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        Four lost dragon guards. Three choices. Two betrayals and one secret…

      

        

      
        Dumped on earth with three dragon’s guards, who have no idea who Isola is, isn’t what anyone had planned. With the biggest betrayal still haunting her heart, it's hard for Isola to remember what she has to do, and that she has to return to Dragca. Only making her dragons remember her, isn’t as easy as she hoped. The three guards, who she knows it’s forbidden to love, are doing everything to make sure they win her heart… So, what could go wrong?

        With dreams of her betrayer literally haunting her, and the dangers of earth becoming a problem no one can protect her from, everything seems lost when it’s dangerous to be.

      

        

      
        The curse must fall, like fire for ice, betrayal and death must be the price…

      

        

      
        18+ reverse harem with possible triggers.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For Meagan, who is a true friend and I honestly couldn’t do anything without her.
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      Every step he makes to get closer to me is dangerous, because of what I’m feeling, what I’m thinking. I don’t want to lie to him, and yet, I can’t let him closer. I can’t tell him anything, but he doesn’t remember enough to save himself. He pushes me further into the wall, his body pressed against mine. I close my eyes, knowing I can’t be trusted to look at him.

      “I know if I kiss you right now, you will taste as sweet as a peach, and more addictive than anything I’ve ever tasted in my life,” he growls, and I feel a finger tracing down my cheek, towards my neck. His hand slides to the back of my head, gripping my nape and angling my face towards his. Even then, I still don't open my eyes, not even when I feel his warm breath on my lips. I know he is inches away from me and if he kisses me, I won’t have the power to stop him. To fight what feels right.

      “Open those eyes and tell me the truth,” he urges, yet it feels like a demand. A dark, seductive one that sends shivers through me.

      “I can’t,” I whisper, freezing when I feel his hand tighten on my neck and his lips ever so gently brush mine.

      "Soon then," he promises, and lets me go. He steps back, and I release the breath I'd been holding. I open my eyes, seeing him open the bedroom door and walk out without another word.

      What the hell am I doing?
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      Fire must fall for ice, and ice must fall for fire. Evil and good must be equal. Not all evil is truly lost…remember princess…not all evil is truly lost…

      “Melody?” I shake my head to clear the haze I’ve been in, looking around at the tiled ceiling, and feeling the cold from the floor I’m lying on. Everything I'd forgotten for the last...well, god knows how long, comes rushing back to me like a smack to the head. Thorne betrayed me. My father is dead. My dragon guard don’t remember who they are, much less who I am. I shouldn’t remember, but I do. I’m back on Earth, apparently in…school? And I’m angry, so damn angry. Ice shoots out of my hands, freezing the floor below me and starts to spread. I close my eyes, begging my dragon to calm down just a little. We can’t do anything now.

      “You’re back? I was trapped,” she whispers to me, her voice distant in my mind, even now.

      “I’m back, and so are you,” I confirm and shut her away to get some answers.

      “Do you remember? I’ve never quite done that before,” Melody says, her head appearing above my face as she stands/leans over me, her long black hair falling over her face. I remember her being my friend in one part of mind, but then I remember her from my dreams and her voice from when she made me forget everything. She is the seer and a relative of mine. Holy crap, I’ve been friends with her for what I remember is a long time. Then I remember Elias, Dagan, and Korbin not recognizing me on the bus. She must have taken their memory too. I don’t know if I can trust her.

      “You took them from me? And you’ve been in my dreams! Who the hell are you? You aren’t Melody, my childhood friend,” I shake my head, getting up off the floor as everything starts to get confusing. It’s like two stories are playing in my head, the one where I grew up in this small town with Melody as a friend, and the other where I’m the princess of Dragca, who was seriously betrayed. I have to close my eyes, focusing on the princess story, my real-life story so I don’t get confused. She sighs, waving a hand over herself, and the black swirls of the seer marks appear on her face, and down her arms. Her jeans and crop top are replaced with a long red dress that looks amazing on her.

      “My name really is Melody, but people I like call me Odie,” she explains, and I just stare at her, gapping like a fish, before I snap myself out of it and walk away. She doesn’t follow me, just watching as I go to the sink. I turn on the tap, getting a handful of water and splashing my face. I feel like I’ve just woken up from a long, sleep. I dry my face with a paper towel, chucking it into the bin before turning to look at her. She is all I have left now, no other close family. Except my uncle, but I doubt he is still alive.

      “I don’t want to know about your name Melody, who the hell are you to me? A cousin? An auntie? What are you?” I demand, getting frustrated. The happy look finally drops from her face, the seriousness of the moment appearing in her eyes.

      “Your sister,” she says quietly, a hint of sadness on her face as I step back, shaking my head.

      “That’s not possible,” I say, knowing she can’t possibly be my sister. She has to be a distant relative, not this. My parents wouldn’t have lied to me like that.

      “You’re not stupid, Isola. You knew I had to be closely related to you in order to visit your dreams,” she says. As she steps close to me, her body shimmers ever so slightly in the light.

      “You’re not really here, are you?” I ask, and she shakes her head.

      “An illusion, one only you can see because we share blood. Others just have memories of me, but I’m not really here for them,” she shrugs. “It’s complicated magic. It took me months of reading about it in the royal library to learn how to appear solid and not ghost like.”

      “Are you my father’s daughter? Or my mother’s?” I ask, needing to know which of my parents betrayed the other. Melody looks the same age as me, or she must be close, meaning one of my parents was a cheat.

      “My mother was the last royal seer, and my father was the king,” she says quietly, and I stare at her. She doesn’t look at thing like me or my father, no blonde hair or pale blue eyes, but there’s something in the shape of her face. She gives me a look that reminds me of one my father would have when he was sad about something. I step back, looking away from her as pain spreads through me. He is dead, and we never really had any time together. All I have of my parents are lost memories and secrets it seems. I lost the throne my father worked so hard to keep, I've failed him.

      "I can't believe he betrayed my mother like that," I whisper in disbelief, shaking my head, and turning away from Melody. I can’t even call him out on it, because he is dead. One of the last things he promised me was that I’m the only heir, that he never had any other children. It was all lies, plus he betrayed my sweet mother. She loved him, I remember that. I remember how they looked at each other, I thought it was love, but I guess no one really knows what goes on behind closed doors. A lot apparently.

      “I’m alone,” I whisper, mildly panicking. That thought hurts more than all the other pain in my life, because it's so true. I can’t even think about Thorne, not without wanting to walk through a portal, find him and punch him straight in his good-looking face.

      “No, you’re not. I’m here, and you are all I have left, too,” she says and I turn to stare at her for a little while, both of us silent. We both share a father, who we recently lost, but she is still a stranger to me. I look at her, really look, and just see the confident friend that part of me thinks I've known for years. But I know that's not who she is, or at least, not all of her. The black, tattoo-like designs covering her arms and extending up her neck and cheeks remind me of who she really is. They meet in the middle of her forehead, curling at the ends. I don’t remember her mother, only that she died at some point when I was still in Dragca as a child. Melody is alone too, I know that, but I still can’t completely trust her.

      “What is Thorne doing?” I ask her, needing to know if she is still in the castle, and what is going on back at home.

      “Your step brother is, well actually, his mother is making a lot of changes. We need you back, everyone thinks you’re dead,” she explains, biting her lip a little when snow starts falling from my hands again. It’s only because I’m thinking about him, my anger is just too raw to control. I know I need to rein it in though, when I see Melody's slightly worried face as she steps back from the ice spreading across the floor.

      “I’m not going to hurt you,” I tell her. and she laughs.

      “You couldn’t anyway, not without a big fight and I don’t think we are those kinds of siblings. I’m more worried about Thorne,” she says, and a flash of jealousy shoots out from my dragon. It overwhelms me, reminding me that she thinks of Thorne as hers. He never was; he's no treasure to hoard/collect, just a viper in a nest.

      “I’m going to kill him when I see him next,” I seethe and she just smiles like she knows something I don't. I don't like it.

      “Don’t ask what you don’t want to know, sister,” she says, calling me sister like it’s a normal thing. Not like it’s the very first time she has called me that.

      “Where is Bee? She was in the castle last I knew,” I say, starting to panic, and I look down at my hand, seeing the tree mark. It looks normal, nothing wrong with it. Surely if something happened to her, I would know?

      “I have her. When you come to rescue me, you will get her back. She misses you, and is getting powerful. Also, it's getting more difficult to hide her, trickier. I will protect her will my life because of who she is. She is all that is left of the light now." I’m relieved, but still a little worried. I watch as her eyes start to glow blue, and she shakes a little.

      “Are you okay?” I ask her.

      “I have to go, but you need to get the others to remember, and then sneak into Dragca with their help. Once they remember, they will know what to do,” she says abruptly, and I turn to see her move closer, tilting her head to the side.

      “Who?” I ask.

      “Dagan, Elias, and Korbin. They need to remember who they are, so they can save you. Remember sister, not everything is as it seems. There is only one way you will get them to remember. I just can’t tell you how to do it,” she says.

      “Why not?” I demand.

      “Because it would mess with fate, and fate has messed with you enough, Isola,” she explains. Melody then gradually fades away, until I'm stood alone in the bathroom, surrounded by snow and ice. I walk over to the sink, the ice cracking under my boots. I stare at myself, inspecting the changes from the last time I saw myself. My hair is a lot longer, hitting my waist, and my face seems older and is covered in makeup. Who wears so much of this crap? I pick my bag up off the floor, putting it on the side. I open it up, seeing textbooks, a pencil case, and my phone inside. I flip my phone on, seeing that it is basically empty of texts or anything, but the date throws me off a little.

      “Two thousand and nineteen,” I say, dropping my phone back into my bag in shock. It’s been two years since Thorne betrayed me, two years since I lost my father because of him. How am I even still in school? Two years...I swear I’m going to make him pay for every single day I've lost and so much more.
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      Everything okay, Miss Dragice? You aren’t usually late to my class,” a teacher stops me as I walk past a classroom with its door open, so she can see me. There goes the plan of finding the guys and following them, okay, stalking them. But stalking is okay if it’s for their own good, or at least that’s what I’m telling myself.  I stop, turning to face the teacher who is tapping her foot on the floor with an unimpressed look. She is an older woman, with short grey hair tied at the back of her neck, and her skin is covered in wrinkles that pull across her face when she frowns at me. I remember her being a nice teacher, but the memory of the class is fading. I think it’s history, no maths? I don’t know.

      “Are you coming into class? Or just planning on standing there staring?” she asks me, and I look at the doors of the school once more but looking back at the teacher and deciding maybe I need to act normal for a while. I doubt Thorne left me here alone, I bet someone here is a dragon in hiding or something, watching me for anything suspicious. Thorne is too smart to leave me on Earth without a guarantee that I wouldn’t come back and kick his stupid ass off the throne.

      “Sorry I’m late,” I say, pulling my bag up on my shoulder and walking into the class. There are thirty or so students in here, and it’s weird that I sort of remember them. It’s like the memories of being here as a student, and growing up in this town are stuck in my mind, but so is the actual truth. This is still the town I grew up in, this is the same school I went to with Jace. I swallow the bitterness I feel that he isn’t here. That Esmeralda is still walking around free of punishment when she killed him. My vow to kill her, it just bothers me now because I know I won’t be able to keep it for a while. I need to train, get much stronger, and somehow get the people of Dragca behind me, to get back my throne. I slide into my normal seat, two rows back, and next to a girl named Hallie. Hallie winks at me, before looking back towards the front of class as the teacher starts talking about William Shakespeare. I suddenly remember this is my literature class, and that was what we were studying. It’s all confusing, and is slowly giving me a headache. I guess that is what happens when someone messes with your head.

      “Everyone knows what we have been going over. With your upcoming test next week, I suggest you all start studying. Please come and see me if you have any problems,” the teacher says, and everyone starts pulling their textbooks out their bags. I get mine out, opening it up to the page I remember.

      So weird that I remember the page, but not the teacher’s name.

      “How come you were late?” Hallie asks me, flipping through her own book. I look over at her, and scrutinize my friend. She has black hair, and currently has the tips dyed blue, though she changes the colour depending on her mood. She also covers her brown eyes with blue contacts; she hates wearing glasses and likes blue eyes. I remember meeting her when I was ten in the fake memory, but I also remember seeing her around school when I was here in my real life with Jace. We certainly weren't best friends like we are now, I didn't even know her name then. Yet she is the only one that isn't fearful of me, like most human females are. I know everything about Hallie now,  from her messed up parents, to the two guys she's sleeping with that don't know about each other. She knows everything about me too, all of the fake lie of a life anyway. The real me, the princess of Dragca, she knows nothing about. I feel a little guilty that she has been dragged into my mess of a life.

      “Complicated,” I say, rubbing my temples with my fingers and looking down. Complicated is an understatement, but okay, that works.

      “Where is Odie?” she asks, meaning she still remembers my seer sister who was in school every day for as long as I can remember. I’d hoped Melody had made her forget, or done something. Thanks sister.

      “Erm…her family took her on holiday for a bit, and she's going to be gone at least a month,” I say, making up the only excuse I can think of right now. It's one that gives me a fair amount of time to stalk the guys and make them remember.

      “Lucky cow, the rest of us normal people have to put up with all this rain,” she nudges my shoulder with hers, and then looks down at her book.

      “Did you see the new students?” I ask her, needing to know where Elias, Dagan, and Korbin are. If anyone knows this school, and everything that is going on, it’s Hallie.

      “The ones that signed up today? Yeah Issy, everyone has seen them. Hot damn, they are something else,” she grins, pretending to cool herself down with her hand. Clearing her throat, the teacher stares at us, and we both look down pretending to read quietly. After a while, a student walks up to her, distracting her enough for us to continue talking.

      “So…they aren’t in classes today?” I muse.

      “Nope, the rumour is they had to fill out paperwork or something, and they start tomorrow,” she says, and snaps her head to the side to look at me with wide eyes, “Why? Is the ice queen finally thawing and crushing on someone?” she asks, making me tense up.

      “What did you call me?” I ask.

      “Ice queen, because you turn down every dude in school,” she rolls her eyes at me, and I relax a little bit, “come on, everyone calls you that. They are idiots though.”

      “Maybe,” I say, and look down at my own book, wanting to drop the subject. It’s no use continuing to talk about them if they aren't even here today. I need to stalk them, like find their house and then follow them around kind of stalk. The normal stalking that won't get me arrested.

      “I’m sure they will be invited to Michael’s party in three weeks, he has an empty house again,” she wags her eyebrows. I hate Michael. I hate him now, and I hated him when Jace and I went to school here. He is a jackass, who thinks his good looks mean everyone wants him, and he assumes, for some reason, that I want to sleep with him. It doesn’t help that humans here on Earth are naturally attracted to female dragons; it's something to do with the pheromones in our scent. All I remember doing is turning down guys, and watching their heartbroken ex-girlfriends glare at me. Hopefully if I can get Elias, Dagan, or Korbin to be friends with me, then I should be left alone. Male dragons have the complete opposite effect on most humans, they want to avoid them. I doubt the girls here will listen to their instincts when they see the guys; they are all way too hot to evade. I hold back a growl, the thought of anyone touching them makes me want to punch something

      “I doubt Michael will want competition there,” I say, looking down at my hand where my nails are slowly turning to ice. Sliding my hands under the table, I make sure to keep my eyes down, just in case they turn silver. Dammit, I’ve got to control my emotions better than this. I did it for years with Jace, I can do it now. Taking a deep breath, I turn the page of my book and pretend to be interested in what it says.

      “He would do anything for you, just ask him to invite them to the party. Then, being the good friend I am, I will distract Michael,” she suggests. I start to tell her no when I realise I need to get close to the guys again, to make them trust me. It’s going to be difficult in this school to do that. No, I need to make friends with them outside of school, and then figure out how to make them remember.

      “Sounds like a plan,” I say with a grin and start reading my textbook, hoping the day will go quickly.
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      Jules?” I call when I open my front door. I almost freeze when I see her come out the kitchen, holding a bowl, and mixing something inside it with a spoon. She looks just like the last time I saw her, her grey hair up in a bun and wearing an older style dress with a flower and bird pattern. She looks like home, of all the memories I have of her. She wore a similar dress the first time I met her. I remember walking into this house, the dragon guards leaving me at the door, and she made me cookies as I cried. She didn’t baby me, but she still comforted me. Since that day, she has always been there for me. I wasn’t the best to her in the last couple of years before Jace died and I left for Dragca. I threw parties and got drunk all the time. Overall, I was a total brat, but she didn’t quit on me when most would have.

      “Hello darling, I’m making pumpkin pie for dessert, and your favourite casserole for dinner tonight,” she says, and I smile tightly at her. I wonder how much magic it took for my sister to erase Jule’s memory of me disappearing and to erase her memory of Jace, who she adored. What's more, how much magic did it take to make the whole town forget, to erase everyone's memories?

      “Thanks. I have homework to do,” I nod my head at the stairs, smiling tightly as my emotions begin to strangle me.

      “Okay!” she says with a happy grin, not noticing my mood at all. She walks out of the room, heading back towards the kitchen. I run up the stairs, taking a deep breath when I get to my room. I feel like everything is piling up on top of me as I look around. It’s my room, but it’s not. There’s no familiarities in here anymore, just plain bed sheets, piles of books that don’t look read, and tiny holes in the walls where photos of Jace and me used to hang. Pressing my back against the door, I slide down and wrap my arms around my legs. I rest my head on my knees, trying to calm my breathing and stop the tears streaming down my face. It doesn't work; tears continue to fall without my permission as memories begin to overwhelm me and I remember everything. Every memory of my time in Dragca is different now, my view on everything skewed. Every moment with Thorne is fake; he was lying, tricking me from the start, and I fell for it. He burnt Jace’s body, was with me in that final moment that I will never forget, and now it’s tainted with Thorne’s betrayal. Our every moment spent together is soiled, when he opened up to me about his adoptive family and the reason for his animosity with Elias, when he taught me how to use my dragon sight, and when he was just there for me so many times. I scream into my hands, so angry that he did this to me. The lying bastard.

      “Isola, can you come down?” I hear Jules shout, making me snap out of it. I can't allow myself to breakdown; I don't have the luxury of wallowing in my despair. Elias, Dagan, Korbin, Melody, Bee, and the people of Dragca need me. I’m no princess, no leader if I sit here and cry about my problems. No, I need to get up and make a plan of action. I quickly sit up, wiping my eyes and checking I don’t look too upset in the mirror. Opening the door, I walk down the corridor to the stairs, following the noise I can hear into the kitchen. I stop, nearly tripping on thin air when I see Dagan, Elias, and Korbin sitting at the table. They don’t even look my way, just continue to talk, and I slowly walk up to Jules as she puts a casserole into the oven.

      “My brother called, and apparently, his nephews need a place to stay for the next month or so. I don’t know everything, but they are enrolled in school. I emailed your father, who replied saying it was fine,” she explains and I tighten my fists, knowing it couldn't have been my father who replied.

      “Ok,” I reply slowly, and she looks up, a slightly dazed expression on her face. Someone has been messing with her memories. Jules doesn’t have any family, I remember her telling me that. It’s why she made the perfect nanny for me and Jace growing up.

      “They are very good looking, so it's best you don’t go looking. Teenage pregnancies are no fun,” she says nonchalantly. I choke on air, coughing a few times as I plainly nod at her. I didn’t expect her to say that.

      “You don’t have to worry about that,” I explain to her, and she winks.

      “Sure, I don’t,” she looks at the guys, and I hear her mumble under her breath, “If only I was forty years younger.” I laugh a little, and then pull her to me, hugging her side.

      “What was that for?” she asks.

      “I just missed you,”

      “You haven’t had a chance to miss me, we see each other every day,” she says as I pull away, “now go and say hello to your roommates, silly girl.” I nod at her before looking back at the guys. It’s weird to see them in jeans, and normal polo shirts. Elias still has a leather jacket on, so some things don’t change, but it’s clear a lot has. I look at Dagan first, noticing his black hair is a little longer than before, but the sides are still shaved, and he still has his lip ring. Korbin and Elias have also grown their hair out, it falls close to their eyes now and just adds to the wild look they both have. Elias’ hair still has dark blue tips, but he mustn’t have been in the sun much, as they are much darker than I’ve seen them. I wonder where their dragons are, they must be inside of them somewhere, but just hidden. My sister must be insanely powerful to do what she has, to make everyone forget, and to even appear as an illusion. I wonder if she has a dragon inside of her, as she is half ice dragon after all, and it could boost her power. Maybe her dragon blood makes her seer powers that much stronger. I guess I have a lot of things to ask her when I see her next.

      “Well go and say hello to them, they will be your roommates for a while. Besides, staring is rude,” she chastises, shoving me towards them. I take a deep breath, telling myself I can act normal and like I don’t know them as I walk to their table. They look up, one by one, until they are all staring at me. It’s odd for them to stare at me like this, like I’m a total stranger to them. Their eyes assess me, rolling over my body and making me shiver. Their total attention is on me, three powerful, sexy dragons, and they all look at me like they have just found a treasure they want.

      “I’m Isola,” I say, after clearing my throat a little and sliding my fingers into the back of my jeans. Dagan leans back in his seat, his eyes still travelling over my body while moving his lip ring and grins.

      “I-Sol-A,” he spells my name out slowly, wickedly, and then chuckles.

      “Dagan, right?” I ask him, and he nods, biting his lip a little and giving me a strange look. I look away before I can try to decipher that look, it’s not a look of remembrance, that’s for sure.

      “And you’re Korbin?” I ask Korbin, hating that I have to pretend not to know. He isn't even looking at me anymore, and I notice straight away that he no longer has his beard. Damn, I liked that beard on him. Korbin ignores me completely, choosing to mess on his. Great.

      “I’m Elias, and no, I don’t want you to sneak into my room later,” Elias says, winking at me as he gets up and pulls his cigarette packet out his jacket. His hair is longer, making him have to brush it out of his eyes. It makes him look wilder, more untameable, and honestly, so sexy I’m having trouble not reaching up to touch it.

      “Those things kill humans,” I say, repeating a warning I once gave him to see if it jogs his memory, but it doesn't seem to have any impact. He just shrugs and puts the cigarette in his mouth.

      “Usually the best things in life do kill us, princess,” he says, making my heart pound as he walks past me and to the back door.

      “Princess?” I ask, wondering if he remembers calling me it.

      “You look like a princess, a naughty one at that,” he chuckles darkly, walking out as I smile. He might not remember who I am exactly. None of them do, but I have hope because of those two words. There’s only one dragon that calls me naughty princess, and I intend to make sure he remembers me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          Thorne

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Is it done?” I ask Melody, shutting her door behind me and turning to look at her. She is sat on a window seat, a crystal ball in her hand and her black hair draping around it until she sits back. The seer’s rooms are just as grand as the rest of the castle, and it makes me uncomfortable. I look around at the gold walls, the gold floors and gold linen hanging everywhere. I didn’t grow up like this, I grew up in a muddy hut in the forest. The nicest thing we had was a small wooden dragon knight toy I used to play with. Melody is used to this, and yet, I hate it. It’s a castle full of lies, secrets, and is drip with blood.

      “Come and see, my King,” she says formally, yet the twitch of her lips tells me she is being sarcastic. I walk over, looking down into the crystal ball as it glimmers before Isola appears. She is in a kitchen, talking to Dagan, Korbin, and Elias by the looks of it. Her blonde hair is much longer than it’s ever been, soft looking, and falling in curls down her back. She looks up, almost as if she can sense us looking, and I get to see her pale blue eyes, doll like features, and pale skin. It hurts to see her when I know how much she must hate me. I just want to be by her side, able to protect her in the open rather than in secret, behind her back. She has good reason to hate me, and I doubt she will ever forgive me, or let me even be her friend after all I've done. But I will protect her, ensure she lives through this.

      “How long until she can make them remember?” I ask Melody. She waves a hand over the ball, making it go cloudy and slides off the seat.

      “I don’t know, I’ve seen it happen but not the time or date,” she admits.

      “We don’t have long! When my mother goes to the dungeons and sees Dagan, Elias, and Korbin are free...” I trail off, looking away from her. I doubt any of us will live when she figures out I’ve betrayed her, that I chose Isola over her. It’s not that I don’t love my mother, or want the crown, it just I know it’s not what needs to be done. The curses need to end, Isola needs the throne to protect her. I’m no king, if I betray everyone to have the crown.

      “I know. I know she will find her guards, but I’ve told you before I don’t know what happens after that. My visions aren’t all seeing,” she says, her frustration clear in her voice.

      “Fine, I should go in case someone comes looking for me,” I say, walking to the door, but her voice stops me.

      “You should tell her how you feel, what you did to save her. Maybe more importantly, what you didn't do, Thorne,” she tells me gently. I look back, locking eyes with her blue ones as she folds her hands and waits for me to reply. Melody looks nothing like her sister, but yet, they have the same demanding nature. It must run in the family or something.

      “She should hate me. I might have fixed some things, but I still betrayed her,” I say emotionlessly, not even able to say her name out loud. That betrayed look she gave me before she lost her memory, it haunts me, leaving me unable to sleep. I can’t get it out of my head, and I know it's my fault, I brought it on myself. I wish I could have warned her, told her how things had changed for us all, and how I had changed my mind when I saw her father die. But being completely honest with myself, the plan changed the moment I met Isola Dragice.

      “When you see her, you won’t be able to fool yourself or her. She will figure it out, considering only one person could have saved her dragon guards and kept her alive,” she suggests.

      “I will always keep her alive, nothing will ever mean more to me than her life,” I snap, reining my dragon in as it flares to life. Wanting to go to Isola, to protect her.

      “Mineee,” my dragon demands, his claim on Isola is overwhelming because of what I did. When I open my eyes, Melody is staring at me with what looks like sympathy written all over her face.

      “Here,” Melody says, walking over to a box next to her bed and pulling out a bracelet. It’s all black stones, but I don't have a clue what it is or does. She comes over, handing it to me.

      “What is it?” I ask.

      “Wear it when you sleep, and you will understand. It’s a gift, a rare one, so doesn’t lose it. I want it back,” she says and then nods her head at the door.

      “You should go,” she tells me. I don’t question her, just open the door and walk out, slipping the bracelet onto my wrist as I go. I walk down the grand corridors of the castle, intending to go to my rooms, when my mother walks out of one of the royal rooms. She smiles at me and walks over, placing her hand on my shoulder. My mother has clearly just woken up, her blonde hair is down, and she has a cloak on over her dress. Nothing like the white leather she usually wears and comes back to castle with blood spots all over.

      “Where have you been so early son?” she asks, and walks next to me as I keep going. I hate that I have to lie to her, betray her, but I know it’s the right thing to do. My mother isn’t who she used to be, and it’s the king’s fault for making her like this. Evil in a way, but I can save her. I will save her and Isola, but not without the price of having them both hate me.

      “Just a walk to the kitchens, I was hungry,” I say, and her dark blue eyes look up at me. They used to be clear blue, like most ice dragons, but over the years they have gotten darker. Now they are so dark you can just about see the blue, it’s almost black. The black would match the black veins crawling up her arms, but I try not to think about it and look away.

      “I have to leave the castle with Esmeralda today, we have a job to finish in the north,” she explains.

      “What job? I should come with you,” I ask, curious and desperate to keep an eye on her before she destroys the entire kingdom. I don’t know what she is doing, but she comes back covered in black dust, and smelling of fire.

      “Nothing for you to worry about, and I told you before, you can’t leave the castle. You’re the king and until you are mated, with an heir on the way, it’s too dangerous for you,” she says, sighing.

      “I’m not mating anytime soon. I’ve told you this,” I say, trying to hide my annoyance that she won’t tell me what she is doing.

      “When the seers are back on our side, or Melody tells us who your future mate is, we will find her,” she says, like it’s no concern for her. Melody pretends to help her all the time, but I doubt she is helping her much.

      “The seers still won’t come here?” I ask.

      “No, but they will change their minds very soon,” she smiles as we get to my room.

      “What are you going to do? You can’t just kill everyone that doesn’t side with you, mother,” I warn her, and dark lines crawl down her cheeks for just a second before she shakes her head.

      “I won’t kill them,” she says sweetly and walks away. I open the doors to my room, walking across it and straight to the balcony. I have to take deep breaths to calm my dragon down as I look over the mountains as the suns shine above them. I look over at the crown on the side. It's a worthless trinket, considering I have no idea what is going on outside of this castle.

      A king with no power, is no king at all.
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      Isola,” a voice whispers, the voice both hauntingly familiar and heartbreaking. My mind knows who it is, without me even having to look.

      “Hello?” I ask, blinking my eyes open. All I see is smoke all around me. There is a fire in the background, and I quickly turn around, looking for the voice. Part of me doesn’t want to find the man who spoke, but a deeper part of me still yearns for him.

      “Here,” the voice says from behind me and I spin, seeing a shadow of a man in the smoke.

      “I can’t see you,” I say, and he chuckles.

      “You don’t want to, you hate me,” he says sadly, but then still steps forward into the clearing. Thorne stands still as I get a good look at him. His ice blue eyes lock with mine, matching the stolen white crown on his head. I can’t get used to the blonde hair, as I’m so used to seeing it brown. It has been kept short and suits his face more this way. He has a new outfit, still black leather and similar to his guard uniform, but this one is much nicer. He has a long cloak draped around him, with blue and red dragons stitched down the sides.

