	could	disassociate	the	two.

In	the	back	of	the	dressing	room,	I	found
a	small	trashcan	under	the	second	vanity.



Pulling	up	the	liner,	I	saw	three	black	necklaces
sitting	on	the	metal	at	the	bottom	of	the
trashcan.	“Nice	work	Lorelei,”	I	whispered.

“What	are	you	doing?”	Sophie	asked.

Showing	her	the	necklace	in	my	hand,	I
said,	“We	need	to	hide	these	until—”

The	door	slammed	open.	“Do	I	actually
need	to	tell	you	girls	to	get	out	on	the	floor
again?”	The	small	vampire	roared	at	us.

I	quickly	closed	my	hands	around	the
necklaces	and	dropped	them	to	my	sides.

“I’m	so	sorry!”	Sarah	said	in	a	high-
pitched	voice	that	didn’t	sound	anything	like
her	normal	voice.	“We’re	coming	now!”

When	I	rushed	to	join	her,	Sarah	took
position	ahead	of	me,	and	Sophie	was	slightly
behind.	Being	magically	blind	on	this	mission



was	the	worst	part	of	my	orders.	I’d	trained	to
be	able	to	detect	not	only	if	someone	was	a
vampire,	but	also	estimate	their	undead	age.
But	I	had	never	come	across	a	half-dragon	child
of	the	Vrykolakas	dragon	before.	There	was	a
very	strong	possibility	that	they	would	look
just	like	any	other	strong,	old	vampire	to	me.

Basically,	I	was	completely	unprepared	to
encounter	my	target.

We	exited	out	of	the	crew	floor	and
crossed	to	the	elevators.	The	small	vampire
stood	beside	us.	The	red	carpet	was	so	thick
and	soft,	my	shoes	kept	trying	to	sink	into	the
carpet.	The	walls	were	a	burnished	bronze	and
curved	to	reflect	the	light.

The	vampire	pressed	the	elevator	button
and	then	stood	there,	waiting	with	us.	I	glanced
at	him.	He	was	giving	no	indication	that	he	was
going	to	turn	around.



“Are	you	going	to	show	us	where	to	go?”	I
asked	him,	smiling.

“No,”	he	said,	not	bothering	to	look	at	me
and	pressing	the	button	again.	“I	have	been
requested	in	the	VIP	room.	You’ll	be	getting	off
at	the	main	floor.”

Oh,	crap.

When	he	turned	back	to	the	elevators,	I
stepped	behind	him.	I	reached	toward	him,	but
paused.

Glancing	around,	I	realized,	I	didn’t	even
know	what	type	of	surveillance	system	this
ship	had.

My	aunt	Carol	had	been	trying	to	hack
into	the	boat’s	security	system	ever	since	my
grandfather	learned	the	ship	existed,	with
absolutely	no	luck.	If	I	hit	him	over	the	head	or
choked	him	out,	it	was	a	very	real	possibility



security	would	have	us	in	custody	in	less	than	a
minute.

The	elevator	dinged	and	the	doors	slid
open.	The	little	vampire	stepped	away	from	me
and	into	the	elevator.	Going	to	stand	beside
him,	I	reviewed	Eventuality	Twelve	in	my	head.
The	elevator	rose	only	one	floor	at	a	high
speed,	almost	seeming	to	bounce	when	it
stopped.

When	the	elevator	doors	dinged	open,
the	vampire	pointed	to	our	left,	out	the	door.
“The	host	station	is	that	way,	at	the	front	of	the
dining	room.	Go.”

I	glanced	around	as	I	stepped	out	of	the
elevator.	We’d	stepped	into	a	secluded	alcove,
but	a	server	was	standing	there,	pressing	a
cloth	to	his	neck.	He	looked	at	us.



“That	way,”	he	said,	pointing	out	of	the
alcove,	and	to	the	left.

Unlike	any	job	before,	I	had	not	seen	any
surveillance	footage,	photographs,	or	even
heard	a	description	of	the	boat	before	entering.

The	only	words	that	I	could	think	of	to
describe	the	enormous	dining	room	of	the
dinner	cruise	would	be	lavish	or	lush.
Everything	was	draped	or	cushioned	or
clothed	with	black	satin.	It	was	like	someone
had	taken	a	large	pitcher	of	black	silk	and
poured	it	over	the	entire	large	open	space.

Giant	chandeliers	hung	above,	twinkling
light	in	all	directions.	A	man	sat	on	a	raised	and
revolving	platform,	playing	a	romantic	melody
at	on	a	piano	in	the	center	of	the	space.

The	colorfully	dressed	women	made	a
stark	contrast	to	the	black,	whereas	the	men



seemed	to	blend	into	it.	There	was	at	least	one
human	girl	or	guy	standing	by	every	table.
Some	sat	on	chairs	between	the	couples,	some
beside	each	of	the	vampires.	Many	tables	only
held	a	vampire	couple	but	some	had	large
groups.	Low	sounds	of	conversation	rumbled
through	the	room,	but	it	was	much	quieter
than	any	event	I’d	ever	been	to.

The	feeding	on	the	men	and	women
wasn’t	as	gruesome	as	I	feared.	I’d	never
actually	watched	a	vampire	feed	before.	But
seeing	the	faces	pressed	to	necks	and	the
drops	of	blood	falling	from	lips	made	a	small
ball	of	tension	form	in	my	stomach.	The
servers	didn’t	look	like	they	were	in	pain,	more
like	they	were	dazed	or	relaxed,	and	some
looked	like	they	enjoyed	it.

Searching	the	outside	of	the	dining	area,	I
saw	what	I	was	looking	for—a	staff	staircase.



Just	my	luck,	it	was	directly	behind	the	host
station	which	was	surrounded	by	servers.

Stepping	in	close	to	Sarah,	I	grabbed	her
hand	and	pressed	one	of	the	necklaces	into	it.
“Put	it	on,	but	don’t	let	anyone	see.”	It	was	a
stupid	request.	There	was	absolutely	no	way	to
put	the	necklace	on	without	anyone	seeing,
more	than	one	pair	of	eyes	were	fixed	on	us	as
we	passed.

I	held	out	another	necklace	behind	me,
hoping	that	Sophie	heard	my	request	to	Sarah
with	her	enhanced	eagle	senses.	I	knew	her
eyesight	was	crazy	strong	and	I	was	pretty	sure
her	hearing	was	enhanced	as	well.

Behind	me,	Sophie	took	the	necklace.
Holding	the	last	necklace	between	my	two
hands,	I	fastened	the	metal	clasp.	Ducking	my
head	forward,	I	quickly	pulled	the	necklace
over	my	head,	immediately	flipping	my	hair



out	of	it.	Hopefully	anyone	who	saw	me	would
just	assume	I	was	fiddling	with	my	hair.	The
black	necklace	settled	low	on	my	chest,	settling
just	above	the	top	of	my	dress.

As	we	walked	toward	the	host	station,	I
had	to	stop	myself	from	checking	if	Sophie	had
her	necklace	on.	I	just	had	to	have	faith	that
both	the	girls	had	managed	it,	as	there	was	no
way	for	me	to	covertly	check.	The	host	station
sat	beside	the	long	line	of	elevators	that	I	knew
were	for	the	vampire	diners.

Several	other	servers	were	crowded
around	the	host,	and	I	heard	the	woman	in
front	of	them	giving	them	table	numbers.

Like	all	the	other	male	servers	I’d	seen,
the	man	in	front	of	me	wore	a	black	silk	vest
over	a	muscled	chest.	On	his	back,	at	both	his
shoulders,	black	inked	designs	peeked	out.	It
looked	as	if	his	whole	back	was	covered	by	the



tattoo,	but	it	was	only	visible	at	the	two	sides,
and	a	tiny	bit	on	his	neck.

My	stomach	dropped.	The	design	seemed
familiar.	Though	I	couldn’t	see	much	of	the
tattoo,	I	recognized	the	swirling	shapes.	They
seemed	like	an	exact	match	for	Mr	Kama’s
tattoo.	Then	again,	I	could	be	wrong.

The	tattooed	server	stepped	away	and
the	hostess	jumped	when	we	she	saw	us.
“You’re	not	supposed	to	be	here!”	she	hissed,
her	voice	tight.

I	glanced	back	to	where	the	tattooed
server	went,	hoping	I	could	see	his	face,	but	he
had	vanished	into	the	dining	room.	A	sudden
intense	urge	to	abort	the	mission	overtook	my
mind.

“You’re	supposed	to	be	in	the	VIP!”	the
hostess	whispered.	She	was	wearing	a	similar



dress,	but	hers	was	a	lot	less	revealing.

“I	cleared	my	throat	and	asked,	“This	isn’t
the	VIP?”

“Definitely	not.	Oh	my	goodness,	follow
me.”	She	grabbed	Sarah’s	arm	and	I	saw	Sophie
stiffen	beside	me,	but	we	followed	the	woman.
The	hostess	was	also	a	vampire—the	small
lines	across	her	brow	and	around	her	eyes	had
yet	to	smooth	out,	which	meant	she	was	a
relatively	new	vamp.	She	threw	open	the	staff
staircase	door	and	ushered	us	in.

“One	story	up,	go,	quick.	You	don’t	want
to	keep	them	waiting,”	she	said,	shutting	the
door	behind	us.

The	moment	the	door	closed,	Sophie
said,	“What	do	you	want	us	to	say	if	we	run	into
that	vampire	from	the	dressing	rooms?”



“Say	that	a	vampire	gave	us	the	necklaces
and	told	us	to	go	up	here.”	I	started	up	the
stairs.	“I	don’t	know	if	it	will	work.	He	wasn’t
part	of	my	plan,	I’m	sorry.	I’m	really	hoping	that
we	just	blend	in	up	there.”

About	a	third	of	the	staff	downstairs	had
been	Mabiian,	it	was	possible	the	VIP	area	had
a	similar	wait	staff.	Also,	I	was	pretty	sure	the
tattooed	server	had	been	Mabiian,	though	I
hadn’t	seen	his	face.

Again,	the	thought	that	this	mission
needed	to	be	aborted	was	so	strong	I	paused
on	the	staircase.	But,	it	was	too	late,	everything
was	already	in	place	and	I	had	no	way	to	get	a
message	to	Lorelei	and	Bobby.	Lack	of
communication	channels	had	been	a	necessary
evil	in	the	plan	because	of	my	security	team.
This	mission	was	rushed,	not	planned	out
compared	to	our	usual,	exhaustive	planning.
Everything	felt	off	and	wrong.	I	knew	that	once



in	a	while	Glacier	took	on	an	impromptu
mission,	but	he	was	Glacier;	he	was	famous	for
never	failing.

