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Dear Reader,
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Thank you for picking up this book and allowing my words to find a place in your hands and heart. Every page you are about to read was written with intention—to make you feel, reflect, question, and perhaps even see parts of yourself within these characters and their journeys.

This book is more than just a story; it is an experience. As you turn each page, expect moments of heartbreak, passion, conflict, healing, and unexpected twists. The characters you will meet are flawed, emotional, and deeply human despite the supernatural world they inhabit. Through them, I wanted to explore themes of love, loss, grief, loyalty, destiny, and the choices that shape us.

My hope is that you do not simply read this story, but live through it alongside the characters.

If this is your first time reading my work, welcome. You are stepping into a growing world of stories filled with emotion, danger, romance, and unforgettable bonds. And if you are a returning reader, thank you for continuing this journey with me. Your support means more than words can truly express.

You may also discover my other published works, each carrying its own voice, world, and emotional journey. While every book stands on its own, together they form a larger collection of stories connected by passion, struggle, and the complexity of love and fate.

I do not write simply to fill pages. I write to connect. To create worlds readers can escape into. To leave behind stories that stay with you long after the final chapter ends.

And when you finish this book, I would deeply appreciate it if you left an honest review. Whether your thoughts are big or small, reviews help authors grow, reach new readers, and continue creating the stories you love. Your support truly makes a difference.

So, as you begin this journey, I invite you to read with an open mind and an open heart.

With gratitude,

Bernice Martey
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Prologue


Anton

16 hours ago, right around midnight
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The sound of Kane’s voice—tight, controlled—cut through whatever fragile calm had settled over the room.

“We’re under attack... vamps.”

For a second, no one moved.

Then everything snapped into action. The air seemed to harden, pressure closing in on our bodies as muscles tensed and hearts kicked into a rapid, pounding rhythm. Every nerve lit up—skin prickling, breath sharpening—while instincts surged forward, forcing them into motion before thought could catch up. Shoulders squared, jaws clenched, and eyes locked onto the threat, their bodies already braced for impact, ready to fight.

Aurelian straightened first. “Where?”

Kane lowered the phone slowly, his jaw clenched. “They hit one of the outer bars. Twenty minutes ago.”

My stomach tightened

“How bad?” I asked, already knowing I wouldn’t like the answer.

“All of them.”

Silence followed.

Not the peaceful kind.

The kind that settles before something breaks.

“They didn’t stop there,” Kane continued. “They’re moving. Lair to lair.”

Blake stirred faintly behind us, but none of us turned. Not yet. Not when the weight of what was coming pressed in from all sides.

Aurelian’s voice dropped, colder now. “How?”

It wasn’t just a question—it was disbelief.

Vampires didn’t just walk into dragon territory and slaughter; we could sense them even a mile away.

Not unless something had gone very wrong.

Kane’s eyes flicked between us. “There’s more.”

Of course, there was.

“They’re not alone. They brought a warlock.”

That landed harder than anything else.

I swore under my breath.

Aurelian stepped forward, tension rolling off him in waves. “Explain.”

Kane exhaled sharply. “Reports say any dragon that gets too close to the boy loses the ability to shift. Power drops. Like something’s cutting them off mid-shift.”

My mind raced, piecing it together.

“Neutralising magic,” I muttered. “Suppressing the bond between man and beast.”

“And leaving them exposed,” Kane added.

“To be slaughtered,” Aurelian finished.

The room felt smaller suddenly.

More dangerous.

“This isn’t random,” I said. “This is planned.”

Aurelian nodded once. “Strategic. Coordinated.”

Kane’s grip tightened around the phone. “And fast.”

Another silence—but this one didn’t linger.

Because now we understand.

This wasn’t an attack; if it was, they would have just attacked us and allowed a fair fight back, but they brought a warlock with them to counter our ability to shift, no shifting, making us weak, easy prey for them. But why go to that extent if it's a bar fight that happened?

It was a hunt.

Behind us, Blake shifted again.

That pulled my attention back.

“Shit!” My dragon hated leaving our mate unattended.

“She can’t stay unguarded, that's our mate and our weakness. I said immediately.

Aurelian glanced toward the bed, his expression tightening. “No. Absolutely not.”

Kane ran a hand through his hair, already pacing. “We don’t have time to move her somewhere safer. If they’re already hitting lairs—”

“Then this one is next,” I cut in.

No one argued.

Because we all knew it was true.

Aurelian stepped closer to Blake, his gaze softening for a fraction of a second before hardening again. “She’s not in any condition to fight.”

“She won’t need to,” Kane said. “We make sure nothing reaches her.”

“How?” I snapped. “We can’t be in two places at once.”

The tension between us sparked—sharp, immediate.

“We don’t split,” Aurelian said firmly. “That’s what they want.”

“Then what?” I pushed. “We sit here and wait for them to come to us?”

Kane stopped pacing, turning to face us fully. “No.”

A pause.

Then—

“We take the sky.”

That got my attention.

Aurelian’s too.

Kane continued, voice steady now, locked into strategy. “We don’t let them reach the inner territory. We intercept before they get close enough to use whatever magic they’ve brought.”

“And the warlock?” I asked.

Kane’s expression darkened. “Priority target.”

“Agreed,” Aurelian said immediately. “Without him, the vampires lose their advantage.”