      “Of course I hate you, you killed my father! The very crown you wear you stole from his dead body! You betrayed me! Get out of my head, and fuck off, you bastard!” I shout at him, stepping back when he steps closer. I’m literally shaking with anger, wishing this dream was real so I could kill him.

      “I can’t escape you anymore than you can escape me, but hate me all you want,” he whispers, and I barely even hear him as I go over the million different ways I could kill him. I think stabbing him through the heart like he did my father would be the best way. When he only stares at me, not saying anything, I have to reply.

      “What the hell does that mean, Thorne?” I snap, and he strides quickly towards me. I back away until I can feel the heat from the fire burning my back. He grabs my face with his hands, pulling me strides quickly towards me. I hit him, struggling to get away, and even try to call my ice, but it doesn’t work.

      “Fight me, hate me, but you can’t shut me out, Issy, and when you know why, you won’t want to,” he tells me and leans down, brushing his lips across my forehead. He lets go, allowing me to fall into the smoke.

      “I hate you, don’t come to me again. I have my dragon guards now,” I shout, falling still but not fighting, the smoke takes me away from him, and that’s what I want more than anything.

      “I sent them to you, protected them for you, but that doesn't mean you shouldn't hate me, Issy," is the last thing I hear him say before everything feels like it is burnt away until only emptiness is left.

      I sit straight up in bed as my alarm blares, covered in sweat and my heart pounding. Feeling my hand burning, look at my tree mark and find it glowing red, before it gradually fades back to its normal green colour. When my heart stops pounding in my ear and I calm down, I realise the dream couldn’t be real. It’s just a bad dream, Thorne wasn’t really there. I turn my alarm off, seeing the display saying its six in the morning, and I lean across the bed, switching my lamp on. Thorne can’t contact me, it’s impossible for him to do that across worlds, and I doubt he is on Earth. He might be a fire and ice dragon, but the only way to get into someone’s dreams is to be seer and have a blood connection as far as I know. Thorne and I don’t have any connection, so clearly, I’m just losing my mind. My laptop sits open beside me, I must have fallen asleep looking at it last night. Closing it, I look around my room again. I can't help the feeling that someone has taken a part of me, not just everything related to my previous life here. It's not just the photos of me and Jace that are missing, though that's a huge part of it. Anything related to Dragca is gone, all of the books, and it makes me wish I had read them now. Even my phone is different, it's not the one I had before, and that means the last image I have of Jace is just gone.

      “Dammit,” I swear, wiping the tears away, and knowing I can’t be weak like this. I have three of the most stubborn men I’ve ever met to convince that they are dragons. God, they are going to think I’m insane.

      “Need to fly soon,” my dragon whispers into my mind as I slide out of bed.

      “I know, I will find a way to sneak away tonight,” I explain, and I feel her comfort at my words before I take over again. I don’t need anyone seeing my eyes turning silver right now, that will freak them out. I grab my running clothes, after washing up in the bathroom, and then plait my hair without looking at my reflection for too long. I look just like my father, and I keep imagining him, how disappointed he must be in me. What would he say if he was alive? How would he save Dragca? I leave my room, looking at the other five doors down the corridor. I know Jules moved into the room opposite me, leaving the three rooms and the shared bathroom at the end of the corridor for the guys. Her and my room have a bathroom to themselves, which I guess the guys don’t mind sharing. It stings that she is sleeping in Jace’s room now, and I know if I went in there, it wouldn’t be anything like it used to be. His books wouldn’t be littered around, and his guitar wouldn’t be leaning against the messy bed. This house feels like it’s haunting me more than the messed-up dream of Thorne. Even his name annoys me, I hate him so much. I shake my head, moving away from my door and walk down the corridor. Instead of dwelling on the past, or things I can't change, I decide to focus on my plans for the day.

      “Good morning!” I say, walking into the kitchen and yawning slightly. Korbin is sat on a stool, and his head lifts up, locking those green eyes with mine. I knew he would be up early. I miss the smiles he used to give me, and even almost miss our runs and his threats to throw fireballs at my ass if I didn't speed up. He doesn’t say anything as he gets up, he just walks over to me and reaches his hand out to get something out of my hair. He pulls back, showing me a little feather.

      “It must be the feather duvet I sleep on,” I say, and he smirks, brushing the feather down my cheek slowly and almost seductively, making me shiver all over.

      “Maybe you should show it to me,” his husky voice suggests, sending goosebumps up and down my body. Korbin has never spoken to me like this, and part of me doesn’t want him to stop. I trace my eyes over his tight pyjama shirt, and snug shorts that show off his muscular thighs. Who knew thighs could be attractive?

      “My duvet?” I ask confused, and he shakes his head, stepping closer to me. We are only a breath apart when he whispers.

      “Your bed, doll.” My mouth parts in shock and he steps back, leaving me a little shaky. He picks his phone up off the side and acts like nothing just happened.

      “I-I don’t think that’s-” I start to say, stumbling over my words and acting like a timid little girl that’s never spoken to a guy before. Damn it, get it together Isola.

      “We could always start off with a date,” he suggests, his deep and husky voice making me just want to listen to him talk forever. I don’t reply to his flirting. I can’t let my hormones control me, not right now, anyway. I need him to be my friend again, we can’t risk anything else. It’s too dangerous. The fact they don’t know about their dragons doesn’t mean a thing, they would lose their dragons permanently by falling for me. Or me for them. I don’t really know specifics on how the curse works, but I’m not going to test it. Not only would they hate me forever, but I'd hate myself.

      “Do you run? I like to run every morning,” I say, lying my ass off.  I spent most of the night reading about how to jog someone’s memory. One of the most successful recommendations is to get them back into their routine. That means running, oh god, running.

      “I usually run in the evenings, but a pretty little doll like you shouldn’t be running on your own,” he says, walking past me and towards the stairs, “get us some water while I get changed.”

      “Alright,” I reply, and he runs up the stairs. I walk to the fridge, pulling out two bottles of water. I head for the door, putting the water down to pull on my trainers. I turn when I hear steps on the staircase and see Jules coming down. She has jeans and a long tunic shirt on today, and her hair is down. She looks happy, although slightly shocked.

      “Wow…I didn’t expect to see you down here already. Are you feeling okay?” she asks, knowing I don’t like mornings. I usually roll out of bed with half an hour to spare, and still spend most of that time reading, before dragging my ass to the bus stop.

      “I decided I need to be healthier. I’m going to run every morning with Korbin,” I explain, and she chuckles.

      “I bet seeing than boy in tight workout clothes and dripping with sweat has nothing to do with your need to be healthy and wake up earlier?” she says, making me choke on thin air, again, as she keeps laughing.

      “I used to be young once, I’ll have you know. I would have done more than run every morning to get close to a body like that,” she teases, winking at me. She walks into the kitchen as I just stare after her in shock. Thankfully, Korbin comes running down the stairs, distracting me from thoughts of what Jules was like when she was younger. With all these comments lately, I'd bet she was a wild one. I try to not appreciate how amazing Korbin looks in his tight running shorts and loose shirt, but I majorly fail. Holy crap on a cracker, he looks hot. I trail my eyes over him shamelessly, and when I finally look into his eyes, he knows I've been staring/checking him out. Thankfully, he doesn't call me on it. I have no excuse.

      “Ready?” he asks gruffly, and I hand him his water as he gets closer.

      “Yep,” I respond. I need to use this time alone with him to make him remember, though I'm not sure how.

      “Do you know a good route with a path?” he asks when we get outside, the cold morning air making me shiver. It’s freezing out. The sun is just rising in the sky, but I know running will warm us up until the sun is fully out.  Our house is in the middle of the woods, with a private driveway that leads down from a secluded road. There aren’t any other houses for miles, and the only vehicle that comes this way is the school bus. The woods have a track I used to walk with Jace sometimes.

      “Yeah, see over there,” I point at the post in between the trees to the right, “there’s a path all the way around the land and back,” I explain.

      “We should race. If I win, I get a date with you. If I lose,” he pauses, “well, what would you like?”

      “Nothing, I’m not taking that bet. We can’t date,” I say.

      “Boyfriend? I should have guessed,” he asks, disappointed.

      “No boyfriend,” I say, and he grins, his green eyes shining with the reflection of the sunrise.

      “Then you best think of something you want to win, not that you really need to worry. You won't win anyway...I want that date," he tells me and takes off running. I run after him, cursing him with his green eyes and sexy voice for distracting me.

      “It’s cheating to have a head start!” I shout, and he looks back at me for a second, still keeping up his fast pace.

      “I don’t play fair, doll,” he tells me, and I shake my head as I hustle to catch up to him. We run at a normal pace for most of the run. Then, in the last fifteen minutes of our race, he suddenly speeds up, and it's impossible for me to keep up with his pace. I swear under my breath when he quickly disappears from view, and I sprint as fast as I can to the end of the track. When I get there, Korbin is leaning against a tree, drinking water. I stand there gawking as it drips down his chin onto his chest, I can't help myself. In my distracted state, I trip on something and slam onto the ground. Nothing hurts, well my ego does, but I ignore that as I roll onto my back.

      “Shit, here,” I hear Korbin says, and he picks me, letting me straighten myself out. He lifts his hand, picking some leaves out of my hair, and then pushing a strand behind my ear. I don’t know what gets into me when he rests his hand on my cheek, but I lean my head/face into it. I close my eyes for a second and just breath in his smoky scent. He might not know he is a dragon, but he still smells like one. He still has that comforting scent. When I open my eyes, Korbin is staring at me with such longing and desire, that I can’t look away. Something is changing between us. I should stop it, that I should run away from it…but I don’t feel like I can.

      “There’s something about you, doll, and I want to know what it is,” he whispers.

      “There’s nothing,” I answer, wanting to say there’s nothing that I can tell him.

      “Nothing is definitely not a word I’d use to describe you, you are everything but it,” he claims forcefully, sliding his hand from my cheek to my jaw, his thumb lightly skimming across my lips.

      “You’re a shameless flirt,” I say, smiling a little tensely. Pulling away, I wipe the dirt off myself and lean down to pick up my water bottle.

      “Not usually, but with you, yes,” he replies, watching me carefully as I try to shake off what just happened. What happened to making him remember? This run accomplished nothing.

      “We should shower before school,” I say, walking towards the house, and he swiftly catches up.

      “I’m going to guess that wasn’t an invite to shower together,” he drawls.

      “Nope,” I giggle.

      “I can wait. Our date is Saturday, at seven,” he says, running ahead of me and into the house before I can even say no. Damn cocky dragon.
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      Want a ride?” Elias’ sexy voice drifts over to me, making me jump as I walk out the house. I turn, seeing him sitting on a massive motorbike, and I have to make my eyes pull away from his leather covered body. Holy crap, he looks hot. I only know its Elias from his voice, as I can’t see his face under his helmet, but I know he can see me ogling him.

      "You have a motorbike... of course you do," I mutter, pulling my coat tighter around me as I glance up at the dark skies. Dagan and Korbin walk past, going down the drive to the bus stop, looking between me and Elias.

      “It’s going to rain, you should take the ride,” Korbin suggests. Dagan doesn’t say a word, only staring at me intensely,  like he is trying to figure out a puzzle.

      "Make your choice, princess," Elias says. I shake my head, knowing I must be mad, and I walk over to Elias. He offers me a spare helmet, and I slide it on before getting onto the back of the bike. It’s a little awkward to get on, being that I’ve never ridden one before, but I do manage. Just not very gracefully.

      "You will need to hang on," his voice coming loudly through the helmet, and I realise they must have some kind of walky talky built in them. I’m sure there’s a technical word for it, but it just reminds me of the walky talkies we use to have as kids. I tentatively wrap my hands around his waist, trying not to feel the flat, hard muscles that are under my grip. He grabs my arms, making me slide forward on the seat until my body is wrapped around his  and he pulls my hands tighter around him. Elias starts the bike, and I close my eyes as it purrs to life underneath me. We begin to move, flying down the driveway by the sound and feel of it. It’s scary at the start, but once I relax, it's pretty enjoyable. I’m used to flying or moving fast, it’s what dragons do but at much higher heights. I’m still not looking though; my eyes are staying shut.

      “Are you going to open your eyes?” Elias asks me after we round a corner.

      “Nope,” I reply back, and I hear him laugh through the helmet. It’s oddly relaxing to hear his laugh, hear him so relaxed and happy.

      “It’s not that bad, you might like it if you try,” he says, and I gently open one eye and then the next. We are driving through town; the shops and people seem like blurs and it’s incredible.

      “It’s so weird, but in a good way,” I say and he laughs, not replying to me. It’s another ten minutes until we are pulling up to the school car park and he stops his bike right near the front of the school. I get off, ignoring the stares from everyone as I pull my helmet off and hand it to Elias. He puts both of them in the space under the seat, and then unzips his riding gear. As he pulls it off, his shirt rides up so I get a glance of his tattoos and the v shape that disappears into his jeans. He puts the outfit in the bike, and grabs his leather jacket, putting it on before slipping his keys into his pocket.

      “Are you going to show me around then?” Elias asks after I spend way too long gaping at him. Shit.

      “Yeah, sure, so where are you guys from?” I ask, and we start walking up the steps to the front doors. I need to know where they have been for the last two years and why Thorne said he brought them here. I can’t accept that he did, that he helped me in any kind of way.

      “A little bit of everywhere, our parents like to travel, but we are stuck here for a while,” he explains, and I wonder who Melody made him think his parents are. I doubt they were travelling anywhere, either. Thorne’s words keep rolling around in my mind. He claimed he kept them safe, so they must have been near him. Maybe they were kept in the castle or something.

      “So down here are all the classrooms, and at the end of this hall is the lunch room. On the right is the head teachers office, the reception rooms, and to the left is the toilets,” I say, pointing in each direction as I explain them. He nods, looking around as students walk past us, all watching him. He pulls a piece of paper out his pocket, looking at the table on it.

      “I have double English first, what about you?” he asks.

      “Same,” I say, and nod my head down the corridor, “it’s this way.”.

      “Isola!” I hear my name shouted, and turn around to see Michael running over to me. Michael has gold blond hair and massive build from all the training he does for football. He towers over me when he steps near me.

      “Hey Michael,” I reply briskly, wanting to get to class. I need the time to spend thinking of new ways to get the guys to remember me.

      “I heard from Hallie that you’re finally coming to one of my party at the end of the month?” he asks, stepping closer. I look over as Elias wraps an arm around my waist, pulling me to his side.

      “We will be coming, I’m Elias,” Elias says tensely, holding out a hand for Michael. Michael looks between us, anger flashing over his face but he instantly schools his expression, shaking Elias hand.

      “You should come and train for the football team, I’m the captain. You have two brothers, right?” he asks.

      “He does,” Dagan’s cold voice comes from behind Michael, just moments before he and Korbin step next to Elias and me.

      “Cool. Anyway, can’t wait to see you at the party…and your friends can come too,” he says, confusing me a little. I flinch when he steps closer, wrapping his arms around me as he pulls me away from Elias and dragging me to his chest. I swear I hear someone growl, and I can only hope it was one of the guys and their dragon.

      “We are going to be late for class,” Dagan says, and you can hear the hostile tone in his voice. Michael lets go, grinning at me before walking away.

      “Who is that?” Elias asks.

      “Just this guy that goes to school here, Michael," I reply. All the guys watch Michael until he gets to his classroom and disappears from view. I place my hand on Elias shoulder.

      “We really will be late for class,” I say, not really caring about being late, but I know I need to distract him from whatever he is thinking. Dagan and Korbin look at me once more before walking off, and Elias steps closer, putting his arm around my waist.

      “What are you doing?” I ask, though I don't push him away. This close, I notice he still carries the smoky scent of his fire dragon, and it makes me want to press myself closer to him.

      “Mine,” my dragon whispers and Elias eyes widen in surprise. He grabs my chin to look at me closer as I feel my eyes fade back to their normal blue. He saw them silver, he must have.

      “Let go,” I demand, and he narrows his eyes at me.

      “Your eyes, they changed colour,” he exclaims.

      “You’re seeing things Elias,” I reply nervously.

      “Don’t lie to me, I don’t like it,” he demands and lets go, stepping back and shaking his head.

      “Eli?” I whisper, watching him hold his hands to his head for a few moments. When he finally looks back at me, he seems so lost.

      "Class. We need to go to class, and then we will have a long chat tonight," he orders. "I don't like lies," he repeats, and I turn around, walking the rest of the way to class.

      “I know, but I don’t have any choice," I whisper to myself.
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      Issy, come on, we are going shopping, remember?” Hallie asks as soon as I step out of our final class. I feel Dagan, Elias, and Korbin follow me from the room. Someone has arranged it so we all have the same classes together. Probably the same person who made it possible for them to live with me. Something is going on, and I’m starting to feel like a puppet on a string, yet I don’t know who it is that is controlling me. The guys haven’t spoke to me much, not even at lunch, though they sat eating their food next to Hallie and me. It’s awkward between us all, but I’m clueless to why it feels that way.

      “What?” I ask her, snapping out my thoughts.

      “Shopping? We made plans to go tonight,” she says, and I vaguely remember making plans with her in my fake life last week.

      “Alright,” I concede. When I drop the book I'm holding, I stop to pick it up, and someone slams into me. We both fall to the floor, and I land on something hard. I open my eyes to see Dagan underneath me, his hands on my waist and a serious expression clouding his eyes.

      “Are you always this clumsy?” he asks. This moment reminds me of when we first met, how he jumped on me to save me back then. Not that he is saving me this time, but still.

      “No… well, yes. I mean, I can be. I try not to be if that helps,” I grin, and he shakes his head at me as I get off of him.

      “Here,” he hands me my book, but doesn't let go. He stands there, still staring at me with confusion written all over his face.

      “Thanks Dagan,” I say, as he finally lets go of the book and steps away, rolling his lip ring. He always does that when he's thinking about something.

      “No problem, kitty cat, see you at home,” he replies and turns around, walking over to where Korbin and Elias are waiting for him by the door.

      “At home? What have you not been telling me?” Hallie gasps dramatically, pushing her long hair behind her shoulders. I sigh, watching the guys disappear through the doors.

      “They all moved in yesterday. Apparently, they need a place to stay for a while, and Jules is completely okay with it,” I say, and her eyes widen. I walk to my locker, letting her process the shock, and shove my textbooks inside, before closing it to face her.

      “Holy fucking shit!” Hallie exclaims, whacking my arm and making me laugh. I actually like this girl.

      “Please, please say you’re going to sneak into at least one of their rooms…like naked, so they can’t resist,” she begs, and I laugh.

      “I don’t think I need to do that, besides, I have a date with Korbin on Saturday. It's a long story, but I kind of lost a bet," I tell her.

      “Then we definitely need to find you something tight and sexy to wear,” she wraps an arm around me and leads me to the door. We go in Hallie’s car to the shopping centre, parking up, and walking in. I look at Hallie, trying to find something from our fake past to ask her about. It's getting harder to remember, the memories becoming more distant.

      “Are your mum and dad still arguing?” I finally ask.

      “Yeah, and when it’s over you, you can’t help but feel bad,” she admits, and I remember how her father wants her to join the family business after school, and how her mother is completely against it.

      “It’s not your fault,” I reply gently.

      “It really is though. I’m their only child, and dad is head of their business. Mum lets me work with him sometimes, but she still hates what he does. I’m not a fan, but understand it’s needed. It’s just complicated at home,” she sighs.

      “What is the family business? I can’t remember,” I ask her.

      “My dad works for the government and has his own facility, but I can’t tell you what they do. It’s all top secret and whatnot. I have told you this before,” she laughs. I laugh it off with her because the truth is,  I don’t remember asking her that before. The fake past is slipping from my mind faster than I thought it was.

      “I know, I thought I’d just try asking again. But seriously, it’s not your fault. You can be anything you want when you finish school,” I tell her.

      “Not when you have to keep your parents happy, and have responsibility thrown at you from birth,” she says and then shakes her head. “Anyway, less depressing talk about things we can’t change, and more shopping.” I smile at her, and let her lead me towards the clothes shops we usually buy from. We have a lot more in common than I ever knew. Both of us never really had a choice about our futures and what we get to do. Freedom was never an option for us.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I walk up the stairs quietly, holding three bags at my sides, and make my way into my bedroom. I put the bags on the floor by the door, shutting it, and switching on a light as I go. I turn around and jump at the sight of Elias on my window seat, smoking a cigarette out the open window.

      “What the hell are you doing in here? You have your own room,” I exclaim. Internally I groan when I realize my plan to sneak out later, and go to the woods to let my dragon out won't be happening. I feel her grumble in my mind, her annoyance isn’t too bad though.

      “I said we would talk, and I meant it. I don't forget things," he says, and I mentally cringe. He has forgotten things, he’s forgotten everything. Everything that makes him Elias Fire, the deadly dragon guard I know. I watch him finish his cigarette, flicking it out the window and shutting it before facing me. I keep my back against the wall near the door, unsure whether to approach him or not.

      “What do you want me to say?” I ask, knowing I can’t tell him about the real reason my eyes changed colour, or why I lied to him. I have a feeling Elias knows when I’m lying, and at the moment, I'm having to lie about everything. How I feel, what is real, what isn’t, and my entire life.

      “I dream about kissing you, not in a made-up dream, but an actual memory. I remember kissing you. How is that possible? We have never met, but I know your mine. That dream fucking haunts me even when I’m awake,” he tells me as he gets up and stalks over to me, never taking his eyes off mine. Every step he makes to get closer to me is dangerous, because of what I’m feeling, what I’m thinking. I don’t want to lie to him, and yet, I can’t let him closer. I can’t tell him anything, but he doesn’t remember enough to save himself. He pushes me further into the wall, his body pressed against mine. I close my eyes, knowing I can’t be trusted to look at him.

      “I know if I kiss you right now, you will taste as sweet as a peach, and more addictive than anything I’ve ever tasted in my life,” he growls, and I feel a finger tracing down my cheek, towards my neck. His hand slides to the back of my head, gripping my nape and angling my face towards his. Even then, I still don't open my eyes, not even when I feel his warm breath on my lips. I know he is inches away from me and if he kisses me, I won’t have the power to stop him. To fight what feels right.

      “Open those eyes and tell me the truth,” he urges, yet it feels like a demand. A dark, seductive one that sends shivers through me.

      “I can’t,” I whisper, freezing when I feel his hand tighten on my neck and his lips ever so gently brush mine.

      "Soon then," he promises, and lets me go. He steps back, and I release the breath I'd been holding. I open my eyes, seeing him open the bedroom door and walk out without another word.

      What the hell am I doing?
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      I can’t stand this anymore,” I yell, slamming my hand into the stone wall. Korbin looks up as he does another sit up, and then rolls back into a crouch.

      “Keep it down, Elias never gets any rest. Work out, keep yourself occupied, do anything but think. It’s what I do,” he snaps, nodding a head towards Elias sleeping in the corner. I look into the other dungeons, seeing the other dragons in here. Most have no idea why they were taken, other have said they side with the ice throne, and its true leader. Isola isn’t here to save them, or to be on the throne, and she needs us.

      “It’s been two years! Two years of living in this cage, stuck in this dungeon, while we wait for him to bring us food!” I growl, though I quickly lose my bluster. Sighing, I lean back against the wall and think of the only person that makes all this worth it. Isola.

      “I miss her too, and the connection makes separation painful for us all,” Korbin says as he sits down next to me. I don’t reply, I don’t need to confirm how I’m feeling. We all know, because we're all experiencing the same emotions. When we saved her life, we didn’t expect to be separated from her.

      “I can’t even connect to her,” I growl again.

      “It’s because we’ve been weakened, and she is lost in her own mind. Connecting to her dreams is impossible,” Korbin replies.

      “Maybe she is better lost, because when she remembers…it will break her,” I say quietly. She is strong, one of the strongest people I know, but none of us expected Thorne to betray her the way he did. Never expected him to kill her father, to imprison her guards, and take her throne.

      “But she will have us,” he comments.

      “Yet, she won’t. We can’t escape this,” I mutter back, getting angry all over again. Flames burst out my hands, and I roll them around, forming a dragon. We are silent as I play with the flames, but eventually I put them out and watch the door to the dungeons. Thorne should be here with food soon. He always shows up like clockwork every five days, around the same time of day. Elias wakes up, but stays quiet as he waits for the door to open with the rest of us. The door soon opens, but instead of coming in with the usual two guards, Thorne arrives with the seer at his side. The one that made Isola forget.

      “Get up,” Thorne demands as he lifts his hand, showing us keys and unlocking our cage. We all stand to hurry out, but Elias is first through the open cell door. He immediately walks over and drives his fist into Thorne's face.

      “What the fuck? I’m getting you out of here, you moron!” Thorne sputters, rubbing his jaw as his nose bleeds.

      “That’s for Isola. Don’t even say you didn’t deserve it,” Elias says as they stare at each. Thorne eventually nods, and turns away, walking up the stairs.

      “Come on, we don’t have long to get you out. Be ready to fly,” he says, and we follow him out the dungeons.

      “And be ready to forget, it is the only way because I’ve seen all your deaths if you just go to her. Including my sister’s, and I will not risk that,” the seer says, just as darkness blurs everything.

      “Anything for Isola, even my memories, even my dragon,” is the last words I manage to hear myself say.

      

      I wipe my face and give myself a shake, trying to clear my mind of the dream I've had every night since we arrived. I force myself to focus on the fact I'm in class, and it's not real. I glance over at Isola, staring at the beauty sitting two rows in front of me. Like she can feel my eyes on her, she turns, and her pale blue eyes lock with mine. Everything disappears, the classroom, the school until there is nothing but us gazing at each other. Her blue eyes are like a pool of clear water, they suck you in until you don’t want to escape. Her blonde hair is light, so natural as it frames her face, falling in perfect waves. She is stunning and utterly irresistible, and I've only known her a few days.

      “Mr Fire? Do you know the answer?” someone says, and reality rushes back as I realise the teacher was talking to me.

      “I completely missed the question, miss, what did you say?” I ask.

      “Perhaps try listening next time, Mr Fire. I asked what made Juliet decide to kiss the poison lips of Romeo when she awoke?” she asks me. I look at Isola as I answer.

      “Juliet knew she couldn’t live without the one person that made life worth living. She wanted to follow Romeo anywhere, and that included death. She made the choice that he was worth more than herself,” I answer, and Isola takes a deep breath, before turning around and facing the front.

      “Correct, Mr Fire. Now can someone tell me what happened when the poison didn’t work?” she asks and Isola puts her hand up, “go on, Miss Dragice.”

      “In her utter agony at the poison not working, she picked up a dagger and stabbed herself through the heart. She was certain that the only way to be with him was in death, so she guaranteed it the only way she knew how. Many people were sad and jealous of such a tragic love, that death was the only way for them to be together,” she answers. The teacher claps, turning to the white board as she keeps talking. I don’t hear a word of it as I watch Isola, like I have since I got to this school. There’s something different about her, and there’s something different about me when I’m around her, too. I can’t stay away and I have no plan to try either.
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      I look up at the gym, the building I’ve avoided ever since I remembered who I was. The place where Jace died, the place that holds a memory I don’t want to replay, but I need to. The final bell rings, and I square my shoulders, holding my head up as I walk in. The normal smells of socks and body odor fills my senses as I walk through the small room and into the main part of the gym. I stare at the spot where he died, seeing nothing other than a newly painted floor. Any sign Jace died here is gone, everything about him is gone from this place. Meanwhile, I'm forced to stay here and pretend everything is normal. Ignoring my teacher's shouts for me to return, I turn around and leave the building. I can’t act normal in that class, in that room. It’s too much. I wipe my tears away as I walk out the school and head towards the bus stop. I just want to go home, and feel like shit for the rest of the evening. Everything is just so fucked up, and damn if I have a clue what I’m doing.

      “Hey!” Dagan shouts, and I slow down so he can reach my side.

      “Skipping class? I didn’t think you had it in you, kitty cat,” Dagan says as he catches up to me on my way to the bus stop.

      “It’s been a shit day,” I tell him dryly, looking away as I can't deal with trying to get him to remember right now.

      “So, I have Jules’ car today as she wants to me to do a food shop for her. Problem is, I have no idea how to find the supermarket," he says, grabbing my arm gently so I stop walking. “Would you show me?”

      “Why are you shopping for Jules, anyway?”

      “Apparently the three of us eat too much and keep her busy with all the extra washing we've caused. Jules is tired of constantly having to go to the shops, and told us we needed to start helping,” he says, rubbing the back of his neck and making his shirt ride up. I quickly pull my eyes away, looking up at him and sighing.

      “Fine. I could use some chocolate and ice cream,” I reply. I follow him back to the car park, and he opens the door for me, letting me in.

      “Take the main road out of town, and then its three rights to get to the Tesco,” I explain to him, as it’s pretty hard to find. I don’t know why they didn’t just buy a building in town to put the store in, but they didn’t.

      “So, why are you skipping class?” Dagan asks me after he starts driving.

      “Why are you?” I counter.

      “I'm not. My last class was cancelled because my history teacher is sick. They let us all go home early,” he explains.

      “I don’t want to talk about it.”

      “Come on, I want to know,” he nudges my shoulder gently. Dagan catches and holds my gaze when he finds me looking at him, “I want to help, let me.”

      “You can’t help, not with this,” I mutter.

      “Explain, and then we will see,” he replies.

      “Fine. My boyfriend died in the gym, and I went there today. I don’t know, it just freaked me out, and upset me,” I tell him, and he nods.