The	staircase	echoed	as	our	heels	hit	the
metal	stairs	under	the	glaring	fluorescent
lights.	Concentrating	on	calming	my	body	and
mind,	I	forced	myself	to	consider	that	the
tattoo	on	that	man	could	very	well	have	been
something	completely	different.	I’d	keep	an	eye
out	for	more	tattoos	like	that,	but	I	needed	to
focus	on	the	assignment.	If	I	lost	focus,	I	could
very	well	get	everyone	here	killed.

“I’ll	take	point;	you	move	to	the	rear.”
Sophie	moved	ahead	of	us	to	push	open	the
door,	and	we	stepped	into	the	VIP	room.



Chapter	Five

Immediately	after	we	filed	out	into	the
VIP	area,	Sophie	turned	to	me,	eyes	wide	and
chin	clenched.

I	couldn’t	see	anything	around	her.
Sophie	stepped	in	so	close	I	was	sure	she	was
purposefully	blocking	my	view.

“Back	in	that	stairwell,”	she	mouthed
silently	to	Sarah	over	my	shoulder.	“Now.”

“Oh,	good,”	I	heard	a	man’s	voice	say	in	a
quiet	clipped	tone,	from	somewhere	close	to
us.	“I	am	so	glad	the	hostess	sent	up	more
servers.	Come	with	me.”

Sophie	hesitated	for	one	more	moment,
then	stepped	aside.	The	man	had	to	have	been
in	his	sixties	when	he	was	turned,	as	evident



by	his	gray	hair	and	facial	shape,	but	he’d	been
undead	long	enough	for	his	skin	to	smooth
entirely.	He	wore	a	tuxedo—obviously	he’d
been	spared	from	the	revealing	server	outfits.

We	had	come	out	at	a	similar	host	station
next	to	the	elevators,	but	this	one	was	isolated
from	the	VIP	dining	area	by	a	set	of	large,
swinging	doors.	Beside	the	doors	stood	a
vampire	who	might	have	been	seven	feet	tall.
He	was	watching	us.	As	I	glanced	at	him,	I
immediately	knew	that	the	man	was	no
vampire.	He	looked	like	a	vampire,	had	the
same	smooth	glowing	skin,	but	I	could	tell	he
was	so	much	more	than	merely	a	vampire.

My	dampener	should	have	extinguished
my	ability	to	see	souls,	any	souls,	but	I	recently
discovered	that	with	the	strongest,	most
powerful	half-dragons,	I	could	sense	their
power	even	when	dampened.



Even	with	one	glance,	I	could	see	the
guard’s	body	wreathed	in	his	dark	powerful
soul.	He	was	a	half-dragon,	a	member	of	the
most	powerful	class	of	dracon	in	existence…
And	he	was	guarding	the	door.

I	swallowed	as	he	stepped	to	block	our
entrance	into	the	doors.	As	I	expected	any
server	would	act,	I	turned	my	gaze	to	the	floor
and	didn’t	look	up	at	him	as	we	approached.

“Here	are	some	more	servers,	my	lord,”
the	host	said,	bowing.

“I’ll	need	to	check	them	for	weapons,”	he
said	with	a	distinct	Oceania	accent.	His	voice
was	so	smooth	and	quiet,	it	sent	chills	trough
my	body.

Sarah	stepped	forward	first.	The	dracon
reached	up	then	ran	his	fingers	through	Sarah’s
hair,	his	hands	paused	to	feel	around	her	neck.



“That	feels	nice,”	Sarah’s	voice	came	out
with	more	than	a	touch	of	flirtation	in	it.	His
gaze	remained	cold	as	his	hands	kept	moving,
patting	her	down.	Though	he	was	thorough,	I
also	got	the	impression	he	did	it	clinically,	not
enjoying	himself	in	the	least.

“All	right,	wait	here,”	the	dracon	said.

When	Sarah	stepped	aside,	I	stepped	up
to	the	dracon.	I	turned	my	gaze	down,	hoping
that	he	would	consider	me	meek	and	wouldn’t
look	too	closely	at	my	face.	I	wasn’t	in	luck.
Before	he	even	started	checking	my	hair,	I	felt
his	fingers	on	my	chin	and	he	lifted	my	chin	up
until	my	gaze	met	his.

His	eyes	were	fiercely	blue.	“How	old	are
you?”

Strangely,	his	face	didn’t	have	that
unearthly	beauty	I’d	come	to	associate	with



half	dragons.	He	was	by	no	means	unattractive,
but	under	his	smooth	skin	his	features	were
rougher,	wider,	and	less	refined	than	any	other
half	dragon	I’d	seen.	His	hair	was	dark	too,
something	that	I	had	not	expected	from
someone	from	Oceania.

“I’m	nineteen,”	I	lied,	my	voice	quivering.

His	gaze	roamed	my	face,	as	if	he	knew	I
was	lying.	Honestly,	I	didn’t	look	nineteen,	I
didn’t	even	look	my	age—seventeen.	I	had
inherited	my	aspect	young,	and	my	aging	had
slowed	ever	since.

He	looked	young	too,	maybe	eighteen,
though	that	didn’t	mean	much	in	the	dracon
world.	Just	about	the	time	I	thought	he	would
send	me	packing,	his	fingers	started	threading
through	my	hair,	when	he	caressed	over	my
neck,	his	eyes	widened	just	a	little.	“You’ve
never	been	bitten,”	he	said	in	a	low	voice.



“No,”	I	whispered.

He	glanced	down	at	my	lips,	then	looked
into	my	eyes	for	another	few	seconds.	I	kept
his	gaze,	but	willed	my	eyes	to	reflect	how
much	he	intimidated	me.

“If	you	change	your	mind,	no	one	on	this
boat	will	force	you.”

“I	won’t	change	my	mind.”

He	gazed	at	me	for	another	second,	then
nodded.

Taking	his	hands	off	my	neck,	the	dracon
grabbed	my	wrist	with	my	charm	bracelet	and
lifted	it	to	his	face.	I	looked	to	his	mouth,
wondering	if	he	was	about	to	bare	his	fangs
and	bite	me.	But	his	mouth	didn’t	open.	He
leaned	in	toward	my	bracelet	and	sniffed.



“This	has	a	very	low	level	of	magic,”	he
said,	glancing	at	the	blue	charm	on	my	charm
bracelet.

No	magic	detector	I	had	ever	stepped
through	had	detected	the	water	magic	on	my
charm.	Either	his	sense	of	smell	was	more
accurate	than	a	magic	detector,	or	magic
detectors	didn’t	check	for	human	magic.

He	passed	right	over	my	portal	ring	but
took	a	deeper	inhale	at	my	bracelet,	closing	his
eyes.	He	opened	his	eyes	to	stare	into	mine.
“What	does	this	do?”

“It’s	an	enhancement,”	I	whispered.	“For
energy.”

He	nodded.	I	stayed	silent	as	his	hands
softly	and	impersonally	checked	the	rest	of	my
body	for	weapons.	I	had	hoped	his	hands	would



pass	right	over	my	little	eastern	portal	purse,
but	they	stopped	directly	over	it.

“What	is	this?”	he	asked.	Though	he	was
crouching	and	I	was	standing,	I	didn’t	have	to
look	far	down	to	meet	his	gaze.

“I	keep	it	for	luck,”	I	said.

“Take	it	out	for	me,	please,”	he	said,
thankfully	not	going	in	to	get	it.

Reaching	into	the	slit	in	my	dress,	I
unpinned	the	small	portal	purse	and	handed	it
to	him.	Out	of	the	corner	of	my	eye,	I	saw	Sarah
standing	behind	the	dracon,	her	eyes	fixed	on
the	purse.

My	heart	wanted	to	speed	up,	but	I	kept
my	breathing	even.	While	he	concentrated	on
the	purse,	I	pretended	to	rub	my	wrist	and	put
my	fingers	on	the	clasp	of	my	bracelet.	If	he
opened	the	purse	and	discovered	the	portal	to



my	gun,	I’d	only	have	a	second	to	unclasp	my
bracelet	and	paralyze	him	with	my	ability.	He
might	even	react	too	fast	for	me	to	get	a	good
enough	hold	on	him.

Slowly,	he	ran	his	fingers	over	the	outside
of	the	purse.	It	always	looked	and	felt	empty,
but	the	vampire	was	very	thorough.	He	bent
the	purse	this	way	and	that.	His	large	fingers
clasped	around	the	zipper.

“The	zipper	is	stuck,	it	might	fall	apart,”	I
whispered.	“It	was	my	mother’s.”

He	looked	into	my	gaze,	eyes	narrowing
fractionally.	Raising	the	purse	to	his	nose,	he
sniffed.	Then	he	took	one	more	long	inhale
through	his	nose	directly	over	the	zipper.	“All
right,”	he	said.

When	he	handed	the	purse	back,	I	quickly
pinned	it	to	my	dress.	It	was	awkward,



reaching	into	my	dress	again	while	he
crouched	in	front	of	me.	It	took	a	second	for	me
to	re-pin	it.

After	showing	him	my	shoes,	he	finally
sent	me	to	stand	by	Sarah.

When	the	dracon	got	to	Sophie	he	smiled.
“She’ll	love	you,”	he	said.	He	ran	his	fingers
through	her	hair.	From	where	I	stood,	I	had	a
perfect	view	of	her	scowl.	Sophie	seriously
needed	to	work	on	her	acting	skills.	She	looked
as	if	she	was	three	seconds	from	trying	to	gut
the	dracon.

“What	are	you?”	he	asked.	“Hawk?
Condor?”

“Eagle,”	she	snapped.

“I	hope	you	know	that	we’re	stronger	and
faster	than	you.	When	we	get	in	there,	if	you



give	any	sign	of	transforming,	one	of	us	will	kill
you.”

“I	know	that,”	she	said.

“Good,”	he	said.	“Usually	I	would	never
allow	a	were-predator	in,	but	she	has	a	taste
for	avian	weres.	All	eyes	and	swords	will	be
aimed	on	you.”	When	his	fingers	were	around
her	neck	he	said,	“It’s	been	a	couple	months	for
you,	and	a	claiming	mark—”

“He’s	dead,”	she	said,	defiantly.	For	some
reason,	even	though	I	had	no	idea	what	they
were	talking	about,	I	was	pretty	sure	she	was
telling	the	truth.

“By	you?”	his	voice	was	low,	almost	a
growl.

“No,”	she	said.	“Not	by	me.”



They	didn’t	say	anything	else	as	he
checked	her	for	weapons,	and	after	another
couple	of	minutes	she	was	instructed	to	stand
by	us.

“Should	I	take	them	to	the	main	area,
sir?”	the	host	asked	the	dracon.

“No,”	he	said,	“These	ones	go	to	the
Regina.	I’ll	take	them	in.”

“Yes,	sir,”	he	moved	back	to	stand	behind
the	host	station.

