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Four shattered hearts. Three deadly enemies. Two innocents lost. One chance at peace.

Though my identity has been revealed, I’m left with more questions than answers. Why did my parents fake my death and erase my memories? Who sent the mercenaries to kill my wolf protectors and me? Will the Fae prince I love ever forgive me for hiding my dark secret, the only thing I suspected about my past life—his half-brothers are my fated mates? Will my mates set aside their thirst for revenge long enough to help me find the children born out of our one night of passion five years ago? And, finally, will any of this matter if we are all doomed to die in the cruel king’s court?
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[image: A black and white bunny

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

To Holly, Mommy’s most perfect Angel Princess—forever missed and in our hearts. We will never forget your wiggly nose, the soft pink on your ears, your sassy thumps, and your sweet butterfly kisses. Binky freely over the rainbow and eat all the Craisins and bananas until we meet again. 

To Susan, I’m so glad our paths have crossed. Your feedback is amazing! Thinking of you.

To Amanda, Cheryl, and Sheri, thanks so much for catching my oopsies!

To Jade. You caught a few really big oopsies. Thank you! 
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Part One

Envy, Enemies, and Deception


Prologue
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Tarianya

My daughter fit so perfectly on my hip, as if I’d been carved especially for her. I nuzzled her cheek when she gave me that cherubic smile. I was alarmed by her canines, for they were getting sharper every day. My daughters were a daily reminder of their wolf-shifter fathers, for they had their silver-blue eyes, they loved being outdoors, and their smiles were far too feral. Deep in my gut I knew they were destined to be not just wolf shifters, but witches, too. I held tightly to Ember, the more introspective and quiet of my toddlers. My twin sister, Shirina, followed me up the narrow path with Aurora, my bold and adventurous child, on her hip. My daughters were my primary source of joy after our father forced us to dwell deep within the dark Periculian Forest, which sat beneath the looming mountains by the same name. It was always gloomy here, a mirror of my miserable heart. 

This was the most treacherous part of our journey to the village, stepping over gnarled roots and dodging stinging branches while hiking up a steep incline, all while trying not to drop my child or the basket of soaps tucked in the crook of my arm. We’d just come from bathing in the falls. Our hair was still damp, plaited on top of our heads so as not to soak our gowns. Our skin glowed beneath the orange rays of the waning sunlight streaming through the pines. We would have to get inside soon, for even though it was warm in late spring, the nights still brought a bite to them. 

My children loved bathing in the falls. It was their favorite thing to do, though it didn’t take much to make them happy. Unlike me, whose soul was always shrouded in a dark cloak of gloom while I struggled to accept all that I’d lost. Ember and her sister Aurora were all that were left of their fathers, mates I’d only spent one night with before my world had imploded. 

An unusual hush fell about the forest, and I stopped as if I’d hit a wall, wincing when a bar of soap fell out of my basket with a thunk. 

Shirina swore behind me. “I almost ran into you.”  

“Sorry,” I breathed. My nostrils flared as I scented a change in the air. Adrean was here. 

I looked behind me at my scowling sister as she picked up my fallen bar of soap and put it in her basket. We’d once been mirror images, but now there were obvious differences in our features. Perhaps it was that her face and figure were fuller. I barely had an appetite these days. Perhaps it was that her moss-colored eyes didn’t have dark circles beneath them after three years of crying herself to sleep. I should’ve been jealous that her honey-kissed skin had retained its youthful glow and her hair as dark as a raven’s wing was still long and full of luster. I didn’t care, though. Not when I could only think of vengeance against the king who’d taken so much from me. 

A howl rang out, and Shirina’s scowl deepened. “You don’t have to answer his call.”

“I do.” For my father-in-law wouldn’t be pleased if I didn’t. 

She nodded toward the path ahead. “We have to heal Claudette.” 

Claudette, the mousy human villager who’d spent most of her life being sick was always struggling with one ailment or another. Though she’d been born to a family of witches, Claudette had no magic and was a constant source of worry to her family, to everyone. Her various ailments confounded my magic, for I’d heal one malady, only for her to get sick with another. I was growing ever tired of rushing to her bedside.  

“Mother said it’s a simple cold.” I scanned the forest’s lengthening shadows, spotting movement out of the corner of my eye. “She can wait a few more hours.” 

Shirina adjusted Aurora on her hip when my child began to fuss. “Tari, I can’t keep covering for you like this.”

I shrugged. “Just tell Father I got lost picking berries.” 

“Do you think he’ll believe it?”

I kissed Ember’s forehead, my lips lingering on her damp skin. “He probably already knows.” 

“Then don’t do this,” she pleaded. “Your children need you.” 

I hated that I had to continually have this argument with my sister, with all my family. Why couldn’t they understand? “I do this for my children, to avenge their people, their fathers.” 

“They need their mother more than they need revenge.” 

I resented the censure in her tone, the judgment in her eyes. I gritted my teeth when Adrean howled again. “Shirina, I appreciate everything you do for my girls and me, but you don’t know what it’s like to lose someone you love.”

“I don’t?” Shirina’s features twisted, and for a moment, I feared she’d use her enchanted voice to compel me to stay. “I lost you three years ago.” 

I rolled my eyes to the darkening sky. “Don’t be so dramatic.” I handed Ember off to her. Shirina balanced both children on her hips as if they were extensions of herself. 

“The Tarianya I knew is dead.” Her voice cracked as my children fussed on her hip, their fists in their mouths. They were hungry, but my milk dried up long ago. 

“Take them home and feed them,” I said to her. 

Her mouth pinched as if she’d sucked on rotten fruit. “Don’t change the subject. You have that same stony look in your eyes as our mother.”  

I threw up my hands, frustration pounding a drum in my skull. “And now I understand why she’s depressed. Every day of my life for the past three years has been more depressing than the day before.” 

She adjusted my fussy children in her arms again. “You focus so much on what you’ve lost, and you don’t appreciate what you’ve gained.” 

The condescension in her tone was too much. “You think I don’t love my children?”

She shrugged. “Not enough.” 

“Not enough?” A blade twisted in my heart. How could my twin be so cruel? “They’re all I have left of the men I love.” 

“They might not be dead.” Her voice lacked conviction. She was lying to me and herself, and she couldn’t even look me in the eyes. Despite all she’d done for my children, I’d never resented her more than at that moment for trying to sway me with false hope. 