      “How did he die?”

      “A fire a few years ago,” I say, because I can’t really tell him the truth. That my step aunt stabbed him through the heart with a dagger.

      “I’m sorry, I really am. They say you never lose someone close to you, not really. Not in here,” he points at his chest.

      “But you miss them. You miss them so much it hurts sometimes,” I say, and he reaches over, lifting my hand and just silently holding it.

      “I can’t relate to you, I can’t tell you how to feel. So, I won’t, but I can be here as your friend, or whatever you want me as Isola,” he says, more serious than he is ever usually like with me.

      “I sometimes wonder if Jace would hate me for moving on, for even thinking of someone else that way.”

      “If he loved you, no he wouldn’t. He would want you to be happy, to love, and to live life to the fullest. That’s all anyone wants for someone they love, and I’m sure he felt that way about you,” he says, just as we spot the Tesco. We take two more turns until we pull into the car park and get out. I hadn't realized until he lets go, but he'd been holding my hand, lightly stroking it with his thumb, the entire time we'd been talking.

      “Did she give you a list?” I ask, wanting to change the subject. From the look Dagan throws me over the car bonnet, he realizes, but still allows it.

      “Yeah, not that I have a clue what half the things on here are,” he shrugs, pulling a list out his pocket.

      “Okay, you push the trolley, and I’ll put things in, nice and simple,” I say, opening the list and seeing mainly herbs, meat, and fresh food. There is also in big bold letters at the bottom saying, “Buy your own junk food,”

      “Apparently you need to buy your own junk food,” I show Dagan, who chuckles as he gets a trolley, and we walk into the store. It’s really strange how normal this is, shopping in the human world with Dagan, a big scary dragon. I'm sure he never would have done this if he remembered who he is.

      “Okay, so let’s get the junk food first. It’s near the entrance,” I muse, and Dagan claps his hands.

      “You should hold the trolley then,” he grins as he starts throwing god knows how much junk food into the trolley. When it’s basically full, we are at the end of the isle.

      “You can’t possibly eat all this!” I say, just not believing it.

      “I don’t want to come back to the store, and Korbin and Elias will eat shit loads too,” he shrugs, and then steps backwards. Everything seems to slow down, just like in the movies, as as Dagan bumps into a stack of dozens of cereal boxes piled on top of each other in a triangle shape, and they go flying everywhere.

      “Whoops,” Dagan says, straightening up, and we look over to see an angry shop assistant glaring at us.

      “Dagan,” I hiss, turning the trolley around and getting the hell out of there.  Dagan and I basically run down the aisle and into the next one, both us stopping to stare at each other before bursting out laughing. By the time we stop laughing, we have tears running down our faces.

      “Come on, before they find us, and we get kicked out,” I tease him. He takes the trolley as I get the list back out. This was just what I needed to cheer me up. Dagan is just what I needed.
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      I’ll go get the last bag, don’t worry about it,” I say, stopping Dagan from walking out of the kitchen. He chucks his keys at me, and I reach out a hand to catch them. I eye the twenty or so bags lying all over the kitchen and mentally sigh. It’s going to take forever to unpack all the junk food he has bought.

      “Okay, I will start putting everything away. Can you lock the car when you're finished?” he asks me, rolling that lip ring between his lips, and totally distracting me enough to drop the keys. I reach down, picking them up as I mentally curse myself. Gotta get it together Isola.

      “Sure,” I smile at him, and walk out. The sun is bright today, making it almost warm unlike the usual cold, wet weather we have. I walk out to the car and reach into the boot.

      “Danger,” my dragon’s voice warns me, hissing the words in my mind. I open my senses, still trying to act normal. As I'm reaching for the last bag, I hear it, the sound of something flying at me from behind. I turn, and hold both of my hands out, making an ice wall just as two daggers slam into it, one cutting my hand.

      “Shit,” I hiss in pain as I lower my hand, seeing the deep cut but knowing I have bigger problems. I slowly look around the ice wall, keeping my senses open, but see nothing.I can't smell anyone around either, only the residual scents of the people living with me.

      “Dragon? Can you sense them?” I ask her, trusting her senses.

      “Gone,” she whispers. Looking back at the wall of ice, I spin around and kick the bottom, and it falls to pieces. I reach down and pull one of the daggers out of the ice. It is dragonglass, with a red dragon symbol etched into the wooden handle. The second one is the same.

      “Isola?” Dagan shouts from inside, and I quickly throw the dagger into the boot of the car. I pull the second one out, shoving that in too. I will have to remember to get these out before Jules sees them and has a heart attack. I grab the last grocery bag with my good hand, cursing at the blood dripping freely from the other, and shutting the boot. I look at the ice briefly, hoping it will melt before anyone sees it. I run up the stairs, looking behind me once more for any threats, before shutting the front door.

      “What the hell happened?” Dagan says, dropping the cereal box in his hands, and rushing over to me when I get into the kitchen. He lifts my cut hand, pulling me into the kitchen so he can see it under the spotlights and picking up a towel, placing it on the cut.

      “I err…shut my hand in the boot door,” I claim, the only thing I can think of, as I put the plastic food bag down on the floor.

      “When you said you try not to be clumsy,  you were lying, right?” he asks, a small concerned smile on his lips, making me chuckle.

      “Yep,” I reply, and he shakes his head at me.

      “Hold this on it, while I go get the first aid box,” he presses my free hand on the towel and steps away.

      “It’s under the sink in the bathroom downstairs,” I tell him. He nods, heading in that direction. I watch him walk away, as I run the image of the dagger through my mind. It wouldn’t be Tatarina’s or someone she sent, because I have no doubt she would use a dagger with an ice dragon and fire dragon on it to make a point when killing me. I guess it could be her, yet she would make a curse by killing me because of Bee, and she isn’t that stupid. Thorne doesn’t want me dead, he made that clear by stopping his mother from killing me before. So, who would do this? Dagan comes back and I try to relax, attempting to forget that someone just tried to kill me. Even though that’s impossible.

      “Let’s go upstairs. Jules will be home any minute and I don’t want to explain this to her. She will only freak out, and want me to go to hospital,” I ask, hopping off the seat after Dagan nods his agreement.

      “If it needs anything more than butterfly stitches, we still might have to go,” Dagan says once we get to the stop of stairs. When we reach my room, I open the door with my elbow.

      “I heal fast, so don’t worry,” I reply, walking into my room. Dagan switches the light on and I sit on the bed, moving the towel to look at the cut. It’s pretty deep, straight across my tree mark, splitting the tree in half. It has begun to heal a little already, and I doubt it even needs butterfly stitches, just a bandage will do. Dagan sits next to me on the bed, pulling my hand to him, and inspecting it. He gets some antibacterial wipes out the box and starts slowly wiping the blood away.

      “I didn’t know you had a tattoo,” he says, admiring the tree mark. "Do you have any others?" When he slides a thumb over it, a burst of warmth shoots through me, and he quickly moves his thumb away. Dagan continues to clean my hand, though he keeps giving me strange looks.

      “Nope, just this one,” I answer, clearing my throat and wondering what the hell that was.

      “The green ink is amazing, so unique,” he comments, and I flinch as he wipes the cut, the cleaning solution burning the cut.

      “Sorry, kitty cat, I should have warned you that would sting,” Dagan comments, stroking my wrist with his fingers in a soothing way.

      “It’s okay, thanks for helping me,” I reply. I close my eyes and inhale his smoky scent as he wipes the cut again, and I have to bite my lip at the sting. He smells like home, like everything I  really didn’t know I needed.

      “Anything you need, you come to me,” he commands as I open my eyes. Looking up, his blue eyes hold such promise as he stares at me. I still remember the Dagan that didn’t like me, who would never look at me like this. Wouldn’t help me, not unless he was forced. It’s still him, but he is a lot nicer, that’s for sure.

      “What are you thinking, kitty cat?” he asks, and I pull my eyes away from his. When I look back, he is reaching into the box for a white bandage and tape.

      “I was wondering about what you like to do in your spare time?” I respond, saying the first thing I can think of.

      “Other than catching you from falling, and fixing your injuries?” he jokes, making me laugh, “well, I like to work out. The basement gym here is pretty good.” I smile tightly, remembering all the times Jace and I would train and fight in that basement. How our first time was actually in there, on one of the sofas. It wasn’t romantic, we were both drunk and had no idea what we were doing, but it still meant something.

      “Hold still a sec,” Dagan says, letting go of my hand. Putting the bandage underneath, he wraps my hand tightly before ripping some tape and tying it. This reminds me of when I cut my hands in Dragca, and Thorne fixed me up. All that time he was planning to betray me, but as I look up at Dagan, I just feel confused. Sending them to me was helping me somehow, it couldn’t have been done for any other reason.

      “Tell me about your childhood, your parents?” I ask Dagan, needing a change of subject, as he puts the spare stuff away. I pick up the wrappers, walking over to my bin and dropping them in. I sit on the window seat, pulling up my legs.

      “My mum and dad work for the army, so there’s a lot of travelling. We went everywhere, moving every month or so. It wasn’t much fun moving all the time,” he says each word like a robot who was programmed to say this speech. I smile tightly, wondering how far I can push his memory. I remember seeing Elias hold his head, the pain of remembering before it was time overwhelming him, I suspect. I need to push Melody into talking to me, telling me what she knows of my future and how to make them remember.

      “What about you, your parents?” he asks.

      “My mother and father are dead, but I have a half-sister and uncle. They just don’t live around here,” I say, feeling weird about talking about my sister so casually when it still feels so raw.

      “Jules said she talks to your father, and he pays her?” he asks me, his suspicious eyes narrowing on mine.

      “She means my uncle, he claims to be my father sometimes,” I lie, and I know he knows it when he tuts.

      “You’re not a good liar, you should work on that, kitty cat,” he says and picks the first aid box up, walking to the door. He stops when he opens it, looking back at me.

      “When you came back in that kitchen, you were scared. Is it safe for me to leave you?”

      “Of course it is,” I say, trying to wave it off.

      “If you need a guard, a friend, or anything…I’m only two doors away,” he says and walks out, the look in his eyes staying with me. He knows I'm hiding something. Even when he doesn’t remember who he is, or who I am, he still wants to guard me. For some reason, it makes my heart flutter.
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      I shoot my eyes open, seeing a gun pointing at another version of me. My hair is up in a ponytail, and I have my dragon leather outfit on, which gives me hope that I get back to Dragca at some point. I can’t see who is holding the gun, only the slightly wobble of the person’s hand as they hold it in front of my face. I don’t move, just hold my hands up, and speak words I can’t hear. I can’t even see the room, only a smoky blur instead.

      “Hey sis!” I hear Melody say cheerfully, making me jump. Why do people keep appearing out of nowhere? I turn to see her walk through the smoke, wearing the same red dress as last time I saw her. Her hair is up in a bun this time, and her marks on her face almost glow in the dimly lit room.

      “Another warning visions?” I ask.

      “Oh this, no, well yes. It doesn’t matter, I only use them to be able to talk to you, as the visions won’t change,” she waves a hand like someone holding my future self at gunpoint isn't important.

      “Someone tried to kill me, with daggers,” I tell her, and she sighs.

      “Thorne thinks he controls his mother, that she isn’t stupid enough to kill you. He doesn’t know her at all. Watch your back,” she warns me.

      “I wish people would stop coming into my dreams, it’s just annoying now,” I give her a pointed look, but she just raises an eyebrow at me.

      “And I wish I didn’t have to use my power every day to keep you safe, but we all don’t get what we want. Now grow up, get over it, and listen,” she tells me off, and surprised, I decide to listen. She does have a point.

      “What is going on in Dragca? Has anyone seen my uncle?” I ask, needing to know what is going on. He is all I have left who is on my side over there, that I know of anyway. If I can get to him, then I can figure something out. I don’t think walking back into Dragca with no plan is a good idea. I remember how Tatarina looked at me; she wants me dead, and I have a feeling Bee and the curse is the only reason I’m not.

      “No, we haven’t found him, but that’s a good thing. He is hiding with the seers somehow, smart man,” she pauses to wink. “Anyway, your step brother is being ruled by his mother. She is an evil bitch, just in case you were unsure, and his dear auntie is her executioner. The whole of Dragca is spilt with those who are scared, but secretly hope you are still alive, those who support Thorne but are scared of his mother. Then there are others who don’t know who to choose so they are going to the seers, who will not choose a side anymore,” she explains.

      “I will come back soon and convince the seers to side with me. With you by my side, it shouldn't be too difficult," I promise.

      “Oh, I know, only…it’s not going to be as easy as you think. Once you come back, I’m not seeing all your future, just bits, like this gunshot…it’s bothering me. I see you coming for me, and then it’s black. I’m missing something,” she says, frustration written all over her face.

      “Can I stop Thorne from coming into my dreams? Is there any way you can tell me how to make the guys remember?” I ask her, knowing this dream can’t last forever, and talking about the future isn’t what I need to know.

      “No, it’s fate, and good for you both,” she says, with a sad smile. She looks over her shoulder at something, but I only see smoke. When she looks back, the sad smile replaced with tight lines.

      “Which is?” I ask.

      “All of this, it’s what has to happen, and there are so many outcomes that could occur. I could tell you the clearest route, but then it would risk that future. First rule of being a seer, you don’t tell your closest family their futures, unless you want them dead,” she says, seeming happy, and then she looks behind herself again. Her smile disappears, and worry fills her face instead.

      “What are you looking at?” I ask.

      “I’m projecting from my room while half-asleep, and Thorne is knocking the door,” she says and turns back, “I don’t have much time as he wants me to look for you again, tell him what you are doing, and that means his mother is out for a bit,” she explains.

      “I hate him Odie! I can’t, and don’t want to see him in my dreams. Also, I don’t want you telling him what I’m doing!” I shout at her.

      “Have you ever heard the saying, “there’s a fine line between love and hate”, she says, but a gunshot makes me jump before I can yell at her about her ridiculous idea. I don’t love Thorne, I detest him. I can’t stand him for what he has done. I look over to see the future me holding my stomach, the person with the gun actually shot me. Who is it? I try to walk over, but something stops me, like a glass wall I can’t see.

      “Time to wake up, your dragon guards need you, and time is short,” Melody tells me. I go to correct her about the love and hate thing, and the stupid saying which is bugging me when I know there is more important things to find out. Like who shot me.

      “I’ve been shot, who is that?” I bite out.

      “Oh, that’s nothing and you know I can’t tell you. I know you live...if that helps,” she chuckles, and then everything blurs away. Being shot isn’t nothing, but I don’t get to tell her that.

      

      The shrieking of my alarm makes me wake up, feeling a little hazy as I rub my eyes and grab my phone. The memory of the dream flashes through my mind. I'm going to be shot in the future, which I bet really hurts. Why didn't I defend myself, fight them? It doesn’t make any sense. I don’t even want to think about that knowing look my sister gave me, like I could love Thorne. That’s impossible, so fucking impossible. I turn the alarm off, scrolling blankly through my Facebook messages from Hallie. I guess she went on a date last night with some guy, and apparently, he's really good in bed. At least someone is getting laid. I think I’m starting to forget what sex is like. I send her a quick text about how lucky she is, and then start to get out of bed, when someone knocks my door. I run over, open it up, and keep myself behind the door as my banana covered pyjamas aren’t cute. Neither are the Dorito stains all over them.

      “I can’t run this morning, I have to go and look at a car that’s for sale across town. Elias is coming with me, and Jules as well, because she just wants to get out the house,” he says. I nod as I run my eyes over his styled brown hair, green eyes, and the tight shirt and jeans he has on. They cling to his body, showing off how damn impressive it is.

      “It’s Saturday anyway, I don’t run on weekends,” I make myself look away as I reply.

      “Cool, that works out then. Be ready at seven tonight,” he instructs, stepping back.

      “Seven?” I ask.

      “I’m a little insulted you forgot about our date doll, but you can make it up to me tonight,” he says with a wink. I mentally sigh as he turns around and walks away. We can’t date, it's too risky for them, for me. Yet somehow, the thought of going out on a date with Korbin turns me on, much more than it frightens me. I shut the door, mentally cursing myself, and try to decide whether or not letting my hormones control me is the best idea. I pull the bandage off my hand, and despite the cut being healed, get a plaster out to replace it. I should have something something covering where the cut should be, just in case Dagan sees it. I get changed, and grab my kindle, intent on spending the day reading a romantic wolf shifter book. Running down the stairs, I freeze when I see Dagan in the kitchen, cooking something that smells amazing. He even has an apron on, no shirt underneath, and I just stare at all the muscles on his back. There are a few scars littered around, but mainly it is all muscles, and damn fine-looking ones at that.

      “I didn’t have you down as the cooking type,” I grin, and he turns to look at me.

      “Oh, and what did you have me down as?” he teases.

      “A guy that lifts weights all day, and likes to fight,” I shrug, as really, he does seem like that type, and back in Dragca, there was no need for him to cook at the academy.

      "I do fight, so you're right there. In fact, I have a self-defence class today that I'm going to for the first time," he chuckles, and then looks over at me as he pours batter into the frying pan.

      “Want some pancakes?” he asks.

      “I’d love some,” I reply, walking over to the table. Dagan serves the pancakes up before sitting opposite me. After pouring some maple syrup on the pancakes, we begin eating in earnest, not really speaking. Every so often, I feel his eyes on me, but whenever I glance up, he is looking away and pretending like he wasn’t. I need to do something to get some alone time with him, where we have a chance to talk, and he isn't so awkward with me.

      “How’s your hand?” he asks, reminding me that I need to get the daggers out the car before Jules sees them.

      “Fine,” I respond, and he nods.

      “Can I come to self-defence? I used to go to the local one a few years back,” I blurt out.

      “Really? You did self-defence?” he asks, leaning back in his chair, and looking me up and down. Why do guys think females can’t fight, simply because we don’t look strong? Usually the strongest people in the world are hidden behind a pretty face.

      “Yes, I did, and I bet I can kick your ass,” I say, totally bluffing. Dagan is like, twice the size of me, and most likely could break me like a twig.

      “I’d like to see that, but you hurt your hand. It’s not a good idea.”

      “It’s all healed, I swear I’m fine,” I say, and he narrows his eyes at me.

      “Alright then. We have Elias’ bike we can ride there, as he took the taxi with Korbin and Jules earlier,” he tells me.

      “I will clean up, you cooked,” I say when we have finished eating, but Dagan picks his plate up, and moves to get mine.

      “Nah, I don’t mind, and you need to get dressed. Class starts in an hour, and we’ll need to leave in ten minutes to get there,” he explains.

      “Okay,” I say, getting up and keeping my eyes on him. “A hot man that cooks and cleans, most girls would do anything to find a guy like you.” Instantly regretting it when I realise I said it out loud.

      “You think I’m hot?” Dagan teases, as my cheeks light up.

      “That was meant to be a comment in my head, not spoken out loud,” I explain, which only makes his grin grow. He rolls the lip ring in-between his lips and puts the plates down, walking over to me. He stops when we are mere inches apart, and I have to arch my neck to look up at him.

      “Go and get dressed before I show you just how hot I think you are, kitty cat,” he warns me, and yet, I don’t move as I stare up at him. His blue eyes are brighter now, the black specks from his dragon are gone, and I kind of miss them.

      “What are you thinking about?” he asks me, his voice deep and husky as he strokes his fingers down my arm. His touch snaps me out of my thoughts and brings me back to my senses. I step back, clearing my throat.

      “About how a girl is going to beat your ass in class,” I say with grin, and turn away before I do something crazy, like jump on him and kiss him until we both forget everything else.
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      Ouch,” I groan as Dagan flips me onto my back, and I wheeze out in pain. He looks down at me, his hands on his hips, and his dark eyebrows raised. I huff mentally, knowing I’m not using all my strength, because to do that would be to call my dragon for help. I have to put a large barrier between us, just so she doesn’t take offence at Dagan’s smirk every damn time he wins. Cocky asshole.

      “How long has it been since you trained?” he asks, offering me a hand which I push away and get myself up. There are a few other people training, and they look our way, but they don't stare for long. Most of the humans are scared of Dagan, and have been since we walked in, which works well to get them to leave us alone. The training hall is right in the middle of town, at the back of a warehouse. The place is used for all sorts of sports I believe; the stench of sweat, dirt, and blood is overwhelming of sweat, dirt and blood is overwhelming me.

      “Months, years, I don’t know,” I manage to pant out. Dagan rolls his lip ring as he watches me.  All I can think about is how I want to kiss him, want to feel that cold silver of the ring against my own lips. I shouldn't be thinking these things.

      “You need a lot of work before you would stand a chance of beating anyone,” he says, and the teacher chooses that point to walk over.

      “Isola had a lot of skill from what I remember, with some personal training she could be a worthy opponent in a fight,” Miss Dale says, smiling. Miss Dale is thirty something, with bright pink hair cut very short, and a muscular, toned body that most people would die for. She also has a serious expression that makes you want to run away from her. She is tiny, like five foot three, but she could kick all our asses without even getting breathless. Well, maybe not Dagan, but then he has trained all his life, even if he doesn’t remember it.

      “I don’t see any skill now,” Dagan comments drily, like I’m not right in front of him.

      “Maybe you should give her some lessons. The skills on your paperwork indicate you don’t really need this class anyway, so why not train someone in need instead?” Miss Dale suggests.

      “I’m not in need,” I protest.

      “You are, and being the good person I am, I will help you,” Dagan cockily replies, and I just glare at him as Miss Dale claps.

      “Excellent,” she says with a sweet smile towards me. “Why don’t you get the bo staff, and fight with those? I remember you being amazing with one,” she suggests, nodding her head towards the large fighting ring in the middle of the hall. The bo staffs are lined up next to it. It’s a common way to fight here, and I used to be able to beat everyone other than Jace. He was something else as a fighter, but everyone has forgotten him here. This is a place he came to every week, and they can’t remember him. I close my eyes, looking away for just a second to I calm down from the rush of anger that makes me feel.

      “Ok,” Dagan says, walking over to the ring, and I follow reluctantly. This is going to hurt both my ego and my butt when he beats me. I grab a bo staff from the rack, and climb into the ring after Dagan. He stands, swirling the bo staff around with one hand as he watches me from the other side of the ring.

      “This might hurt a little, but I promise to be gentle,” he comments, and runs at me before I’m ready to even reply. I lift my staff, whacking it against his and spinning around straight after, meeting his next hit. Dagan jumps to left, swinging the staff for my legs, which I manage to avoid with a backflip. I land with my staff up, ready to protect myself, as he attacks again. He pushes all his strength down onto me, and I have to take several steps back, keeping my eyes locked onto his blue ones.

      “Is that what you tell all the girls? That you will be gentle?” I tease him, trying to distract him enough to escape the corner I'm backed in.

      “Wouldn’t you like to know what I tell them,” he answers, just as my back hits the ring's barrier.

      “Not if that’s what you tell them. I don’t like gentle,” I say, biting my lip, and he pauses. That moment of hesitation is all I need to push him back. I sweep my staff under his legs, and he lands hard on the floor/on his back. I place the end of my staff against his neck before he can even blink.

      “Kitty cat, I’m impressed,” he coughs out.

      “You haven’t seen anything yet,” I laugh, moving the staff and straightening up. “Again,” I grin at his shocked smile.

      “I think I’m going to like you, kitty cat,” he says. He jumps up, slamming his staff into mine with the slight distraction his words cause, and all I can do is laugh.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Will I be seeing you here next week?” Miss Dale asks me as I come out the changing rooms.

      “Yes, I think I will be coming every week for a while,” I reply and she smiles, placing her hand on my arm.

      “Does that have anything to do with a certain dark-haired hottie?” she asks, and I chuckle.

      “Dagan? No, it’s not like that with us,” I deny.

      “No one looks at each other the way you two do without there being something between them,” she squeezes my arm once and walks away. Standing still, I roll her words around my mind as I watch her walk out the hall. I want to deny it all, say she is wrong and there’s nothing between us…but I hate lying, especially to myself. I just have to keep my distance from him and the others. I can’t risk it all, not just for my feelings. Not when there’s a curse that could take everything from me, from them. I watch Dagan walk out the male changing room, chatting to some guy who pats his shoulder. Dagan looks around for me, a small smile playing on his lips when he spots me. He says something to the guy, who looks over at me, and then smirks at Dagan before walking off. Dagan walks over to me, his eyes staying locked on mine like there isn’t anyone else in the room. The moment is so intense and breathtaking, that it's hard to control my own desires and continue to try to convince myself there's nothing between us.

      “Kitty cat, let’s go and get some lunch. Where is best to eat around here?” Dagan asks me.

      “There’s a deli two doors away, they do amazing sandwiches,” I say, “they have these peanut butter bacon sandwiches, which are my favourite.”

      “Peanut butter and bacon in a sandwich, that sounds gross,” he shakes his head at me.

      “Don’t knock it until you try it,” I say, making him laugh as he opens the gym doors for me. I walk out, and he immediately follows.

      “It looks like it might rain, we should hurry up,” he says and I look up, seeing the dark grey clouds and feeling the chill in the air. He is right. We rush around the corner, but we’re too late as the skies open up, and rain pounds down on us. I see the deli not far from us, it’s purple door is easy to spot.

      “Shit, run, its not far,” I say, grabbing Dagan’s hand and running down the street to the deli. I pull the door open and rush inside, trying to catch my breath.

      “We are both soaked,” Dagan comments. Something in his tone has me looking down at my white shirt and yoga pants. A blush rises up my cheeks when I notice my shirt is see through, and you can see my pink bra underneath. I look up, seeing Dagan eyes drift over my body, and then back up to my eyes. There’s a moment, where we stare at each other, and I’m sure we are thinking and feeling the same things, but neither of us move. We just stare, until he decides to step forward, leaving us only a breath apart. Just as he reaches forward to touch me, a voice interrupts.

      “I got you some towels, the weather is awful this time of year,” a sweet, older sounding voice says. I turn to look at the lady speaking to us. She is about fifty, with hair dyed purple and cut short, and a big smile on her lips as she looks between us, holding out some white towels.

      “Thank you, it just came down so quick,” I say, accepting one of the towels and stepping back from Dagan.

      “Why don’t you sit over here, the heater is under the table, so it will dry you off,” she points a small table for two by the wall.

      “Thanks, can we have two peanut butter bacon sandwiches and some teas please?” I ask, seeing Dagan glare at me from the corner of my eye.

      “Perfect, I will get right on that,” she says, writing the order down on a notepad and walking off.

      “I’m not eating that,” Dagan says as we walk over to the table.

      “Come on, you have to try it. Fair enough if you don’t like it, but trying new things is fun,” I say, and he shakes his head at me as he slides into his seat opposite mine. I glance around seeing the empty deli, and out the window where it is still pounding down with rain. Thank god Dagan parked the bike in the car park opposite the gym, so it won’t be wet when we get to it.

      “I’m not leaving here until that stops,” I say, and Dagan looks at the rain outside briefly before turning back at me.

      “It’s likely just a shower, and will be over soon,” he says. The lady brings our drinks and food over a few minutes later, placing them onto the table. I practically drool at the sight of my favourite sandwich. It’s been so long since I’ve had one of these. I pick it up, taking one big bite, trying not to moan out loud at the amazing taste.

      “I know what to buy you if I piss you off,” he comments, making me chuckle.

      “When, when you piss me off. Now man up and try yours,” I nod my head at his plate. He narrows his eyes at me as he picks the sandwich up. He sniffs it before taking a bite, and I watch like it’s almost in slow motion.

      “So…” I ask as he puts the sandwich down.

      “It’s okay…” he says, and I laugh.

      “You like it! You just won’t admit that I’m right,” I say, raising an eyebrow.

      “I have no idea what you are talking about,” he says with a grin and picks up his sandwich. He takes a big bite, and I try not to laugh. Stubborn dragon.
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      This is a bad idea, such a bad idea, Issy,” I say to myself, smoothing down the tight red dress. Pushing my curly hair over my shoulder, I stare at myself in the mirror. I glance the clock on the wall, seeing it’s nearly seven, and time for my date with Korbin. I’m kind of hoping the red dress I bought will jog his memory of the mating ceremony. I’m running out of ideas on how to make the guys remember me, and that’s not good. The more time I spend away from Dragca,, the more I have no idea what’s going on. I keep thinking about the seers, wondering how I’m going to convince them that fighting for me and protecting me is a good idea. How I’m going to convince anyone to help me get the throne back. I still jump a little when a knock sounds at my door, even though I’m expecting it. I walk over, picking up my leather jacket hanging on the back of the door before opening it.

      “Wow,” Korbin mutters as I just stare at him, speechless at how amazing he looks. Korbin’s hair is styled a little, making his eyes pop, and wearing a blue shirt, black trousers, with a long black coat.

      “Oh snap,” I say, and then shake my head as my cheeks burn. “That was really lame. You look good, is what I meant to say,” I blurt out. He laughs, stepping closer.

      “You’re cute when you’re nervous, Issy,” he tells me, and I chuckle.

      “Cute and weird, you sure you want to take me out?” I ask.

      “Certain,” he grins seductively.

      “So…where are we going?” I ask, as he hasn’t told me a thing about this date. Korbin clears his throat, holding his hand out for me. I slide my hand into his, feeling the roughness of it, from his training I expect.