“Go	on	in	and	walk	ahead	of	me,”	the
dracon	said.

We	all	nodded,	and	Sophie	opened	the
heavy	door,	letting	Sarah	and	I	walk	ahead	of
her.	But	as	soon	as	we	were	through,	Sophie
again	took	the	lead.



“Head	to	your	left,”	the	dracon	said,
following	us	in.

The	VIP	area	was	like	a	smaller	yet	more
lavish	mirror	image	to	the	main	area	of	the
cruise	ship.	But	where	downstairs	was	entirely
draped	in	black,	the	VIP	area	was	overflowing
with	white	satin.	The	chandeliers	gave	off	a	low
light,	but	every	white	satin	table	seemed	to
gleam	as	we	passed.

The	area	was	not	as	small	and	exclusive
as	I	assumed	it	would	be.	There	were	perhaps	a
hundred	or	so	tables	and	three	times	as	many
servers.	A	small	group	of	musicians	stood	on	a
raised	platform,	and	a	beautiful	vampire
woman	closed	her	eyes	and	swayed	her	hips
gently	as	she	sang	in	a	language	I	didn’t
recognize.

We	walked	along	the	dining	room,
directly	toward	another	dracon	vampire.	He



also	had	that	telltale	wreath	of	power,	though
his	was	considerably	less	than	the	dracon
following	behind	us	closely.

All	I	could	see	was	his	back	and	bright	red
hair,	as	his	face	was	buried	in	the	neck	of	a
female	server.	He	lifted	her	completely	off	the
floor	as	her	blonde	long	hair	draped	over	his
arm.	We	came	to	stand	before	him,	waiting
until	he	finished	feeding.	After	another	full
minute	of	waiting,	he	raised	his	head	from	the
woman’s	neck.

“Harrison,”	the	new	dracon	said,	giving
the	dracon	beside	us	a	big	smile	with	a	little
blood	on	his	teeth.	He	dropped	the	server	in
his	arms.

She	staggered	and	nearly	fell,	grabbing
the	wall	to	keep	her	upright.	She	turned,
staggering	away	with	one	hand	on	the	wall.
One	of	her	straps	had	slipped	down	her



shoulder	and	I	saw	just	a	peek	of	a	swirling
tattoo	on	her	back.

I	jumped	as	I	heard	the	smack	of	this	new
dracon	clapping	the	dracon	who	must	be
Harrison	on	his	back.	“Are	you	finally	taking	a
break?”

“No	Benjamin,	not	while	there	might	be
traffic	entering	the	upstairs,”	Harrison	said.
“These	servers	have	been	checked.”

The	new	dracon,	Benjamin,	surveyed
each	of	us,	a	still-bloody	smile	on	his	face.
“Well,	let’s	send	them	in.	My,	my,	you’ve
brought	us	regional	cuisine.”

I	glanced	over	at	Sophie	and	Sarah,
resisting	the	urge	to	roll	my	eyes.	Our
complexions	perhaps	had	a	similar	coppery
color,	mine	a	little	darker	tone,	but	besides
that,	we	looked	nothing	alike.	I	guess	this



dracon	couldn’t	tell	the	difference	between
someone	of	native	New	Anglan	and	Mabiian
descent,	or	didn’t	care	enough	to	try.

Benjamin	looked	back	up	at	Harrison,
“You	really	want	to	miss	out	on	these?”

Sophie	tensed	beside	me.

Looking	over	at	her,	I	squeezed	my	hands
into	fists.

“I	think	I’ll	survive,”	Harrison	said.

“All	right,	all	right.	Well,	at	least	go	in
there	and	check	in	with	Imogen,”	Benjamin
said,	with	a	good-natured	wink,	“That	one	is	an
order.”

“Yes,	sir.”	Harrison’s	voice	held	a	trace	of
sarcasm.



Benjamin	turned	to	the	solid	metal	door
behind	him.	Instead	of	a	doorknob,	he	turned	a
wheel,	then	pushed	the	door	open.

Beyond	the	door	yet	another	satin	color
scheme	greeted	us,	this	time	crimson.	Of
course	it	would	be	crimson.	The	space	was
considerably	smaller	and	darker	than	the	two
previous	areas.	The	chandelier	overhead
flickered	with	candle	light.

Deep	crimson	satin	covered	the	walls	and
furniture.	A	group	of	large	sofas	surrounded	a
fireplace	where	a	large	fire	blazed.	The	light
from	the	fire	flickered	on	the	cloth	walls.

As	we	crossed	the	room	to	the	oversized
couches,	I	moved	my	gaze	over	the	scene.
Aside	from	the	two	dracons	beside	us,	I
counted	ten	other	half-dracon	vampires.	There
were	other	vampires	as	well,	but	I	couldn’t	be
sure	whether	they	were	conventional	vampires



or	descendants	of	the	half-dragons.	Many	of
them	stood	with	the	sharp	vigilance	of	guards,
while	others	lounged	across	the	couches.

Harrison	gestured	for	the	three	of	us	to
join	the	small	group	of	servers	waiting	behind
the	couches.

I	didn’t	see	Bobby	until	I	was	directly
behind	him.	He	was	lounging	on	a	couch	facing
away	from	the	door,	his	arm	casually	over
Lorelei’s	shoulders.	From	this	angle,	looking
over	their	heads,	I	had	a	perfect	view	of
Lorelei’s	hand	on	her	lap.	On	her	finger	sat	a
portal	ring,	nearly	identical	to	my	portal	ring.
The	ring	had	a	portal	only	emotions	passed
through,	and	it	led	directly	to	my	grandfather.

I	allowed	myself	a	moment	of	relief.	My
grandfather	had	predicted	that	Imogen	would
offer	Bobby	a	server.	He	said	she	would	do	it	as
a	veiled	insult,	offering	him	one	of	the	people



that	were	truly	under	his	guardianship.
Thankfully,	she	must	have	paid	him	that	insult
because	it	looked	like	he	was	able	to	select
Lorelei.

Lorelei	sat	comfortably	under	his	arm,
looking	completely	at	ease.	Bobby	sitting	with
his	arm	around	one	of	us	was	such	a	normal
sight,	it	was	almost	surreal	in	such	a	dangerous
setting.	I	was	glad	she	was	there	with	him;	I
might	not	have	been	able	to	keep	in	character
if	I’d	walked	in	on	one	of	these	blood	suckers
snacking	on	my	sister.	Even	though	she	was
my	younger	sister,	the	dress	fit	her	perfectly,
and	I	am	sure	more	than	one	of	these	jerks	saw
what	a	knockout	she	was.

No	one	paid	us	any	attention	as	we
entered,	which	was	a	good	thing	because	I	was
measuring	the	space	between	each	dracon.
Lorelei	and	Bobby	also	gave	no	indication	that
they	were	aware	of	our	presence.



Imogen	was	unmistakable.	Fire	seemed
to	wreathe	around	her	as	she	sat	directly	in
front	of	it.	Her	hair	was	down	and	so	vibrantly
red	I	could	have	mistaken	it	for	flames.	The
small	brazier	set	into	the	table	in	the	middle	of
the	group	sent	light	flickering	across	her
beautiful	face.	Now	she	had	one	of	those
perfect	faces	I	associated	with	half	dragons—
unnaturally	beautiful.	She	smiled	at	Harrison,
“Brother,	where	have	you	been	all	night?”	Her
Oceania	accent	was	light,	but	I	still	heard	it.

“Securing	the	floor,”	he	said.

“Why?”	she	said,	snickering	and	shaking
her	head.	“We	brought	guards	for	that.	I
brought	you	for	your	company.”

He	inhaled	through	his	nose.	“I’m	the	only
one	you	brought	who	can	smell	magic.”



“Well,	you’ve	done	enough.	Come	sit	with
me,	and	for	my	sake,	relax.	That	is	an	order.”
She	patted	the	seat	beside	her	with	a	delicate
pale	hand.	“Robert,	have	you	met	my	youngest
brother,	Harrison?”

“In	a	manner	of	speaking,”	Bobby
chuckled.	“But	not	officially.	Nice	to	meet	you,
man.	Call	me	Bobby.”	Bobby	reached	out,
offering	his	hand	to	Harrison.

Harrison	hesitated,	looking	down	at	my
uncle.	After	too	long	of	a	pause,	he	shook
Bobby’s	hand.	“Nice	to	meet	you.”

“Harrison,	come	sit,”	Imogen	said,	half-
amused,	half-exasperated.	She	smacked	the
seat	beside	her.	“It	is	an	order	that	you	do	not
do	any	more	work	tonight.	James,”	she
snapped	at	one	of	the	dracons	sitting	on	the
couch,	“Send	one	of	your	children	out	to	take
Harrison’s	place.”



The	dracon,	who	I	presumed	was	James,
gave	a	hand	signal	to	one	of	the	vampires	that
were	standing	vigilant	and	the	man
immediately	left	the	room.

Imogen	turned	completely	to	Harrison	as
he	crossed	the	room	and	sat	beside	her.	“When
was	the	last	time	you	ate?”	she	asked	him.
“How	many	hours	has	it	been?”

“I	can	go	days—”

“No,	you	can’t,”	she	said,	shaking	her
head.	“Pick	a	human	and	eat	something	now.”

I	saw	his	jaw	clench,	but	his	gaze	roved
over	the	group	of	servers	I	was	standing	in.

When	his	gaze	passed	me,	I	stared	into
his	eyes.	His	gazed	passed	onto	the	next	girl,
but	then	he	glanced	back.	I	willed	him	to	pick
me	as	his	bright	blue	gaze	burned	into	mine.
Inhaling,	I	made	myself	glance	away,	then	back



up	into	his	eyes,	giving	him	a	small	smile	as	I
did.

His	lip	twitched	into	the	barest	of	smiles,
then	he	gave	me	a	very	small	nod	before	his
focus	turned	back	to	Imogen.

Keeping	my	eyes	on	the	floor,	I	walked
between	the	couches	and	along	the	center
brazier	to	the	couch	where	Imogen	sat.	I	had
aimed	directly	for	the	space	between	Imogen
and	Harrison,	but	when	I	was	about	to	sit
down,	Harrison’s	strong	hands	grabbed	me	by
my	waist	and	set	me	down	on	his	other	side.
His	arm	remained	around	my	waist,	though	I
was	pretty	sure	he	never	turned	his	attention
from	his	monarch.

He	didn’t	feed	on	me,	or	touch	me	other
than	keeping	his	arm	firmly	around	my	waist.

Glancing	over,	I	immediately	knew	that
the	distance	between	Imogen	and	me	was



much	too	far	for	me	to	casually	touch	her.	If	I
wanted	to	threaten	her,	I’d	basically	need	to
crawl	over	Harrison’s	lap	and	grab	her.