Tears misted my eyes. “Three years and no whisper of them,” I hissed, then tensed as another wolf howl punctured the air, this one more urgent. I snarled at my sister. “My father-in-law is calling me. I’ll try to hurry. Will you watch the girls or not?” I snapped, unable to keep the venom from my tone. 

Her eyes flared as my children squirmed against her. “I always do, don’t I?”

“Thank you.” I picked up my skirts, preparing to run. “I swear I’ll make it up to you when this is all over.” 

“When this is all over?” Her laughter was a mad witch’s cackle. “You think a few burned shifters and a fledgling witch are going to defeat an army of a thousand dragons? That fire addled his brains, Tarianya. He’s going to get you all killed, but don’t worry.” She squeezed my children close to her sides. “I’ll take care of the girls. I do a better job than you do, anyway.” 

I sucked in a hiss, the venom in her words leaching into my veins. “That was unkind, Shirina.” 

She turned up her chin, defiance flashing in her eyes. “It’s true.” 

I swallowed back my emotions. Maybe she was right, but I didn’t want to think on it right now. Adrean needed me. “I’ll be back after nightfall.” 

“Nightfall!” she shrieked. 

I sensed the shift in her voice and tensed when storm clouds darkened her eyes. Knowing she was about to use her voice on me, I covered my ears and fled, nearly tripping over my skirts as I ran toward the shadows, toward the only one who understood my sorrow and whose thirst for revenge was even greater than my own.   

* * *
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CLUTCHING THE HANDLE of my basket in a bruising grip, I hurried down the worn clay path beneath the thick canopy of trees. The moon had disappeared behind the treetops, and the night was too dark even for my Fae-touched eyes. Fortunately, the fireflies had come to my aid, lighting the way toward my parent’s small hut deep in the forest. I gave a start when a hulking, winged shadow appeared from behind a large oak. 

“Father!” I gasped, clutching my chest when I caught the familiar stoop of his shoulders. “You gave me a fright!”

He advanced toward me, his features shrouded by the hood of his cloak. “Where have you been?”

I stepped back when he bore down on me, his wings snapping open. “I got lost picking berries.” 

He pulled back his hood, the malicious gleam in his dark eyes making my knees quake. “That’s hardly enough berries considering how long you were gone.” 

I didn’t bother looking down at my basket. I knew he was right. “I ate most of them.” I hated how easily the lie slipped off my tongue. I resented my father for forcing my dishonesty, for not expecting me to do anything to avenge my mates’ deaths.  

“You’re a terrible liar, Tarianya.” Crossing his beefy arms, he frowned down at me as if I was a toddler who’d been caught sneaking a biscuit. “Did you at least heal Claudette?”

“No. I will go there now.” I turned to go, gasping when he snatched my arm. 

“It’s late,” he said in a tone that left no room for argument. “You’ll go in the morning.” 

“Fine.” I shook off his grip. “If you would excuse me, I have to get back to my children.” 

I tried to walk past him, but he blocked my path. 

“Shirina already put them to bed.” 

“Oh.” My heart twisted. Had I been gone that long? Now Shirina would have even more cause to call me a horrible mother.  

“She might as well be their mother,” he said with a sneer. “She takes better care of them than you do.” 

My shoulders caved inward, but then something snapped deep within me. I was so sick of my father judging me for mourning my mates. “I am taking care of my children.” 

He arched a thick brow. “By planning an insurrection that will get you killed?” 

“Shifter-kind will never be safe as long as that bastard king lives, and you know my daughters are probably shifters.” 

“Nobody else has to know.” 

I loathed the apathy in his voice. “We just keep hiding like cowards, knowing the king wants nothing more than to annihilate the entire shifter race?”

“Your magic isn’t strong enough yet.” His deep voice cracked. “We must bide our time and stick to the prophecy.” He had that same mad gleam in his eyes every time he spoke of the prophecy.

I wanted to scream. “I’m so damn sick and tired of hearing about the prophecy!” I threw the basket of berries to the ground and waved a fist in his face. “I will not let the whisperings of witches decide my fate.” 

He snatched my wrist, squeezing until my bones ached. “Thousands of Fae died so that you could fulfill that fate!”

I called on my magic, summoning enough of a spark for him to let go with a hiss. “And I’m sorry for them, but do you understand the absurdity of your plan?” Refusing to back down when he snarled again, I glared up at him, jabbing his chest. “For me to side with the king who killed my mates to get vengeance on a queen who killed your friends?”

His eyes turned wild. “It’s not as simple as that, and I’ve already told you that you can have your vengeance against Fachnan after you defeat Malvolia.” 

I clenched my fists until my nails pierced my palms as my vision clouded red. I was so angry with my father for using me for his own gain while dismissing my shattered heart. “I’ll never side with him, Father.” I searched the dark pools of his eyes. “You’ll have to find some other witch to fulfill your prophecy.” 

His shoulders fell, a look of pain flashing in his eyes. “Child, I never wanted it to come to this. One day when your memories come back, I hope you can forgive me.” 

“My memories?” I asked as my father stepped to the side. 

An old man in brown robes stood behind my father. His long, gray beard nearly dragged the ground as he hunched over a weathered cane. 

“Who are you?” I demanded, stepping back. Something wasn’t right. What had my father said about my memories?

“Hello, Tarianya.” The old man’s eyes pinched, his bushy eyebrows like two fuzzy white caterpillars. “I’m an old friend of your mother’s.”

My gut roiled, and every instinct told me to run when the old man lifted his hand. My father ducked beneath his cape, but I didn’t move in time to avoid the blinding white light that pierced my skull and held me immobilized in its grasp. Who was he and what was he doing to me? Unable to fight, I fell to my knees with a groan. My skull ached as if the old man’s fingers were digging inside my brain. Though I couldn’t see, I felt tears leak from my eyes and stream down my face. My vision was eclipsed by that piercing white light, and it hurt so very much.  

I heard my mother’s voice, though perhaps it was a dream. “You said she wouldn’t suffer!”  

“It can’t be helped,” the old man grunted. “Her magic is stronger than I realized.” 

“Be careful with her!” my father cried.

I wanted to cry out to my father, beg him to save me, but the voice was stolen from my lungs. What was the old man doing? Was he erasing my memories? 