      “It’s a ten-minute drive, and no I’m not telling you where we are going as it’s a surprise,” he says, leading me down the corridor, and still holding my hand. We’re walking to the door, when someone clears their throat, and I turn around to see Dagan leaning against the wall. His eyes drift down my dress, and feel like they are burning my skin with every part they touch until he looks up.

      “Have a good night,” he says gruffly, his hands tensely held in fists at his sides. We trained all day, and something seems to have changed between us. Like it has been changing with Elias, like it’s changing with Korbin. I don’t see them as just friends, and when I’m with them, I forget the curse. I forget who I am and wish we were just normal people who could be together without any danger.

      “We will,” Korbin answers when I don’t speak, opening the front door.

      “Bye Dagan,” I say, and he nods tensely before I turn around and walk outside. It’s lit up by the solar lights attached to the house and the ones running down the sides of the driveway. Parked up is a black car, which Korbin unlocks with his keys.

      “It’s a Vauxhall Antara, we got it today. What do you think?” he asks.

      “That I’m clueless about cars, but it’s nice?” I say, making him laugh as he opens my door for me. I get in, and he shuts the door as I pull my seatbelt on, and wait for him to get in and do the same.

      “Are you really not going to tell me what you have planned?” I ask him, and he winks at me as he starts the car.

      “Don’t you trust me, doll?”

      “Fine,” I pout, rolling my eyes at him, and making him laugh. Korbin turns the radio on, and to my surprise, starts singing along with the lyrics of the Taylor Swift song,

      “Look what you’ve made me do,” he sings as I just sit watching him with wide eyes.

      “What?” he asks, finally noticing me.

      “I didn’t have you for a Tay-Tay fan,” I grin as he shrugs.

      “I like to sing, it’s meant to be good for you. You should try it,” he suggests teasingly. I like this playful side of him, he is usually so serious and grumpy. Well not as grumpy as Eli and Dagan, but still.

      “I don’t sing, and the world can thank me for that one at any time,” I say, making him laugh.

      “Come on, I won’t tell,” he winks and I chuckle, still not singing with him. He just carries on singing like nothing happened, without a care in the world. I gently start humming along after a while, and he reaches over, taking my hand in his for the rest of the drive. I know it’s only holding my hand, but it sends little warm feeling straight through to my heart. Feelings that I need to ignore in order to get through tonight. I can’t really date him. It’s just hard to remember that when Korbin is like this with me, winning me over with every damn look from his deep, sexy green eyes.

      “Here we are,” he pulls up to the beach port, a place I’ve never really been in all my years of living here. I give him a questioning look as we get out the car, and walk down the pier. When the deck with five large yachts tied up comes into view, and one that is lit up with a man waiting at the end, I have a good idea what the date is.

      “A yacht date?” I ask and he nods, looking nervous.

      “I love it, I haven’t actually been on one before,” I say, and he looks relieved as he lifts our joined hands, gently kissing my knuckles. I end up blushing at the sweet movement. Damn this night is going to be harder than I thought.

      “I’ve rented it for the night,” he explains as we near the human waiting by the walkway to the yacht. The human has a suit on, dark hair and a serious expression.

      “Mr Dragoali and Miss Dragice I presume?” he asks, and Korbin offers him a hand to shake.

      “Lovely to meet you, Mr Gregory,” he says.

      “Come on board, I will be steering my yacht for the night but you won’t see me, you have it all to yourselves. So, lovely to see such a happy young couple,” he comments and we walk up the ramp. Korbin slides an arm around my waist.

      “One more thing, the music speakers are playing up. They might turn on and off, but let me know if it becomes a problem, and I will switch them off altogether,” he tells us.

      “Thank you, Mr Gregory,” I reply.

      “Let’s look around, I’ve only seen the photos online,” Korbin says as we continue on. I nod, resting my head on his shoulder as we walk around. The yacht has an entire glass level, with three sofas, a bar, and other normal things spread around. It’s all shiny, new, and stunning. There are doors that lead outside to the front of the yacht, where you can look over the ocean. Korbin walks down a set of stairs, and I follow, my mouth dropping open at the room below. The entire bottom of the room is glass, so you can see underneath with the bright lights in the four corners of the room. There’s a table, with bowls of covered up food on it, but I just about notice as the yacht moves.

      “This is incredible,” I say, moving around the room as we begin to see fish swimming below the glass. Korbin lies down on the floor, looking down, and I chuckle before lying next to him. It’s a good idea, really.

      “It’s kind of like you’re floating through the water,” I say, “it’s so beautiful,” I whisper, and look over to see Korbin staring at me.

      “So are you,” he says, reaching for my hand, and linking our fingers together. We don’t say much more as we watch the fish and the sea for a long time, until the yacht slows down. Although every time I point something out, Korbin is never looking, his eyes are always on me instead. I don’t know why, but the idea what I’m more fascinating than the beautiful sight in front of me is scary. Not scary because of him, but because of what is happening between us isn’t just nothing. It’s something special, and something like this could break the curse.

      “We should eat,” Korbin suggests, jumping up in one smooth, sexy movement, and holding a hand out for me. I grab his hand, getting up as I clear my throat.

      “It’s hot in here,” I comment, taking off my leather jacket. It doesn't really help, as it's not the temperature, but rather Korbin that's making me hot. Korbin takes his coat off at the same time as I do, watching me for something. It’s almost like he knows what I’m thinking, but he doesn’t call me out on it like he could do.

      “Here,” he takes mine from me, and goes to hang them on a hook near the staircase. I lift the lids on some of the plates, seeing a range of sea food, and a chocolate desert that makes my mouth water from just one glance. I sit down as Korbin gets back to the table.

      “I hope you like seafood, I should have asked before we came,” he says as he takes his seat on the other side of the table.

      “I love seafood. Jace couldn’t stand the smell of it, so I never had it often,” I say, mentally laughing at the scrunched-up face he used to make when it was anywhere near him. I miss him, but his memory seems to drift further away everyday.

      “Who is Jace?” Korbin asks as he picks up his knife and fork to begin eating.

      “My ex-boyfriend, he died a few years ago,” I say, even though it feels like it was just yesterday that I found him dead.

      “I’m sorry, I truly am,” he says, reaching across to hold my hand.

      “I can’t eat with one hand, you know?” I tease him, trying to lighten the mood a little, and needing the subject change. It’s not that I don’t want to talk about Jace with him, but just not this Korbin who can’t really understand my anger or need for revenge. And it would all be a lie, I can’t tell him how he died, and I don’t want to lie to him any more than I must. It doesn’t feel right.

      “Yes, you can, watch,” he grins and throws a chip in the air, catching it perfectly with his mouth.

      “Not all of us are that good. If I tried that, I’d end up poking my eye out with the chip and we would be in A&E,” I say, and he laughs, letting go of my hand. We eat our food, occasionally commenting on how amazing it all tastes, though I still try to keep my eyes away from him as much as possible. This date is feeling too real, too much. Some slow, romantic music starts playing just as we finish, making Korbin laugh.

      “So, the music is working again, and perfect timing. Would you like to dance?” he asks.

      “I don’t know,” I mumble and he gets up, holding a hand out for me. I can’t really say no when he looks at me like that, despite how dangerous this is. I place my hand in his, and get out of the seat, walking away from the table a little. Korbin pulls me close to him, with hands on my waist, and I slide my arms around his neck as I look up.

      “I had this dream, that I was watching you dance with someone else in a red dress. All I wanted was to dance with you, hold you, but I couldn’t for some reason. That dream keeps running through my mind, almost as much as your blue eyes do,” he admits, making my heart pound. He is dreaming about the night I danced with Thorne at the mating ceremony, meaning he is starting to remember something. I wonder if any of the others are having dreams.

      “Some people say dreams are our deepest wishes, that they could even be true,” I reply, and he chuckles, taking my hand and spinning me around, before pulling me back to him.

      “I don’t know about wishes, but desires, yes. Dreams are definitely our deepest desires,” he says, leaving me breathless as I can’t look away from him. Korbin leans down, taking my lips with his when I’m not expecting it. But I can’t stop the reaction I have the moment our lips meet. The kiss is deep, passionate, and perfect. Groaning when I pull him closer, Korbin lifts me up by my ass, and I lock my legs around him.

      “Kor,” I moan, when he kisses down my jaw, getting to my neck and sucking, making me want him so much.

      “Isola,” he whispers, pulling back, his thumbs rubbing circles on my ass where he holds me to him. I slide my hands into his hair, and any hesitation he had is gone as he slams his lips into mine, lowering us to the floor. I should tell him to stop as he pushes my dress up around my waist, but I can't, I don't want to stop. Pulling the top of my dress and bra down, Korbin exposes my breast and flicks his tongue over my nipple. I moan, and in response his hand drags my underwear down my legs slowly, until I can kick them off. He slides his hand up my leg ever so slowly, teasing me as he leaves my breast to kiss me again.

      “Doll, stop me,” he almost begs.

      “I can’t, and I’m on protection. I don’t want to stop,” I breath out, not lying about the protection, but female dragons can’t get pregnant unless they are in heat, and that only happens once a year.

      “Doll,” his deep gravelly voice whispers next to my ear as he slips a finger inside me. I moan, just as he moves his hand, each movement getting me so close to the edge.

      “Damn…you’re tight,” he groans, moving his finger out of me and making me miss it already. I hear him undo his trousers, the sound of his zipper coming down making me desperate for him. I don’t have to wait long as Korbin moves his body over mine, sliding inside me with one long stroke. I feel a slight coldness of a piercing I can feel on him, shocking me a little,  but it's so pleasurable that I don’t care after a second. He looks down at me, buried inside me, and pushes a hand into my hair.

      “Mine,” he growls, and his eyes turn completely black, his dragon taking over.  I moan as he starts slamming into me harder and faster.

      “Mine,” I moan back, my dragon agreeing with me as Korbin picks up speed with my words. I push him over onto his back, seeing his surprised look, and knowing he let me take control. I grab his shoulders as I ride him, his fingers gripping my hips tightly as I drive myself to the brink.

      “I’m close Kor,” I moan out, my words barely making any sense. Kor sits up, taking my nipple into his mouth and flicking it with his tongue, and that’s all I need. I come hard, and a few thrusts later he finishes inside me, grabbing my hips hard as he bites down on my shoulder.

      “Damn, I didn’t expect,” he pants out, and I kiss his cheek, as he turns to look at me.

      “Do you remember?” I ask, hoping that the black I saw in his eyes means he does, but the confused look he gives me proves he doesn’t.

      “Remember what?” he asks.

      “Nothing,” I say and kissing him before he can read my expression. Letting his kisses erase any disappointment that he doesn’t remember, and let myself get lost in him. We stay like that a while longer, as I try to forget the fear that when he does remember, he'll hate me for not stopping this because of the curse. I couldn’t stand him hating me, and it makes me sick to think he might. What have I done? When did my life get so complicated?
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      Black shadows surround me, pressing against every part of my body as I try not to scream out from the pain. The bitch won’t hear me scream, that’s for sure. My dragon beats against my mind, but I can’t let him out, the fucking seer has locked him away. I imagine Isola as the pain floods every part of me, remembering what she looks like, how sweet her lips taste. How she is mine, and once I get out of here, I will tell her that. Even if she doesn’t want me, even if the curse takes everything, I will be at her side. Friend, protector, guard or lover. It doesn’t matter, I just want to see her.

      “Enough, stop this!” I hear someone demand, but they won’t be able to stop her, no one can.

      “I said no more!” the man shouts, a growl reverberating with his words this time. The black shadows move away, dropping me onto the floor. I cough blood out, wiping my mouth as I look around for Dagan and Korbin. I finally find them both passed out on the floor. The bitch started with them before me, and they couldn’t handle it for too long, not that I’m far from passing out myself.

      “We should kill them, they will only try to escape and help Isola. They aren’t loyal to you my son,” I hear Tatarina say in her overly sweet voice.  I turn to see Thorne watching me as he stands next to his mother.

      “I don’t want them dead, I want them available to use against her. Think about it mother, if Isola ever remembers, or anyone tries to help her, we need someone to use against her,” he explains, and I push myself up.

      “You betraying bastard,” I spit out, but he ignores me, still watching his mother. She pushes her pale blonde hair over her shoulder, and I see the black veins crawling all up her arms. If it wasn’t for the darkness around her, she would look so sweet and innocent with her big doll like eyes and features. She is using a lot of dark magic, so she must have a dark spirit, the very opposite to Isola. That makes Isola her biggest threat, yet, she isn’t dead. I would know if anyone killed Isola, it would destroy my soul.

      “Fine, fine. We will keep them alive…for now. Let them starve, no one helps them,” she says and walks away. Thorne watches until she shuts the dungeon door behind her, and finally meets my eyes.

      “How could you? You know what she is to you, what she could be,” I growl.

      “Don’t, I don’t need advice from you,” Thorne spits out, anger burning in his eyes as his dragon turns them silver. Thorne shakes his head and reaches into his cloak, pulling out three little bottles. He puts them on the floor just inside the cage.

      “Drink these, they will heal you and the others,” he says, confusing me.

      “Why do you care? You have your throne and everything you wanted,” I ask.

      “I don’t care, but Isola does. For that, I will keep you alive and help you escape when the time is right,” he says, and I step back, not understanding why.

      “Are you going to let us go, only to use us against her somehow?” I ask. “I can’t believe you would just to help her.”

      “Does it matter why?” he replies but I know it’s a lie, I can see it in his eyes. I don’t question him on it, knowing I’m missing something. And I need to figure it out, I need to figure Thorne out.

      

      Fucking hell,” I mutter, sitting up in bed as another one those messed up dreams bother me again. Haunt me. Ever since I came to this town, I can’t stop dreaming of dragons, of a beautiful girl with blue eyes so clear they almost look like you can fall into them. I dream of a castle, of being locked away for years, and a guy named Thorne bringing me food. Looking after me and the others. For some reason I hate that bastard, and I want to punch him. Then there are dreams of a girl in a red dress, dancing, and looking so happy, so free. It’s always Isola, but it’s like she is someone else in these dreams. A princess, and a forbidden one at that. It’s a total mind fuck that makes me want her more than anything. I slide out of bed, leaving my room in only my pyjama shorts and walking down the corridor, pausing outside Isola’s room. I’ve always been able to smell people, which I know isn’t normal, but it’s not like I can turn it off. I can smell her, mixed with the scent of Korbin. So, their date went well, I guess. For fuck sake. I run down the stairs, taking the right through the lounge, and heading to the stairs that lead to the basement. I walk straight to the punching bag, lifting my hand and slamming it into it. I pour all my frustration, my hate and my confusion into every punch, closing my eyes and shutting the world off until my hands burn.

      “Eli!” I hear shouted and I stop. Breathing heavily, I turn to see Korbin standing a few feet away from me. His hair is messy, and he's just wearing his pyjama shorts, smelling so much like Isola that I want to hit him.

      “You’re bleeding,” he points out.

      “I heal quick, always have. Don’t worry about it,” I say and he offers me a towel. I place it on my hands and quickly step away from him.

      “How was your date?” I ask tensely, and he picks up on it.

      “Good. She is mine now, Elias,” he states, the possession in his voice isn’t hard to pick up on. He has another thing coming if he thinks I will just walk away.

      “For now, I’m not backing off. The naughty princess isn’t something I’m willing to give up on,” I warn him and he walks over, until he is stood straight in front of me.

      “Back off,” he bites out.

      “Make me,” I say, being deadly serious.

      “What the fuck is going on?” Dagan shouts, being the voice of reason like he usually is between us. He comes over, pushing his way in the middle of us, and I try to calm myself down. I don’t really want to fight with Korbin or Dagan, yet it’s hard to think of anything else right now.

      “What the fuck is going on with you two idiots? Explain,” he demands.

      “I’m not sharing Isola, and fuck face doesn't get that,” Korbin replies in a dry tone.

      “I’m guessing your date went well then?” Dagan says, and I hear the growl in his voice, making me smirk.

      “You like her too,” I state, but he doesn’t answer, or look at me. There’s a tense moment between all of us, none of us saying a word. We can’t, or won’t, give up on her. That means there is only one way we can have a happy ending with Isola. I think she means more to us than just some random girl. It's been more than that for me since I first saw her. I don't need them to tell me how they feel, I can see it in how they watch her.

      “Yeah, you could say that,” Dagan finally replies.

      “Right, well, shouldn’t this be Isola’s decision? If she isn’t interested in anyone else, you have nothing to worry about. Though, I will warn you of something Kor,” I say, stepping away from them both.

      “What?” Korbin snaps.

      “Isola is stubborn and smart, and I doubt you telling her what to do will go over well,” I say, and he shakes his head, looking up at the ceiling. He knows I’m right, this has to be her decision.

      “She can’t date us all,” Korbin finally points out what we have all been skirting around.

      “Why not?” I’m the only one brave enough to point that out. They just stare, in complete shock as I walk out the room. Sharing or not, I can’t stay away from Isola Dragice, and I won’t even try.
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      I don’t need to open my eyes, I can sense him here as soon as I feel the smoke blowing around my body. I can feel him near me, I can smell his smoky scent as it surrounds me. Like it’s trying to slowly choke me to death with its seductive smell. My dragon is practically purring in my mind, wanting to be closer to the man I hate.

      “Issy,” he says, and I finally look. Thorne is stood close to me, about a footstep away, with his hands held behind his back. His cloak moves in the breeze, swaying around the guard uniform he is wearing. The leather is stretched tightly across his chest, and when I look up, I see his blue eyes gazing at me with a look I don't understand. He isn’t smiling, or frowning, just stood like a statue. Like a predator waiting for its prey to run or face him. I hate that he looks good, so attractive to me, and I pull my eyes away from him.

      “Thorne, you don’t get to call me that. It’s Princess Isola to you,” I reply coldly.

      “I will never call you that, you will always be Issy to me,” he says, stepping closer. I keep very still as he reaches a hand out to touch my hair. He tucks a stray piece behind my ear, and my heart pounds against my chest as I stare into his blue eyes. I actually wouldn’t even describe them as blue, more silver than anything else. They are like silver pools, mixed with blue dots and darkness around the corners. They bounce off his blonde hair, which only serves to remind me of who he is.

      “I hate you,” is all I can think to say, and then I move away, clearing my throat. Telling him I hate him has become a defence mechanism, because I can’t say anything else. I can’t feel anything else.

      “I deserve for you to hate me, I don’t expect anything less,” he says, his words hallow as I hear the pain in them.

      “Why? Why are the guys here with me? It doesn’t make any sense the more I think about it,” I ask, trying to ignore any pain I can hear in his words. Ignore that it mirrors my own pain, and forget that I can see his own loneliness reflected in his eyes and words.

      “I sent them to you and kept them alive for you,” he tells me, and I want to call him out on lying, but I can’t. I know he is telling me the truth, I see it in his eyes. I’ve seen him lie to me enough to pick up on it now. Plus, I don’t think the guys could have escaped without help, and Melody would have told me if it were her.

      “But why?” I demand, and he looks away.

      “Let me tell you something, and I promise if you still want the answer…I will tell you,” he asks and I shrug.

      “It’s not like I can escape you here, so go on,” I say, waving a hand at the circle of smoke we are inside. He frowns, but doesn’t call me out on it.

      “My mother was a happy woman once. She had a good life, and was mated to a fire dragon guard. One day after she found out she was pregnant; my father was killed protecting your mother and father from an attack. My mother kept the pregnancy a secret, knowing I would be in danger if anyone knew who I really was. She left me with my adoptive parents to keep me safe. She was one of the selected, and one of the last ice dragons. It was too dangerous to have me close to her, and keep me hidden at the same time.  She was happy with her life, seeing me in secret when she could. She was happy with her close childhood friends bringing me up, and it likely would have stayed like that forever…but then your mother was killed,” he pauses and shakes his head as snow starts falling from his hands.

      “We all know what happened after that,” I say.

      “Yes, your father’s side of the story,” he says bitterly and I just nod, almost wanting to hear the side he has been told. I want to know what makes him so sure about following his mother's orders while they sit on the throne I'm meant to be on. I have a feeling Thorne isn’t in control at all, just being used by his mother for what she wants.

      “My mother was demanded to marry an old man, a king twice her age. She was forced to sleep with him and she had no choice in any of it. I bet your father never told you that, huh?” he growls.

      “She got to be queen, and from what I remember she liked her power, but I didn’t know she was forced. For that I’m sorry, but you are punishing me for something I had no control over,” I say, struggling to feel sorry for the person who started the fire rebellion, and ordered her son to kill my father. Who most likely ordered her sister to kill my intended mate.

      “Don’t be sorry, you have no idea! No idea what is going on or what works are in play,” he turns away from me, running his hands through his hair.

      “No, but I know you’re a murderer! I know you killed my father!” I spit out, losing all sympathy for him when I picture my father dead on his throne.

      “I didn’t,” he says so quietly, but it shocks me to my core, just the same as if he’d shouted the words. I stumble back, all the hate I feel for him, all the times I’ve pictured killing him for what he has done flashing across my mind. He still betrayed me, but he didn’t kill my father… how did that not happen?

      “What?” I ask.

      “I was meant to kill him, but when I looked into his eyes, I saw you. I saw the girl I sat telling stories to about my bad past, and how she made me laugh in the darkness. The brave girl who lost so much, but it didn’t let it corrupt her. I saw the innocence and the beauty of his daughter. The daughter I couldn’t get out of my head, and I couldn’t do it,” he admits, and I step back in shock.

      “Who did?” I ask, seeing the truth in his eyes as he looks up at me.

      “My mother, and I didn’t stop her. You should hate me for that,” he tells me. So Tatarina is the one that should be on the throne, she is the one that killed the last king. It makes no sense for her to put Thorne on the throne, unless it was because of his blood. Yet, that wouldn’t make anyone respect him.

      “Why do you want me to hate you?” I ask him, and he doesn’t answer me. He only stares, a hopeless stare which says more than I want to know.

      “Why do you listen to her? You know she is evil, right? You can choose to be good, to be different Thorne,” I beg him. His eyes glaze over, the silver almost glowing, and it reminds me so much of Jace that it hurts.  But Thorne is different, darker, and more messed up than anyone I know. It makes me want to fix him, help him, because I have a feeling he isn’t all bad. I can feel it inside of me, and it’s not something I can ignore anymore. I feel a connection to him, like I do Elias, Korbin, and Dagan. Yet, I have no idea what it means and it makes no sense. Being connected to any of them means death.

      “You’re asking me to choose you over my family,” he whispers.

      “I’m asking you to choose the side for good, to choose someone that could care,” I say, my voice catching.

      “Could care? Issy don’t lie to a liar. You care more than you can even admit to yourself,” he chuckles darkly, and everything becomes hazy.

      “How are you connected to me?” I ask, feeling myself falling backwards into the smoke, and I can’t see him anymore. I just feel him near me.

      “Fate,” is the last word I hear him whisper before darkness takes over.

      

      I blink my eyes open, hearing my phone ringing, and am momentarily blinded by the light blasting through a gap in my curtains. It’s in my eyes. I pick the phone up, seeing Hallie’s name flashing on the bright screen and answer it.

      “How was the date?” she asks straight away, sounding like an excited bunny. How is she so happy this damn early?

      “Erm…” I say, blushing when I think back to the date, and everything comes flashing back. I can’t believe what happened last night, but I wouldn't change it.

      “You totally slept with hottie number two, didn’t you?” Hallie asks, laughing.

      “Why is Korbin number two?” I ask, curious and not answering her. She knows, I don’t need to confirm it.

      “Height. Elias is the tallest, then Korbin, and Dagan is the shortest, which isn’t saying much as they are all built like towers you just want to climb,” she says, making me laugh.

      “You have that right,” I say, groaning as I fall back on my bed and look up at the ceiling. Things were a little awkward between me and Korbin when he drove us home last night, and walked me to my room. He kissed me, making me want to invite him into my room, but Jules came out and checked on us.

      “Any plans for today?” she asks, and I hear the sound of beeping in the background.

      “Nope, I don’t know what the guys do on Sundays, but I want to eat junk food. Oh, and catch up on I’m a Celebrity, Get Me Out Of Here and then read, and read, and read,” I say, knowing I need to clear my head of everything I learnt from the dream last night. I need to clear my head in general, and remember who I am, who the guys I’m falling for are. This isn’t a fairy tale where the curse is broken in the end, and we all have a happy ending…No, this is a nightmare, and they will pay the price. Everything is so seriously messed up. I was meant to make the guys remember, not fall for any of them. Yet I’ve slept with Korbin, and I damn well know how I feel for him, it sure isn’t nothing. I can’t keep my thoughts off the others, and the man I was thought I hated, now I’m just confused about. These kind of thoughts are why I need a reading day to escape.

      “Oh my god, it’s the finale tomorrow. You totally need to catch up so we can discuss who will win! Have a good day, hun,” she says, and I hear someone shouting for her in the background.

      “Later,” I say, and put the phone down. I pick up my dressing gown, put it on, and go to the bathroom. I brush my teeth, and run my fingers through my hair, just leaving it down and sliding my slippers on as I leave my room.

      “Hey,” I say when I run half away down the stairs and see Elias walking up. I pause when he gets closer, leaning sideways on the bannister.

      “What did you do to your hands?” I ask, seeing the blood.

      “Nothing,” he mutters the word quietly, but the tone makes it clear he isn’t telling me. He must have been working out, as he is dripping with sweat, his hair pushed roughly out of his eyes. He only has shorts on, so I can see all the tattoos that cover his chest. I want to reach out and touch him, to trace the red dragon design. I want to ask him what the symbols on his heart mean.

      “Do you like tattoos?” he asks me, following my eyes to where I’m looking. I don’t breathe as he leans into me, pressing me against the side of the stairs. I don’t hold back, moving my hands onto his chest over his heart, and tracing the symbols like my body wants me too.

      “What are these?” I ask him, looking up when he stays silent. He is just staring at me, his blue eyes blazing with something.

      “Kiss me and I’ll tell you,” he promises, a devilish smirk on his lips.

      “Eli,” I breathe out. I can't believe myself when I inch closer, moving my face just below his. Every part of me wants to kiss him, but I feel like that’s cheating on Korbin. That I’m betraying him somehow, even though we never spoke about being serious. Even though he is likely going to hate me when he remembers who I am.

      “Your choice,” he whispers, his warm breath blowing across my lips. I close my eyes once more, just breathing in his smoky scent.

      “I…can’t. Korbin and I–” I start to say, but he presses a finger on my lips, stopping me. I open my eyes, seeing his watching me seriously. He moves his finger, sliding it slowly down my chin and to my neck as he speaks. Every space where our skin connects, sends shivers through me. It’s like every touch of his skin is branded against my own.

      “I don't mind sharing so you being with Korbin isn't going to prevent me from wanting you," he tells me. He pulls away, walking up the stairs while I try to get some of oxygen back into my body. Once Elias is out of view, my dragon perks up, pressing herself into my mind, and making it nearly impossible to move.

      “We need to fly, it’s been too long,” she whines.

      “I know, I’m sorry. I’ve just been distracted,” I explain to her. It’s not like I don’t want to fly, I could use the time to myself.

      “Now, I need to fly,” she demands this time, even going far enough to push into my mind a little, and ice slides across my palms. I shake my hands, seeing the ice drip onto the floor and hope no one sees it before it melts.

      “Fine.” I shut her away, groaning that my day of catching up on TV is gone. Instead, it looks like I’m taking a hike through the woods, and then a flight around the cold mountains.

      “Good morning, Isola.” Jules says, walking down the stairs. I turn to face her with a smile.

      “I’m about to go to the shops, do you want to come? I’ve never seen boys eat as much as our guests do,” she chuckles and walks past me to put her coat on.

      “No thanks, I have a day of books, and drooling over the hot guys in them, planned,” I lie and she laughs, pulling her keys out her bag.

      “Wait, I left a bag in the boot when I went shopping with Dagan, can I just go and get it?” I ask her, holding out my hand for her keys.

      “Sure, I could use checking the fridge once more before I leave. You never know, I could have left something off my list,” she says, sliding the keys into my hand. I slide my boots on, pulling my dressing gown tighter around myself as I walk out the house and to the car. I pop the boot open, picking up the daggers and putting them inside a spare plastic bag Jules always leaves inside the car. Thank god for the ban on free plastic bags in England, that’s all I can say. I walk back into the house to find Jules is waiting in the hallway, looking through her bag. I slip my boots off, and hand her the keys.

      “Okay hunny, see you later tonight,” she says, eyeing my plastic bag for a second, before she walks out the door. I watch through the small glass window until her car pulls away and drives off before getting ready.  I pull my dressing gown off, leaving my pyjamas on as I will just have to take them off anyway. No magic clothes here. I pull my wellies, thick coat and hat on before stepping outside, still holding the plastic bag. I look up, seeing the dark clouds and smelling the rain in the air. It’s actually a good thing, the rain will hide my dragon well when we fly up. I shut the door, and start walking towards the woods, keeping an eye out around me to make sure no one is following. Once it’s just me and the trees, I look down at my tree mark on my hand. I miss Bee, even though we didn’t get that much time together. It just feels like it’s been such a long time since I’ve seen her. It's almost like I can feel our band growing weaker by the day.

      “Do you miss Bee? Can you sense her?” I ask my dragon, wondering what the bond to Bee is like for her.

      “Bee is bonded to you like I am, but she is not bonded to me. She is your human side, not your dragon side Isola,” she explains to me.

      “I understand, that’s why I miss her as much as I do,” I say.

      “Like you miss me,” she replies sadly.