I	knew	in	my	gut	that	I	wouldn’t	be	able	to
reach	her	while	Harrison	sat	between	us.	He
might	as	well	have	been	an	impenetrable	wall
of	defense.

There	was	an	alternative	target	of	course.
Unless	Imogen	was	faking	it,	she	obviously
cared	about	her	younger	brother	Harrison.
Ideally,	I	would	have	to	touch	her,	but	maybe
the	threat	might	be	just	as	effective	if	I
demonstrated	my	ability	on	Harrison.

“Robert,”	Imogen	said,	“Harrison	here	is
the	brother	I’m	seeking	a	contract	for.	He’s
young,	has	no	wives	nor	children,	and	he’s
arguably	my	most	powerful	brother.	I	know
your	father	has	more	than	one	suitable



granddaughter	for	the	match,	yet	all	evening,
whenever	I	bring	it	up,	you	change	the	subject.”

Bobby	chuckled.	“To	be	honest,	I	don’t
have	the	authority	to	arrange	a	contract
between	our	families.”

“Then	why	did	he	send	you?”	she	said	in	a
clipped	tone.

“Well,	I	appreciate	you	being	frank	with
me,	so	I’ll	do	you	the	same	favor.	My	father
doesn’t	trust	you,	he	assumed	you’d	abduct
anyone	he	sent	onto	your	ship.	He	sent	me
because	I’m	the	only	one	of	his	children	that
inherited	his	ability	to	teleport.	But,	I’d	be
happy	to	relay	a	message	for	you.”

Although	everyone	had	already	been
silent	during	their	exchange,	the	hush	that
followed	Bobby’s	statement	had	a	tangible
weight	to	it.



Slowly,	I	slipped	my	right	hand	across
and	off	my	lap.	The	position	made	me	look
vulnerable,	as	I	had	to	cross	one	arm	under	the
other,	like	I	was	hugging	myself.	I	moved	my
hand	back	to	where	Harrison	still	held	me
gently	at	my	waist.	Placing	my	hand	over	his,	I
made	skin-to-skin	contact.

He	didn’t	shake	my	hand	off	or	pull	away
as	I	feared	he	would.	Instead,	he	slipped	his
hand	back	and	placed	his	fingers	over	mine.

I	had	the	contact,	now	I	just	needed	to	use
my	teeth	to	unclasp	my	charm	bracelet	when	it
was	time.

Across	the	room	I	saw	both	Sarah	and
Sophie,	their	gaze	intent	on	me.	Sophie	had
edged	her	way	away	from	the	other	servers,
standing	almost	in	between	the	couches.	I
pointedly	ignored	her,	not	wanting	to	draw
attention.



I	glanced	again	at	the	group	around	us.
Aside	from	Imogen	and	Harrison,	the	seven
other	half-dragons	seated	around	us	looked
very	similar.	All	of	them	had	been	blessed	with
the	other-worldly	good	looks	gene,	and	maybe
because	they	all	had	the	same	father,	it	made
them	look	disconcertingly	similar	to	each
other	with	their	matching	tawny	complexions
and	hair	the	same	vibrant	orangey-red	color	of
a	hibiscus kokio.	Each	of	them	had	at	least	one
server	beside	them,	most	of	them	women.
Some	of	them	had	multiple	servers.	Though	a
few	of	the	servers	looked	dazed	or	had	blood
on	their	necks,	no	one	was	currently	feeding.
The	half-dragon	who	had	escorted	us	in	with
Harrison	was	gone.

After	a	full	minute	of	silence,	Imogen
blew	out	a	laugh.	“Well,	then,”	she	said.	“Since
we’ve	decided	to	be	frank	with	each	other,	I’ll



just	come	out	and	tell	you	what	I	want.	I’ve
been	told	that	your	father	has	granddaughters
with	twice	the	level	of	power	as	any	other	one-
eighth	blood	dragon.	I	want	them	in	my
family.”

“That’s	an	unsubstantiated	rumor,”
Bobby	said,	shaking	his	head.	“We	don’t	know
who	made	it	up	or	spread	it	around.	You’re	not
the	first	dracon	who’s	tried	to	find	my	father’s
mythical	granddaughters	and	been
disappointed.”

Imogen	smiled	at	him.	“You’re	forgetting
something	Robert.”

Bobby	smiled,	leaning	back	even	more
into	his	couch.	“Not	surprising,	I’m	a	pretty
forgetful	guy.”

The	smile	she	gave	him	whispered	of
victory.	“You	forget	my	contract	with	your



brother	Kaipo.”

From	the	corner	of	my	eye,	I	saw	Lorelei
glance	over	sharply,	before	looking	back	to	her
lap.

The	arm	around	me	tensed,	his	fingers
pressing	into	mine.	After	a	second,	he	relaxed.

“I	didn’t	know	that,	but	I’m	only	forty.	My
father	has	never	mentioned	it,”	Bobby	said.

Not	only	had	my	grandfather	failed	to
mention	it,	he’d	lied.	He’d	specifically	told	us	he
had	avoided	any	contracts	with	her,	and	he
definitely	did	not	in	any	way	mention	that
Imogen	had	had	a	previous	contract	with	my
father.

“Regardless,”	Bobby	said,	“Kaipo	died
almost	six	years	ago	and	he	never	got	married
or	had	any	children.	I’m	a	bit	confused	on	your
meaning.”



“That’s	not	what	I	heard,”	Imogen	said.	“I
was	told	he	had	three	daughters,	at	least	one	of
them	a	suitable	age	for	this	contract.	I	was	told
by	a	very	reliable	source.”

“I	am	sorry	to	tell	you	this,	and	I	mean	no
disrespect,	but	your	reliable	source	was
wrong.”	Bobby	rubbed	the	back	of	his	head.	“I
love	my	nieces,	but	they’re	just	run	of	the	mill,
normal	one-eighth-blood	dracons.”

“Even	the	one	who	is	in	a	contract	with
the	Wyvern	Rex?”	Imogen	articulated	her
words	slowly.	“Robert,	did	you	really	think	that
I	would	not	be	informed	about	a	contract
between	your	family	and	the	Wyvern	Rex?”

“We	hoped.”	Bobby	smiled.	“Mr.
Manderson	vacationed	here	and	he	took	a
liking	to	my	niece.”	He	shrugged.	“She’s	spunky
and	cute.	We	don’t	expect	the	contract	to	last
much	longer	now	that	he’s	returned	to	New



Anglo.	Actually,	we	were	hoping	the	whole
thing	would	blow	over	before	it	drew	too	much
attention.	We’d	have	said	no,	but	you	can’t
really	say	no	to	your	monarch.”	He	grinned	a
‘you	know	what	I	mean’	grin,	and	looked
around	the	room.

“Wyvern	Manderson	is	not	the	only
monarch	it	is	hard	to	say	no	to,”	Imogen	said.	“I
think	you’ll	find	I	can	be	very	persuasive.”

The	threat	silenced	my	uncle	and
lingered	in	the	air.

“The	last	thing	we	want	is	to	be	the
battlefield	for	a	power	struggle	between	you
and	the	Rex.	Honestly,	I	doubt	he’d	even	care	if
the	contract	between	him	and	my	niece
dissolved—”

“You	keep	saying	‘my	niece’,	‘my	niece’.
Why	don’t	we	just	use	her	name?	Dakota,”



Imogen	said.

Bobby	cleared	his	throat,	his	shoulders
bunched	in	the	first	sign	of	tension.	“What	I
was	saying	was…	the	Rex	probably	wouldn’t
care	if	the	contract	dissolved.	We	expect	it	to
happen	any	day	now.	He’s	made	it	perfectly
clear	that	he	only	kept	it	for	so	long	out	of
respect	for	my	father.	I’m	sure	it	wouldn’t	look
good	to	go	after	a	girl	the	Rex	has	already	lost
interest	in	pursuing.	Also,	her	father	was	my
brother	Lorien,	I’m	not	sure	if	you’ve	ever	met
him.”	Bobby	tapped	his	finger	on	his	knee	in	a
rhythm,	tap,	tap,	hold,	repeated	three	times.

Abort.



Chapter	Six

Abort.

A	hot	flash	of	fear	roared	through	me	and
before	I	could	control	my	reaction,	my	whole
body	tensed.

The	arm	that	had	been	wrapped	tightly
around	me	moved,	Harrison’s	hand	letting	go
of	mine	and	I	felt	his	thumb	start	to	make	slow
circles	on	my	back.	He	found	a	knot	in	my
muscle	and	my	back	tingled	as	he	worked	on	it.
I	might	be	misjudging	the	situation;	I	had
recently	proven	myself	a	pretty	bad	judge	of
character,	but	I	really	felt	that	Harrison	was
trying	to	comfort	me.

A	glance	up	at	him	told	me	that	though
his	attention	was	on	his	sister,	his	quick
glances	confirmed	he	was	very	aware	of	me.



I	knew	Bobby	wouldn’t	take	Lorelei	out
until	I	confirmed	that	I’d	retrieved	my	phone
from	the	wait-staff	boat	and	I	was	safely	on	my
way	to	shore.	Unfortunately,	our	previous	exit
strategy	did	not	account	for	me	being	tucked	in
Harrison’s	arm.

Obviously	threatening	him	to	get	out	of
there	was	no	longer	an	option.	I	closed	my
eyes,	knowing	there	was	only	one	real	course
of	action	I	could	take	to	get	me	out	of	this	room
and	in	a	position	to	escape	the	boat.

As	Harrison	was	so	much	taller	than	me,	I
had	to	lift	my	butt	off	the	seat	and	stretch	until
my	mouth	was	directly	beside	his	ear.	I	waited
for	a	second,	trying	to	gauge	his	reaction	to	me
moving	so	close	to	him.	He’d	tolerated	my
touch	earlier,	but	I	had	not	seen	any	of	the
other	servers	trying	to	get	attention	from	the
dracons.



Harrison	turned	his	head,	his	cheek
brushing	mine.

I	released	a	small	hitched	breath.	“I
thought	I	would	be	able	to	do	this,	but	I’m
scared,”	I	whispered	in	a	very	low	voice,	“I
mean…	I	want	you	to	bite	me,	but	not	in	front
of	all	these	people.”

He	pulled	his	head	back	to	look	at	me.	He
examined	my	face	carefully,	his	expression
showing	nothing.	For	a	minute,	I	was	sure	he
didn’t	buy	it,	but	then	his	hand	squeezed	my
shoulder.	He	turned	to	his	sister	and	said	in	a
low	voice,	“Would	you	mind	if	I	excused	myself
for	a	short	while?	I	would	like	to	eat	in	private.”