Mind spinner! a voice warned me, for my parents had told us about the mage before. 

No! I didn’t know how to fight it, but I flung out my magic, envisioning myself planting a seed of memories deep inside my mind where the mind spinner couldn’t reach them—my children’s laughter, my sister’s scowl, Asher and Finn’s piercing eyes, and my heart that beat for them. You are Tarianya, mother to Ember and Aurora, mate to Asher and Finn, sister to Shirina. Never forget. Never forget. 

That was the last thing I thought before surrendering to oblivion.   
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Chapter One
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A burst of fire arced over our heads. I sucked in a scream when Radnor banked hard to the right, his wings tucked behind him as he soared through the air, deftly dodging mage flame. Despite his quick maneuvers, I wasn’t in danger of falling off the dragon’s back while Helian had his arms wrapped tightly around me. 

Those blue banners and their army of dragons were within reach, for I could make out the setting sun’s rays striking through the membranes in the dragons’ wings as they held the line guarding Peloponese’s western wall. 

I kept looking behind me at that advancing army of Ravini mages, at least a thousand fire-wielding, winged adversaries closing in on us. My wyverns, Bella and Beau, who flew behind Radnor, followed his every move while my mates clung to their backs. 

My mates. I could hardly believe it. 

The biting wind as we catapulted through the clouds stung my face and burned my eyes, the curses and hollers from the advancing army rattled my ears and churned my stomach, and the buzz of magic in my veins scalded my fingers. 

But I didn’t complain, because I was in Helian’s arms—one place I never thought I’d find myself again. 

Even though the world was falling apart around us, I felt safe in his embrace. I only wished I could’ve said the same thing for my mates. 

Beau let out an agonized roar, and my world slowed until there was nothing but the pounding of my heart and the looks of terror in my mates’ faces. The wyverns trailed behind while the Ravini mages closed the distance between them. Though I’d been fighting our bond, fate hadn’t thrown us together only to tear us apart again.  

“We need to turn back, or your brothers will die!” I called to Helian, fighting to speak against the wind. 

Helian squeezed me tighter, his voice as biting as the wind pelting my face. “We can’t wait for them.” 

Panic seized my skull when Beau cried out again. I cast a glance over my shoulder. The tip of one wing was on fire! “You’d let your brothers die?” 

“My priority is getting you to safety.” His voice was as hard and sharp as a newly forged blade, as if he cared nothing for his brothers’ fate.  

“Is it?” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he growled, digging his fingers into my waist. 

“Getting rid of them will solve many of your problems.” 

He squeezed me so hard, my ribs ached. “I’m trying to save you, Anya!” 

“They’re the ones who need saving! Slow down, and I will blast the mages.” I’d do whatever it took to save my mates, even if it meant I had to kill.  

“All of them?”

“Yes.” Though I prayed it wouldn’t come to that. If I could just blast a few of the mages up front, hopefully, the rest would fall back. 

Helian let out a string of curses before hollering to Radnor. “Slow down.” 

No, the dragon answered.  

“Do it, Radnor!” I felt as if some other woman had taken over me as I yelled, my voice vibrating my very bones.  

Radnor slowed, and Bea and Beau catapulted past us, my mates still clinging to their backs.  

“What are you doing?” Asher snarled, shaking a fist at us. “Get to safety!”

Ignoring him, I spun in the saddle and wrapped my legs around Helian’s waist. Heat crept into my cheeks when he flashed a devious grin. I remembered straddling him exactly like this in the throes of passion. No doubt, he remembered it, too. Only, this time we were on a dragon’s back and being hunted while my rabbit was pressed between us, his tall ears tickling my chin. 

In my newer, taller Fae body, I could easily see over Helian’s shoulder. They flew at us in a V, just like a flock of birds. If I could cut off the head of the formation, perhaps the rest of the mages would falter. I could almost make out the red gleam in the closest mage’s eyes as I unleashed my magic, firing directly at his chest and the four mages flanking him. 

“Just them,” I whispered. White magic spooled out of my hands, streaming across the sky toward my targets. I would not let them kill the fathers of my children. That’s what I kept telling myself.  

The blast sucked all sound from the air before striking the first five mages, turning them to dust, and knocking back several dozen others in the line, sending them tumbling back like cannons through the air. Those mages knocked others out of the air, and the entire line crumbled, dropping from the sky like birds striking a window. 

I spun back around, clutching my rabbit as we neared the blue banners. Bile rose into my throat as I looked at the two dragons flanking the front line, each bigger than Radnor, keeping sentry on the twin towers guarding the gate. My gaze was drawn to an even bigger dragon and his soldier. Malice shown in their gazes as they took off from the front of the gate, flying right for us. 

Radnor let out a roar, hovering in the air, Bella and Beau flanking him, as the dragon and his rider approached. I gasped when fire raced up the dragon’s throat. At the very last moment, the dragon turned his maw to the sky, spewing a column of fire into the air. 

I threw out my hands, and a white shield stretched from my fingertips, capturing the embers that would’ve rained down on our heads.  

“You dare show your faces here, traitors!” the rider called from his dragon’s back, seemingly unimpressed by my magic. This soldier wore silver-plated armor and a striking blue feathered blaze down the back of his helmet. Through his armor I could make out the lines framing his eyes. He looked and sounded at least twenty years older than Helian.  

“Yes, we dare,” Helian boomed. “Nice to see you again, too, Commander Bane.” 

The dragon’s nostrils flared, smoke pouring from his snout as he glared at me and then my mates like we were his next meal. 

“What is your business here?” Commander Bane demanded. 

“We seek sanctuary from Malvolia’s army,” Helian called back. 

The commander nodded toward me with a smirk. “Looks like you have a good handle on her army already.” 

“Our white witch is tired.” Helian squeezed my sides. “She needs rest so she can heal and fulfill her prophecy to destroy Malvolia.”

The commander gave me an accusatory look. “How do we know you’re not bringing her here to destroy our king?” 

“You don’t.” He splayed a hand across his heart. “But I swear on my honor I have not brought her here to destroy my father.” 

“As if we’d trust in a deserter’s honor.” The commander snorted, and his dragon laughed maliciously, more smoke pouring from his snout. 