      “I will never lose you,” I reply, feeling a wave of warmth and love come from her. I smile, walking quicker through the woods. About an hour later, I get to the clearing I used to shift in with Jace.

      “Jace,” my dragon whispers.

      “I miss him too, so much more now that I’m here and surrounded with our memories. Do you think he would hate me for moving on?” I ask her, being that she is the only person that remembers him. Even if she is an animal that relies on instincts for everything, she still loved and bonded with him in the same ways I did. She still felt heartbreak, she felt the same fear of being alone like I did.

      “No, it was never your fate to be with just one,” she replies, sounding so sure of herself.

      “How do you know anything about fate, dragon?” I ask her, and she just laughs.

      “Seers and dragons came from the same land. Fate brought us all into existence. It’s not what I know, it’s what I feel.” She says gentle almost. I open the plastic, pulling out one of the daggers. I flip it over, looking closely at the fire dragon on it. I know I won’t get any answers from the dagger, but I still commit the crest on the dagger to memory. Someone came after me, and I want to know who. I pick the other dagger up, holding them both at my sides and look over at the tree about fifty foot away from me. I spin around, throwing both the daggers at the same time and they slam into the tree, buried to the halt.

      “Now shift,” she tells me. Our conversation makes me wonder what else my dragons knows, but decides not to tell me. I pull my coat off, followed by my boots, and finally my pyjamas. I walk away from the tree I leave them near, and take a deep breath, smelling for any humans nearby and finding none. I open my arms, calling my dragon, and white mist appears in front of me slowly, swallowing me inside of it. She takes over with a roar that shakes all the trees near us, and then she stretches her wings out, ice falling off them onto the grass. She looks up at the skies, her sense of freedom improving even my bad mood. She then lifts herself off the ground, and shoots into the sky.
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      My dragon lands in the clearing many hours later with a huff, her annoyance at the dark skies and knowledge that she needs to let me back flooding her thoughts. The rain pours down on us, soaking my dragon and I know it will be worse when I’m in human form.

      “Again…soon?” she asks me as she lets me shift back, my human form kneeling on the cold ground, naked and freezing everything off as my wet, cold hair drips down my body. I look up at the skies, just as the rain stops slowly.

      “Soon,” I reply and stand up, freezing when I hear a branch snap somewhere near me. I don’t move, looking around as I open my senses. I jump to my right when a shadow of a man steps out from behind the trees, where my clothes are hidden. He walks into the clearing, pausing as he holds my clothes in his arms. His eyes widen, and quickly looking away. Shit, I’m naked and not the kinda naked I’d like to be with Dagan.

      “Dagan,” I say his name carefully, very aware it’s unlikely he didn’t just see me shift into a dragon. He watches me, his black hair dripping rain water down his face, his blue eyes almost glowing in the darkness. His white shirt is wet, his jeans too and they stick to his impressive body, as he breathes deeply. It’s the only sign he is even alive, the movement of his chest. I hope he didn’t see me shift, but when he meets my eyes, the fear is too hard to just avoid. He knows, and how the hell do I explain that?

      “What… the… hell?” he asks slowly, his usual calm voice is replaced with a nervous, gruff one. He keeps his eyes locked on my face, and not looking anywhere else. He doesn’t look scared, or even that shocked…but fearful. Which is understandable, I mean most people would just go running in the other direction, screaming.

      “Can I have my clothes, and then explain?” I ask, and he nods, walking closer and handing me my clothes slowly before stepping away again. Its awkward as I quickly get dressed, sliding my boots, and coat on over my pyjamas. I squeeze my wet hair, the rain dripping on the floor before shaking it and pushing it out my face. He just wants the whole time, silent, unnerving to me.

      “You’re a dragon?” he asks finally.

      “Yes…” I say and he steps back, shaking his head.

      “A…dragon…dragon,” he mutters, rubbing his lip ring between his lips and not really making much sense, “dragons aren’t real. Just damn fairy tales but that doesn’t explain what I just saw.”

      “Do you want to sit down or something?” I ask, making him laugh. A sarcastic and mean laugh as he glares at me.

      “No, I don’t want to sit down Isola! I want you to explain what you are! How dragons even exist?” he says, frustrated. “How one minutes this huge dragon flies out the sky, and the next white shit appears and you are there. Naked.”

      “Technically, what we are,” I say, just needing to point that out, but regret it when his eyes widen in shock. I try to think back to the paranormal books where the main guy usually has to explain to the female main character how she is one of them. How did they do it?

      “I’m not a dragon, I would have noticed that,” he huffs, waving a hand at his body.

      “Erm, well you are, but a seer has blocked your dragon away in your mind. Made you forget who you are, and your past,” I say, and for a second I think he might believe me but then he steps back.

      “You’re crazy,” he tries to walk away and I hold my hand out, making a wall of ice appear in front of him, and he stops walking just before he would have hit it. He turns, looking at my hand and back at the wall of ice.

      “What the fuck?” he exclaims, stepping away from it, shaking his head.

      “You need to believe me, I’m tired of trying to do things to make you remember who you are Dagan,” I say.

      “Like what?”

      “When I asked you about your parents? Your childhood, it was like a robot repeating a story with no details,” I say and he shakes his head.

      “You’re mad,” he says.

      “Nope, I’m not. So, Dagan, what was your favourite ice cream as a child? Where did you hide when you played hide and seek? Where did your parents take you when you did something good in school?” I ask, and he gives me a confused look.

      “I…I,”

      “You don’t know, because it’s not real. The real Dagan was brought up in a whore house, the bastard child of a fire guard and his mother was killed. I know this because your brother told me, because I met you as a child,” I say, and he glares, a glare that almost makes me want to run away from him. But I don’t, I hold my ground. I need him to see I’m telling him the truth. I need him to remember.

      “I need to tell Elias and Korbin about this, about you,” he says and starts pacing. I stay silent for a while, letting him pace as my wall of ice melts slowly and the moon starts to come out. It’s getting dark quick, and we should get back home but Dagan is still pacing.

      “They won’t believe it, and they are dragons too. Can you stop pacing and freaking out for a second?” I ask, placing my hands on my hips.

      “What do you suggest I do? Just act like you don’t turn into a massive blue ice dragon, and you’re not telling me I’m one?” he asks me sarcastically.

      “That would be great, yes,” I say, nodding and he gives me a nasty look.

      “Look it’s getting dark, and I’m worn out from flying all day. Let’s go back home, and you can freak all you want there. Go ahead, and tell anyone you want, no one will believe you,” I say walking past him, and pausing before I get to the trees.

      “When you want the real truth of who you are, you know where I am,” I tell him, thinking I’ve heard that in a book somewhere and it’s good advice. I walk off into the woods after one more look, seeing the angry look crossing over his face as he stares. After walking for a while, trying to avoid logs and rocks, I hear Dagan stalking behind me. I turn to see him looking at the floor, clearly, he is thinking but likely doesn’t want to talk to me yet. I guess it’s a big shock. I turn back, walking to the light from the house in the distance and when we get there, Dagan walks past me through the front door and straight up the stairs. I shut the door, sighing against it for a moment until Korbin walks out the kitchen with a bowl of popcorn.

      “Long day?” he asks, eyeing my dirt covered clothes and messy hair, and then to Dagan walking up the stairs.

      “I went for a hike, Dagan came too,” I explain and his eyes narrow.

      “Right, I see how it is,” he says, accusing me of something I haven’t even done.

      “Kor-” I get out but he cuts me off, pissing me off.

      “Don’t,” he says, walking up the stairs and I just close my eyes, wondering if this day could get any worse. The house phone starts ringing, and I run over, picking it up.

      “Hello?” I ask in a tired voice, I just want to go to sleep and pray this day couldn’t get worse.

      “Hello, is this the home of Jules Donald?” a man asks, the sound of beeping and people talking filling the background.

      “Yes, I don’t know if she is in as I’ve just got home, but I can take a message,” I say, picking the pen up off the side and going to grab the paper when the man speaks.

      “Madam, Miss Donald is in hospital and I would like you, or her next of kin, to come in. She asked for an Isola Dragice,” he says, making my heart pound against my chest. This can’t be happening, not Jules.

      “That’s me, I'll be right there, is she okay?” I ask.

      “I can’t tell you anymore on the phone. Please don’t worry and come in,” he says and I say goodbye before putting the phone down. I run up the stairs, knocking on Elias door and waiting. He opens it up a few moments later, looking like I just woke him up, with his messy hair, and just his pyjama shorts on.

      “What’s up?” I ask.

      “Jules is in hospital, and I need a ride there. Dagan and Korbin aren’t talking to me, so could you please take me?” I ask and he nods, reaching for a hoodie off the back of the door and pulling it over his head, hiding the body I can’t even focus on because I’m so worried about Jules.

      “Yeah, anything you for you, princess. Is she okay? What happened?” he asks, and walks past me out the door.

      “I don’t know,” I admit, and he slides his hand into mine, squeezing once before letting go. I wait for him to get his coat, and some keys off the side.

      “I’m sure Korbin won’t mind us borrowing his car,” Elias smirks, holding the keys up in the air.

      “I’m pretty sure he will,” I say, remembering how angry he looked, how he judged the situation wrong, and walked away. I walk up to the car, waiting for Elias to unlock it and then getting in. Elias gets in, doing his seatbelt at the same time as me before starting the car.

      “So, what happened to Jules to get her in the hospital?” he asks.

      “I don’t know, they didn’t tell me much, just that she asked for me. I’m all they had to call. She basically brought me up, so she is all family I have in a way,” I explain and he nods, not taking his eyes off the road. Thankfully it’s only twenty minutes’ drive to the hospital, and there’s no traffic around.

      “Okay, another question. What happened with Korbin and Dagan?” Elias asks, and I look out the window.

      “I don’t want to talk about it,” I mutter.

      “Come on princess, you can trust me,” he says cheekily, and I shake my head, hating how he can make me smile.

      “Fine. Korbin thinks something happened between me and Dagan today, when it didn’t,” I say, still cross about how angry he got without talking to me. I hate being judged for something I hadn’t done. I can’t say I hadn’t thought about doing it, but yeah… I hadn’t.

      “Okay, have you ever heard the term reverse harem?” he asks me, surprising me a little.

      “I read a lot, and my favourite is a series about demons,” I say, “but you can’t be suggesting? And how do you even know about reverse harems?” I blurt out, feeling my cheeks getting red.

      “I read, and it’s something I’m interested in, with the right people,” he says, shocking me silent.

      “It wouldn’t work, you guys are all too possessive,” I say, knowing dragons are naturally possessive about those they consider theirs. They see their mates like treasures, and they don’t like to share those. Like my dragon seems to think they are all hers, and I know she would lose her shit on me if I tried to date anyone else. I never got why she put a claim to them in the first place, why she calls them mine. I want to ask her, but I can’t with Elias watching me so closely.

      “Yeah, I am. I don’t know why, but the idea of anyone touching you…It’s not good, princess,” he admits, tightening his hands on the steering wheel. “Then I think about you and Korbin, and Dagan...I wouldn't hurt them for loving you.”

      “You wouldn’t?” I ask, curious.

      “No. But I know you’re not ready to be with us all, and to be honest, none of us are even close to figuring out what is between us,” he tells me, and honestly, as I meet his blue eyes, I know he is right.
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      What did the doctor say?” Elias says, using his shoulder to open the door as he carries two hot teas in his hands. The door shuts behind him as I look at Jules on the bed, plugged into dozens of wires, and looking as pale as the bedsheets. I wipe a tear away, numbly repeating what the human doctor told me.

      “Jules had a heart attack and fell over, banging her head. They said they have her in a medically induced coma to stop the swelling on her brain before waking her up,” I say, struggling with the worry I feel for Jules.

      “Here, a cup of tea always helps everything. Or that’s what Jules told me two days ago,” he says, making me chuckle.

      “Yeah, she is British through and through, thinking a cup of tea fixes everything,” I mutter, but he hears me.

      “I never really liked it,” he says, slipping his drink and pulling a face.

      “Shhh, don’t let her hear you say that,” I say, smiling. Elias always knows how to make me smile somehow. I drink my tea, still holding onto her hand with mine. I knew I’d see her die one day, as a human her lifespan is so much shorter than mine. It still hurts, it still crushes me to know she will be gone, and every connection to a massive part of my life is just gone with her. I stand up, putting the cup down, and walking out the room, not really thinking or looking where I’m going.

      “Isola, wait!” I hear Elias shout, but I can’t listen as I start running and going down corridor, after corridor until I find some stairs. I open the door, running up the stairs and getting to the very top, and to the emergency only door. I pull it open, running out onto the roof and just stopping. The view is amazing up here, hills, trees and lit up houses for miles to see. The stars above making a beautiful backdrop but all I can think about is how much pain happened in this world because I don’t belong here. I can feel it, I always felt it. This isn’t my world and I feel trapped here. Haunted by ghosts.

      “Isola…” I hear Elias say behind me, the sound of the door shutting behind me makes me jump. I turn, seeing him standing a few steps away from me. There’s such tension between us, so many unanswered questions running across his eyes, such passion. I want to run to him, let him hold me like I know he would. But I don’t, instead I take a step back, protecting myself from doing anything I know I might regret. Not that I would regret being in his arms, but I would regret the curse taking any price for any of my actions. I have already risked Korbin, and I know him hating me now is only a slight fraction of what he will feel when he remembers.

      “Tell me, what is it you’re hiding? What are you running from?” he asks me, his deep and seductive voice making me close my eyes.

      “You will be the one running if I tell you what I am,” I say, meaning every word.

      “I don’t run, I will never run from you,” he says, a promise laced into his words. I pull my coat off, chuckling it on the floor and kicking my boots off as he gives me a confused look. I laugh, a long laugh as I call my dragon, and shift. He stumbles back when I land on the roof as my dragon stretches out her wings. She turns her head to the side, seeing the ice dripping off each little spike on her wings, before turning back to Elias. I watch him, fully expecting him to run from me, but he doesn’t. He stands up, and walks slowly to my dragon, each step full of a confidence I would expect the old Elias to have. When he gets closer, he holds a hand out and my dragon pushes her nose into his hand, a purr vibrating through her.

      “Mine,” she whispers and I don’t disagree with her, because it feels wrong to say she isn’t right. My dragon steps back, feeling my need to shift and I close my eyes, pulling my human form back. I look up, my long hair falling around me as Elias stands utterly still. I pick my coat up, seeing my torn clothes on the floor but once my coat is done up, it’s good enough. Only a little bit cold.

      “You’re a dragon? A shifter, or whatever you call yourself?” he asks and I nod, not wanting to tell him he is one too as that didn’t work so well with Dagan.

      “What else can you do?” he asks, reaching into his pocket and pulling out his cigarettes. He puts one in his mouth, lighting it with a lighter, and then resting against the door.

      “Ice and snow,” I say, holding my hands into the air and closing my eyes. I focus on the clouds above, freezing them slowly and then open my eyes.

      “I don’t see anything…” he drawls.

      “Just wait,” I chuckle, just as it starts to snow. Slow at first, and the wind starts blowing it around us.

      “Amazing,” he says, his voice full of wonder and he keeps smoking. We are both silent, both us getting to freeze until he finishes his cigarette and puts it out under his boot. He walks over, stopping right in front of me.

      “Any more secrets you want to tell me?” he asks, and he watches me so closely for my reaction that it hurts when the lie slips from my mouth.

      “Maybe, but not yet,” I answer, and he nods.

      “You don’t trust me,” he says, and for the first time, hurt appears in his eyes. I can see it and he steps back, walking to the door.

      “Eli, it’s–”

      “You don’t trust me, and I’m not going to make you, princess,” he says and opens the door, slamming it closed behind him. I look up at the star filled skies, the dark clouds and the snow falling slowly. I mess everything up, and I don’t know how to stop doing it.
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      So why are the sexy guys annoyed with you?” Hallie asks me as I open my packet of crisps and lean back in my seat, following her gaze to Dagan, Korbin and Elias who are sat on another table. Each one of them have ignored me since the weekend, but all for different reasons. Korbin thinks I’m sleeping with Dagan, and clearly can’t deal with me. Dagan knows I’m a dragon and overall looks freaked out by me. And Elias…well I think is just working out what I’m still hiding from him, but at least he isn’t freaked out like Dagan is. I’m actually not sure about Elias at the moment, what he is thinking anyway, but I don’t tell Hallie any of this.

      “I don’t know, they are just moody,” I say, and then stuff my face with food, and hope it makes me feel better. It doesn’t, but hey, the chocolate buttons are just amazing.

      “How is Jules?” Hallie asks.

      “She woke up two days ago and is a little groggy, she will need a lot of medical care, but they think she will make a full recovery,” I tell her.

      “I’m glad, I know how much you care for her,” she tells me and I nod, not really wanting to speak about Jules. I know I have to return to Dragca, so I can’t look after her long term like I wish I could. Like she deserves. Instead, I had to use the stupid amount of human money in my account to buy her a place in a nursing home for when she gets out of hospital. I hate that it’s all I can do.

      “Hey sexy Issy,” Michael says, sliding into the seat next to me, and in some ways, I’m thankful for the distraction from my own thoughts and stuff I can’t change. Hallie just rolls her eyes, stabbing her fork into her pie. I mentally groan as I turn to face him. He slides his giant arm around my shoulder, pulling me into a side hug. I try to pull away, but he doesn’t let for me for a while, making me super uncomfortable.

      “Michael, you’re hurting me,” I say, when he doesn’t let go, squeezing me too tight and he does straight away, grinning as he pushes his blonde hair out the way of his eyes.

      “Sorry, I forget how small you are,” he comments, using that as an excuse to look down my top, and not raise his eyes for far too long. Urgh.

      “Michael, don’t you have an interview with my father tonight? Shouldn’t you be… I don’t know, training or researching, or something other than hitting on Issy?” Hallie says, cutting in, and I flash her a thankful smile.

      “You’re working for Hallie’s dad?” I ask Michael, moving across my seat and towards Hallie.

      “Our parents are good friends, so he offered me a job. It’s a brilliant one,” he says and Hallie laughs, but she doesn’t say anything as Michael glares at her.

      “Shut it,” he snaps at her, and she still laughs. It gets seriously awkward as I sit between them, having no idea what they are talking about. I wish I knew what her father does, what she is so sure she doesn’t want to do.

      “So, erm, how was your weekend?” I ask Michael when there’s a very uncomfortable silence between us all for way too long.

      “Didn’t do much, I’m just looking forward to my party. You are still coming, right?” he asks, like an excited child.

      “Yep,” I say, not really wanting to go, but the puppy dog eyes he is doing right now makes me feel a little guilty. I look away, seeing Dagan, Korbin and Elias all watching me, wearing matching faces of anger. I want to get up and go to sit with them, explain myself to each of them, but I can’t. I’ve already messed up with Dagan, and risked the curse with Korbin. Even with Elias if I’m honest with myself. I might not have kissed him since Dragca, and he might be hurt because of me right now, but there’s something between us. Some princess I am, making the guards lose their dragons because I can’t control my hormones. The bell rings, snapping me out of it, and I quickly stand up.

      “Time for class,” I say, walking away, but Michael grabs my arm as he stands, roughly pulling me to him.

      “Let go,” I say carefully, not liking how strong he is, and how my dragon hisses in my mind. I look up as he grins.

      “I only wanted a hug sexy Issy,” he says playfully, and I pull my arm away.

      “You should wait for me to offer, not demand. Goodbye Michael,” I tell him, seeing his bright red face as he glares at me. Hallie links her arm with mine, walking out the dinner hall at my side. I rub my arm, looking behind me to see Michael still watching me, anger flittering in his eyes. Humans and dragons never date, because the human always gets obsessed. It was one of the things Jace made sure I knew, not only for my protection but for my understanding of why guys like Michael won’t leave me alone.

      “You should stay away from Michael, he is pretty obsessed with you. I don’t want to see what he would do when he realises you’re not interested,” Hallie tells me, looking back at him when I turn around.

      “I plan to stay away, don’t worry,” I reply.

      “So, you’re not going to the party?” she asks, relief flittering over her face.

      “I will if the guys go, they wouldn’t let anything happen to me, and I need to get them to speak to me,” I say.

      “Why? They might be sexy, but so are you. You don’t need to chase them,” she says gently.

      “I’m not chasing them, it’s complicated,” I say and she smiles.

      “Good, I’m not having you chase anyone,” she says, and I quickly pull her in for a hug. She hugs me back, laughing.

      “What’s that for?” she asks.

      “For being a good friend. Whatever happens, I’m your friend,” I tell her, and she gives me a slightly confused look as I pull away.

      “What would happen?” she asks and part of me wishes I could explain all this to her. Explain that I’m a dragon, and I have to go back to Dragca soon. That I won’t see her for a long time, and I might die trying to save the world I was born in. Not that I can tell her anything, only enjoy the little time I have with a true friend now.

      “Nothing, I’m being silly,” I reply, lying.

      “Come on you weirdo, it’s Mr Dreads class and you know how much of an arsehole he if we are late,” she says, tugging me along to class.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Isola!” I hear my name shouted as I walk out of school, and I look through the students, seeing Dagan walking through them and towards me like a man on a mission. He looks stressed, his black hair looks like it has had his hands run through it a million times. I look down, seeing the shadows under his eyes and the tight-lipped expression he is giving me. He has a black coat on, tight black jeans, and a grey jumper underneath. It makes him look like a normal guy, a hot god type guy, but still not someone I’d expect to be a dragon.

      “Hey,” I say, wondering what he wants when he nods his head to the left of me and walks around me, not stopping once. I follow him, looking over when I hear Elias bike roaring, and seeing him driving out of the car park. I don’t see Korbin’s car, so I think he must have left without Dagan. Dagan walks to the bus stop, sitting down on the empty seat as students walk past us. There are three other students around I notice when I sit down next to him, but they have their headphones in, or they aren’t paying attention to us. Both of us silent for a long time, just watching nothing. I just wait for something from him, any sign that I haven’t messed everything up when I need his help.

      “I have fucked up dreams,” he says quietly.

      “Yeah?” I mumble.

      “Yeah, kitty cat, dreams that make me believe what you are telling me,” he says and reaches over, taking my hand in his and linking our fingers. His hand feels warm, rough and right.

      “Do you believe me?” I ask him.

      “Yes, I believe you. Or I want to,” he admits, sending relief crashing through me.

      “I need you all to remember, only you can help me. Or I’m not going to make it long, and people will suffer in our home world if I don’t try to fix things,”

      “Tell me some things you know about me? About my home land?” he asks.

      “Honestly? We only knew each other for a month or so. You are a dragon guard, and I’m a royal. Even though I haven’t known you that long, I know a lot. I know you’re one of the bravest, most stubborn men I’ve ever met. You are cocky, protective, and sometimes even charming,” I chuckle when he grins.

      “Seems you liked me.”

      “Sometimes,” I laugh but it dies away when the seriousness of everything rushes back. “Dragca needs me, needs us. I’m meant to be on the throne, meant to be ruling and uniting everyone. But right now, it’s got Thorne, one of my old guards on it,”

      “Old guard?” he asks.

      “Longer story, you kinda dislike him. Elias hates him, but I see something in him, even though most of me hates him for the things he has done,” I say quietly, and Dagan leans over, moving a little bit of my hair over my shoulder, before trailing his fingers down my side.

      “You are so much of the light, you know that?” he asks me, staring at me strangely.

      “What?” I ask, wondering why he would say such a stage thing.

      “In my dreams, a girl I’ve never seen tells me you are the light. All the light left to save us from dying in the dark,” he tells me and I stare wide-eyed at him.

      “What does the girl look like?” I ask quickly.

      “Honestly, green. Like a green Barbie doll, and the size of one too,” he says, making my heart pound. Bee told him something, I don’t know how it’s possible, but she did.

      “A lot of things are so uncertain for us, maybe it would be best if you got up, and walked away. Lived a life as a human, and I go back to my world, face what I’m running from alone,” I say and he shakes his head.

      “Every little bit of me tells me I could never let you do that alone, Isola,” he bites out, anger clouding his blue eyes.

      “Dagan, get Korbin and Elias, and go. I can’t do this, I can’t let you try and fight with me,” I suddenly realise. I couldn’t lose them, and taking them back to Dragca would mean I could. They are safe here, safer than another place, even if they don’t remember who they are.

      “All I know, is that I want to be close to you, and this distance between us is driving me fucking insane. I’m with you, no matter what,” he says as the bus turns up, but neither of us move as we stare at each other. Our faces inches apart as he leans closer, and a car beeping makes us shoot apart before he can kiss me. We shouldn’t anyway, no matter how disappointed I feel.

      “You shouldn’t want me, we can’t be together. There’s a curse, a curse that says you will lose your dragon if you fall in love with me,” I blurt out loudly to him and then look around quickly, noticing all the people have thankfully gotten on the bus so they didn’t hear us.

      “Apparently, I’ve already lost my dragon, so what more could any curse do to me for doing this,” he says and moves over, slamming his lips onto mine. I slide my hand into his hair, fully accepting his kiss, loving how his lip ring feels as it slides across my own lips. He groans, pulling me as close as we can get without me climbing in his lap, sliding his hands into my hair.

      “Kitty cat, I feel like I’ve wanted to do that forever,” he whispers against my lips and then kisses me again before I can answer. Maybe he has wanted to kiss me for a long time because I know in this moment, I’ve wanted to kiss him for just as long.
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      It’s about time, I’ve been waiting in this place for an hour. Go to sleep on time please,” Melody’s voice comes through the haze, and I open my eyes to see her standing over me as I lie on the floor.

      “I made the mistake of checking on my future girlfriend and her life, only to see her with another guy,” she says, and stare up at her.

      “Is she not out the closet yet then?” I ask.

      “Nope, but I’ve seen us together. It was my first vision, and the only one I’ve had about myself,” she tells me. I always wondered if she sees a lot of her own future, and how creepy that must be.

      “You must be excited to meet her then,” I say.

      “We already met, but it’s complicated as she doesn’t remember me. Anyways, you should get up as we don’t have much time as you didn’t go to sleep,” she says, offering me a hand. I stand up, looking around at the trees and more trees that surround us. I look up, seeing two moons, so I know its Dragca.

      “What is this a warning of?” I ask her, ignoring her whining about me not going to sleep on time. I didn’t know she was waiting for me, it’s been over a week since she last came to my dreams.

      “Wait for it,” she waves a hand behind me and I turn, seeing myself running through the woods in the distance, three men are chasing after me. I look desperate, broken, covered in blood in a long dress that catches on everything I run past. I watch myself run and I step forward, wanting to save myself. A person in a walk after the guards and me, following them but not looking in any rush, dark smoke trailing after her cloak on the ground. The smoke slides up the trees next to her, burning them into dust. I’ve never seen anything like it and it honestly terrifies me.

      “What happened to me?” I ask quietly.

      “I don’t know, I only see this one after you come for me. There will be no more warnings for a while sister,” she says sadly, and then I hear myself scream. The scream goes on and on, and then there’s a loud bang that makes me and Melody cover our ears. Fire shoots up in the air, blasting out in every direction and heading straight for us. It burns all the trees in its path, and blue lights come out the trees, floating up into the air. I can feel their sorrow; the lights seem to look into my soul. The fire goes around us, like we’re immune to it and yet part of me wants to stop it.

      “This moment feels massive, yet, I don’t understand it,” Melody admits and I look over at her, seeing fear in her eyes for the first time. She always has come across so fearless, so sure of herself, but not right now. And that scares me, more than anything has scared me for a long time.

      “Melody, Dagan and Elias know what I am but don’t remember. My relationship with all of them is advancing more than it should. Thorne is… well, I don’t know, but he confuses me. He didn’t kill our father,” I ramble out.

      “I know, I see it,” she taps her head.

      “Tell me what to do, how to make them remember,” I ask.

      “I can’t. What has to happen, will happen, and they will remember because of it,” she says, a tear dropping from her right eye.

      “Because of what?” I ask.

      “Because of the emotion. The hate, fear, and the love. It’s the only way, and I’m so sorry I can’t stop it,” she says, stepping closer, and placing her hand on mine.

      “I need you, and Thorne does. Don’t forget about us,” she asks.

      “I wouldn’t forget, not unless you make me,” I joke, making her smile for a second but it soon fades.

      “The curse will fall, and so will you, but remember Isola. Remember what you have to fight for,” she says, pulling me into a hug, and holding on tight. I return the hug, feeling strange about hugging my sister I’ve never known.

      “I’m going to show you something you must tell Thorne when you have a moment alone with him. A real moment, not a dream, and you will know when,” she begs me so seriously.

      “How can you show me?” I ask her.

      “By using all my power, it just hurts me a little bit, and I will sleep for a few days. No biggie,” she says, shrugging a shoulder, and moving to stand right in front of me.

      “No biggie? That sounds big, I don’t want you hurt. You’re my sister,” I say, grabbing her hands.

      “And that’s exactly why I must show you this, you must make Thorne see the truth because I can only show you, and he won’t believe me. My mother showed me this, just before Tatarina killed her, and I know it’s the only way to save everyone,” she says.

      “How can one vision save everyone? And I’m sorry about your mother,” I ask.

