
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


What happens when trusting a traitor might be the only way to win a war?

––––––––
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ALCOTT IS A TRAITOR. He risked his clan and his brother’s life by falling for the wrong man, and he’ll never forgive himself for it. He has useful information on the Guillory coven, and he’ll do everything he can to redeem himself, even if it means being a prisoner in his bedroom.

Roslin has watched his brothers fall in love, and he’s happy for them. Alcott is now part of their family through his brother, so Roslin takes it upon himself to ensure he’s not mistreated by angry clan members. He doesn’t expect to feel sympathy for Alcott when he finds out what happened to him, and he certainly doesn’t expect to start falling for him.

The final confrontation with the cockatrices and the Guillory coven is near, and the dragons need all the help they can find—including the help of a traitor. Can Alcott truly redeem himself? And even if he does, what are the odds that the dragon clan will survive this fight?
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ALCOTT’S LIFE WAS OVER, and it was all his fault.

He should’ve known better. He should have known that Damien was lying and that the only thing he wanted from him was information. He’d thought Damien was it for him, and now, he was locked up in his bedroom, in pain, and it would be a miracle if he survived this war.

He probably wouldn’t. For now, he was a prisoner, but he didn’t think Elijah would keep him around for long. He couldn’t afford to kick Alcott out of the clan while they were still fighting with the cockatrices and the coven, but Alcott was sure that as soon as they weren’t a danger anymore, he’d be on his way out.

He deserved it. He’d betrayed his clan and his leader. He’d wanted a home and someone who would love him, and instead, he’d lost everything because of his own stupidity.

He bumped his forehead against the window. He supposed it could be worse. The house where the clan lived had cells in the basement, but that wasn’t where he’d been taken. He was in his bedroom, and if he closed his eyes, he could almost believe that everything was back to normal. He could forget that he’d betrayed his clan and his brother. 

But he had betrayed them, and he would pay for that. He just wasn’t sure when.

Maybe there was something wrong with him and that was why people couldn’t love him. The only one who did was Misha, but he probably regretted it by now. He’d found a home with the clan. He had a boyfriend and everything. He’d followed Alcott when Alcott had been kicked out of their birth clan, but he wouldn’t follow him this time. He belonged here.

Alcott didn’t.

A knock on the door pulled Alcott out of his thoughts. There was only one person who knocked when they visited now that he was a prisoner, and Alcott didn’t want to talk to him. He knew that Misha wanted an explanation and to make sure that he was okay, but Alcott wasn’t sure he was. He wasn’t sure of anything anymore.

Except for one thing. He’d messed up, and he would have to deal with the consequences of that.

He ignored the knock and pressed harder against the window. He wasn’t surprised when he heard the door open even though he hadn’t called out for his brother to come in. It closed softly, and Alcott wasn’t alone anymore.

He still didn’t turn. How could he face his brother after what he’d done? He felt humiliated and angry, even though it wasn’t his place to feel angry. Misha should be pissed, but Alcott knew that if he turned to his brother, he’d see that he was worried. 

That was Misha. He worried about everyone, which was why choosing him as the leader’s personal assistant had been a great idea on Elijah’s part. Alcott had been so proud of his brother when he’d found out about it, and he still was. Misha was really making something of himself.

Unlike Alcott.

“How are you feeling?” Misha asked.

His voice was softer than it ought to be. Alcott didn’t deserve to be treated with kid gloves. Hell, he didn’t deserve to be in his bedroom. He was surrounded by comforts when he’d betrayed the people who’d given him these comforts.

Misha sighed heavily. “I just want to make sure you’re okay. You’re pretty banged up, and you haven’t allowed anyone to check you. You could have internal bleeding or something. You haven’t been eating a lot.”

Alcott hadn’t been eating because he wasn’t hungry. It had nothing to do with internal bleeding. “I’m fine,” he croaked.

Misha sucked in a breath. “Are you sure? I can call the doctor.”

“I don’t need a doctor. I’m fine.”

Alcott wasn’t. He’d been beaten, and the man he’d thought loved him had watched without saying anything. He was bruised, and most of his body hurt. There were scrapes on his knees and the palms of his hands.