“I deserted to save my brothers,” Helian answered in a voice that was surprisingly calm. “You would’ve done the same for your families. I have no more title, no more country. All I have left is my honor.” 

The commander paused, his stony face unreadable except for the slight twitch of his mouth. When he looked down at his dragon, patting his scales, I realized they were deep in conversation. 

“What say you, witch?” He gave me a dark look. “Have you come to destroy our king?”

“No, I have not.” My spine stiffened at the accusation in his voice. “No harm will come to your king at my hands, so long as he means us no harm.” Besides, I thought to myself, I wouldn’t steal that honor from my mates. 

“You know full well a white witch will tip the scales in this war,” Helian said, his fingers pressing firmly into my belly and branding my skin. “She is also a powerful healer and will save thousands of Caldarian lives in the coming battles. You should worry more about what my father will do to you if you turn her away.” 

“And what about the bastards?” Fire raced through my veins when the commander nodded toward my mates with a sneer. 

“I make no promise what my brothers will do,” Helian answered, his voice as taut as a newly strung bow, “but if my father’s guards can’t protect him against a few shifters, then they don’t deserve to wear the crest.” 

The soldier paused, looking down at his dragon’s scales, his mouth twitching. Finally, he cleared his throat. “We will let you and the witch through, but not the bastards.”  

I gritted my teeth. “They go where I go.” 

“Now let us pass,” Helian snarled, “or our white witch will turn you to dust.”

For the first time, I saw fear reflecting in the commander’s eyes. Even his dragon flinched, flapping back several feet. But they let us pass. We flew over them and the line of dragons parted to let us through. Not until we flew past the blue banners, across a stretch of sand dunes, and above the gleaming city, did I heave a sigh of relief. 

* * *
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I HAD NO WORDS TO DESCRIBE the city we flew over. Bright blue banners blew from the tops of domed buildings. From the height of the rooftops to the wide porticos of the coliseum, this city wasn’t built on a grand scale for merely show—it was made for dragons. Now I understood why Thorin had once referred to it as ‘Dragon City.’ 

I was struck mute with awe while taking in the sights, from the sparkling river that ran through the center of the city to the massive aery carved into the northern seawall, a series of shallow caves and nests that stretched as far as my eye could see. 

We were met with more of the same resistance at the palace gates, and we handled it just as we’d done at the city wall, managing those guards and their dragons easily enough with a few showers of white magic. 

After leading us into a pretty courtyard, Helian helped me off Radnor, and I clumsily fell into his arms. 

Helian paid no heed to Asher’s growls, but needles pricked my spine at the thunderous look in my wolf mate’s eyes. I pushed out of Helian’s embrace, doing my best to get used to my legs. 

Finn was at my side. “Are you okay?”  

I nodded. “Just need some time to adjust to this new body.”

“Your true body,” Asher corrected. 

I clenched my hands into fists. “I’m not getting into it with you now, Asher.” 

Refusing to give him another look, I brushed past him, my gait wobbly, before I fell against Beau. 

Whimpering, he cradled his injured wing against his chest. 

I stroked his long maw, wiping away a tear the size of my palm. “It’s okay, baby,” I cooed, infusing my healing magic into his shredded wing. 

After he was healed, I slowly stood, shaking my dizzy head. I’d used far too much magic and needed food and rest. I feared I’d get neither once we breached the castle.  

I laughed when Beau let out a loud squawk and dragged his long tongue up the side of my face. Then I healed a minor injury on Bea’s side. 

Radnor snarled when I tried to check him for injuries. What do you think my armor is for, witch?

I didn’t answer. I could think of nothing witty to say, and my heart was too heavy for jests. I dug into the bag hanging on my chest and pet Demon’s silky ears, using his touch to ground me, and maybe distract me from the fact that my life was spiraling out of control. Though I refused to look at them, I could practically feel Helian and Asher staring holes into my skull. 

We said our goodbyes to Radnor as he took Bea and Beau to the castle aery. Dragons of all shapes and colors circled overhead, and I worried for my wyverns. I hoped Radnor would come to their defense if the other dragons tried to harm them, though I doubted the drake would do me any more favors.

I gaped at a white stone portico wrapped in overgrown vines that led into the tallest building I’d ever seen, a castle that had to have been at least two dozen stories in height. Elements, I felt sorry for the servants who had to navigate those stairs.

My mates had frightening gleams in their eyes, fur sprouting on their faces, their fangs extending, as they kicked up the dirt beneath them.  

“Mind your tempers,” Helian hissed to his brothers before taking my hand, “or we’re all dead.”  

That’s when things got awkward. Asher’s eyes sharpened as he looked at our joined hands. I hadn’t thought about it at first. It had simply come as second nature to entwine my fingers with Helian’s. Asher looked at me as if I’d stabbed him through the heart. 

I swallowed back my unease, magic tingling my fingers. I regretted that Finn had that same wounded look, but I refused to release Helian’s hand. After everything Helian and I had been through together, I would not turn him away now. 

“Let’s get this over with,” I grumbled as I turned from my mates, glaring at the castle’s domed turrets.  

Finn flanked my other side as we walked across a bridge leading to the castle, and Asher walked just behind us, grumbling the entire way. I sounded like a horse clopping on shoes too big as we walked slowly while I adjusted to these longer, stronger legs. Finn’s arm scraped mine a few times, and I knew he was vying for my other hand. My breath hitched when our fingertips touched. I curled my hand into his palm, casting him a furtive smile when he laced his fingers through mine.

Well, this was even more awkward.  

But Helian said nothing as he squeezed my other hand tighter. 

We walked through a portico, the guards giving us funny looks but saying nothing as a trail of bright fireflies lit the way. Strange music resonated from behind the castle’s walls, and I gave Helian a curious look. Then my nostrils flared, and my stomach churned when the smells of wafting meat and fresh-baked bread hit me. 

“Tell my father we seek an audience with him,” Helian called to two soldiers guarding a tall set of double wood and iron doors. 

The soldiers gasped and rushed behind the doors, slamming them in our faces. The loud clank of a heavy bolt sliding into place was followed by the sound of retreating footsteps. 

Finn laughed. “They look like they’ve seen ghosts.” 

“They have,” Asher answered. “The ghosts of their enemies come to enact revenge.”

I bit my tongue to keep from scolding him. Not that it would do any good. 