      “Because it shows you who the real villain is, who really killed both our mothers,” she says and puts her hands on my head, and a blinding light bursts into my mind. When I can see again, it’s like I’m floating above the ground in an empty hut. The hut has stone floors, a fire in the fireplace, and a small table. The door opens and Tatarina walks in, a much younger version of her anyway. She is stunning, a perfect image of an ice dragon with her long white blonde hair and pale blue eyes. I’m sure her eyes aren’t that pale anymore, I’ve never seen them like this anyway. Two other people come into the room, a couple about her age, and the man with brown hair shuts the door.

      “We have to kill the queen. She is evil, I’ve told you this, but I can’t do it. You can get close enough when you go to the castle tomorrow,” she says, shocking me. I didn’t expect her to say that. I knew she was evil, but to ask someone to kill my mother?

      “We would never get close, but I will try, because of everything you have told me about her. She tortures dragons and humans, she kills children, and the king hides it because he loves her. She must die,” the man says and I shake my head, wanting to scream at him that none of this is true but no sound comes out my mouth.

      “Thank you, my friend,” Tatarina says, and the door opens again. A little boy runs in, with blonde hair covered in dirt, blue eyes and he runs up to Tatarina.

      “Mummy!” the boy shouts, and when I look closer I know it’s Thorne.

      “Go with your parents, we had a good day together, but you can’t stay late,” Tatarina says, hugging Thorne, who nods and walks over to the couple who open the door. I keep my eyes on the man’s face, and I know this is the man that killed my mother. Thorne’s adoptive father killed my mother. He knew and lied to me, he made me feel sorry for him and his parents. Bastard. Thorne and his parents leave, shutting the door behind them. Tatarina grins, looking up at the ceiling near where I am floating as if she can see me. She raises her hands, and a dark spirit flies in from a hole in the ceiling. The dark spirit has black skin, black hair, and smoke drifting off its body. It looks just like Bee, a light spirit, only dark skinned instead. The dark spirit lands on Tatarina’s hand, and she grins at it.

      “Our plan is starting. We will have the throne, and an heir because of my son, who can rule. I will kill the princess, and any other ice dragons that stand in our way. Then we can act out the second part of our plan,” she says, and the dark spirit nods. Just before I float away, I hear, “My son will be king, but I will rule. He just doesn’t know it yet.”

      

      I slam awake, my heart pounding against my chest, and it takes me a moment to realise someone has their hands on my shoulders, rubbing their thumbs in a comforting motion. I look up to see Elias looking down at me with worry, his hair is messy and his t-shirt is all wrinkled. I take deep breaths, breathing in his smoky scent to calm myself down. I’m safe, I’m not there anymore, and the dark spirit is gone. I repeat the same line in my head over and over until I can breathe normally. That vision, or whatever it was, felt so real. It was overwhelming, terrifying and it makes so much sense. Tatarina planned this all, she planned for my mother to be killed, to become queen, to put Thorne on the throne and control him. What else has she got planned?

      “You were screaming. I’m sorry, but I had to wake you up,” he explains to me, removing his hands and sitting on the edge of my bed, “bad dreams, princess?” he asks carefully.

      “Something like that,” I say breathlessly, looking at my phone, and seeing its only three in the morning.

      “Sorry, I woke you up,” I tell him and he shrugs.

      “I went outside for a cigarette, and I was walking past,” he explains.

      “Outside? I thought you smoked them in your room,” I chuckle.

      “Nah, not since Jules walked in on me once. She hit me with her shoe and told be she wouldn't have me smoking in her house," he smirks. “I like the old lady, but she can half hit with that shoe,” he tells me, making me laugh.

      “That’s better, you laughing is much better than seeing you frightened,” he says gently.

      “It just takes a minute to realise some dreams aren’t real,” I mutter, and he tilts his head to the side a little. We don’t say anything, but I push my hair out my eyes when it falls and look down at my pyjamas. Thank god I’m wearing plain blue ones, and not the ones with cupcakes all over I almost put on.

      “Yeah, I get that princess,” he squeezes my hand and stands up, dropping the notebook he was holding.

      “What’s that?” I ask, remembering his notebook at Dragca Academy. I wonder if he draws the same type things. It would make sense for him to have the same hobbies, enjoy the same things he always had. He is the same dragon I met, just with a few little changes.

      “Here,” he offers me the notebook. To my surprise, he walks around the bed, pulling off his leather jacket and boots. He slides into bed next to me, tucking himself in like he sleeps in my bed all the time or something. He rolls on his side, raising an eyebrow at me as he rests his head on his arm.

      “Comfy?” I ask sarcastically, and he smirks.

      “Very,” he replies, somehow making one word seem seductive and panty dropping. Damn him. I shake my head, looking back at the notebook to get my eyes off him. I open the first page to see a drawing of me, not what I was expecting at all. It’s a beautifully drawn image of me sitting on the school bus, and looking over my shoulder. It’s the first time he saw me here on Earth. He makes my eyes look bigger than they are, like I’m a doll or something. My hair is layered down my back in perfect curls, and my face looks perfect, not one imperfection. Which I know isn’t true, I know I have a slight dent on the right side of my nose where I broke it falling out a tree in Dragca when I was seven. I know I have freckles littered across my nose too, and they spread to my cheeks when it’s summer. I’m not perfect, not in any way.

      “You make me look pretty, way too pretty,” I say, and he chuckles low.

      “I don’t make you anything other than what you are,” he argues. I look back, flipping through the notebook, seeing more and more sketches of myself. All little moments in class, all times when I never saw him even looking at me. I turn over a page and stop, seeing a different drawing. It’s a tattoo design, with four red dragons flying around an ice dragon in the center of them. They almost look like they're protecting her. The main dragon looks like mine, and the little ones are all slightly different. There are swirls coming off the ice dragon, connecting them all together, and it’s remarkable. I can’t look away, I just end up staring at it. I feel Elias slowly look over, to see what I’m so fascinated by.

      “I love this,” I say, tracing my finger over the design.

      “It’s yours, I designed it for you. I don’t remember when I exactly started drawing it, but it was way before I met you, yet somehow I know it’s yours,” he says, making my heart pound.

      “Thank you, Eli,” I whisper, tracing the design with my finger.

      “I love when you call me that,” he says gruffly, his voice almost a whisper like mine. Neither one of us say a word, and without communicating I know we both don’t want to ruin the moment. I can see it when I look over at him, I know him well enough to read it in his eyes. I put the notebook on my side, and then lie down in bed, facing him. I reach up, placing my hand on his cheek, and he closes his eyes at my touch.

      “What if I told you that kissing you could trigger a curse, that it could destroy everything you don’t even know you have?” I ask him, my words coming out more breathless than I intend them to be.

      “A curse?” he asks, frowning at me. As he opens those blue eyes, I find myself instantly lost in them.

      “Yes, a curse that was meant to do good for my family, but right now it feels like it’s destroying the very family it was meant to protect,” I say, meaning every word. Why does it have to be like this? It’s not fair.

      “You’re not making much sense, princess,” he says, and I shake my head, lowering my head to his chest after he rolls onto his back. I reach over, switching the lamp off, and then placing my hand on his chest.

      “Stay the night?” I ask him, not really giving him a choice as I’m already comfy, and don’t want to move.

      “You don’t have to ask, princess,” he whispers, kissing my forehead. Only seconds later darkness makes me fall asleep as I lay listening to his beating heart.
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      Someone is knocking on your door. It’s too fucking early for me to be a gentleman and answer it for you,” a voice grumbles. The feeling of a face pushing into my neck has me blinking my eyes open. I pull myself awake, to find Elias practically lying  on top of me and he looks up, his messy hair makes him look cute in an early morning way.

      “How much would you hate me if I said how cute you are in the morning?” I ask, and he glares at me, rolling over and pulling a pillow over his head. Someone doesn’t like mornings.

      “Get the door,” he groans, his voice muffled by his pillow. I laugh, getting out of bed and walking to the door, opening it a little to see Korbin stood outside.

      “Hey?” I ask, sounding like a dork.

      “Running? I know we haven’t been speaking recently, but I–” he says, and then Eli’s loud shout interrupts him. “–Keep it down.” I look back at Korbin as his whole face tightens, and then he turns, walking away.

      “Korbin, wait!” I shout, running out the door, and down the stairs after him. I catch him just before he gets to the front door, grabbing his arm.

      “Let me explain,” I plead.

      “Explain what? Am I nothing to you? Or was it only me that felt something, Isola?” he fires all the questions quickly at me, and never giving me a second to reply.

      “Kor, it wasn’t nothing. It meant everything to me. You have no fucking idea how hard this is for me. What I’m doing, it is killing me as I don’t want to hurt anyone,” I tell him and he turns, pushing me lightly into the wall, and stepping close. He presses me against the wall as he slides his hand to the back of my neck, and he makes me look up at him. His green eyes blaze as he stares at me. It’s almost unnerving to see the emotion in his eyes, but I don’t look away. I know he needs to see the same passion in mine, he needs to know that I don’t feel nothing. I feel everything, and it frightens me.

      “I don’t know how to cope with how you look at Dagan and Elias,” he admits, his thumb stroking the back of my neck.

      “I don’t know what I’m doing, only that I can’t stay away from any of you,” I reply truthfully.

      “Then for now, this is how it is, because fuck Isola, I can’t lose you,” he says and slams his mouth onto mine. I moan against his lips, returning the kiss the best I can when he is taking total control, leaving me no break in-between each punishing kiss. He brushes his lips down my jaw, angling my head with his hand on my neck, and then breaking away.

      “Now, get your cute butt back to your room, and get your running gear on,” he says, an actual smile on his lips for the first time I’ve seen this week. He lets me free from against the wall, and I jump when he slaps my ass playfully as I pass him.

      “Cheeky,” I say, but I can’t keep the grin of my face.

      “Oh, and Isola?” he stops me when I get to the bottom step.

      “Yeah?” I turn to ask.

      “Make a lot of noise as you get changed, I don’t think Eli was awake enough yet,” he says and I laugh as I walk away, intending to do just that.
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* * *

      How was your run?” Dagan asks when Korbin and I come back into the house, both of us worn out. I look out the window to see it just start to pour down and I’m damn thankful we got inside before that started.

      “Good, but the more important question is whether or not those are waffles?” I ask, smelling them before I even get to his side and see the waffle maker he has out. I look over to the table, seeing cut fruit on a plate and all the sauces lined up. There are even plates and cutlery set out.

      “Sit down, I’ve made you all some,” he says, winking at me. The back door opens and Eli walks in, the cigarette smoke clinging to his clothes letting me know what he was doing outside. He shakes his wet hair, before using his hand to push it out his face. He takes his jacket off, resting it on a hook by the door.

      “Morning,” he says as I sit down, and Korbin hands me a bottle of orange juice before sitting next to me.

      “Morning, cutie,” I reply, seeing Eli narrow his eyes at me as Korbin laughs.

      “Cutie?” he asks, with a laugh, looking between us.

      “Don’t ask,” I reply, and he chuckles. Eli sits down opposite me, still glaring and gently kicks my leg under the table, and I laugh. I pile some fruit on my plate, popping a strawberry in my mouth as Elias still looks annoyed.

      “So…any plans after school today?” Korbin asks, cutting an apple up with a knife.

      “I’m going to see Jules,” I tell them.

      “Want a ride?” Elias asks.

      “Nope, Hallie is taking me as she wants to see her too. They got along since Hallie was over here often. She wants to take her some grapes,” I explain. Although she was only over here in memories Melody made up, they are real enough for Hallie. I doubt Hallie even remembers Melody now, it seems like no one really does. I haven’t had to explain to any teachers where she is, it’s just odd magic that messes with us all. Dagan slides the waffles onto my plate, and I grin up at him.

      “Thank you,” I say, and he puts another plate full of waffles in the middle of the table.

      “Are you not serving mine up? I feel left out,” Elias says, with a wounded, jokey expression as he pours maple syrup on my waffles. Dagan whacks him on the back of his head on the way back to his chair.

      “When you’re as pretty as Isola, then sure,” he says, and Elias smirks, but doesn’t reply as he starts pulling waffles onto his plate. I smile, looking at them all and enjoying how well we all just fit together like this. Having breakfast together, just relaxing together. It’s so normal, and perfect. I cut my waffles up, sticking a piece into my mouth, and try not to moan at how amazing it tastes. They must have cinnamon in them or something, because seriously, these waffles are better than any I’ve ever had.

      “I’m kinda jealous of the waffles right now,” Dagan comments, and I look up to see all the guys watching me, a mixture of amused and turned on looks in their eyes.

      “Why?” I say, my voice muffled around my waffles. I’m not stopping eating to talk, this is too good.

      “They make you smile more than anyone else,” he says, and the guys all laugh.

      “I was thinking they make you moan as much–” Elias starts to say and Dagan leans over, whacking his head again.

      “That hurts,” Elias glares at his brother.

      “Not as much as the stupid shit that comes out your mouth does,” he says and I decide to intervene before the brothers start fighting, and get in the way of me and my waffles.

      “Yes, yes they do. My relationship with your cooking is becoming addictive, I may never let you out my sight now,” I joke, though he doesn’t reply. We eat up, and when Dagan leans down to take my plate from me, slanting his lips close to my ear.

      “Sounds good to me, kitty cat,” he whispers and then walks off, leaving me with bright red cheeks that I try to hide from the others, but they know and surprisingly, they don’t say a word.
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      Don’t be silly, you look good,” Hallie grins and Jules laughs, waving a pale hand in the air. I spent the last hour brushing her hair, putting some dry shampoo in it for her, and then plaiting it. I couldn’t stand to see her hair so messy, when she usually has it in a tight bun and styled, unless she has just gotten out of bed. Jules happily let me help her, and in some ways, it helped me feel better, too. I've been carrying so much guilt about not being able to look after her when I go back to Dragca, despite all the time she took care of me.

      “I look awful. I have seen a mirror, little one,” she replies to Hallie. Jules sits up a little in her bed, and pats the side next to her. Hallie goes to sit next to her with a worried expression. I lean back in my seat, letting them have their moment alone together as I look out the window. Outside, rain is pouring down, hitting against the roof of the small side building of the hospital. It makes a soothing sound in the otherwise quiet room. I hate hospitals, it smells of death and loss in here. I can hear all the beeping machines trying to save people, and the cries of the families who lost someone close. It reminds me I haven’t had time to truly grieve my father or Jace. I don’t have somewhere to go to remember either of them. I try not to get lost in my own thoughts any more than I have too. I can’t live in the past, with the people I had to leave behind there, there is only the future now.

      “Come here, Isola,” she asks me. I get out of my chair and walk over, sitting on the edge of the bed, and holding her hand as Hallie gets up.

      “I’m going to get us some drinks,” Hallie says, patting my arm as she walks out the room.

      “You really don’t look bad,” I tell her, and she chuckles.

      “And you have always been a terrible liar,” she responds, making me smile because she has no idea that I lie to her all the time. That so much of my life is a lie, that there is little truth left here on Earth and in my life with Jules.

      “You will be back home soon, I’m having to put up with Dagan cooking and takeaways. I miss you,” I mumble out. Not that Dagan is bad at cooking, because he really, really isn’t. But I’m not going to tell her that.

      “I’m glad the boys are looking after you. They tell me you are well every time they come to visit me,” she says, and I frown at her. What boys?

      “They come to visit you? Elias, Dagan, and Korbin?” I inquire.

      “Every day one of the boys comes to see me,” she explains, making me smile. They didn’t have to do that, and I didn’t even know they were. I love that Jules hasn’t been as alone as I’ve worried she was. I wonder why they didn’t tell me they were going to see her. They must have made a plan between them all or something.

      “I haven’t been able to email your father about being in here, have you spoken to him?” she asks. I close my eyes, looking away from her blue ones as I answer.

      “No, I haven’t. But I will,” I say, hating that I’m lying again.

      “Okay,” she answers, “Isola, you can tell me anything. You know that? I see you as the grandchild I never had,” she says and I look back, squeezing her hand tighter.

      “I see you the same, but that’s why I can’t tell you everything. You are safe here, and at the nursing home I chose for you until you are better,” I say. She smiles, but there is an unspoken sadness clouding over her eyes. I want to tell her everything, but I doubt she would believe she has been raising a dragon her whole life. Nor that she has four living in her house right now.

      “You will visit me?” she asks, her brown eyes watching me like it means everything to her for me to say yes.

      “One day, when everything is settled, I will. I promise,” I say and I mean it. I will come back when I have the throne, and there is no war. When I can make her safe and maybe even bring her back to Dragca, show her my world. She could live out her days in the castle, with people to help her. I wonder if Bee could heal her a little, take away some of her pain.

      “I know you lie to me all the time, and that you have your reasons. I know you’re protecting me from something I don’t need to know about. I’m just glad that sentence wasn’t a lie, because I do want to see you at least one more time before I pass away,” she says and I frown.

      “What–” I go to say when the door opens, and Hallie walks in. I pull my eyes away from Jules, intending to ask Hallie to give us some more time. I don’t get the chance as Hallie starts talking quickly.

      “I’m so sorry to cut this visit short. My father called, and I have to get back home. It’s urgent,” she says, putting the drinks on the side.

      “Okay,” I respond, seeing the worried look on my friend’s face. I stand up, leaning over, and kissing Jule’s forehead.

      “I will see you soon, and we can discuss what you just said,” I say, and she laughs.

      “A lie, but I will always forgive you. It’s what people do when they love someone,” she replies, making me wonder if that’s true. Hallie comes over before I can tell her she means alot to me too.

      “I will come back at the weekend, and you can tell me that chocolate chip cookie recipe. I can’t live without those in my life,” Hallie says, making Jules laugh.

      “I will write it down for when you come next, Hallie,” Jule’s replies. Hallie gives her a hug before we both leave. I look back once more at Jules as I open the door, and she gives me a small nod. There is a look of love in her eyes that I know I won’t forget. Yet it’s still hard to shut the door and walk out. I have a feeling I won’t see her for a long time, and I hate it. It shouldn’t be like this.

      “What’s so urgent with your dad?” I ask Hallie as we walk down the empty corridors of the hospital, and both of us haven’t said a word.

      “I can’t really say, but something big has happened. He thinks I need to see it,” she rolls her eyes.

      “You confuse me,” I bump her shoulder, “but I love you anyway.”

      “You best do, biatch,” she grins, making me laugh.
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      Hey, you’re back, how was Jules?” Korbin asks as I close the door behind me, and start pulling my coat off, shaking the rain out of my hair. Does it ever stop raining around here?

      “She is doing good. She is just wanting to get out of bed and start doing stuff,” I say, pulling my boots off after hanging my coat up.

      “We are watching a movie, and pizza is on the way. I’ve ordered your favourite, pepperoni and chicken,” he says with a grin. He should know my favourite by now as we have all been talking turns ordering food for each other. I walk over, sliding my arms around his waist, and resting my head on his chest.

      “Sounds perfect, and just what I need right now,” I admit, and he kisses my forehead. Dagan walks down the stairs, stopping as he gets to us, and I let go of Korbin. It still feels a little awkward to hug, or be close to any of them when there another one of them around. Something to get used to, or not. Who knows, they might suddenly change their minds, and try to kill each other.

      “Welcome back,” Dagan whispers, his fingers brushing my hand as he walks past me into the lounge.

      “Go and sit down. I’ll get you a drink,” Korbin says, and walks off to the kitchen before I can reply to him. I walk into the lounge, loving how it’s my favourite room in the house. It’s the cosiest place in the house. It has three black leather sofas, a fur rug on the floor in the middle and they all face the stone fireplace. The television above the fireplace is on, and someone has lit the fire, so it’s toasty warm in here.

      “Come here,” Dagan pats the space next to him on the sofa, and I go over to sit next to him. I rest my head on his shoulder as he flips through the movies on the Sky box.

      “That movie looks good, I like end of the world movies,” I comment. I have a weird fascination with them.

      “San Andreas?” he asks, and I nod.

      “Okay, we have the movie picked then,” he replies, renting it and pausing the movie when it starts up. Dagan holds me close to his side, seeming fascinated with twirling a strand of my blonde hair around his finger.

      “Hey princess,” Elias says coming into the room. He puts his drink down near the sofa and sits down, stretching his legs out.

      “How was school?” I ask him, just as the doorbell sounds. Elias and Dagan stare at each other, neither one of them moving to answer the door. I go to get up myself, but Dagan’s arm stops me.

      “I’ll get it then,” Dagan says sarcastically, getting up and walking away.  Elias grins, grabbing his drink, and moving to sit next to me.

      “That’s is Dagan’s seat,” I laugh.

      “I know, that was the plan. I miss you,” he grins, wrapping an arm around my shoulder and pulling me to him. I laugh, snuggling into his side and not arguing, I’m sure Dagan won’t be impressed when he gets back, but that’s his argument to have.

      “Asshole,” Dagan grumbles when he walks in with the pizzas and sees Elias in his seat. Korbin walks in next, putting a glass of Coke on the floor for me and sitting down. Dagan passes the pizzas around to us, and I open mine up, inhaling the smell.

      “Give it here, fucker,” Elias grumbles as Dagan holds his box in the air, slowly opening the box.

      “Nope,” he says, and Elias gets up lazily,  grabbing the pizza, but not stopping Dagan from grabbing a slice, which he shoves in his mouth.

      “And they say I’m the asshole brother,” Elias grumbles, moving back to his seat next to me.

      “Damn, I love pizza, it’s just amazing,” I say, picking up one of my pieces and eating, ok inhaling, it in seconds. I look up to see all the guys looking at me, with matching smirks.

      “I like a girl that loves her food,” Elias grins as he picks the remote up and presses play. When I finish my pizza, I rest my head on Elias’ shoulder and smile. This is a perfect moment, all of us here together, but it feels like I’m missing something. Or someone.
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* * *

      Issy,” Thorne’s voice comes through the haze. I force my eyes open but I can’t see anything other than darkness. It’s an unsettling and scary darkness, one I just want to wake up from.

      “Thorne? Where are you?” I ask nervously.

      “Here,” he says, and a hand grabs my arm. I turn, trying to see him but I still can’t, just a black shadow of a hand holding my arm.

      “Why can’t I see you?” I ask, feeling for his hand. It doesn’t feel right, not solid but like air instead. It’s so weird, and for some reason it scares me.

      “I don’t know why, but I think it’s because we have been apart for too long,” he tells me, his voice wavering at the end.

      “Thorne,” I mumble, wanting to tell him everything I learnt from Melody, but not like this, not when I can’t even see his face.

      “Your adoptive father killed my mother,” I say, angry with him. Angry would be an understatement. I’m furious.

      “Yes, but he was brainwashed into thinking your mother was evil, brainwashed into believing he was doing the right thing. It’s no excuse though, I don't blame you if you hate me for it,” he says sadly.

      “He still killed her, and you made me feel sorry for him and you!” I say, trying to move my arm away from him but he doesn’t let go.

      “He did, hate me for that as well if you wish, just don’t go,” he whispers.

      “Why do you want me to hate you?”

      “Because I messed up, and I don’t deserve forgiveness,” he says, each word is more distant and faint than the next.

      “Who brainwashed your father?” I ask quietly.

      “I don’t know, I never knew. My mother and I will kill whoever it was,” he vows, but I can just about hear him.

      “She doesn’t know?” I ask, needing to know how much she has lied to him.

      “No, she doesn’t,” he whispers.

      “Stay safe, Isola, I don’t think I’m strong enough to keep doing this,” he says, and for some reason it makes me feel sick. The idea of never talking to him again, never seeing him again.

      “You want to let me go Thorne?” I ask.

      “Never. I never want to let you go, but you should run from me,” he whispers, and then everything goes black.

      

      I blink my eyes open, hearing the television on in the background, and feeling my body resting on top of something hard and warm. I look down to see Elias underneath me on the sofa, my head on his chest, his heavy breathing telling me he is sleeping. I hear light snoring, and turn on my side to see Dagan sleeping on one of the sofas, and Korbin sleeping on the other. I slide off Elias slowly, careful not to wake him, and avoid the pizza boxes on the floor as I escape the room. I go through the kitchen and to the bathroom, turning the tap on and splashing my face with some water to wake me up. That dream was weird, and why am I suddenly so worried about Thorne? All I can think is that something is wrong, and there is nothing I can do. I’m tired of being here, helpless and not being able to do anything. I’m the princess of Dragca, the last ice royal, and my ancestors didn’t back down. They didn’t hide when everyone needed them, no, they went to war. They took the throne, demanded peace, and never let anyone beat them. The door opens behind me, snapping me out of my thoughts, and I see Dagan come in the room in the mirror.

      “Shit, sorry. I thought you had gone up to bed,” he says. I shake my head, words escaping me as I still can’t stop thinking about how much of a disappointment I am. How I’m meant to making them remember me, instead I’m just falling for them. It’s a massive clusterfuck. I don’t know if Dagan sees something written on my face, but he doesn’t walk out, only holds the door as he looks at me like he can read my every thought.

      “I only just woke up,” I admit, and he shuts the door behind him. Dagan walks up to me, wrapping his arms around me from behind, and resting his head above mine. Our eyes meet in the mirror, neither of us looking away, and just finding some comfort and security in each other.

      “Things are changing for us all, and it’s getting complicated. Sure you don’t want to run, kitty cat?” he asks, seductively in that panty dropping voice that I swear these dragons have mastered. I could run from everything and live a life in hiding. But I would always be running once I started, and I would be heartbroken. I know I would, I couldn’t leave them.

      “I’m not running from anything anymore, especially not with how I feel. Life is so short, my life has taught me that, and it’s pointless to fight what is right,” I tell him, keeping my eyes locked with his. I want to make sure he understands every word. I will find a way to break the curse, to set them free and able to keep their dragons. Even if they don’t want me in the end, even if I die making sure it happens, I’m going to do it.

      “Tell me to stop, and I will,” he says, as he tilts my head to the side and kisses me. The kiss is slow and leisurely as he holds me close to him. I moan as his hands tighten on my hips, sliding towards my stomach slowly. Every kiss teases me to the point of begging him. His right hand flicks open my jeans, as he slides hand slowly into my jeans, and underneath my lacy underwear.

      “You’re a tease Dagan,” I moan, as his finger glides up and down my slit.

      “I want to spend hours teasing you, learning your every reaction. What you like,” he rubs a finger around my clit making me moan out in pleasure as he whispers, “what you love, and what makes you scream my name.” He slowly slides one finger inside me, before taking it out, and adding another.

      “Watch me as I pleasure you, I want you to remember this,” he demands, and I look at his eyes in the mirror, as he gets me closer and closer. So much passion, so much devotion is blazing in his eyes. He means every word, and I know after this, I will be his. I know I already was.

      “Come for me, Isola, I want to see and feel you come,” he whispers in my ear as his thumb finds my clit, and his masterful hands send me over the edge. I moan out, keeping my eyes locked with his even though it’s difficult, and my body pressed against his. He keeps his fingers inside me as I calm down, enough to tilt my head, and look at him. I slide my hand to his belt, but he stops me with his other hand.

      “No, beautiful,” he whispers slowly, removing his fingers, and stepping away. I watch breathlessly as he walks to the door.

      “Don’t you want to?” I ask.

      “Not yet, there are plenty of things I want to do to you before I finally get to be inside you, kitty cat,” he says with a seductive smirk, and walks out the room.
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      How was your exam?” Hallie asks, rubbing her forehead as we walk out the dinner hall where we have been writing our exams for the last two hours. I didn’t even see the point of trying to study for it, so I just drew the royal crest while I waited. I know I’m going to fail every class. The memories of being here for the last two years have nearly all gone, and all I remember are certain things, only the big things that happened. And that wasn’t much, or anything to do with school.

      “Shit, I know I failed it, but it doesn’t really matter,” I reply, and she sighs.

      “You’re lucky your parents aren’t on your case like mine. My dad would lose his shit if I failed,” she says, and I reach over lifting a bit of her hair.

      “Is that why you dyed the tips red?” I ask. I've never really known why she changes the colour.

      “Yeah, I thought it would give me some confidence with the exam and dealing with my parents,” she laughs sarcastically, “it didn’t.”

      “I’m sorry,” I give her a side hug, trying to ignore the pangs of jealousy I feel. I wish my father was here to get angry that I didn’t pass a test. That we could do simple things like that. Yet, even when he was alive, he didn’t make much of an effort with normal things, because the crown came first. I remember reading a saying in a book once about becoming a queen or king. They say you give everything up for the crown, for the people you are chosen to rule. Maybe that was just the case with my father, he gave everything up in the end, even me.

      “What happened yesterday after the hospital? You never said,” I ask as we keep walking towards the front doors of the school.

      “Nothing, he was just being overdramatic,” she says, smiling tightly at me. I open the door, deciding not to call her out on lying to me. I really need to do some stalking of Hallie to find out what her father does. I literally have no idea from the clues she has given me. Something is going on though, and I need to know what.

      “Hey princess, can I have a word?” Elias says, leaning against a pillar, putting a cigarette out under his boot. Does he ever stop smoking?

      “Have fun,” Hallie winks, and walks off as I chuckle.

      “What’s up?” I ask him after I walk over. He looks down at me, his blue eyes sparkling and drawing me in.

      “A date, we are going on a date,” he announces.

      “That doesn’t sound like you’re asking me,” I raise an eyebrow. I don’t like to be commanded to do anything.

      “I’m not asking, you had one with Korbin, so I’m feeling left out,” he says playfully, stepping closer, smoothing his hands down my arms.

      “That’s a shame, isn’t it?” I tease, “if you ask, nicely, I might go on a date with you,” I say, making him laugh.