But he’d survive. Some days, he wished he wouldn’t, but unfortunately, his wounds weren’t bad enough to kill him.

He knew that Misha would be sad if he were to die, but he had other people in his life now. Eventually, he’d forget about Alcott. He’d be distracted by his boyfriend and his job and friends, and that was what Alcott wanted for him. It was what needed to happen when Alcott left.

He didn’t think Elijah would kill him. Any other leader would have, but it wasn’t the kind of person Elijah was. No, he’d just kick Alcott out of the clan, as he should. Alcott didn’t deserve to be here. He didn’t deserve for Misha to worry about him.

He’d been so terrified of being alone and not having anyone love him that he’d burned his life to the ground and pushed away the one person who did care about him.

* * * *
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ROSLIN THREW A POPCORN at his brother’s head. He quickly dropped his hand and acted innocent, but he didn’t think Victor was fooled. Thankfully, he didn’t say anything. He turned back to his boyfriend to continue their conversation, and Roslin threw another piece of popcorn at him.

“Seriously?” Victor asked. “You’re too old for this.”

“Who are you calling old?” Roslin argued.

“You. You’re the eldest, yet here you are, throwing popcorn around. Why are you wasting food to be annoying?” 

“It wasn’t me,” Roslin said, even though it had been him and they all knew it.

Olsen rolled his eyes. He didn’t say anything, but he didn’t have to. Victor shook his head.

Roslin relaxed against the couch. Even though his life was in danger, he couldn’t regret being pulled into the mess that was the dragon clan. His brother was here, and he wasn’t going anywhere. Hell, none of them were. Victor, Donahue, and Olsen had all found love within the clan. That meant that this was their home now, which, in turn, meant that Roslin was staying, too.

Even though he was desperately single.

He didn’t mind much, or rather, he hadn’t minded until his brothers had gone and fallen in love. He was happy for them, and he didn’t really care that they didn’t have as much time for him as they did before. He was jealous, though. Would it be too much to ask the universe to throw him a bone? To give him someone to cuddle with on the couch like Victor and Tim, or to share popcorn with like Donahue and Terrence? Only Olsen was here on his own, but Roslin was ready to bet that Misha would be coming around soon.

And then, there was him, alone with his popcorn.

The living room door opened, causing all of them to turn. Misha stepped in, and from his expression, Roslin could tell that his meeting with his brother hadn’t gone well. They never did. It made Roslin want to go find Alcott and give him a good shake, but he didn’t think it would help, unfortunately. Whatever was going on between Misha and his brother, they probably needed to fix it on their own.

That didn’t mean that Roslin didn’t want to help, especially when he saw how distraught Misha was. Misha was his brother-in-law, and that meant something. It wasn’t like Roslin had anyone else to focus on anyway.

“It didn’t go well?” Olsen asked as he got to his feet.

Misha made a beeline for him, ignoring everyone else in the room. Roslin wasn’t offended. Of course Misha wanted his boyfriend to comfort him.

Misha pulled Olsen back onto the couch and pressed against him. Olsen wrapped him in his arms, and for a second, they all waited. Misha had the attention of everyone in the room, something he would probably be horrified about when he realized it.

“He doesn’t want to talk to me,” Misha eventually said. “I’m worried because he’s still so bruised, but he doesn’t want anyone to check him. I offered to call the doctor, but he said no, and that’s the only thing he said to me the entire time. I tried talking to him, but he won’t answer.”

Olsen pressed a kiss on top of Misha’s head. “I’m sorry.”

“I just don’t know how to get through to him.”

Roslin wanted to ask questions, but he knew better. He might be curious about Alcott, but he didn’t want to hurt Misha by reminding him of his brother’s behavior.

Not that it looked like he had to. 

Roslin didn’t understand Alcott, although maybe that was because he didn’t know him. Alcott was Misha’s brother, but Misha and Olsen had only recently gotten together, and while Roslin had noticed Alcott around the house before then, they’d never talked. 

Alcott had everything anyone could hope for. He had a home, a clan, and a brother who loved him. Why had he betrayed all of that? Why had he risked losing everything and putting people in danger? His betrayal didn’t make sense, and Roslin wasn’t sure he’d ever understand. Even Misha didn’t, and he was Alcott’s brother.