“Revenge later,” Helian hissed from between his teeth. 

Asher blew out a long breath. “Do you think I’m stupid? I won’t do anything to put my mate in danger.”

I could feel the tension radiating off Helian in strong pulses as he stiffened beside me. His mate. Not Helian’s mate. Helian let go of my hand and raked his fingers through his hair with a groan. 

“Why isn’t your father at the city walls?” I asked Helian in an effort to steer the conversation in a different direction before I was forced to break up a brawl of fangs and swords. “Wouldn’t his soldiers have notified him about Malvolia’s army?”

His lips curled up in a feral grin. “My father usually leaves war to his soldiers.” 

That made no sense. “There is literally an army at his doorstep.”

He laughed off my concern. “Fachnan doesn’t like to get his hands dirty.” 

“In other words,” Asher hissed behind me, his words like searing arrows hurling over my shoulder, “he’s a coward.” 

Helian flinched, and I gave him a reassuring smile.  

Even though Helian had called his father a prick numerous times, it was obvious Asher was trying to goad him. 

My breath hitched when the doors finally swung open, revealing a small army of a few dozen soldiers, all armed to the teeth with swords and arrows pointing at our chests.

* * *
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I FEARED MY KNEES WOULD buckle as I stood at the edge of a banquet room with polished ivory floors and gleaming crystal chandeliers that reflected off frosted windows as tall as Radnor and a domed skylight above us. Lords and ladies dressed in fine satins and silks scowled at me from their tables as if I was an annoying gnat that had fallen into their wine goblets. I clutched the bag hanging from my neck, petting Demon as the guards behind us ushered us forward. 

Reminding myself that I was a white witch and of royal blood myself, I turned up my nose as I walked past rows and rows of hostile faces while sandwiched between Helian and Finn, Asher breathing down my neck like a bear waking too soon from slumber. 

Before we reached the other end of the room, the soldiers fanned out, circling us with shields and spears—as if they thought they had a chance at protecting their king from me. Lucky for them, I didn’t like killing. 

We stopped in the open center of the room before a raised dais of more scowling faces. My gaze was drawn to one young woman in particular, whose sneer marred her otherwise flawless features. She was tall with slender arms and a swan-like neck, her large breasts spilling over a plunging neckline adorned with diamonds as big as my palm. She had a warm complexion and dark hair that glistened like indigo silk plaited on top of her head and weaved through a diamond tiara in intricate braids. She was more than a ten, the very image of perfection, an angel incarnate. Needles of jealousy pricked at my chest when the woman’s gaze slid from me to Helian. Her sneer transformed into a radiant smile, longing reflected in her large doe eyes. I gritted my teeth. Lady Arabella. 

A man who looked far too much like an older version of Helian stood from his position at the center of the dais. His golden crown sat askew on his head, his silvery hair had fallen out of its queue, and he had a wine stain on his tunic. “Ahh, so the prodigal son and his bastard brothers have returned.” He held up his goblet in a mock salute, his dull eyes sharpening to blade points. “How did you get past my army?”

Helian picked grime from his fingernails, looking far too casual, though I felt the tension pulsing off him in bursts. “They let us through.” 

The king’s cheeks turned flame red. “Then they shall be dealt with later.” Fachnan gave his soldiers a sharp nod. “Kill the bastards and the whore. Lock up my son.” 

I didn’t think. I acted when the soldiers hurled their spears at us. I flung out my arms, pale green bursts of magic shooting from my hands, and the spears landed at our feet as floppy vines. War cries went up behind us, and I stomped the ground, the floor buckling as magic shot across it in a wave. A thunderous rumble was the only warning before the floor split open with a mighty crack and a green stalk shot into the sky, bursting through the overhead windows and fanning out across the room. The stalk widened, its outer veneer turning a deep brown, until it resembled a mammoth oak tree, its branches sagging across the room. 

Tables toppled and screaming people ran from the room. Soldiers gaped at us, their shields having turned to large leaves, the gleaming blades jutting from the hilts of their swords now floppy vines. My mates both shifted into large, snarling wolf hybrids. They looked like monsters of nightmares as they towered over me, their long maws extended, their claws curled into lethal blades—and yet I was not afraid of them. I was, however, afraid for them.

“Restrain yourselves,” Helian snarled up at them. 

They snarled back, their eyes focused on Fachnan. 

The others at Fachnan’s table had fled, with the exception of a bearded old man in a gray robe who looked too much like my false father, Thorin. Mage, instinct told me, and a powerful one at that, though I wasn’t sure yet if he would be friend or foe. Arabella and a winged man had ducked beneath the table, peering at us from behind the silk tablecloth. 

Several roars sounded in the distance. No doubt the tree had caught the attention of the dragons. 

I clutched Finn’s side. Please, I projected through thought. You will have your revenge later. Please, I asked again.  

With a whimper, he shifted back into a human, his clothes hanging off him like rags. Asher flashed his teeth once more, snapping at Fachnan before shifting back into his human form.  

I dug my hand into Finn’s side as I fought the wave of nausea that roiled through me. I blinked hard as the room tilted, and I knew I’d used too much magic, possibly why it had come out pale green instead of white. I needed food and rest soon, preferably before Fachnan discovered my strength was waning.

Finn draped a possessive arm around my shoulder. 

He nuzzled my ear. Are you okay?  

I think I’ve used too much magic.  

Lean on me. We’ll get you food and rest soon. 

I’d never been more grateful for Finn than at that moment as I leaned against him, pretending to give him an affectionate nudge rather than needing him for support. 

Smiling triumphantly, Helian crossed his arms. “Father, I’d like to introduce you to the white witch who was prophesized to defeat Malvolia.”  

“And Tarianya is our mate,” Asher boomed. “Not a whore!”

Shame warmed my cheeks at Asher’s declaration. I’d slept with Helian knowing I was probably already mated to his brothers, and yet he insisted I wasn’t a whore. For the first time since meeting Asher, I felt a tug at my heart when I looked into his fierce features.  

But it was not the time to be distracted by my mates. Clearing my throat, I cast Fachnan a withering look. “Which means that anyone who attempts to harm my mates must deal with my wrath.” I inwardly smiled when Fachnan’s face turned an even darker crimson.