Imogen	turned	to	him,	looking
exasperated.	She	sighed.	“Fine,	but	not	for	too
long.”	She	reached	over	and	patted	his	hand.
“I’d	like	you	to	be	here	if	I	need	you	to	agree	to
any	terms.”



Obviously	she	wasn’t	giving	up	on	the
whole	me	and	her	brother	in	a	contract	idea,	if
she	only	realized	he	literally	had	me	in	his
arms.	Harrison	somewhat	lifted	me	to	my	feet,
then	stood	beside	me.	With	a	proprietary	hand
on	my	back,	he	led	me	through	the	room.

Sophie	stood	almost	directly	in	my	path
as	we	passed	the	end	of	the	couch.	Follow,	I
tried	to	tell	her	with	my	eyes.

She	must	have	understood	because	she
stepped	out	of	our	path	and	toward	Sarah,	who
looked	equally	ready	to	pounce.	I	did	not	have
to	fake	the	sigh	of	relief	I	felt	as	we	passed	from
the	crimson	room.	I	glanced	around	the
moment	we	stepped	through	the	door,	hoping
that	that	same	dracon	would	be	at	the	door	to
grab	Harrison’s	attention,	but	he	wasn’t	there.
As	we	walked	through	the	VIP	lounge,	the
likelihood	that	Harrison	would	get	distracted



long	enough	for	me	to	make	my	escape
continued	to	lessen.

I	had	no	idea	where	he	would	take	me	so
we	could	be	alone.	I	was	certain	however,	that
if	he	got	me	alone,	he’d	expect	to	feed	on	me.

It	was	possible	that	my	dampener	charm
would	make	me	taste	like	a	human,	but	it	was
just	as	likely	that	the	moment	Harrison	bit	me,
the	jig	would	be	up.

It	was	also	pretty	obvious	to	me	that
Bobby	aborted	the	mission	because	he	didn’t
want	me	and	Lorelei	to	reveal	our	powers	to
Imogen.	If	I	had	to	fight	Harrison	off,	I’d	have	to
do	it	the	old	fashioned	way—by	pulling	out	my
gun.

At	the	final	doorway,	I	turned	and	looked
back	as	we	stepped	through,	but	Sophie	and
Sarah	weren’t	following.	Stopping	in	front	of
the	elevators,	I	turned	to	Harrison.	Though	his



hand	stayed	firmly	on	my	back,	his	gaze
actively	examined	our	surroundings.

“Did	anyone	come	in	or	out	of	the	VIP
area?”	Harrison	asked	the	vampire-dracon
who	had	taken	his	place	as	guard.

“No	one,	sir,”	the	guard	said,	promptly.
When	I	glanced	at	him,	it	was	obvious	that	he
looked	almost	identical	to	the	group	of	half-
dragons	from	the	couch.	I	could	not	see	any
power	wreathing	him,	aside	from	his	other-
worldly	beauty,	with	my	dampener	on	I
perceived	him	just	as	a	vampire.

“Make	sure	no	one	else	does	before	I
return.	I’m	not	sure	how	long	I’ll	be,	so	have	the
host	seat	whoever	comes	downstairs	and
refund	them	if	you	have	to,”	Harrison	said.
“Also,	please	don’t	let	anyone	into	the	elevator
to	the	roof.



The	guard	nodded.	“I	understand,	sir.”

The	elevator	on	the	end	dinged,	then
opened.	Leading	me	into	the	elevator	car,
Harrison	flashed	a	smile	at	me.	I	didn’t	see
fangs.	I	hadn’t	seen	them	on	Imogen	or	her
other	brothers	either.

I	wondered	if	it	would	hurt	to	be	bitten.
I’d	actually	never	even	considered	letting	a
vampire	bite	me	in	my	life.	I	knew	that
celebrity	dracons	sometimes	had	bites,	usually
under	headlines	like,	‘Living	the	Party	Lifestyle
in	Vangolas’.	But	the	idea	of	letting	fangs	sink
into	my	neck	for	some	sort	of	thrill	had	never
appealed	to	me.	It	was	strange	to	know	that
both	Sarah	and	Sophie	had	been	bitten	before.
From	the	sound	of	it,	Sophie	might	have	had	a
whole	relationship	with	a	vampire.

Harrison	pressed	the	button	labeled
‘roof’	and	we	started	moving	up.	I	noticed	this



elevator	moved	considerably	slower	and	more
smoothly	than	the	staff	elevator	we	had
originally	come	up	in.

The	servers	didn’t	seem	all	that	unhappy
about	being	bitten,	though	being	bitten	was
their	job	so	their	reactions	might	not	mean
much.

If	Harrison	fed	from	me,	he	would
probably	leave	me	afterward	and	I	could	just
walk	away	with	no	one	suspecting	anything.
But	it	was	just	as	likely	that	if	he	bit	me,	he
would	not	only	have	me	weakened	and	in	a
vulnerable	position,	he’d	figure	out	who	I	was.

Another	big	risk	was	that	if	Harrison	bit
me,	Wyvern	would	flip	out.	Yeah,	I	broke	up
with	Wyvern	and	he	didn’t	really	have	any	right
to	be	possessive	over	me,	but	from	Wyvern’s
prospective,	he	had	every	right	to	me,	to	be
possessive	over	me,	to	tell	me	what	I	could	and



could	not	do.	Basically,	he	thought	he	owned
me.

That	thought	really	pissed	me	off.	I	would
never	be	complacent	with	the	idea	that	Wyvern
could	just	claim	me,	and	when	I	told	him	it	was
over,	he	could	just	refuse	to	listen.	It	also
pissed	me	off	that	my	security	guards	thought
that	they	should	warn	me	off	flirting	when	I
needed	to	for	my	job.	They	just	decided	that	I
owed	Wyvern	absolute	fidelity	because	he
claimed	me	as	his	possession.

The	elevator	doors	opened,	but	Harrison
didn’t	move,	he	stared	down	at	me.	He	might
have	been	staring	for	a	while.	“What	are	you
thinking?”

I	looked	up	into	his	bright	blue	gaze.
“Nothing.”	I	smiled.	“A	lot	of	things	actually,	but
they’re	really	not	important.”



“Come	out	here.”	He	gestured	to	a
rooftop	patio.

We	stepped	out	into	the	night.	With	only
the	boat’s	lights	around	us,	stars	lit	up	the	rest
of	the	sky.	The	area	we	stood	on	was	large	with
a	couple	outdoor	couches,	chairs	and	lit
fireplaces,	but	no	one	was	out	there.
Thankfully,	tall	glass	walls	surrounded	us	on	all
sides,	keeping	out	the	wind.

“What	is	your	name?”	Harrison	asked	me,
drawing	my	attention	back	to	him.

I	gave	him	a	small	smile.	“Does	it
matter?”

“Yes,	I’d	like	to	know.”

“You	like	your	regional	cuisine	to	have	a
name?”	I	raised	an	eyebrow	at	him.



His	jaw	clenched.	“My	brother	is	an
asshole.	I	don’t	feel	the	same	way	about
humans	as	he	does.”

As	Harrison	stepped	closer,	I	felt	my
heartbeat	quicken.	I	should	be	talking	him	out
of	biting	me.	I	should	be	telling	him	I	have
some	horrible	communicable	disease.	I	should
be	pulling	out	my	gun.	Instead,	I	was	staring	at
his	mouth,	curious	about	how	it	would	feel	to
have	his	fangs	puncture	my	neck.

It	would	be	a	bold	move,	bold	enough	that
perhaps	Wyvern	would	dissolve	the	contract.

Harrison’s	chest	was	inches	from	mine
and	I	knew	that	this	was	the	moment	for	me	to
voice	an	objection.	There	were	about	a
thousand	reasons	why	I	should	do	everything
in	my	power	to	stop	him.

Yet,	ever	since	that	moment	I	broke
things	off	with	Wyvern,	I’d	felt	lost,	so	much



more	alone	than	I’d	ever	been	before	Wyvern
blasted	through	my	life.	For	the	first	time	in	a
long	time,	standing	here	in	this	very	dangerous
situation	with	this	very	dangerous	stranger,	I
didn’t	feel	lonely.

Harrison’s	hands	touched	my	arms	and
gently	moved	up	and	down.	“You’re	shivering,
are	you	cold?”

“No,”	I	whispered,	looking	up	at	him.

“Tell	me	your	name.”	His	gaze	again
moved	over	my	face	slowly.

“I	don’t	want	to	have	a	name	right	now,
please.”	My	heart	picked	up	speed	as	he	leaned
in.

Adrenaline	and	a	dangerous	curiosity
pumped	through	me	from	my	stomach	and	I	let
my	head	fall	to	the	side	just	slightly,	showing
him	my	neck.



Harrison’s	canines	lengthened	as	his
head	moved	forward.

My	body	was	electric	with	nerves	and
anticipation.

His	lips	brushed	my	skin.	I	felt	a	sharp
sting	and	my	whole	body	relaxed.	Warm	waves
rippled	through	me,	calming	me.	I	could	have
floated	away	into	a	blissful	sleep	right	then.	My
legs	did	not	quite	want	to	support	me	and
Harrison’s	arms	tightened	around	me	to
support	my	weight.

He	took	another	couple	of	long	drinks
from	my	neck	before	lifting	his	head	away.	I
was	limp	in	his	arms	and	the	warm,	tingly
feeling	echoed	through	me.

He	picked	me	up	and	set	me	on	one	of	the
couches	around	a	small	fireplace.	Heat	from
the	fire	licked	across	my	skin,	rejuvenating	me.



I	expected	him	to	walk	away,	discard	me
as	I	saw	his	brother	do	with	that	server.
Instead,	Harrison	sat	down	on	the	couch
beside	me.	His	arm	wrapped	around	me,	and
he	pulled	me	into	him.	My	head	was	suddenly
resting	on	his	chest.	He	produced	a	white
napkin	from	somewhere	and	pressed	it	to	my
neck.	Even	after	a	couple	of	minutes,	he	was
showing	no	sign	of	leaving.

As	I	felt	my	strength	return,	I	knew	it	was
way	past	time	for	me	to	make	my	escape.

“Could	I	just	stay	here	for	a	little	while	to
recover?	I’ll	be	okay	alone.	I	know	you	have	to
get	back,”	I	said.

Harrison	leaned	over	to	kiss	my	hair.	“No,
I	would	rather	just	wait	for	you	to	recover,
beautiful	girl	I	don’t	know	the	name	of,”	he
said.	Then	he	sat	there,	rubbing	his	hand	over
my	arm.



My	body	was	too	incredibly	relaxed	to
muster	the	panic	I	should	have	been	feeling.	I’d
just	let	a	complete	stranger	suck	my	blood,
thinking	that	he	would	send	me	packing	the
moment	he	did,	but	that	was	obviously	not	the
case	here.	He	was	holding	me	and	cleaning	me
up	and	saying	that	he	would	stay	with	me.