But Roslin was curious, and it didn’t look like Misha would get any answers out of his brother. Maybe Alcott would want to talk to someone who wasn’t as close to the situation as Misha. Or maybe he’d tell Roslin to fuck off if Roslin tried talking to him. He wouldn’t be wrong. The fact that their brothers were together made them kind of family, but it didn’t mean they had to be close or even talk to each other. Besides, why would Alcott talk to anyone? The entire clan knew what he’d done. He was probably terrified of what they thought of him.

That was why his betrayal didn’t make sense. It was clear that he cared deeply about Misha. Why would he want to hurt Misha’s family? Why would he want to put his brother in danger by betraying him, and what would he obtain from doing that?

This was why Misha was trying to get answers and why he was confused, and so was Roslin. Unfortunately for Misha, unless Alcott decided he was ready to tell the truth, he wouldn’t get closure. Roslin wasn’t sure what would happen once this mess was over, but he didn’t see how Alcott could be allowed to remain with the clan even if they won the fight against the cockatrices and the coven. He’d betrayed them. He’d gone straight to the enemy.

He would have to pay for that.

Chapter Two

––––––––
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THE ONLY PERSON WHO visited Alcott was his brother. Other people came around to leave him food, but they never talked to him.

It was a good thing. Alcott didn’t want to talk to them. He could tell what they wanted to say to him just by looking at them, which was why he’d made the habit of sitting by the window and staring outside as he listened to whoever was there move around the room. It wasn’t like they went far, anyway. They came inside just enough to put their tray on the dresser, picked up the one they’d left earlier, then ran. 

Misha was the only one who knocked, so when the door opened without a knock announcing that someone was there, Alcott kept his attention out the window. He’d been spending a lot of time there, watching the trees and the birds and the other animals in the trees. It was kind of boring, but he felt he didn’t deserve anything more. How could he watch TV or anything like that when he’d betrayed so many people, including his brother? 

“Alcott,” someone said.

Alcott jumped and turned. He hadn’t expected Elijah to visit. Why was the clan leader there? Alcott didn’t think he would be kicked out of the clan so soon, especially not when the clan was still at war with the coven, but maybe Elijah had decided on a different punishment for him. Maybe he would have Alcott killed, after all.

Alcott stared at Elijah. He didn’t think he could ask. He was scared that if he opened his mouth to do it, he’d start begging, and he didn’t want that. Whatever punishment Elijah decided for him would be all right with him.

Elijah sighed and stepped deeper into the room. The door was already closed behind him, and Alcott didn’t consider trying to open it. Elijah wouldn’t be taking any chances.

“I want to talk about what happened,” Elijah said.

There was nothing Alcott wanted less, but he nodded. Of course the leader wanted to talk about what he’d done. “What do you want to know? I think I’ve already told you everything I knew about the coven, but I can go over it again. Maybe I’ll remember something.”

Elijah shook his head. “I want to talk about what happened to you.”

Alcott looked down at his hands in his lap. The scrapes on his palms were healing, but he could still see traces of them, even though the smallest ones were already almost gone. “I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“Why are you apologizing?” 

Alcott didn’t want to talk about what had happened to him. He’d already said enough. Elijah and probably everyone in the clan knew how much of an idiot he’d been. He didn’t need to rehash that.

But Elijah had asked a question, and Alcott owed it to him to be honest. “They beat me up. That’s all there is to it,” he explained.

“Yes, that’s obvious, and I already knew it. The beating isn’t the only thing I’m asking about, Alcott. I want to know how you ended up trusting a mage you barely knew over me and the clan.”

Alcott shook his head. “I don’t have an explanation. Sorry.”

Elijah was silent for a moment. Alcott was afraid to look at him, so he didn’t. He kept his attention on his hands and picked at one of the scabs. It would hurt if he managed to tear it out, but he deserved that pain.

“I’m worried about you, and I know I’m not the only one,” Elijah eventually said. “You don’t have to talk to me if you’re feeling uncomfortable, but I wish you’d talk to Misha.” 