The tension that hung between my group and the two men on the dais was as thick as churned butter. Dragons flew above the domed ceiling like vultures circling carrion. I thought I recognized Radnor among them, though it was hard to tell. I didn’t see my wyverns, which alarmed me. I prayed they were safe. Soldiers crowded the edge of the table, looking not to their king, but to the mage for direction. Some had thrown down their useless swords and clutched chairs and platters for weapons, their terrified gazes darting to me like I was a wild animal to be cornered. I innocently batted my eyes before flashing my teeth. Let them try.    

“You look too much like your mother—and your aunt.” The mage clasped his hands in front of him, his eyes sharpening to fine points. “Princess Tarianya Avias.” 

A chorus of gasps followed by sibilant whispers swept across the room like wildfire. 

The mage arched a bushy, gray brow. “I take it your mother survived the execution.” 

“Obviously,” Finn answered for me.  

“Your mother was pregnant with twins, was she not?” Ignoring Finn, the mage casually walked around the table before coming to stand in front of King Fachnan. A shield, no doubt, and I wondered just what kind of magic this mage possessed. “The Avias line always bears at least one set of female twins.” He flashed a smile full of discolored teeth. “Tell me, where is your family hiding?”

My eyes narrowed to slits. “I can’t divulge any information about my family.” 

He glared down at me. “You can’t, or you won’t?” 

“I know nothing about them other than who they are.” I decided to answer truthfully. Instinct told me he’d know if I was lying. “A mind spinner erased those memories.” 

“You speak of my brother, Thorin?” The mage laughed, rubbing his bearded chin. “Always a tricky one, that brother of mine. He never does anything unless it benefits him in some way, though he had a special affinity for Flora, almost an obsession.” 

No wonder this mage looked so much like Thorin. And Thorin had an obsession with my mother? Was that why he erased my memories, or did he have some other dark reason? My hackles rose as the mage stared at me as if he was seeing through me, and instinct told me what exactly he was. Not a mind spinner like his brother, but I got the feeling he could read my mind, possibly even see into my soul. 

“How did you know my mother?” I asked, needing to shift the subject from me to him, for his piercing stare unnerved me. 

He leaned against the table, casually crossing one ankle over the other. I wasn’t fooled by his ruse. “I knew Flora when she ruled with her sister, back when our two countries were still amicable.” 

The blood in my veins solidified to ice. “My mother was a queen?” Why was this the first I’d heard of it?  

“She’d been a fine ruler.” He grimaced. “But Malvolia stripped her title. Then she was beheaded, or so we thought. Someone must’ve willingly taken her place and let your mother mask her features.” 

“How do you know it was willing?” It was wrong to suspect the worst of my mother, but what else was I supposed to think? She’d transformed me from a powerful Fae to a mousy human. How could I not suspect she had a cruel streak?

“Flora would never force anyone to die for her.” He held out his hands, and much to my shock and horror, black smoke rose from one palm, white from the other. “Whereas Malvolia was darkness and evil, Flora was light and goodness.” 

Light and goodness? The woman who’d helped separate me from my children? I clenched my hands by my sides. “And what are you?” 

“I’m Selig.” He splayed a hand across his chest and bowed. “A gray wizard and Fachnan’s special council.” 

Gray, not white? But what of the white smoke? It didn’t sparkle like my magic. Perhaps it was something other than the magic I was used to. “That’s not what I meant.” I leaned toward him, narrowing my eyes. “Are you darkness or light? Are you evil or goodness?”

He leaned back on his palms with a smirk. “That depends.” 

“On what?”

His features hardened, and there was no mistaking the threat in his eyes that darkened to two pools of spilled ink. “On whether or not you’re my enemy.” 

I swallowed at that. Instinct told me I definitely didn’t want to make Selig my enemy. “I have no intention of being anyone’s enemy here, so long as they don’t try to harm my mates or Helian.” 

The wizard leaned back, keeping his eyes on us while whispering to Fachnan. After several tense moments, he straightened, folding his hands in his lap. “Our king is willing to make a truce.” 

Asher’s dark laughter skidded across my senses. “Your king has no choice.” 

Selig didn’t spare Asher a glance, pretending as if my mate wasn’t in the room. “He will provide you sanctuary and will not harm Helian or the bastards,” he said to me, “so long as you restore the weapons you destroyed, swear fealty to him, and promise to fight in his army against Malvolia.” 

Red haze clouded my vision. Hadn’t it been for Demon nuzzling my chest and Finn’s hand on my waist, I might have let the rage consume me. Something awakened inside of me, a fierce need to protect Asher and Finn. “First of all, my mates will be addressed as Finn and Asher, not bastards.” Even if I thought Asher was a bastard, that didn’t give anyone else the right to call him one. “Second, a white witch swears fealty to no one.” It felt as if someone else was speaking for me, my inner goddess unleashed, as my voice took on a strange, hollow edge. “And finally, Malvolia’s mages have tried to kill us more than once. I will do everything in my power to destroy her alongside your army, but I will not be joining you.”

That’s my girl. Finn’s voice echoed in my head. 

I smiled at that, nuzzling him again. His body heat comforted me. His presence grounded me. And his love strengthened me. I could feel my magic returning with each beat of my heart. 

Again, Selig consulted with the king, their whispers growing more heated while the king’s face turned so red, he looked like a volcano ready to explode. “And after Malvolia is destroyed,” Selig asked, “do we have your word, you will not try to harm King Fachnan?”

I laughed under my breath. King Fachnan was a snake. I knew he’d try to kill my mates if the opportunity presented itself. “That all depends on if King Fachnan tries to harm us.” I coolly eyed the king, pleased when he didn’t hold my gaze for long. “I may be a white witch, but I was a green witch first, and if you know anything about green witches, you know we are healers, and it goes against our nature to harm. I fight Malvolia only to protect my family.” I paused, my vision tunneling on Fachnan. “And I will destroy anyone who threatens the safety of those I care about.” 

“You would be a fool to turn away this alliance, Father,” Helian said, scowling at the king as if he was scolding a child.  

Again, Selig and the king bent heads. A few cutting words rose among the whispers like ‘bastards’ and ‘deception’ and ‘mockery.’ Again, the king was more concerned with his image than with winning the war against Malvolia.