My	voice	was	a	little	hoarse	when	I	told
him,	“Can	I	tell	you	the	truth?”

He	gazed	down	at	me.	“Please.”

“I	really	don’t	want	to	go	back	into	that
room,	it	kind	of	scared	me.	I	would	rather	just
stay	here	for	the	rest	of	the	night.	I’ll	be	fine.”

Harrison	smiled	again,	and	I	noticed	his
canines	had	returned	to	normal.	“That’s	fine,”
he	said.	“My	sister	will	send	someone	up	if	she
really	needs	me.	She	ordered	me	not	to	work



anymore	tonight	and	right	now,	that’s	an	order
I’d	like	to	follow.”

Maybe	I	should	draw	my	gun.	This
situation	was	absolutely	not	going	to	work.	If
Harrison	was	determined	to	stay	with	me,	any
excuse	I	made	before	slipping	off	would	only
make	him	suspicious.	I	needed	him	to	forget
about	me	and	the	only	way	that	he’d	forget	is	if
he	was	called	away	and	left	me	behind.

“Go	to	sleep	if	you’d	like.	I’ll	wake	you	in
time	for	you	to	make	your	boat	back.”	He
brushed	my	hair	away	from	my	face.

I	closed	my	eyes,	knowing	my	only	real
choice	was	to	wait	it	out.	Eventually,	he’d
either	be	called	away	by	his	sister	or	Sophie
and	Sarah	would	manufacture	a	crisis	and	he’d
be	called	away.

“How	old	are	you	really?”	he	asked.



“Seventeen.	How	old	are	you?”

“Eighteen,”	he	said.

“Only	eighteen,	and	your	sister	is	already
planning	your	wedding?”	I	regretted	the	words
the	moment	they	came	out.	What	was	I	saying?
The	last	thing	I	wanted	was	for	him	to	know	I
was	paying	attention	during	their	meeting.

Harrison	sighed,	his	chest	moving
against	my	cheek.	“No,	I’m	not	going	to	have	a
wedding.	My	sister	is	just	being	the	way	she	is.
The	girl	she’s	trying	to	set	me	up	with,	she’s
already	engaged	to	someone	else.	I	don’t	even
know	her.”

“Oh,”	I	said.

“What	about	you,	do	you	have	a
boyfriend?”	he	asked.



I	looked	up	to	find	him	gazing	down	at
me.

After	a	pause,	I	said,	“Not	really.”

“What	does	‘not	really’	mean?”

Just	like	with	letting	him	bite	me,	I	knew	I
shouldn’t	tell	him	anything.	But—and	I	didn’tt
know	why—for	some	reason,	I	wanted	to	talk
to	an	outsider	about	it.	I	wanted	to	talk	to	him
about	it.	Everyone	I’d	talked	to	in	the	beginning
had	been	so	full	of	opinions,	I’d	just	stopped
bringing	Wyvern	up.

This	whole	situation	with	Harrison	was
so	wrong,	consciously	I	knew	that.	But	at	the
same	time,	I	wanted	someone	to	hold	me.	And
it	felt	so	good	to	be	held	by	him.	I’d	wanted	to
feel	strong	arms	wrap	around	me	for	months.

Harrison	was	offering	me	kindness	and
affection	with	no	giant	secretive	strings



attached.	Likely,	I’d	never	see	him	again	and	I
could	just	have	this	one	stolen	moment,	getting
affection	from	a	beautiful	boy	who	would	never
know	who	I	really	was.

Tucking	my	knees	into	my	chest,	I	sighed
and	curled	deeper	into	his	hold.	Staring	at	the
flames,	I	said,	“I	told	him	it	was	over,	but	he’s
refusing	to	accept	that.	And	it’s	complicated
because	his	family	is	linked	to	mine,
businesswise.	They	all	pretty	much	consider	us
a	couple.”

“Do	you	still	have	feelings	for	him?”	Wow,
this	guy	had	no	problem	asking	the	hard
questions.

I	watched	the	fire	for	a	long	minute.
“Yes,”	I	said.	“But	he	was	too	controlling	for	it
to	ever	have	worked.	I’d	tell	him	I	didn’t	want
to	do	something,	then	he’d	go	ahead	and
arrange	it	anyway	and	expect	me	to	go.	He	also



had	no	boundaries	and	felt	that	it	was	his	right
to	invade	my	privacy	in	every	way.	I	could
never	be	happy	being	treated	like	that.	And
even	if	it	wasn’t	impossible	because	of	who	we
both	are	as	people,	it	turned	out	that	him
wanting	to	be	with	me	had	a	lot	to	do	with	him
wanting	connections	with	my	family	as	well.”

“That	last	part	sounds	very	much	like	my
world.	You	should	be	glad	you’re	not	a	dracon,”
he	whispered.	“We’re	not	allowed	to	fall	in	love;
or	at	least	we’re	expected	to	only	fall	in	love
with	someone	with	advantageous	family
connections.”

“Thank	you,”	I	whispered.

“For	what?”	He	craned	his	neck	to	look
down	at	me.

“For	being	so	nice	to	me,”	I	said,	looking
into	his	bright	blue	eyes.	“I	wasn’t	expecting



this.”

“Neither	was	I,”	he	said,	glancing	down	to
my	lips.

The	elevator	doors	dinged	open.

We	both	sat	up	quickly,	turning	to	face
the	elevator.	The	vampire	that	had	been
guarding	the	door	practically	fell	out	of	the
elevator,	using	one	hand	keep	the	elevator
door	open.

“Harrison,	come	now!	There’s	a	serious
situation!”	the	vampire	yelled.

Harrison	stood,	but	turned	to	me.	His
eyes	burned	into	mine	as	he	asked,	“Do	you
work	tomorrow	night?”

“Uh…	yeah,”	I	lied.



“Just	tell	whoever	is	at	the	door	that	I
asked	for	you,	I’ll	give	them	your	description.”
He	spun	on	his	heel,	then	jogged	toward	the
elevator.



Chapter	Seven

I	smiled	at	the	host	of	the	VIP	as	I	passed
and	walked	toward	the	staff	stairs	behind	him.
No	one	else	waited	in	the	small	host	area
between	the	VIP	room	and	the	elevators.

“Did	you	by	any	chance	see	the	servers	I
came	up	with	earlier?”

The	host	looked	at	me	with	disinterest.
“I’m	sorry,	I	wouldn’t	recognize	one	server
from	another.”	He	turned	back	to	his	podium.

“Did	any	servers	pass	this	way?”	I	asked.

The	smile	he	now	gave	me	was	much
closer	to	contemptuous.	“Yes,	one	did.	Now	go
to	where	you’re	supposed	to	be,	as	in,
somewhere	else.”



“Sure	thing,”	I	said	under	my	breath	as	I
opened	the	door	to	the	staff	staircase.	A	fist
came	at	me	from	the	side	the	moment	I
stepped	inside	the	stairwell.

My	instincts	and	training	jumped	in	and	I
ducked	and	blocked.	Knowing	I	had	almost	no
space,	I	jumped	a	step	back	toward	the	door	so
I	could	get	a	good	view	of	my	attacker.

“Dakota,”	Sophie’s	voice	hissed	as	she
came	into	view.	“Sorry,	I	didn’t	realize	it	was
you.”

“You	were	just	going	to	attack	blindly
then?”	I	asked,	confused.	“Where’s	Sarah?”

Sophie	looked	down	the	stairwell,	then
back	at	me.	“She’s	on	the	boat,	waiting.”

“All	right,”	I	said.	“Everything	okay?”



“Yes.”	Sophie	hesitated	for	a	second,
glancing	back	to	the	door	I	had	just	exited.	She
spun	on	her	heel.	“Come	on.	We	need	to	go.
Now.”

No	one	stopped	us	on	the	way	to	the
boat.	We	had	discarded	our	VIP	necklaces	in
the	stairwell,	and	we	walked	slowly,	yet
purposefully	along	the	route	we	had	originally
taken.

The	man	my	grandfather	had	paid	off	was
waiting	for	us	by	the	wait	staff	boat.	It	was	too
easy.	I	could	tell	Sophie	thought	that	as	well	as
she	was	edgier	than	I	had	ever	seen	her.
Constantly	glancing	back	and	jumping	at	any
sound.

Standing	on	the	ferryboat	we	had	taken
in,	the	driver	offered	his	hand	out	to	me.	He
was	short,	middle-aged	and	balding,	but	had	no



qualms	about	checking	out	Sophie	and	me	in
our	revealing	dresses.

At	the	platform	that	connected	the
motorboat	to	the	cruise	ship,	I	paused.	“Our
friend	already	got	here?”	I	asked	the	boat
driver.

“I	don’t	know,	what	does	she	look	like?”
he	asked	me,	though	his	eyes	were	definitely
not	on	my	face.

“Like	her,”	I	said,	pointing	back	to	Sophie.

“Get	in,”	said	Sophie.

“No,	you’re	the	first	to	arrive,”	the	boat
driver	said.

“If	Sarah’s	not	here	it’s	because	she’s
erasing	all	the	evidence	that	we’ve	been	here,”
Sophie	said.	“She’ll	take	the	boat	with	the	rest
of	the	servers.”



“We	should	wait	for—”

Sophie	pushed	me	onto	the	boat	and	into
the	driver’s	hands.	He	caught	me,	then	placed
me	beside	him	to	offer	his	hand	to	Sophie.	She
ignored	his	hand	and	jumped	into	the	boat.

“I	don’t	care	if	I	have	to	knock	you	out
cold,	I’m	getting	you	off	this	ship,”	Sophie
snapped	at	me.

“Just	try	it	Sophie,”	I	growled	back.

She	stepped	between	me	and	the	side	of
the	boat.

“We	never	leave	people	behind,”	I
whispered	to	her.

The	driver	glanced	between	us,	then	said
in	a	loud	voice.	“So	I	think	you	ladies	would	like
to	know	that	my	boss	told	me	he’s	also



approved	the	boat	going	out,	so	no	worries
about—”

“You	were	paid	to	drive	this	boat,	so
drive	the	damn	boat!”	Sophie	yelled	at	the	man.

“Yes,	ma’am.”	The	driver	quickly	got	to
work	untying	the	boat	from	the	vessel.

I	looked	past	Sophie	to	the	docking
platform.	It	was	a	pretty	safe	bet	that	if	I	made
a	break	for	it,	she’d	be	able	to	restrain	me.

Sophie,	obviously	seeing	my	thoughts	on
my	face,	stepped	even	closer	to	me.	She
grabbed	my	arm	roughly.	“If	you	get	off	this
boat	now	you’ll	be	putting	everyone	else	in
danger.	Put	your	pride	aside	this	once	and
follow	orders.”