      “Isola Dragice, will you go on a date with me?” he asks, somehow making the awkward sentence sexy. Dammit.

      “Where did you have in mind?” I ask.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Ice skating? Not what I expected,” I say as we walk around the corner and stop in front of the ice skating building. It has ice boots glowing green next to a sign that says “Skate for Ice.” A nice classic sign that I’m sure took someone hours to think up.

      “You are an ice dragon, I’m pretty sure you like ice,” he whispers next to my ear, his lips lightly grazing them.

      “Okay, I’m an ice dragon that’s never been ice skating,” I admit, making him laugh. He tugs me towards the doors of the building. We walk in, get our boots after Elias pays, and go to sit on a bench to put them on. There aren’t many people on the ice, or on the steps around it. It’s a small ice ring, with plastic protectors and rails all the way around. The place looks like it could use some new paint, and overall is not in the best condition, but I bet it doesn’t get a lot of visitors in this small town.

      “Do you know how to skate?” I ask him, doing up the laces, and pulling them tight. I stand up slowly, wobbling a little even when I’m not on the ice. This is not going to go well.

      “Maybe, I think so. I don’t know, my memories are a little hazy,” he asks, getting confused because he doesn’t remember what is real, and what is not. This is Melody’s fake memories messing with him.

      “Let’s just go out, and see if you can,” I ask, and he stands up, not wobbling at all and reaches for my hand.

      “Don’t pull me over if you fall, princess,” he requests and I know if I fall, he is coming down with me. This was his idea, not mine.

      “I promise I will,” I say, grinning. I look away as we get to the ice, and let go of Elias to hold onto the rail. I slip straight away, grabbing the rail for dear life to make sure I don’t fall over and hurt my ass.

      “Princess, need a hand?” Elias says behind me and I turn to see him skating around in circles. Show off. Of course he would be good at this.

      “Nope,” I bite out, determined to do this myself. I can make ice, so surely I can skate on it? Right?

      “Ahh!” I scream as I fall over after letting go of the bars, smacking my right side on the freezing cold ice.

      “I got you, my stubborn pain in the ass,” Elias says, picking me up and putting me on my feet like I weigh nothing. He holds me close to him, both of us not moving.

      “I’m not stubborn,” I point out, needing to say it.

      “Yeah, princess, you are,” he says, and then moves back a little, letting me grab his arms with my hands.

      “Okay, come forward two steps, and then just glide. And repeat. It’s easy, and I won’t let go,” he tells me, and I narrow my eyes at him.

      “I’m not a kid,” I say.

      “Oh, I know,” he says, his tone deeper and gruffer than before.

      “Sorry, I just don’t like not being able to do something,” I tell him, taking two steps forward like he suggested and then letting the boots glide me along.

      “Again,” Elias says when I slow to a stop. I repeat the action, until I’m doing it without thinking, and we are skating around the ice together.

      “Sometimes, you can’t do everything alone. You need to accept help, in whatever forms it comes in,” he tells me, and I know he is right. It’s like going back to Dragca, I will need help. There is no way I will be able to win the throne back on my own. No, I have to start asking for help when I need it. Elias is right, but I’m not going to tell him that. His ego is big enough already.

      “Even from the sexy biker man I’m on a date with?” I ask, and he pulls me to his chest, making me almost lose my footing  as he holds me close to him.

      “Even me,” he whispers, and then kisses me.
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      Are you sure you don’t want to come with us?” Korbin asks me, as him and Dagan pull their coats on. I lean against the wall, shaking my head.

      “Nope, you need to do a food shop. I’m not going with you after last time,” I shoot a pointed look at Dagan, who laughs.

      “It wasn’t that bad,” he grumbles, walking out the door.

      “It was! Watch out for the big pile of food this time!” I shout after him. Korbin chuckles and follows him out.

      “Do you want anything special?” Elias asks as he comes out the kitchen, and gets his coat.

      “Chocolate, lots of chocolate.”

      “I should have known that answer,” he grins, “what are you going to do today then?”

      “I’m going to sit and read this book that came out today I’ve been waiting forever for!” I say excitedly and he laughs, kissing my cheek before walking out and shutting the door. I grab my kindle from my room, and run down the stairs, sitting on the sofa as I open a new book. I love the feeling when you start reading the first line of a new book and you know you are going to be hooked from just that one line. You also know you won’t be putting it down for a long time. I settle down on the sofa just as my phone starts ringing.

      “You have to be kidding me,” I groan. I put the kindle down and run into the kitchen, finding my mobile on the side. I just miss the call, but there’s five messages from Hallie.

      

      
        
        Hey! I decided to go to the party. Hot guy is going!

        Okay, the party is boring.

      

      

      

      I skim through the next couple of messages about who is hooking up with who at the party and about some girl that was sick on a guy to the last message.

      

      
        
        Help me! I can’t drive, and some guys won’t leave me alone.

      

      

      

      Shit. I grab my coat, looking down at my leggings and green tunic top that stops at my knees. I don’t look too bad and she needs me, what I’m wearing isn’t going to matter. I quickly call a local taxi firm and then wait outside, deciding not to call the guys. I’m stronger than they are right now anyway, and I can freeze any one that touches Hallie. The taxi turns up ten minutes later as I keep calling Hallie’s phone, and it goes straight to voicemail every time. I give the taxi driver Michael’s address and sit back, still wondering if I should tell the guys. I quickly text Elias.

      

      
        
        I’m going to Michael’s party to pick Hallie up. Won’t be long. X

      

      

      

      I rest my head back, worrying more and more about Hallie. She takes self-defence like I do, and I remember her telling me her father taught her how to stop an attacker in seconds. She will be okay, she likely just needs a lift, and her phone is flat. Michael’s house finally comes into view, a massive house in the middle of the woods on the other side of town. It must be five floors, with white panels and massive windows. There’s loud music blasting from the house that I can hear from inside the car, even as we head up the driveway. There are students all over the lawn in front of the house, some making out, others smoking, and then I spot one student throwing up. Gross. I quickly pay the driver and get out, walking up the footpath and stepping over a passed out guy in the middle of it.

      “Issy!” I hear Michael shout my name from in front of me before I even get in the door. Michael jumps up from his seat in the living room I’ve walked into, like he was waiting for me or something. I look away, searching the room and seeing half of it is a smoky dancefloor with loud music making it hard to hear anything, and sweaty teenagers dancing with each other all over it. The other half is full of sofas pushed together, teenagers all over them, doing things I quickly look away from when I don’t see Hallie. Shit, where is she?

      “I’m so glad you came!” Michael says, grabbing me and holding me tight to his sweaty and alcohol stinking body.

      “Have you seen Hallie?” I shout near his ear, smelling the beer and smoke on his clothes. He stinks so bad, and not in the good way.

      “Upstairs, I will show you where she is. She is okay, don’t worry, just a little drunk,” he shouts back, taking my hand and pulling me through the people to another room with a large staircase. I don’t trust when he says she is fine, but I don’t have any choice but to let him lead me to where he said she is. He drags me up two floors, as we avoid drunk people on the stairs, and the sounds coming from the rooms.

      “In this one, she was pretty drunk,” Michael says, pointing at a door in the middle of three. I pull my hand away, walking over and opening it up. I walk in, seeing an empty bed and nothing else in the room. I turn as something sharp slips into my neck, and an arm wraps around my waist. Ice spreads down my hands as I try to fight the person holding me.

      “Don’t fight little dragon, you’re mine now,” Michael whispers, licking my ear as everything goes black.
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      Those look gross and seriously bad for you man,” I tell Dagan as he picks up his eighth packet of some tube sweet powder things and chucks them into the trolley. I think I’m the only one that likes healthy food. Not pure sugar.

      “I like sweet things,” he winks at me, and I just groan, giving up on him. The whole trolley is full of crap, I know why Isola didn’t want to come shopping with us now. I bet it took a year to put everything away.

      “Come on, two trolleys full is enough,” I say, staring as Dagan gets two more random sweet packets, and we walk to the next aisle where Elias is getting the last of the things on the list.

      “Got everything?” I ask, seeing him searching his pockets.

      “Yeah, I think,” he says, “I just left my phone at home.” He slips the note into his pocket and spins his trolley towards the other aisle. I’m half way down when I fall to my knees, screaming out from the pain and panic I feel. No, not that I feel, what Isola does. I can feel her, and she is in trouble. I go to open my eyes when a roar escapes my lips, and everything goes black as I hit the floor.

      

      I blink my eyes open, seeing another version of myself on the floor. I’m much younger, about ten, covered in mud as a man shouts at me. I don’t know the man, yet I feel like I do. I can’t look at this child version of me anymore, something makes me want to run away from it.  I look away, at the ice behind me, so much ice.

      “Hello?” I ask, as a green little doll creatures floats through the ice.

      “She needs you. Save her, fire dragon. Save ice, save the light,” the little doll says and suddenly a flash of memories hit me. Everything comes back. Isola. The throne. Dagan and Elias. My dragon.

      “Save her,” Bee pleads with me as I start falling, and I can’t fight it.

      

      Kor, wake the fuck up,” Elias’ voice comes through the haze, and I feel a hand slapping the side of my face. “For fucks sake.”

      I jump up when water is thrown over my face, and I wipe it away, looking around at the shopping aisles, to Elias standing over me with a bottle of water.

      “Help me wake Dagan up, we have to find Isola. Something is wrong,” Elias says, panic all over his face as he runs to his brother. I pull myself up, feeling for Isola, but not sensing anything. How is that possible?

      “Get lost,” Dagan grumbles as Elias shakes him. Elias starts pouring water over him when he doesn’t wake up.

      “Isola, wake up for Isola,” Elias demands, and Dagan sits up, rubbing his face. My dragon pounds in my mind, its relief at finally being back clear.

      “Find princess, find mine,” it hisses, trying to push me to shift in the middle of a store.

      “Are you guys alright?” a woman asks, running down to us as Dagan gets up. I reach into my jeans and pull out my wallet.

      “Can you put all this away for me? I’m so sorry,” I say, as her eyes widen at the packed trolleys and then the wad of cash I get out, leaving it on top.

      “Wait!” the woman shouts but we all ignore her as we walk out the store and into the parking lot.

      “We have to do what we were tasked with, we must protect Isola and get her to Dragca,” Elias comments.

      “The curse…” I let my sentence drift off, and start pulling my coat off.

      “We will pay the price,” Elias says, but there’s no hate in his words. We all shift, shooting off into the skies as we hear some humans scream that see us.

      “Protect mine, and the curse will fall,” my dragon says. He is prepared to lose himself for her. I know it.

      “I will lose you,” I reply.

      “But you will have her, and she will be safe,” my dragon whispers, and I know he is right. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do to save her, and I’ve known that for quite some time.
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      Everything is blurry as I open my eyes. I feel cold, and someone is ripping something. A shadow is lying on top of me, pulling at my clothes, kissing my neck, and pushing their hardness into my stomach. Fear swallows me as I try to fight the darkness,I feel so out of sorts. Everything is cold again in a blink, and when I open my eyes, my surroundings are still so blurry that I can only make out shapes. Yet I can hear them, feel the body moving off mine.

      “Shit, she is waking up and freezing stuff. You said that stuff knocks dragons out for a whole night!” I hear Michael shout at someone.

      “Just be quick, and then I want my go before she really wakes up. My dad will lose his shit when he finds out I stole that stuff from the labs,” the other guy says, in a whiny voice. Oh my god, I need to move, I can’t let them do this to me. Fear strangles me as I try to do anything, only to fail, only to feel like I don’t control my body.

      “Shut up,” I hear as I feel Michael pulling at my leggings. I try to move, to fight him as he pulls my underwear down but I can’t move. I can’t do anything as I hear a belt being undone, every little sound making me utterly terrified. This is worse than dying, I would rather die than let him do this to me. I feel a tear slide down my cheek, the tear being the only thing I can focus on as I try to forget where I am. Panic, fear, and revulsion fill me as Michael spreads my legs and puts a knee on the bed, making the bed dip a little. I scream in my mind for my dragon but I can’t hear her. I can’t do anything, and no one is coming to save me. The sound of a door slamming open fills the room, followed by the smell of smoke.

      “You will die for this,” Thorne’s growly voice exclaims, but my mind refuses to believe it. He isn’t really here. He can’t be.

      “It’s not–” I hear Michael beg, and then he screams and screams. The smell of burning flesh fills the room as more screams follow Michael’s. I try so hard to move, to know if what I’m hearing is even real, to see anything other than the blurriness in front of me. The warmth of the fire in the room eventually takes over the sound of Michael and the other’s scream, and then something is wrapped around me.

      “I know you hate me, but not like this, not before I can even tell you how much of a fucking idiot I am,” Thorne whispers near me, and I feel hands on my face.

      “I hate you,” I mumble, trying to make the words ring true. I don’t even know what I’m saying, I don’t even believe it’s really him.

      “No, you don’t, and you hate that,” he says gently, and picks me up in his arms. I try to reply, but I can’t, only seeing a shadow carrying me out of a fire. When Thorne’s face comes into view, I can finally see the burning house just behind his head.

      “You saved me, why?” I ask, feeling numb.

      “Because in the end, I always will,” he tells me, kissing the top of my head. I rest myself against him as I let darkness take me away.
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      I didn’t do a thing to her! I saved her, you fucking idiots!” I hear Thorne shout as I wake up. The memories of Michael and my resulting terror making me jump, and I fall off the sofa I’m on. I slam onto the wood floors, flinching at the coldness and how the room spins. I put a hand on my head, and I look around, somehow expecting to him to be there, trying to force himself on me. I feel down my body, knowing I’m not in pain so he couldn’t have... I can’t even say the word.

      “Shit,” I hear Elias say, and then he is standing above me, leaning down to help me up. I grab the blanket, scooting away from him, and he holds his hands up.

      “Hey, it’s me, princess,” he coaxes gently, not taking another step closer. I look around the lounge, trying to relax now that I’m home and not in danger.

      “I told you what happened, don’t push her,” Thorne says, coming to stand next to him.

      “I remember, princess, we all do,” he says gently.

      “How?” I croak out, and clear my throat a few times. Dagan walks over, seeing me hiding in the corner of the sofa, and frowns. I look at the glass of water in his hand, but I don’t really want him close enough to me to take it.

      “Here, it’s just water,” he offers me the glass of water he was holding, reaching out so he doesn’t get too close. I accept it, and he backs away, sitting on the edge of the sofa. They all watch me with fear in their eyes, all of them look as worried as the next one. Elias and Thorne sit on the floor where they were, and it shocks me that they aren’t arguing. Or not trying to kill each other.

      “I got you some clothes,” Korbin says as he walks in the room. He places them on the back of the sofa I’m hiding next to and then backs away, knowing I just don’t want anyone near me right now. He sits by Dagan, all of them looking at me as I pull my blanket close around myself.

      “How?” I repeat, needing to know what happened to make them remember, and they all look at each other.

      “We were shopping, just about to check out another aisle, when it happened. We felt your fear, your pain, and it overwhelmed us into remembering. We shifted outside, and flew straight here just as Thorne carried you in, and explained,” Dagan explains. “I think we all passed out for a moment there.”

      “That’s not possible, only mates or blood bound souls can feel each other’s emotions in times of need,” I point out, and they all look at each other.

      “How do you know that?” Elias is the one to ask.

      “Jace wanted to share blood with me before we mated, so he would know if I was in any danger. I decided I didn’t want to, because I wanted our blood to be swapped at our mating,” I explain, and there’s an eerie silence between us all. They are hiding something from me, and I’m not sure I even want to know what it is they did.

      “Tell me what you did, what you all did,” I demand, knowing guilt when I see it in each of their eyes. I keep looking over at Thorne, not really believing that he is here.

      “Wait, before you answer that, how are you here? How did you know?” I ask Thorne.

      “I didn’t know, but Melody must have as she came to me. She demanded I leave right then. She said she would meet us when we come back to Dragca,” Thorne tells me, and I look down at the floor, taking a deep breathe. I have to thank Melody and Thorne at some point.

      “Is Michael?” I stumble over his name, and I’m not sure Thorne even understood what I said until he answers.

      “Dead.” He says the word firmly, unapologetically, and full of protective tones. I clear my throat before looking at Dagan, and nodding for him to tell me what they all did.

      “When you were stabbed, you were also poisoned and dying. Your uncle told us that you needed to have the poisoned blood taken out and it had to be replaced,” he says, his sentence drifting off as my eyes widen.

      “You gave me blood to save me?” I ask.

      “We all did, you needed a lot, and there was so much poison it was turning your blood black,” he says, his haunted eyes make me think it was horrible for him to remember.

      “We are blood bound, all of us?” I exclaim.

      “Yes, we made the choice to die for you. We made the choice to give you our life then, because you are our queen. You are the one we fight for, and that hasn’t changed in all the weeks we have been here,” he says firmly.

      “What has happened, the curse…” I say, and they look between each other.

      “The curse doesn’t work on earth, if we never go back…we will lose them,” Korbin says and then drifts off.

      “I have to return, you don’t,” I tell them, and I mean every word. I might be their queen in their eyes, but I won’t demand this of them.

      “We do have to return home, and we made our choice a long time ago,” Dagan says as Elias and Korbin nod. I look back at Thorne and his next words crush my heart.

      “My dragon is gone, it was the moment I made the choice to come here for you,” he tells me, pain laced all over his face.

      “Thorne…” I mumble.

      “Don’t, it’s done. Melody and Bee need you to get up, put your clothes on, and return home. They are waiting for you in Dragca,” he says, and his firm words make me want to move.

      “Don’t let a stupid human win. You are Isola Dragice, and you don’t give up,” Thorne tells me. I close my eyes, calling my dragon.

      “Will you fight with me? Are you ready for this?” I ask her.

      “I am with you, always,” she replies

      “It’s time to go home,” I whisper a reply and open my eyes, knowing they are silver as I stare at all my dragon guards.

      Home to fight and win.
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      Who are you calling?” Thorne asks me as we walk through the woods and to the nearest portal.

      “My friend, Hallie. I can’t just vanish from her life,” I say as I ring her house phone, knowing Michael must have stolen Hallie’s, and he nods. I doubt Hallie was even at the party, and the more I think about it, I was stupid to fall for that trick.

      “Maybe you can tell me about her one day,” he asks and every instinct in me wants to say no, while other parts just want to run to him. Let him hold me, and tell me everything's okay. I don’t know why I feel so safe with him, whether it’s because he saved me, or if it’s because we share a blood bond. I don’t know, but it’s hard to resist the pull. It also makes sense how he was getting in my dreams now, even across worlds. If our connection is so strong already, I don’t even want to think about how powerful it could be if we mated. Not that I’m thinking about mating. Not at all.

      “Maybe,” I say quietly as the phone rings and rings, finally going to voicemail. I wait for the beep before I start talking, and I see Elias look over to me as he speaks quietly to Korbin and Dagan to my left.

      “Hallie, this isn’t going to make much, or really any sense. But here we go. I have to leave, for a long time and I have no idea when I can come back. Jules has a nursing home set up, and she knows where the cash is in the house, but can you please check on her?

      Also, I never had a best friend, or anyone that close to me, but you are that to me and that will never change. I love you, Hallie, and stay safe for me.” I go to say more when it starts beeping, and I know I have to put the phone down. I wipe some stray tears away, and even though Thorne doesn’t look my way, he says quietly.

      “I will make sure you see her and Jules again, this isn’t the end.” I don’t reply to him, I can’t tell him how much comfort I received from his words. We walk silently to the portal, seeing the shimmer in the trees in the dim morning light.

      “You don’t have to come, in fact, I won't allow it. I can't let you give your dragons up for me,” I stop in front of the portal, turning to my dragon guards. If they walk through this portal, they won’t be dragons anymore, just guards. It won’t change how I feel for them, but it might change how they feel about me. I still shake a little when they move near me, even though I know they would never hurt me like Michael tried to. I have to close my eyes, and force myself to push what happened into a little box in the back of my head. I can’t cope with it right now. I just can’t, more serious things are going on. Thorne nods sadly, walking to the portal, whispering where we need to go, and giving us some alone time.

      “We all knew what we were doing when we gave you our blood,” Dagan says.

      “But the last few weeks, I did this. You didn’t know who you were, what you were,” I exclaim.

      “You did try to tell us, princess,” Elias replies.

      “It doesn’t matter, I did this. I caused this,” I say, getting more and more upset.

      “Isola...just trust us. There are things we need to tell you, things that will make you understand,” Dagan says, keeping an eye out for anyone around us. Not that there will be anyone, we are in the middle of the woods.

      “Then tell me,” I ask them all, “I can’t believe that you would choose this.”

      “It’s my choice, princess. I told you once already...I've made my mind up about you, and I never lie,” Elias says with a smirk, but I see the fear flash over his eyes. He doesn’t want to lose his dragon, and yet he is still going to walk into Dragca for me. I watch as he walks past me and straight into the portal without stopping once. Thorne nods once at me before following him, and there is a long silence between us all.

      “I do have to come with you, I’m yours. I don’t need to tell you anything else, doll,” Korbin smirks. I can see his fear too, but like Elias, he walks past me and into the portal. My heart pounds against my chest as Dagan steps closer to me, placing his hands on my face.

      “Stay here, please don’t do this,” I beg him, not wanting him to lose that part of himself. I can’t bear for the curse to destroy that part of him.

      “Isola, stop it,” he demands as I try to move away from him.

      “No, this is crazy, what you’re saying and going to do... It can’t,” I mumble and trail off when his dragon takes over, the blackness burning over his eyes. I stumble away from him, walking backwards towards the portal.

      “Stop!” He shouts and storms over to me, pinning me to a tree, and levelling his eyes with mine so I can’t look away.

      “If it’s a choice between my dragon, a part of my soul, and you. I. Choose. You.” he says, growling out all his words.

      “Dagan...” I whisper.

      “It would crush me more to lose you. That would destroy my soul more than anything any curse can do to me. My dragon agrees because you know what?” he asks. I shake my head.

      “He would die for you,” he tells me, kissing me gently and stepping back. He walks through the portal as tears stream down my face. The curse meant to protect me, is destroying the only things I care about. I step forward, closing my eyes, and walking through the portal as I hear whispered by the sweetest voice.

      “The last light returns, and the darkness will be stopped.”
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      The portal lets me out the other side, and the bright light from the suns blind me for a little bit, until I can open my eyes and see what’s in front of me. Elias, Dagan, and Thorne are stood to one side and Korbin is right in front of me, with a long red sword resting under his chin. A tiny amount of blood dripping down his neck. I follow the sword to see Esmeralda holding it, a smug smile on her painted red lips that match her red cloak. Guards come from all directions surrounding us, raising their swords that shine in the moonlight. I know she has won, I can’t do anything other than lower my hands. She would kill Korbin in a second because he means nothing to her, and I won’t let her kill anyone else I care about again.

      “You are all coming to the castle, and then meeting your true fate,” she glances at Thorne, “even you, who dares to betray his mother for a stupid girl.”

      “Not a girl, a queen. I didn’t betray my mother, I’m putting right the mistakes we have made. The throne isn’t ours, and my mother is going mad from the power!” he shouts at her, and she shakes her head.

      “So, so disappointing,” she tuts.

      “No, that would be you. You should really tell your dear sister where you go next time, Esmerelda, and maybe get some more guards,” Melody’s voice comes from above us, and I look up just as she jumps down, slamming Esmeralda to the ground. Korbin grabs her sword, as Esmeralda throws Melody off her. Elias slams a hand into his guard in the corner of my eye, grabbing his sword and running it through the guards stomach. Korbin runs to help them, just as all hell breaks loose and my dragon guard make quick work of killing the guards surrounding us.

      “Are you going to fight me fairly, princess?” Esmeralda taunts, “or die quietly, in shock, just like your pretty ice dragon and dead daddy did.”

      “You never played fair, and neither will I,” I say, stepping forward. I raise my hands out in front of me, making a long ice shaped bo staff, with deadly spikes on either end. Esmeralda doesn’t wait for more than a second, shooting three arrow shaped fire sticks at me. I raise my staff, hitting each one as I walk slowly towards her. She shoots more and more, until I can just about see her over the fire in front of me until I’m stood right in front of her. I whack her legs out from under her, holding the spike at the bottom of the staff right above her heart.

      “Don’t even think about it,” I say, leaning down as she looks up at me with fear filled eyes.

      “You…will…regret…this,” she whispers each word as I lift the staff and slam it into her heart, without a second thought. Her eyes widen, her lips parting as blood drips down the side of her face.

      “That is for Jace, you goddamn bitch,” I say, making sure she hears every word before letting go of the staff. I look around, seeing the guys still fighting three guards. I make three ice spikes, spinning around and throwing them at each guard using my dragon’s eyesight, pinning them to the trees with the spike in the middle of their stomachs. Thorne and Korbin run to my sides, protecting me even though there is no one left to hurt me around now. I run to Melody, shaking her a little, and she groggily wakes up, holding a hand to the back of her head. I help her sit up as Elias and Dagan get to us, surrounding me and Melody.

      “You did it, sis,” she says, pulling me to her and holding me tight. I hear her sharp intake of breath, and she pulls back. I follow her gaze to Esmeralda’s body.

      “We have to leave, you shouldn’t have killed her. I see her alive no matter what you did here,” Melody tells me, pulling my arm and I look away from Esmeralda to see the desperation in her eyes.

      “The future is changing, and it's darker than ever. That's why we are here. We must run before she gets here, the light must live,” a small voice says, a green head of hair popping out of Melody’s cloak.

      “Bee,” I shout, as she flies to me, landing on my hand. She is bigger, and brighter, her skin almost glows now. I feel so relieved to see her, to have her close to me. “I missed you, I thought I’d never get to see you again.”

      “Stop darkness, light must win. We must win,” she demands, her voice older and far more serious than she has ever been. I lower my hand as Bee flies to my shoulder, holding onto my hand as I stand up. Melody stands with me, and we look around at all the bodies. So much death.

      “I made a vow, and I won’t regret it,” I tell Melody.

      “Death always comes with a price,” she says, nodding her head to the left of me. I look around to see Melody’s face full of worry,  Elias wiping blood off a sword, Dagan staring at the ice. That is until I see Thorne, who is just staring at the body of his aunt. I killed his aunt. Our families...we have all killed so much of each other. With so much death, can there be anything left but hate? Or just pain. I still walk over to him, softly placing my hand on his arm, making him flinch, but he doesn’t move away.

      “I’m sorry, I know she is family,” I whisper.

      “She wasn’t family, not after the choices she made and the deaths she caused. You have no idea the destruction she has caused in Dragca since you have been gone,” Thorne snaps out, walking away from me. I go to follow him when I hear a pained grunt.

      “Issy,” Korbin whispers, and then falls to the ground as I turn to look at him. I drop down next to him as the others run over, and I look to where he is holding a hand against his shirt and it’s bleeding. I lift it up, seeing a deep cut, with purple lines spreading out from it slowly. I panic, pulling my hoodie off and pressing it against the cut.

      “I’m going to be fine,” Korbin says, but any fool could hear the pain in his voice.

      “Don’t lie,” I say, and he holds my hand, squeezing it tightly.

      “Here, out the way,” Dagan says, kneeling next to me.

      “I’m going to burn the cut, seal it and stop it bleeding. It’s the best we can do until we find somewhere,” Dagan explains, moving my hoodie off the long cut.

      “Do you even have your fire still? Without your dragon?”

      “I can’t hear my dragon anymore, but yes,” Dagan says, holding out a small flame in his hand. “Only I can’t do it for long. Nothing like the power I used to have.”

      “You can’t do that,” I say and look to Bee. “Can you heal him?”

      “Not from poison, not without power,” she says sadly and my dragon’s growls, whines and demands I do something in my mind. Anything to save him.

      “Look away,” Korbin demands of me, and Elias pulls me away, turning my head into his chest as I hear Korbin scream and scream. I don’t think I will ever forget the sounds of his screams, I don’t want too. It reminds me that I could lose him, it reminds me what I need to fight for. When it stops, I fall to Korbin’s side next to Dagan. I examine the cut, it's burnt and no longer bleeding, but the purple lines look darker and longer.

      “I’m okay, don’t worry, doll,” he tries to reassure me, reaching up and wiping some of my tears away.

      “He is poisoned, we need to find a town, and a healer quickly,” Melody says nervously, looking over my shoulder.

      “Can you walk?” I ask Korbin, and he shakes his head with a tired look. Elias and Dagan lift him up, keeping an arm around their shoulders. But I know he won’t be walking fast.

      “Save mine,” my dragon whimpers, before disappearing away in my head.

      “What is the nearest town? Where do we go now?” I ask, but I don’t really know who I’m asking. I don’t know where we are, it’s just trees and mountains for a long time.

      “To the seers near here, we have to show them you’re alive. To show that you want to fight, and hope they will let their healers save him,” Melody says.

      “We have allies here, things you don’t know, Issy. We have a lot to tell you,” Dagan comments.

      “I could fly ahead and get help,” I suggest.

      “No flying, they will be looking for an ice dragon in the skies, and the reward on your head is high. Poor people do desperate things, and we will be lucky if they even help you save your guard,” Melody says.

      “Let’s go now. They will save him, or I will kill anyone who thinks to let him die," I promise, turning around. Looking once more at the ice staff melting into Esmeralda’s body, I wipe a tear away. Jace finally has his justice, but why do I feel like I just made a huge mistake, a mistake that could cause me to lose everything that is alive, for a promise I made to death?
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      There are rumours the king was seen this way with the princess and other guards,” one of the royal guard says, a nervous look flitting across his young face as he stares at me. I smile, placing my hand on his shoulder and feel him shaking. I laugh, and walk around him in the direction he pointed at. I can’t believe my son would betray me, not for that spoilt princess. He wouldn’t do that to me.