“Very well,” Selig finally answered through a sigh. “We will offer you sanctuary, but only if Helian and the bas—Finn and Asher swear fealty to the king.” 

Finn and Asher both laughed out loud. 

Fur sprouted along Asher’s face and neck. “We will do no such thing.” 

“You ask too much,” I cut in. “King Fachnan killed their fathers and slaughtered their entire village.” 

“For good reason!” Fachnan blurted, shaking a fist. 

I did my best to keep my composure while my mates growled and hissed. “There is never a good reason to slaughter innocents.” 

Selig held out his hands in a gesture of surrender. “How can he give you sanctuary if he can’t trust you?” 

“Does he trust the king’s guards?” Helian asked, a mocking gleam in his eyes. 

“Well, yes,” Selig blurted, then warily eyed the soldiers who looked dumbfounded while they still clutched their makeshift weapons.  

Helian shrugged. “Then it shouldn’t be an issue.” 

“This is madness!” A shrill voice cut through the tension in the air.  

I hadn’t noticed Arabella had gotten to her feet until that moment. She stood behind the table with her crown askew and a rip on the side of her gown. There was a darkness in her eyes that unnerved me and set the magic buzzing in my veins. I blinked hard, shaking my head when I thought I saw a dark aura shrouding her like a cloak.  

A man groaned as he stood from behind the table, dusting crumbs off his black silk tunic with a scowl. Though he had silver hair like Helian, he had massive black feathered wings, which meant he was part Sidhe Fae and part Ravini. 

Duke Viggo, I thought to myself.

He, too, had what looked like a dark aura surrounding him. 

Demons, an inner voice whispered. I shook my head again. This had to have been a trick of the mind. Or maybe my jealousy over Arabella was rearing its ugly head. 

Viggo grasped Arabella’s arm in a white-knuckled grip, his wings ruffling and expanding. “Niece, come away with me!”

“No.” Arabella pouted, shaking him off her. “I’ve held my tongue long enough.” She grasped King Fachnan’s hand. “You don’t need a white witch to defeat Malvolia. What you need is my uncle’s army.” She flashed a coy smile in Helian’s direction. “If we were to form an alliance—”

“I will not marry you, Arabella,” Helian boomed.  

Those black shadows shrouding Arabella retracted. I blinked again. Was the light that refracted from the stained-glass windows behind Arabella playing tricks on my mind? 

Arabella clutched her throat, her eyes filling with tears, and she looked at Helian as if he’d just kicked her puppy. “Helian—”  

“Father, I will swear fealty to you,” Helian cut her off, “but only if you don’t force me to marry a woman I don’t love.” 

Tears streaked Arabella’s face, and she swooned against her uncle. 

Asher and Finn both let out low chuckles. 

I looked from my mates to Helian. His face was unreadable, a mask of stone. Surely he wasn’t falling for her ruse.  

Duke Viggo’s face twisted into a scowl, making him look entirely different as his eyes darkened to inky pools. “You would deny such a treasure?” He squeezed his niece to his side, his fingers digging much too closely to the swell of her breast. “Arabella is the most beautiful pearl in all three kingdoms.” 

“But her soul is as ugly as a crone’s,” Helian said. 

I swear the room dropped ten degrees and the walls felt as if they were closing in on us as Duke Viggo and his niece glared eye daggers at Helian. 

A tremor snaked up my spine, and Demon scurried to the bottom of the bag and thumped. 

They’re demons, that little voice in my head warned again.   

Arabella let out an otherworldly scream and ran off, her footsteps echoing down the dark hall behind her. Snapping open his wings, Duke Viggo let out a string of curses and flew after her.

“As our white witch has already demonstrated, you do not need Duke Viggo’s army to defeat Malvolia,” Helian said to his father. “Why do you think your army let us pass? They watched her turn several of Malvolia’s mages to dust. She will save thousands of Caldarian lives and bring an end to Malvolia’s reign.” 

King Fachnan’s eyes narrowed to slits as he crooked a finger toward Selig. The two conversed again, their voices sounding more agitated.  

“Very well,” Fachnan finally snapped, “but your brothers are not allowed on palace grounds or at court.” 

“We go where our mate goes.”  

Heat flushed my face when Asher winked at me, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to fall into his arms or slap him senseless. 

Fachnan turned up his chin. “Then she will not be allowed here, either.” 

I looked Fachnan in the eyes. Really looked at him. What I saw was a drunkard and a fool, a king who cared more for himself than his people. I forced a note of indifference into my tone. “I care nothing for the frivolities of court.” Why would I want to rub elbows with the court sycophants? I rubbed Demon’s ears and leaned into Finn. I had all I needed, anyway.  

“Good.” Fachnan puffed up his chest. “They will be assigned to the barracks.”

Helian cleared his throat. “Last I checked, the alchemy chamber wasn’t in use.”

Fachnan’s face fell. “It’s too close to the palace.” 

“But it’s designed for a green witch,” Helian countered, “and has an aery for her wyverns.” 

Fachnan stilled, looking at me as if I was a ghost. “You brought wyverns?”

I plastered on a saccharine smile. “Only a few.” 

“She left the rest on Fallax,” Asher added, “but they will fly here if they sense their goddess is in trouble.”  

Fachnan’s face turned from crimson to a deathly pale as he waved us away. “Very well. They may take the alchemy chamber, but I’m doubling the palace guards.” 

Helian flashed a devilish grin and bowed. “As you wish, Father.” 

Fachnan sneered in my direction, barking a command like I was a dog on a leash. “Now, restore their weapons.” 

“Not now.” Finn tugged on my elbow. “She will restore them after she gets food and rest.” 

“B-but our weapons!” Fachnan sputtered. 

“I’m sure you can replenish them from your armory.” Helian heaved a dramatic sigh. “If you don’t mind, we are all tired and must excuse ourselves for the rest of the evening.” 

“Why, thank you.” Asher went to the king’s table and swiped a large platter of meat and a jug of wine off the table. “Don’t mind if we do,” he said on a growl.  

Finn steered me with one hand and snatched a platter of bread and cheese off a nearby table with another, snarling at a couple who cowered beneath a chair. By the time we exited the banquet room, Asher’s arms were piled with more wine and food, he had a turkey leg in his mouth, and Finn had stacked a platter of fruit on top of the bread and cheese. 