I	glared	at	her.



“Are	you	ready	to	tell	me	what	the	hell	is
on	your	neck?”	Sophie	hissed	at	me.

“A	bite,”	I	responded,	staring	into	her
gaze	defiantly.

“You	let	him	bite	you?	Are	you	a	complete
idiot?”

“No.”	I	said.	“And	you	know	what;	I	don’t
feel	that	I	owe	you	an	explanation,	either.”

Turning	on	my	heel,	I	made	my	way	over
and	climbed	down	into	the	passenger	hold.
Pulling	up	the	liner	in	the	half-full	trashcan
built	into	one	side	of	the	room,	I	fished	my
phone	from	the	bottom	of	the	can.	Turning	it
on,	I	texted	the	phone	Lorelei	was	supposed	to
pass	to	Bobby.	It’s	all	good.

I	got	no	response.



The	boat	moved	backwards	under	us,
jostling	me	back	and	forth	as	it	did.	I	sat	as	I	felt
the	boat	shifting	directions	to	forward	and
start	to	pick	up	speed.	Lifting	the	phone	screen
to	my	face	I	willed	the	message	We’re	out	to
appear.	He	should	not	have	taken	this	long,
Bobby	planned	to	give	some	cheeky	goodbye,
tell	them	he	planned	to	escort	his	server	safely
home,	and	then	vanish	with	Lorelei.	It	should
have	taken	five	minutes	max,	but	twenty
minutes	later,	Bobby	still	had	not	checked	in.

I’m	out.	I	texted	Glacier,	breaking	protocol
once	again.	Bobby	should	be	out	too.

Good.	At	your	house.	Neither	Lorelei	nor
Bobby	are	here.

Please	tell	me	when	they	get	back,	I	sent.

I	will.



After	ten	more	minutes	of	just	waiting,	I
knew	we	had	moved	out	of	the	cruise	ship’s
cellphone	tower’s	range.	We	wouldn’t	have
reception	again	until	we	were	well	into
Mabiian’s	waters.	I	stood	up	and	climbed	out	of
the	cargo	area.

Sophie	stood,	staring	out	at	the	sea,	her
hair	blowing	in	all	directions	around	her.

“We	need	to	talk,”	I	yelled,	hoping	she
would	hear	me	over	the	wind.

She	turned	slowly	and	when	I	saw	her
face,	I	had	to	grab	onto	the	railing.	The	lights	of
the	ship	gleamed	off	the	tear	tracks	staining
her	face.	In	this	one	moment,	Sophie	looked
broken,	she	looked	more	vulnerable	than	I’d
ever	seen	her.

“What	aren’t	you	telling	me?”	I	yelled	at
her.



Sophie’s	vulnerable	expression	morphed
back	into	that	impassive	mask	and	she	made
no	move	toward	me.

“What	happened?”	I	yelled.

Sophie	turned	away	from	me.

I	reached	down	toward	the	little	eastern
purse,	going	for	my	gun,	but	my	hands	got
caught	in	the	folds	of	the	material.

Sophie	grabbed	my	arm,	while	her	other
hand	grabbed	the	eastern	purse	and	pulled	so
hard	it	ripped	from	my	dress.

I	punched	her	face,	but	she	blocked	me.
When	I	aimed	a	knee	for	her	side,	she	dove	past
me	down	the	stairs,	flipped	over	and	landed	on
her	feet	in	the	passenger	room.	She	smashed
the	portal	purse	in	her	hand.	“I’ll	throw	it	in	the
ocean	if	I	have	to,	Dakota.”



“Wyvern	won’t	thank	you	if	you	do.	He
gave	me	one	of	his	scales,	it’s	in	there,”	I	said,
walking	down	the	stairs	slowly.	I’d	never	told
anyone	that	before,	it	was	a	secret	that	I	really
didn’t	want	anyone	to	know.	But	I’d	use
anything	to	make	sure	she	didn’t	throw	my
portal	purse	into	the	ocean.

She	stared	at	me,	shocked.	“He	gave	you
one	of	his	scales?”

“What	happened	in	there?”	I	repeated	the
question.

“I’ll	tell	you,	Dakota,	but	only	after	you	sit
down	and	keep	your	space	from	me.	I’m	not
fighting	you,	there’s	too	much	chance	of	you
getting	injured.”

Not	taking	my	eyes	off	her,	I	sat	on	one	of
the	seats,	and	turned	to	face	her.



She	walked	down	the	aisle	to	stand	in
front	of	me.	“Do	you	know	who	that	family
was?	Do	you	know	who	that	woman	was?”
Sophie’s	words	had	a	bite	to	it.

“The	Regina	of	Oceania.	She’s	an	enemy
of	my	grandfather’s.”

“Well,	she’s	not	an	enemy	of	New	Anglo—
she’s	our	strongest	ally.”

“Your	point?”

“We	should	have	never	been	on	that	ship!
Do	you	know	what	would	happen	if	the	Rex
found	out	who	bit	your	neck?”

“I	let	Harrison	bite	me,”	I	said.

“That’s	even	worse!	If	the	Rex	ever	finds
out,	you	could	cause	a	war	New	Anglo	wouldn’t
win!”



Her	anger	was	palpable	but	I	wouldn’t	let
it	distract	me.	“What	happened	in	there?”	I
screamed	at	her.

“I’ll	tell	you,	but	you	need	to	promise	to
me	that	you	will	never	reveal	to	the	Rex	who
bit	you	on	the	neck.	I	do	not	care	what	you	tell
him,	just	never	tell	him	it	was	Princep	Harrison
Martin	that	bit	you.”

“I	don’t	get	it!	How	could	that	possibly
cause	a	war?”

“Because	it	could	be	seen	as	the	Princep
being	a	party	to	a	breach	of	your	contract	with
the	Rex,	which	would	be	an	act	of	war.”

“Are	Wyvern	and	Harrison	enemies…	or
rivals?”

“No.”	She	pointed	at	me.	“And	Gods	save
us	that	they	never	will	be.”



“I	promise.	I’ll	just	say	another	vampire
on	the	boat	drank	from	me.”

Sophie	nodded	and	whispered,	“And	I’ll
confirm	the	lie.”	She	took	a	seat	and	as	she	sat,
it	was	if	she	also	dropped	the	thousand	pound
load	she	was	carrying	on	her	shoulders.	“You
have	to	understand	the	position	you	put	us	in,
Dakota.	If	they	found	out	we	were	agents	of	the
Rex,	any	act	of	aggression	from	us	could	have
been	seen	as	an	act	of	war.	Just	us	being	there
while	Regina	Imogen	was	trying	to	undermine
your	contract	with	the	Rex	could	be	seen	as	an
act	of	aggression.	I	knew	Harrison	Martin
would	never	hurt	you,”	she	said	this	as	if	she
knew	this	for	a	fact.	“So	when	he	took	you	with
him,	we	made	it	our	first	priority	to	leave	that
room	with	no	one	discovering	who	we	were.”

“You	know	Harrison?”	I	asked.



“Not	exactly,	but	my	father	knows	him
well.	Princep	Harrison	lived	at	the	New	Anglo
Dracon	High	Court	for	three	years,”	she	said.

“He	didn’t	seem	to	recognize	you	or
Sarah,”	I	said.

“We	weren’t	at	court	very	much	at	the
time	he	lived	there,	we	were	both	in	school	to
become	soldiers	for	the	Rexdom.	Everyone
knows	who	he	is,	though,	everyone	knows	who
the	foreign	Princeps	that	live	in	the	court	are,
and	he	was	a	very	popular	subject	of
conversation.”

“Okay,	so	what	happened	on	the	ship?”	I
asked,	losing	patience.

Sophie	ran	her	free	hand	through	her
hair.	“The	moment	that	you	left,	the	Regina
saw	me.	She	immediately	knew	what	I	was	and
called	me	over	to	her.”	Sophie	pulled	her	hair



back	showing	her	neck	where	two	dots	of
drying	blood	pebbled	her	skin.

“You	were	bitten	too?”

“I	let	her	bite	me	so	we	could	escape
without	suspicion.”

“The	exact	same	reason	I	let	Harrison
bite	me.”

“It’s	different	for	me.	I	can	be	bitten	and
no	one	will	care.”	Sophie	glanced	at	my	neck.
“The	Rex	will	care	about	your	bite.”

“Wyvern	doesn’t	own	me,”	I	snapped.

“But	he	loves	you,”	she	snapped	back.

My	voice	came	out	a	croak,	“You	don’t
know	that.”



She	just	cocked	an	eyebrow	at	me	and
held	up	my	little	portal	purse	as	if	it	was	some
sort	of	proof.	She	sighed.	“Sarah	was	supposed
to	go	out	and	extract	you	without	raising
suspicion,	but	even	though	I	saw	her	slip	away,
she	was	ushered	directly	back	in	by	that
dracon	who	had	been	at	the	door	before.	He
had	her	in	his	arms,	obviously	planning	to	bite
her.	I	was	in	no	state	to	escape	after	the
feeding,	the	Regina	had	drunk	hard	and	I	was
almost	to	the	point	of	collapse.	That’s	why	I
didn’t	react—”	she	trailed	off,	staring	at
nothing	while	her	expression	darkened.

“Didn’t	react	to	what?”	I	leaned	forward,
ready	to	lunge	at	her	if	she	delayed	telling	me
anymore.

Her	throat	bobbed	as	she	swallowed.
“Your	uncle	just	vanished,	just	blinked	out.	He
didn’t	say	anything	and	left	Lorelei.	Lorelei	was
just	sitting	there,	looking	around	confused,	she



made	eye	contact	with	me	when	six	girls	from
the	group	of	servers	we	had	been	standing	in
attacked	her.”

“What?	Attacked	who?	Attacked	Lorelei?”
My	breath	came	faster	and	faster,	my	heart
picking	up	speed.

“Yes,”	Sophie	said,	her	voice	sounded	like
it	came	from	a	long	distance	away.

“She’s	still	there?”	A	gray	haziness	crept
into	my	eyes	and	I	blinked	furiously	to	clear	my
vision.	My	heart’s	pace	beat	faster	and	faster.
“Where	is	Lorelei?”	I	croaked	out.

Ignoring	me,	Sophie	continued,	“I	tried	to
get	to	Lorelei,	Sarah	was	fighting	to	get	to	her
too,	but	the	servers,	they	surrounded	Lorelei
and	I	saw	them	yanking	at	her	ears.	She	cried
out.	It	was	mayhem	in	there,	suddenly	half	the
dracons	in	the	room	surrounded	the	Regina



while	she	watched	the	fight.	Others	seemed	to
be	amused,	watching	the	fight	themselves.	And
then,	Lorelei	started	singing.”