      “Your highness, we have located your sister,” a guard says running over to me breathlessly, placing an arm out in front of me to stop me from seeing what is behind him. Like I need to be hidden from the darkness that is this night. I lift a hand, a hot breeze of fire whacks into him, and sends him flying out of my way. I stop, staring at the bodies littering the ground and the one right in the middle.

      “NO!” I scream, running over to my sister, dropping down to my knees at her side. There’s a hole in her chest, blood surround her which mixes in with her long red hair. Too much blood, and it’s too watered down. Someone used ice here. My beautiful sister is lost. Who could have done this?

      “Queen,” a hushed voice says, making me look up as a dark shadow hovers above us. My dark spirit, Nane, flies out the shadow, floating down to me.

      “Nane, she is dead,” I say, refusing to cry. I haven’t cried for many years, and I won’t now. I will get revenge, I will destroy this world for what it has always done…took everything from me.

      “The light killed her, the light must pay,” she whispers to me, and lands on the stomach of Esmeralda, lifting a blood covered hand. “Blood and ice.”

      “Isola? She did this?” I question Nane, who nods, and I close my eyes as a scream leaves my lips. Black shadows spread out from under me, going in every direction and burning away the trees near me as I try to reel in my anger. They burn the guards, and I hear them screams, their screams are almost pleasurable to hear. Someone has to suffer for this, for my sister.

      “I. Will. Kill. Her,” I bite out as I open my eyes, and lean forward, tucking a lock of Esmeralda’s red hair behind her ear. My sweet little sister.

      “We can bring her back, bring her back stronger than ever. Bring her back linked to your life, and she will never leave you,” Nane suggests, looking up at me with a wicked grin.

      “Will she be the same?” I ask.

      “She will have a dark soul, much like yours,” Nane says, and I laugh.

      “She had one before death, but now she will want revenge,” I say, a large smile playing on my lips as I place both my hands on Esmeralda’s head.

      “Call darkness,” Nane whispers, and sends a blast of darkness straight into me through our bond. Black lines spread down my arms, onto my sister’s face. They crawl up her face slowly and painfully for me. When they hit her eyes, I pull back catching a breath and stand up. I wait for a long time, knowing it takes a while for a body to come back. Finally, Esmeralda’s eyes open slowly. She looks up at me as I stand over her, her eyes blood red, and a sinister grin on her lips as she stands with my help.

      “Time to hunt a princess, my sister,” she says, her voice darker and almost sweet. Like a sweet berry that you don’t know will kill you, until you’re dead.

      “Then let’s hunt,” I say, and Nane laughs as she floats into the shadows once more, but I hear her dark whisper in my mind.

      “Darkness will win, not only Dragca will fall but Earth too…”
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      So, class, please start by reading page thirty-two in your books," the professor goes on, as my class starts after he walks in. The professor looks as ancient as the old room we are all sat in, with his brown hair and beard, and very dated clothes that look like he hasn’t washed them in a while. I push my own out-of-control, wavy brown hair over my shoulder, wishing I had tied it up this morning. It’s a hot day, and the room is stuffy because of the lack of opened windows, making my hair stick the back of my head. I glance over at my best friend, Alex, who has her head on her desk, lightly snoring. I chuckle before kicking her leg and waking her up. She moves her waist-length, straight, red hair off her face to glare at me. "I was resting, Win," she mutters, hiding her eyes with her arm and huffing at me.

      "The professor is here," I giggle, trying to whisper to her as she nearly falls off the side of the desk, while half asleep.

      "Oh, what page?" She yawns, looking like she is going to drop back off to sleep already. I sigh, remembering how she actually has a boyfriend to keep her up all night. I, on the other hand, can't find a good one. The last time I had a boyfriend was over a year ago, and I found out he had a bad habit of sleeping around at parties.  The unfortunate way I found this out was when I walked into his bedroom at his party, to find him in bed with two other girls. Let’s just say he has put me off men for life, or at least for a while.

      "Thirty-two," I roll my eyes at her grin.

      "I might nap instead, I had a long night," she winks.

      "Don't rub it in," I groan.

      "Well, you’re coming to Drake’s party this weekend, and no, you don't have a choice. I bought you a dress, and I found you a date," she grins. I don’t know which one was worse about that sentence. The fact she has bought me a dress, which I know will be way too slutty for my style, or the unlucky guy she has found for me. I decide to go with the second problem first.

      "A date? You know I don't date," I hiss, while she continues to grin.

      "Hey, you can't judge every man because of one. This guy is nice, a friend of Drake’s." She makes that annoying face she knows I haven’t ever been able to say no to since we were eight. I will never forget when I first met Alex. My mum had taken me to get an ice cream from the local ice cream van. Alex had just gotten hers in front of me, and I decided to get the same because her ice cream looked good. When the truck left, Alex tripped and dropped hers. My mum and I rushed over as she cried her eyes out over her ice cream. I offered to share mine and then, when I saw her at school the next day, we were inseparable.

      "Fine, but if this doesn't go well I'm blaming you," I laugh.

      "Winter Masters, is there something wrong?" My professor asks, causing the whole class to look at me. I can hear Alex's quiet snort as I answer.

      "No, sir. We were just discussing the work," I say with red cheeks. The professor raises his bushy eyebrows at me. I know he doesn’t believe me. Damn, I wouldn’t believe me, either. I’m a terrible liar.

      "Well, discuss it more quietly next time, I'm sure the whole class doesn't want to know about your dating life,” he replies. I hold in the urge to hide under the table at his blunt reply. A guy about my age puts his hand up at the front, drawing the whole room’s attention to him. The boy has messy, brown hair that’s covered up with a backwards cap. He is quite muscular under his top and shorts from what I can see. I’ve heard a few comments about how attractive he is, which he definitely is, but I can’t remember his name.

      "I would like to know, sir," he says loudly before winking at me over his shoulder. I know I’m redder than a tomato now, and one glance at Alex shows how funny she thinks this is. I’m leaving her to sleep through the class next time.

      "That's enough, Harris. All of you get back to work. I am running tests on this next week.” He picks up a large pile of papers, most likely the tests he made us do last week, and hasn’t bothered to mark yet. I watch as he goes to his desk and pulls out his phone. I’m sure he is playing some game by the way he is typing, but he definitely isn’t marking the tests.

      “Also, while I remember, you need to find work experience in the next week or you'll be helping me sort out the university lost and found…for four weeks." I swear the old professor even smirked but I didn’t see him do it. I bet they would be getting him more coffees than they would be doing anything else.

      "Have you heard back from the local vets yet?" Alex asks, opening her book as everyone else starts reading quietly.

      "Yes, they called yesterday, and I'm all sorted." I grin, remembering jumping up and down in happiness after the call. I had applied months ago, and no one from our course was accepted, but I held out hope as I hadn't been rejected. My back-up was to work at a local farm, with half our class. Studying to become a vet is hard work, and there isn't much work experience available.  This is an English class, and we have to pass it to stay at the university. That’s why Alex, who is a music student, is taking this class with me.

      "That's great," she smiles widely, making a few guys next to us turn to look at her. Alex is that very pretty girl you always wanted to be. She is tall with boobs and hips that are perfect no matter what she eats. I look at a McDonald’s meal, and my ass gets bigger. I’ve been told I'm pretty, but I like my food too much. So I have curves, unlike my skinny-ass best friend. My best qualities are my shiny, brown hair and blue eyes, which I have to admit, suit my golden complexion.  We don't say any more and get on with our work. At the end of class, I hand in my permission forms for the work experience, before finding Alex with her boyfriend, Drake, outside class.

      "Hey, do you still need a lift?" I ask when I get close to them.

      "Nope, thanks, honey. I'm going to Drake’s, but I will see you tomorrow to get ready for the party." She winks, leaning against Drake. Drake is a good-looking guy, but is kind of strange-looking, and I can’t put my finger on why. Honestly, he looks like a typical, scary-ass man all the time. I don’t think he has a none serious expression. He has dark, nearly black eyes and black hair that’s cut in a buzz cut, but he makes it work. It’s the eyes that give him the strangeness, they are too dark, darker than I have ever seen anyone’s. I always thought that he must spend a lot of time in a gym or something because he is all muscles, wearing expensive clothes. Alex has told me he is well off, but I knew that anyway from the car he drives and the designer clothes he wears. It's not just the looks and money, it's more how much older he acts, when he must be around twenty, like us. Alex doesn't answer many questions about him, but they have dated a while, so I'm guessing she really likes him. 

      "My friend is looking forward to your date," Drake says coldly in a slight Russian accent. Alex says he not actually from there, but his parents were, apparently.

      "Me, too," I lie and frown at Alex's chuckle.

      "I love you, Win, never change," she says to me, as she gives me a hug before we wave goodbye. Drake doesn't say anything else but that's normal. 

      I click my old, red Rover open before sliding in. My mum bought it for me as a going away present, and I love the old car, though maybe not the unusual stain on the driver seat I can’t seem to get rid of; I think it’s red pen.  Well, I’m hoping it is anyway. We never had a lot of money growing up as it was just me and mum. As I drive home, I try to think about ways to get out of this date, but eventually come to the conclusion that it couldn't go that badly. Right?
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      You’re joking, right? I can't wear this." I gesture to the tight, red dress I'm wearing. My hair is up in a messy bun with a few wavy strands around my face. My makeup is perfectly done, thanks to Alex, but I have to admit I don’t look anything like myself.

      "You look hot, Win," she says, pretending to cool herself down by waving her hand at her face. I look back to the mirror and glance down at the dress. It stops around mid-thigh and has a slit down the middle at the front, stopping just before my underwear, and making it impossible to wear a bra. Not that I'm worried, I’m not big chested enough to really have an issue.

      "He is going to think I'm easy if I’m wearing this," I say, sighing and turning around with my arms around my waist.

      "No, he is going to think he is a lucky fucker," she laughs before straightening her own dress. Alex is wearing her little, black dress, which is a little too little but looks nice. 

      "Alright. But again, I'm blaming you if anything goes wrong." I laugh to myself, knowing this could only go wrong. I shut the door to my bedroom before leaving our apartment. Alex and I have a two-bedroom apartment near the university, which we rent together. It's cheap enough, and the area isn't too bad, but we still make sure we lock up. 

      "So, what's my date’s name?" I ask as we wait outside for Drake to turn up. We are lucky the weather has been so good recently. Welsh weather is known for its constant rain, and our town is right in the middle of the mountains. Calroh is a small town but has a great university, and that’s why we chose it, also the cheap apartments to rent helped. It’s right in the middle of two large mountains and surrounded by a large forest. There’s only one road out of town, but the town is well-stocked enough to look after itself with many large superstores.

      "Wyatt. I haven't met him, but Drake speaks highly of him," she winks at me.

      I think of his name for a second trying to imagine the guy. "So, is it getting serious between you and Drake?" I ask gently, knowing Alex doesn't like to speak about relationships. Not her own at least.

      "I don't know. He is so secretive that I–" she stops talking as Drake’s car pulls in front us. I glance at her, and I am wondering what the end of that sentence was, but she shakes her head, smiling before opening her door. I do the same sliding into the back. 

      "Hey, Drake," I say as I get in, and Alex pulls back from kissing Drake hello.

      "I thought Wyatt was coming with us?" Alex asks, noticing the empty seat by me. I smile widely, hoping he is ill or isn't coming.

      "He is meeting us there," Drake says bluntly before driving off.

      There goes my dream of taking off this dress and changing into my PJ’s, with a bottle of wine.

      I don't say anything, growing a little more nervous the nearer we get to Drake’s apartment. 

      As we pull into the expensive apartment building, we can see the party has started. The music is loud, and there are cars everywhere. I mentally tell myself that going to a party at twenty years old is normal, and I should smile before getting out of the car. I walk next to Alex as Drake puts his arm around her shoulders. Just as we walk in, and the loud music fills my ears, I see a blond man leaning against the wall next to the door of Drake’s apartment. I can't help but stare a little at his muscular frame and his strong-looking face that I have to admit is a little scary. He seems to notice me staring and looks right at me. I first notice his eyes are that nearly black in colour or maybe just a dark-brown like Drake’s. I look around quickly noticing that nearly every girl nearby is watching the breath-taking guy like I am. My eyes draw back to his, noticing how powerful he looks. He can’t be more than twenty-five but looks like he owns the very street he is standing on. The guy’s eyes never leave mine as I look him over, and I shiver from the anger I feel in his eyes. How can someone look so serious and cold at our age? I continue walking with Alex until we stop in front of the guy, and I want to get to know him or hear him speak. My mind and body feel drawn to him, and I don’t like it.

      "Drake, this must be my date," the man says in a dark, underwear-dropping voice, nodding at Drake before looking back at me. I feel myself blush as his gaze takes in all of me slowly. I do the same, noticing for the first time that he is wearing a black jumper with black jeans, which look like they were custom-made for him; they possibly were.

      "Wyatt. It’s nice to meet you, Winter," he offers his hand. I take his cold hand, and he shocks me by bringing it up to his mouth and placing a kiss on the back. His lips feel cold on my hand, but I feel a strange shock when his lips meet my skin. It takes everything in me not to pull my hand away and run in the other direction like my body is screaming for me to do. For some reason, I don’t feel safe with him.

      "Nice to meet you, too," I mutter a slight lie, pulling back my hand.

      Wyatt just flashes me a knowing look before saying to Drake, "There was a problem tonight, they are getting braver," his deep voice gets stronger about whatever they are discussing. It’s almost like his voice draws you in and demands that you listen.

      "Just a few newbies chasing a pup, it's being dealt with," Drake smiles with a cold look in my direction.

      "Good. Now, can I get you a drink?" Wyatt asks looking back at me. It's strange to see how Wyatt spoke to Drake then. It was like a boss ordering around an employee, and worse, I had no idea what they were speaking about. What's a pup? Maybe it's a kind of business talk, I doubt they mean a puppy.

      "Sure," I say taking his open arm and letting him guide me through the house. I can feel how cold he is even through his jacket. I look back to see Alex, who has disappeared with Drake. Knowing Alex, they might have already left, thinking Wyatt seems nice. While I don’t feel that he is at all; he seems too haunted to be described as nice. Seeing how he spoke to Drake just then, makes me more distrusting of him.

      "Are you cold?" I ask noticing that's it's a hot summer day in May. I’m even warm, in a little dress, and he is cold in a jumper.

      "Just cold-blooded," he winks at me. I can't help but blush a little, but who wouldn't when a very hot guy flirts with you. I know I need to act normal for a bit, before making an excuse and leaving. We weave through the hallways of the building and up two floors in the elevator, which is filled with couples making out. I watch as they stop and stare at Wyatt like he is a god and ignore me completely. It’s all very odd.

      "So, tell me, what do you study?" he asks as we enter the kitchen. It’s a modern kitchen with many cabinets that don’t look used, and there’s even a bar on the one side next to an impressive window. There are a few people around, but it's quiet enough in here to not have to talk too loudly.  Wherever the loud music is coming from, it’s not nearby.

      "I'm studying to become a vet. What about you?" I look over the view of the nearby forest and mountains as he hands me an opened beer. I don't like beer, but I'm not telling him that, so I pretend to drink it. 

      "The family business," he says still looking at me. He moves closer, so I have to lift my head up to look at him.

      Being so short can be really an annoying at times, I think to myself. This guy has at least a foot on me, and I feel small around him. Now that he is closer, I can see that his eyes are definitely black with little silver sparks in them. I’ve never seen eyes like his, and they are really stunning. I clear my throat before asking, "Have you known Drake long?" 

      "Yes, it feels like I've known Drake forever, sometimes," he grins at me like I'm missing a joke. 

      "I feel like that with Alex, sometimes," I say, looking away because his eyes are so stunning that they draw you in. The other door in the room opens as a drunken man stumbles in, he quickly leaves again when he sees Wyatt but leaves the door open.  I can see the living room, well it’s more a dance room. The dancing bodies are pushed so closely together that you can’t see their faces. The music is beating hard and fast compared to the slow-moving young people swaying around. I turn back to see Wyatt watching me closely.

      "Dance with me? You seem like you need to relax,” he asks. I lift my head to stare into his eyes, and I feel the need to dance with him, to do anything he wants. I stare at his eyes as he smirks, moving closer to me. I could have sworn his eyes had silver sparks, nothing like the empty, black pits I’m staring into now.

      I shake my head, stepping back. "No thanks, I don't dance," I say to Wyatt’s cold gaze. This time, his face converts into confusion, and he steps closer to me than before. We are almost touching with how close he is.

      "Dance with me, Winter," he says looking into my eyes again, his eyes glowing far brighter than they should. I yelp when he grabs my arm roughly. I take a step away. His grip is strong, but I realise he isn’t trying to hurt me. I don’t dare look away from him as the black, glowing eyes stare into me, like he is looking into my soul.

      "No, let go, Wyatt," I say firmly, challenging his grip by struggling away. I don’t know what changes, but he lets me go with an utterly confused and shocked look marking his handsome face.

      "How is that possible?" he mutters to himself, running his hands through his hair, and stepping away from me. I take the chance he gives me to run out the door, not caring who is looking. I have a feeling challenging a scary man like that is not a good idea. I don’t think running from him is a good idea either, but, hey, it’s all I have right now. I couldn’t have seen glowing eyes, right? I mean that doesn’t even make sense to me, it must have been a trick of the light or something. I eventually make my way outside. I can’t believe my luck when I spot the guy from class, Harris, opening his car door for a young girl to get in. I’m glad I remembered his name now.

      "Wait, Harris!" I shout from the door, and he turns to me, looking a little shocked, but more worried than anything else.

      "Are you alright?" he asks none too gently as he grabs my shoulders, pulling me closer, and looking me up and down.

      "Yes, but I could use a lift home," I say gently as I pull away from him a little, enough that he drops his warm hands.

      "Sure, I was just taking my sister home. My parents are going to kill her for sneaking out tonight. So, I'm sure she needs some extra time to come up with a decent excuse," he laughs, opening the back door for me.

      As I get in, I look behind me to see Wyatt watching me from the door. I swear I'll never forget the look he has on his face as watches me get into the car. He is looking at me like he is a starving man, and I am his meal. I gasp before slamming the door shut and closing my eyes for a second, resting my head against the cold leather.

      "So, what's your name?" the girl in the front asks the minute I get in. I smile as I hear her draw out the sentence. I open my eyes to see a pair of light-blue ones sparkling at me.

      "I’m Winter, and you are?" I put on my seat belt as Harris gets in. 

      "I'm Katy. How do you know my brother?" she smiles, but it looks cheeky.

      "You should be thinking of excuses to help yourself, and not asking questions," Harris answers her question as he looks at me in the rear-view mirror. I smirk at him when I see he is trying not to laugh, and he winks at me.

      "They are going to ground me for life, anyway,” she says to Harris with a huff and looks back at me, “so, do you have a boyfriend?" she asks, clearly not concerned about her parents, and I look her over now. She has the same light-brown hair as Harris and matching blue eyes, that are lighter than most. I would guess she is around sixteen, making her way too young to be here. She is wearing a purple dress that is as short as mine but makes her look a hell of a lot older than she is. I can see why Harris’ parents are going to be mad. I’m guessing the amount of makeup she has on isn’t going to help her case. She doesn’t need it, though, I can see under it all that she is very pretty.

      "No. I'm escaping a bad date, actually," I mutter as she laughs.

      "Harris should ask you out, he wouldn't be a bad date," she winks, and I see Harris blush.

      "I'm not dating anymore, but if I was, Harris would be a good choice," I say gently, letting them both down easily.

      "You should change your mind. You’re really pretty." She sighs, finally turning around. Harris asks for the address, so I give it to him before opening my phone. I'm surprised not to see any messages from Alex, I send her a quick one:

      Date was awful, shame the hot ones are always crazy. I got a lift home. I will see you tomorrow. Love you xx

      I missed out on the start of the argument, as I was texting, but from Harris’s angry face he isn’t happy.

      “There are loads of them around right now, Katy. I don’t want to find you sneaking out again.” He shouts leaving me to wonder what he is talking about. Katy is looking tense in her seat at whatever it is.

      “I know. But, I never get to leave the pack,” she says looking out the window with a long sigh. I’m sure that I see tears in her eyes as she picks her nails, looking worried.

      “It won’t always be like this, but please, for me, don’t leave again without one of us.” He stares at her through the mirror, and I see her lower her gaze quickly.

      “I promise,” Katy says with a frown, and Harris nods, looking back at the empty road. I watch as he turns to look at me, and a grin lights up his face when he sees what I’m wearing. Typical guy, but at least he has the common sense to look back at the road after a second, not voicing his opinion.

      “What’s a pack?” I ask clearing my throat and hopefully my red cheeks from Harris’s stare. I remember reading about packs of wolves in class, but I don’t think they are talking about that. Maybe it’s some kind of gang or a name of a house, I don’t want to guess because I’m sure I’m going to come up with something worse than what it actually is. I glance at Harris who isn’t answering my question, so I repeat myself.

      “Oh, it’s nothing important,” Harris says quickly, all the while he is glaring at Katy like a parent whose kid just told someone a big secret of theirs. I glance back at Katy, who looks very guilty, as she shrugs at me, and avoids looking at Harris at all. This night is proving to be all kinds of confusing, and I’m pretty sure forgetting it is the easier way. No one says anything else while we drive home, and a tense silence descends on the car.

      "Are you going to be okay to walk in? I don't think I can get in the car park with the gate down,” Harris looks at me, as he stops on the road outside my building. The whole building is close to the university, so it has to be on lock down after a certain time, and you can only walk in, past a locked gate. I’m lucky the gate’s broken, so you don’t need a key to get in. Well, unlucky in certain ways because it means anyone can get in.

      "Yeah, I'll walk in. The gate is open,” I say to Harris, and he nods, watching me closely like he wants to say something, but I get out of the car before he can.

      "Bye Katy, and good luck with your parents," I say through the open window, and I laugh, hearing her grumble before I move away from the car. I wave them both off before opening the broken gate to the locked car park, the door is slightly open anyway from our neighbours. The car park is almost as big as the building in length, and you have to walk across the whole thing to get to my building. My building has three flats, on three levels, and we have the bottom one. The car park is empty, besides my car and one other. I walk slowly; only the dim lights of the street lamps near the building are lighting my path, showing me where I’m going. In the distance, I notice a big, dark shape lying next to my car, near the door to my building. I run over quickly, my footsteps being the only noise in the dark night. I’m hoping the person is okay and pull my phone out of my bag as I run, to call an ambulance, but as I get closer I see it’s a wolf.

      Could my night get any more weird?

      For more information, click here.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Excerpt from Strip for Me…

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Ellie, Ellie, Ellie . . . did you forget about me?" Drew asks me as he walks closer. He walks slowly, giving me time to look at him. Drew has always been handsome, in a cold way. It’s what attracted me to him in the first place, the ice-blue eyes. It was the perfect suits and built body underneath. It was the blond hair and handsome face. But, it’s all a lie to hide the jerk underneath. His eyes watch me closely, as my heart feels like it’s pounding against my chest. I don’t think he would hurt me, but I don’t know him. I have a feeling I never did. I don't reply to him as he moves to stand in front of me, his hand going to touch my bump.

      I slap his hand away and move backwards, my back hitting the wall near the stairs. I put my hands on my bump, feeling protective of my baby. There is no way I’m letting him touch me there.

      "That was rude," he says with a cold laugh. His laugh seems to echo around the room. My eyes glance to my phone, the call is on, and Todd must be listening to our conversation. At least, I hope he is.

      "You’re not touching me or my baby," I say. I keep my voice surprisingly calm, compared to how I’m feeling inside anyway. I don’t want him to know how much he is scaring me.

      "I don't want to touch that bastard child, but I want my wife back," he says, narrowing his eyes at me when I laugh a little. I don’t believe him.

      "Not happening, asshole," I say, walking sideways towards the stairs with every word. If I can get to the stairs and run up, I’ll find a bedroom and lock myself in until Todd gets here. It’s clear to me now that Drew put Dom in jail because he wanted to get me alone. I bet he planned all of this. Why won’t he leave me alone? It makes no sense because he left me alone at home all the time when we were together.

      "I'll tell you what, Ellie," he says, sliding his hands into his pockets.

      “You don’t get to tell me anything, anymore,” I say, holding my ground. I spent years listening to him telling me what to do, what to wear, what to cook him, and the list just goes on and on. I won’t be that person ever again. I want a life, with the men I love.

      "I'm going to give you four months, Ellie, four months to make the right decision and then come to me," he says. The way he says it, it’s like he expects me to come to him. Holy ducks, he is crazy.

      "You are bloody crazy, Drew!" I shout at him.

      "Not even one little bit, and I did you a favour, you can thank me later," he laughs. 

      "If your favour was getting Dom arrested, it won't last," I say as he moves closer to me, terror slamming through my body when I look into his eyes once more.

      "That was a distraction to get you alone," he says and laughs louder. The laugh is so cold, it’s frightening. 

      My heart pounds against my chest as I watch him walk away and leave the house. I scramble after him and lock the door. 

      I place my hand on my bump, worry filling every part of me.

      What was his favour?
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        Three months earlier . . .

      

      

      Two drinks?" I ask Liz as loud as I can as she hands me two fruity looking cocktails. I haven't drunk anything in years, so this is a lot for me.

      "Yes, your divorce went through! We are celebrating!" Liz shouts over the music of the club. I laugh and silently agree with her, I'm finally free. I got married when I was eighteen, and it was the stupidest thing I ever did. No one is old enough to get married at eighteen and actually know the person they are marrying. Sure, it might have worked for someone else, but not for me. For me, it just ended up in tears, my tears not his.

      No, his tears were lost somewhere inside of the secretary he was fucking. Why is it always the secretary?

      I quickly drink the two fruity drinks and look around the bar. I haven't had sex in four years, four years of watching my husband snoring next to me and only staying with him because I thought I loved him. Hell, I have no idea what love is. The closest I think I've come to seeing it is my parents who have been married for twenty years. Even then, I think they just basically ignore each other, and that’s how they have gotten so far without trying to kill each other.

      "Come and dance, you’re twenty-six, and you need to get laid!" Liz pulls my arm and voices my inner thoughts. It's a sign we have known each other way too long.

      I let Liz pull me to the packed dance floor, the smell of alcohol and sweaty bodies filling my senses. I remember why I don’t like these places now. It's funny how you miss something that you didn’t actually like. I don’t think I will be missing my ex-husband any time soon, though. If I start to, I'm going to get Liz to hit me on the head with something heavy until some sense is knocked back into me.

      I move my body to the music, my top and skirt sticking to my back with the heat of all the bodies. I'm glad my hair is up in some complicated bun that I had done at the hairdressers. I don’t know how many clips are in it, but I know it’s going to take forever to get them all out. It only takes a minute or so of dancing before I feel hands sliding down around my waist. Liz was right, she bet that I would be hit on straight away. I'm not stupid enough to think I'm not attractive, but I'm nowhere near as stunning as Liz is. Pulling together all the courage I have, I turn to see the most attractive man I have ever seen.

      Sinful, blue eyes, golden skin, and golden, short hair. This man should not be dancing with a girl like me, he looks like he should be dancing with a supermodel or something.

      I let him pull me closer, our bodies swaying to the music, and I find out that he can really dance. I let him control the movements, following the music to a beat. I don’t think I have ever seen a man able to dance like this, I feel like we’re halfway to having sex, and he hasn’t even kissed me yet.

      One of his smooth, large hands slides up my back and to the back of my neck, holding me in place as he moves his head next to mine.

      His soft lips trail up my neck, across my jaw until our lips meet. The man only brushes his lips across mine until I push back with my own. He only needs that little encouragement as he takes my lips in a passionate embrace, and his hand finds the back of my head. I moan a little when he pulls me harder against his toned body, every hard part of him pushing against me. The man smells like alcohol and mint at the same time. It's intoxicating.

      "Come back to mine?" he asks in a whisper, a whisper that promises a night full of passion. Something I cannot ever remember having and something I really want, even with this hot stranger. I have only ever slept with one person in my life, and I want to explore. What’s better than a hot stranger to do that with?

      "Yes," I whisper back close to his ear. I have to stretch up on my tip toes to get close to his ear, but he keeps us swaying to the music as I do. He is so tall compared to me. The man takes my hand, and we walk out of the dancers. I briefly catch Liz's eyes by the bar, she winks at me and gives me a thumbs up. At least, I don't have to message her to let her know I'm leaving. The man wraps his arm around my waist as we get outside, and the cold air hits me. My very small, glittery top and long, tight, black skirt aren’t doing much to keep me warm. The man, whose name I don't know, takes his jacket off and wraps it around my shoulders as we walk the twenty or so steps to the taxi rank.

      "We don't know each other's names," I say, hesitating a little outside the taxi door the man holds open for me.

      "Andre, yours?" he asks. Andre's voice is deep and sounds so much more seductive outside the club.

      "Ellie," I say, and he smiles before he presses a gentle kiss on my lips. The man can kiss, that’s for sure.

      "Make your choice, Ellie," he says as he moves back. I choose to get into the taxi.

      For more information, click here.
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