Alcott shook his head. He didn’t deserve for anyone to worry about him, least of all his brother. “Misha should focus on his boyfriend. They’re still in the honeymoon phase.”

Elijah snorted softly. “I don’t think they’ll be able to fully enjoy their honeymoon phase until the cockatrices and the coven are dealt with. Besides, being with Olsen doesn’t mean he’s not worried about you. He loves you.”

“And I love him. You should tell him I’m fine, though.”

“But I would be lying to him.”

“I don’t want him to worry about me.” Alcott didn’t explain that it was because he thought he didn’t deserve it, but he suspected that Elijah knew. He was a smart man.

“You’re his brother. He’s going to worry about you whether you want it or not. You don’t have to make this harder for him or for yourself. Just talk to someone, even if you don’t want to talk to him. I promise it will help.”

Alcott shrugged. Why would Elijah want to help him? He knew he could trust the leader, but at the same time, he didn’t understand. Elijah shouldn’t be here, worrying about Alcott. He should be focused on the fight that was coming for them.

But Elijah cared about Misha, and Misha cared about Alcott. Of course Elijah was worried. He wanted his assistant to be happy, and because of Alcott, he wasn’t. Elijah cared about all of his clan members, but Alcott wasn’t one anymore, was he? It might not be official, but there was no way Elijah would allow him to stay after what he’d done. Hell, he didn’t deserve to stay.

The best thing he could do was keep the distance between him and Misha growing. That way, when he was kicked out, it wouldn’t hurt as much. Misha would be able to focus on Olsen and everything else, and he wouldn’t feel Alcott’s loss as keenly as Alcott would feel his.

Alcott deserved all the pain coming to him. Misha didn’t.

* * * *
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ROSLIN WAS IN THE KITCHEN to get a snack. He’d just wanted some food before dinner, which didn’t explain how he’d ended up glaring at the two people by the stove.

They knew he was there. He’d said hello when he’d walked in, and they’d waved back. Roslin didn’t know the names of every single clan member, although clearly, he should. There were just too many people who lived in the house. He didn’t know who was on cooking duty today, but considering what they were doing, he might decide to skip dinner.

“I’ve been spitting in his plate since he got locked up,” the woman on the right said. “It’s the least I can do, you know?”

“Elijah would be pissed if he found out,” the man next to her answered.

“I don’t think he cares.”

“He’s keeping Alcott in the house. Of course he cares.”

“He’s keeping him because he thinks he can use him and because of Misha. He doesn’t really care about Alcott. He definitely wouldn’t care if he found out we were spitting in his food.”

“I don’t know. It just doesn’t feel like something Elijah would be okay with.”

It wasn’t something Roslin was okay with. He didn’t care what Alcott had done or what these people thought of him. No one deserved to eat food that had been spat on. Even more so, if these people were willing to do something like that, who was to say they hadn’t done worse? And if they hadn’t, maybe they would eventually.

Roslin knew Elijah well enough to be sure he wouldn’t be okay with this. No matter what these people were telling themselves, they were in the wrong. It wouldn’t be right even if Alcott had betrayed the clan because he wanted power or money, but that wasn’t why Alcott had done it. Roslin might not know all the details, but Alcott’s betrayal hadn’t been malicious. He’d been swindled by a mage. 

He’d been betrayed by someone he thought cared about him, and these people weren’t helping with that feeling. They were supposed to care about Alcott. He was supposed to be part of their family. They might be angry because of what he’d done, but that still didn’t give them the right to do that.

“I’ll make up a plate for Alcott,” he snapped.

Both the man and the woman jumped and turned. The woman’s eyes were wide, but the man went on the defensive.

“We’re the ones cooking today. It’s our job to bring food upstairs.”

“Is it also your job to spit in his food?”

“We were just talking,” the woman quickly said, but the man wasn’t backing down. 

He squared his shoulders and faced Roslin, and Roslin almost hoped the guy would say something bad. He wouldn’t mind using his fists. Having to stay in the house without doing much of anything was getting frustrating, but maybe Roslin could take that frustration out on someone.

The woman put her hand on the man’s arm. When he looked at her, she shook her head, and the fight leaked out of him.

Roslin sighed. He should’ve known that was how it would end.
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