“No,”	I	whispered.	“No.”	Tears	streamed
down	my	face	and	I	couldn’t	get	enough	air	into
my	lungs.

“The	Regina	was	locked	in	some	sort	of
trance	with	Lorelei.	It	was	how	the	Rex
described	what	had	happened	at	Braiden
McCormick’s	house.	I…	I	saw	the	servers
opening	that	ring	on	Lorelei’s	finger.	I	tried	to
get	between	her	and	the	Regina	but	it	didn’t…it
didn’t	break	their	trance.	Sarah	and	I	tried	to
fight	through	the	group	of	servers	that
surrounded	Lorelei,	but	they’d…they’d	been
trained.”	She	paused	to	swallow.	“By	the	time
we	broke	through	their	defenses,	Lorelei	had
collapsed	and	the	Regina	was	just	staring,
blankly.	All	the	other	dracons	realized
something	was	very	wrong	and	they	attacked



us.	They	got	Sarah,	they	captured	all	of	the
other	servers,	grabbed	Lorelei.	I	fought	them
off	and	escaped.	I	blended	into	the	VIP	dining
room,	sat	at	a	table	with	some	blood-drunk
vampires.	As	soon	as	I	saw	Harrison	run	back
in,	I	escaped	to	wait	for	you	in	the	stairwell.”

“My	grandfather	is	probably—”	I	choked
out,	tears	coursing	down	my	face.	“He’s
probably…	Lorelei	funneled	the	Regina’s	soul
into	my	grandfather.	I	don’t	think	souls	can	be
digested.	He’s	maybe,	he	could	be—”	Vomit
surged	into	my	mouth	and	I	rushed	to	the
trashcan,	upending	my	dinner	from	hours	ago.
Snot	and	vomit	and	tears	streamed	from	me.	I
fell	back	onto	the	floor.	“Lorelei	could	be…	if
she	didn’t	funnel	it	all	into	my	grandfather…she
can’t	digest	any	soul.	What	if	they’re	dead?”	I
curled	into	a	ball	on	the	floor.	The	boat	spun
around	me.



Sophie	grabbed	me	by	the	shoulders	and
lifted	me	into	a	sitting	position.	“Lorelei	is
okay,”	she	said	fiercely,	“I	saw	her	come	to,	she
was	dazed	but	she	was	okay.	She’s	in	their
custody,	but	she’s	okay.”

“But	for	how	long?”	I	whispered,	“They
saw	what	she	did	to	their	monarch.”

“They	don’t	know	who	she	is	or	what	she
did.	They’ll	keep	her	alive	until	they	know	who
she	is.	And	if	they	find	out	who	she	is,	they’ll
keep	her	alive	to	hold	against	your	family.”

“And	Sarah?”	I	asked.

“I’m	hoping	that	they	saw	her	fighting
against	the	other	servers,”	Sophie	said.	“She’s
trained	for	situations	like	these,	she’ll	do
everything	in	her	power	to	make	sure	she	and
Lorelai	stay	alive	long	enough	to	escape	or	be
rescued.”



“We	need	to	go	back,”	I	whispered.

“No,	if	they	knew	who	you	were,	it	would
look	as	if	the	Rex	himself	attacked	the	Regina
of	Oceania.	If	there	was	open	war	between
Oceania	and	New	Anglo—”	she	paused	and
closed	her	eyes,	“—thousands,	maybe	millions
would	die.	Our	chances	of	winning	would	be
slight.”

I	took	a	deep	breath,	my	lungs	finally
willing	to	accept	air.

“It	was	a	setup,”	I	said.	“It	had	to	be.	If
Bobby	hadn’t	aborted	the	mission	suddenly,	if	I
hadn’t	left	with	Harrison	when	I	did,	I’d	be
imprisoned	in	there	and	Wyvern	would	have
—”

“Likely	attacked	the	ship,”	Sophie	said.
“He	would	have	made	it	very	clear	that	you
were	his.	Who	knew	about	your	mission?”



“My	grandfather,	Bobby,	Lorelei	and	me,
maybe	Glacier,	that’s	all	I	knew	of.	My
grandfather	made	it	sound	like	officially,	there
was	no	mission.”

“Have	you	tried	to	contact	Bobby?”	she
asked.

“Last	time	I	checked,	he	hadn’t	arrived
home	yet,”	I	whispered.	“I’m	waiting	for	us	to
come	back	into	cellphone	service	area	to	check
again.”

“The	attack	seemed	to	be	aimed	at	your
family	as	much	as	it	was	the	Regina’s.	It’s	very
likely	that	the	intention	was	to	assassinate
both	your	grandfather	and	Regina	Imogen,	as
well	as	possibly	start	a	war,”	Sophie	said.	“How
many	people	know	about	your	sister’s	power?”

“My	family,	Wyvern,	his	father,	Braiden
and	his	family,	and	more.	I	know	there	are



rumors.”

“How	many	people	know	about	her
earrings?”	she	asked.

“Only	my	family.	Even	the	water	witch
thought	she	was	making	them	for	me.”	I	gaped
up	at	her,	shocked.	“Someone	from	my	family
is	involved.”

“Why	did	your	grandfather	send	you	on
this	mission?”

“He	said	the	Regina	was	openly	insulting
him,	her	family	was	running	this	cruise	line	off
his	shore,	using	his	people.	Then	she	invites
him	to	dine	on	his	own	citizens.”

“She	was	openly	insulting	him.	She	was
openly	insulting	the	Rex	as	well,”	Sophie	said.
“She’s	known	for	these	underhanded	taunts,
flouting	that	she	can	pretty	much	do	whatever



she	wants.	As	long	as	she	doesn’t	openly	attack
the	Rexes	citizens	on	New	Anglo	soil,	we	can’t
raise	a	complaint	against	her.”

I	looked	up	at	Sophie,	“I	think	there	was
something	else	going	on,	too.	My	grandfather
lied	about	his	history	with	the	Regina	to	us…he
never	lies,	not	openly,	not	to	us.	Why	would	he?
We	would	obey	him	to	our	deaths	no	matter
what	he	told	us.”

Sophie	stared	at	me.	“I	don’t	particularly
like	your	grandfather,	but	I	hope	he	survives.”

My	ringing	phone	startled	me.	“Finally,”	I
whispered	as	I	jumped	up	and	ran	to	where	I
left	it	on	the	seat.

Surprisingly,	it	was	my	uncle	Reeves’s
number	flashing	across	my	screen.

I	answered	with,	“Hi	Reeves,	how’s	your
party	going?”



“Where	are	you?”	His	voice	was	clipped.
There	were	no	voices	in	the	background,
meaning	he	probably	had	left	his	party.

“I’m	at	home,	my	mother’s	sick.”

“No	you’re	not!	Glacier	has	already
reported	to	me	about	the	mission.	Tell	me	the
truth,	that’s	an	order.”

I	cleared	my	throat.	“Sophie	and	I	are	on	a
boat;	I	think	we	just	passed	into	Mabiian
waters.”

“What	did	you	do	to	Father?”	His	voice
held	a	contained	fury	that	I	had	never	heard	in
my	cold,	dispassionate	uncle	before.

“Is	he	alive?”	my	voice	shook	when	I
asked.

“Yes.	What	did	you	do	to	him?”



I	let	out	a	relieved	breath.	“I	wasn’t	in
there	when	it	happened.	Bobby	had	told	me	to
abort.	My	guard	Sophie	told	me	Lorelei	was
attacked	by	some	humans.	They	tore	out	her
earrings	and	opened	her	ring.	Then	she	started
her	soul-singing	at	Regina	Imogen.	She	must
have	lost	control,	I	think	she	pulled	the
Regina’s	soul	out	and	fed	it	to	Grandfather.”

“Where	is	Lorelei	now?”

“She	was	captured.”	My	voice	broke	as	I
said	it.

“Where’s	Robert?”

“He’s	not	back	yet?”

“No.”

“Bobby	vanished	just	before	they
attacked	Lorelei.”	Hearing	the	words	out	loud,	I
knew	how	bad	they	sounded.	But	there	was	no



doubt	in	my	mind	that	Bobby	was	innocent.	He
would	have	stabbed	himself	in	the	eye	before
he	would	ever	leave	Lorelei	to	be	attacked.
That	thought	was	both	a	relief	and	terrifying.
Nothing	that	I	knew	of	could	hold	Bobby.	And,	if
he	was	free,	he	and	Lorelei	would	already	be
home.

Reeves	broke	the	silence	that	stretched
on	between	us.	“Go	home	immediately.	You
were	never	on	that	ship.”

“I	need	to	see	Grandpa…	I	might	be	able
to—”

“You’ll	go	home	first,	dress	in	your	night
clothes	and	at	least	pretend	to	be	sleeping.
During	my	engagement	party	father	fell	into
some	sort	of	a	coma.	The	doctors	say	he	is	thus
far	stable.	It	is	more	important	that	no	one
suspects	that	you	were	on	that	boat.	Burn	any
evidence.	I	will	summon	you	in	a	couple	hours



and	have	a	car	pick	you	up.	We	will	see	what
you	can	do	for	Father	then.	Is	there	any	more
information	that	I	need	to	know	immediately?”

I	took	a	deep	breath.	“At	least	one	of	the
Princeps	would	be	able	to	recognize	me	by
sight.”

“Okay.	Anything	else?”

“When	are	you	going	to	get	Lorelei?”	I
asked.

“I	will	give	you	details	when	I	summon
you.	Until	then,	follow	orders.	Remember
Dakota,	unlike	Father,	I	do	not	think	your
disobedience	is	endearing.”

As	the	phone	disconnected,	a	realization
hit	me	like	a	punch	to	the	face:	until	my
grandfather	woke,	Reeves	was	my	family’s
patriarch.





From:	Wyvern	Manderson

To:	Dakota	Kekoa

Message	Folder:	Inbox

Dakota,

I	can’t	write	a	full	message	as	I’m	late	for
an	unavoidable	dinner	party,	but	I	wanted	to
tell	you	that	the	additional	members	of	your
security	team	are	en	route	to	you.	I	approve	of
the	selection.	They	are	the	most	promising
newly	graduated	soldiers.

I	miss	you.



From:	Dakota	Kekoa

To:	Wyvern	Manderson

Message	Folder:	Drafts

Wyvern,

I	let	a	vampire	bite	my	neck	tonight.	It
was	on	an	assignment	and	I	needed	to	let	him
bite	me	to	keep	my	cover.	But	if	I’m	being
perfectly	honest,	I	had	a	choice	at	the	last
minute	and	I	let	him	do	it.	I	think	I	let	him	bite
me	to	prove	to	myself	that	you	don’t	own	me.
With	everything	else	that’s	going	on	right	now,
it	shouldn’t	even	be	important,	but	it	feels
important.



(Message	sent	to	Trash)
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