I nodded, already feeling the shift inside me—my dragon stirring, restless, ready.

“But Blake—” I started again.

Aurelian cut me off, quieter this time. “We ward the cave.”

Kane looked at him sharply. “You think it’ll hold?”

“It has to.”

That wasn’t confidence.

That was a necessity.

“We layer it,” Aurelian continued. “Everything we have. Concealment. Protection. Delay.”

“Delay won’t be enough if they find her,” I said.

“They won’t,” Kane snapped.

The edge in his voice said more than the words did.

They couldn’t.

None of us was willing to consider the alternative.

For a moment, we stood there—three brothers, thinking, calculating, balancing war against something far more fragile.

Then Blake moved again.

A soft sound.

Barely there.

But enough.

I turned this time.

She was still asleep, her breathing even; she wore our mark at her neck, faintly visible beneath the dim light.

Ours.

The sight of it tightened something in my chest.

“We end this fast,” I said quietly.

Kane nodded once. “We don’t give them time to spread.”

Aurelian stepped back, already shedding the last of his hesitation. “We strike hard. We strike clean.”

“And we don’t lose control,” Kane added, looking directly at me.

I met his gaze.

He wasn’t wrong to say it.

Not tonight.

Not after everything.

“Fine,” I muttered.

The shift came fast after that.

No more hesitation.

No more debate.

Just action.

We moved as one—grabbing what little we needed, locking the wards into place as Aurelian murmured the incantations under his breath. The air around the cave thickened, sealing, bending light and presence into something harder to detect.

“Once we leave,” he said, finishing the last line, “it won’t open for anyone but us.”

“Good,” Kane replied.

I took one last look at Blake.

Then forced myself away.

Outside, the night air hit like a shock.

Cold.

Sharp.

Alive with something wrong.

I felt it immediately—my dragon rising, pushing forward, eager, furious.

Waiting.

Kane stepped forward first, already shifting, power rolling off him in waves.

“Stay sharp,” he said, voice roughening as the change took hold. “We don’t know how far that warlock’s reach extends.”

Aurelian moved beside him. “We find him first.”

“And end him,” I added.

No hesitation.

No mercy.

Wings tore through the silence moments later.

The sky opened above us as we took to it—three shadows cutting through the dark, moving fast, moving with purpose.

Below, the territory stretched out.

Too quiet.

Too still.

And somewhere in the distance—

Smoke.

“They’re already deeper in than we thought,” Kane said through the link.

Aurelian’s voice followed, controlled but edged. “Then we’re already late.”

I felt it then.

A flicker.

A strange pull—like something trying to reach, to disrupt—

My dragon snarled in response.

“Did you feel that?” I demanded.

“Yes,” Kane answered immediately.

“The warlock,” Aurelian said. “He’s close.”

Good.

That meant we had a target.

“Then we end this

now,” Kane said.

And none of us argued.
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Aurelian


16 hours ago, right around midnight
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The wind tore at my wings as we carved through the night sky.

From above, the land no longer looked like territory.

It looked like ruin.

Fire spread across the lairs below in jagged patches—bright, violent scars against the darkness. Smoke curled upward in thick columns, swallowing the stars. What should have been order... safety... home... was collapsing into chaos.

My chest tightened hard enough to hurt.

We circled higher instinctively, dragon senses sharpening, and the truth hit fully.

They hadn’t just attacked.

They had destroyed us.

Broken structures. Burning outposts. Movement below—scattered, panicked, desperate. Our people. Our pack.

Kane’s voice came through the link, low and controlled, but strained at the edges.

“They’re everywhere.”

I didn’t answer.

I couldn’t.

Because rage was already building too fast for words.

Then we saw it.

Our lair.

At the centre of everything.

And yet—

It still stood.

But it was surrounded.

Vampires pressed against its perimeter like a tide against stone. Claws, bodies, movement—relentless impact. And still, they could not cross.

Something stopped them.

Something invisible.

Each time they reached the entrance, they were thrown back as if the air itself rejected them.

My focus sharpened instantly.

“There must be a witch or.... a warlock working with them,” I said through the link.

It had to be.

The magic was suppressing our shift.

Controlling the battlefield. I watch as most of my men tried shifting but it was unsuccessful 

We dropped.

Fast.

The wind tore into silence as we descended, breaking formation without hesitation. Instinct took over completely—no planning now, only response.

Impact came like thunder.

We shifted mid-fall.

Bone, fire, power—dragging us into full dragon form as we hit the ground and shook the earth beneath us.

And then.

War.

The vampires turned immediately.

Hissing and attacking us.

Kane moved first, cutting through the line with brutal precision. Anton followed, fire ripping across the battlefield in waves of heat and destruction.

I moved too.

But my attention fractured.

Because I saw them.

Our people.

Trapped.

In human form.

Forced into vulnerability.

Men. Women. Warriors. Even children caught in the chaos—unable to shift, unable to flee, collapsing under pressure they were never meant to endure.

I watch a young boy die at my feet in fear. 

Why! Why were they using magic on us?

Where they trying to contain us, like gather us all together like prison for what.

A scream cut through the battlefield.

I turned sharply.

Too late for one of ours.

My claws tightened instinctively, but I forced myself forward.

There was no room for hesitation.

Not here.

Not now.

But the worst of it—

The lair entrance still held.
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