My mouth watered at the sight of the delectable food. I could’ve devoured all the trays by myself. But then my stomach soured at the stony look in Helian’s eyes as he clutched a jug of wine to his chest like a dragon guarding his treasure. I had a sinking feeling he was going to drink that jug all by himself. He led us down one hall and into another, an urgency in his step as if the flames of hell were at his heels. I imagined those flames were memories of our time together that he’d soon be chasing away with lots and lots of wine.  
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Chapter Two
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Helian led us out of the palace into a beautiful courtyard with blooming flower bushes that surrounded a shallow pool with a fountain in the center. I gave a start at a roar overhead followed by another. About two dozen dragons flew over us, no doubt waiting for the order to turn us to ash. 

“This way,” Helian called over his shoulder, bringing us down a set of moss-covered stairs and into a dark underground tunnel. 

I heaved a sigh of relief, dew clinging to my skin as our footsteps echoed through the tunnel. Though it was dark, I could clearly see light spilling from the exit at the other end.  

We emerged in another pretty courtyard near a set of horse stables. Finn still held my hand, and I had no intention of shaking him off as I gave him a shaky smile. He flashed a wolfish grin, his teeth still sharp as if he was on the precipice of shifting. I realized how hard this must’ve been for both him and Asher to have been so close to the king who’d slaughtered their village. 

I squeezed Finn’s hand. You okay? I asked through thought. 

His nostrils flared, his canines lengthening. I will be once we rip out Fachnan’s throat. 

I swallowed at that. I don’t want you getting hurt. 

Don’t worry, my love, he answered with a wink. We’ll do it when the time is right. 

My love. Odd how his endearment didn’t make me cringe. I liked the sound of those words. Even if Helian hated me forever, at least I had Finn’s love. 

We walked into an orchard with all kinds of fruits. My nostrils flared at the fragrant scents, a pleasing blend of floral and citrus. The branches shielded us from view of the overhead dragons, and the tension which had coiled around my spine loosened just a hair. Finn set his platters on a bench and picked two ripe red apples and handed one to me. I bit off a chunk and gave it to Demon. Then I took a big bite for myself. It was sweet, crunchy, and juicy, and I devoured it like a wolf on a bone. Finn snatched another apple off another tree and handed it to me. My rabbit scratched my chest for more, and I gave him another bite before finishing off the fruit and discarding the core. The orchard turned into a lush garden with an attached greenhouse. The dragons overhead had thinned, and I sighed in relief. I snatched a handful of coriander from a wooden barrel and gave it to Demon. Ears twitching, he disappeared into the bag with his prize. We passed a tall structure that looked like the turret of a castle sitting in the middle of the garden. Helian took us down another flight of moss-covered stairs onto a stone landing with pretty wooden benches along the wall and a similar dining table with matching chairs. The landing was attached to a low-lying building on one side and a stone wall that reached my shoulders on the other. Above the wall was a narrow opening that revealed a grassy knoll that led to the garden. The underground porch was damp and cool, a perfect place for some much-needed respite. Asher and Finn placed their platters on the wooden table, and Helian led us through double doors into the attached building. 

We were in a dark, musty room, having been built mostly into the earth. Helian unlatched narrow overhead windows that squeaked when he pushed them open. Asher went to the hearth and struck flint stones together until he formed a kindling in the fire. 

Demon kicked to be set down, but it was still too dark for me to deem it safe. Finn and Asher lit several candles and brought a pleasant light to the room. It was a workshop of sorts, with several low tables, pots of dead plants, and old, dirty bottles. The rushes on the floor were badly decomposing and frayed. The clay beneath was covered in black mold. Everything was coated in a thick layer of dust, indicating the workshop had been abandoned for some time.   

“What is this place?” I asked. 

“It’s an alchemy chamber.” After pushing open the last window, Helian wiped grime on his pants. “Our mother had her own coven of witches when she was queen. Her green witch lived here and brewed healing potions.” 

“What happened to them?”

“They fled when our mother fled,” Helian answered with a grimace. “Most of them are at Kyan’s temple.” 

“So we’re to stay here?” It was more of a question than a statement as I warily watched Helian for any cracks in his cool façade. 

He didn’t crack, though he avoided looking at me completely, which unnerved me even more. He was leaving me. I felt his rejection in the core of my soul.   

“There’s a bedchamber in the back.” He turned his back to me, waving to the double doors leading to the stone patio. “That tower outside is an aery big enough for two wyverns.”

“It’s perfect,” I breathed. Even though I’d only been here a few moments, this place felt like home already. Helian had been right in taking me here. If only Fachnan wasn’t the king, I could envision myself happy here with my mates—and with Helian.    

“I’m happy you approve.” He turned back to me, the look of despair reflecting in his eyes making my breath hitch. He scowled at his brothers. “The three of you should not separate for any reason.” 

“We won’t,” Asher answered for us. 

Goddess save me, I was stuck here with Asher. As if sensing my distress, Finn wrapped his arm around my waist, nuzzling my neck. 

It will be okay, he projected to me. 

I swallowed at that, not sure how to answer. Would it? A mixture of emotions flashed in Helian’s eyes as his gaze was drawn to Finn’s fingers splayed across my ribs. 

Then his eyes met mine, and my knees went weak, my heart pierced with the invisible barbs of his anger. In the vehemence of his gaze, I read his thoughts. 

I was a deceiver. 

A heartbreaker. 

A whore. 

“I’ll see if we can get servants to clean the place up.” Helian visibly swallowed back his emotion and motioned toward the dirty floors. “Just know whoever they assign will also be spying for my father.” 

Asher laughed. “We would expect nothing less from Fachnan.” 

I didn’t know how long it would take servants to clean. I didn’t feel like waiting, and I didn’t want Fachnan’s spies here. Those apples had given me enough energy to summon sparks of green magic. I didn’t know of a cleaning spell, but I had to try. Closing my eyes, I imagined the dust coating the room, the moisture and mold seeping into the walls, and the dirty, old rushes on the floor, and then I whispered to my magic to clean. Magic spilled out of my fingers like cool, minty liquid. My eyes fluttered open as pale green sparks swept through the room, purifying everything in its path, leaving behind smooth rushes and spotless walls.

“In here, too.” Finn heaved open the door to the bedroom. The low ceiling sagged against the frame. 

My magic swept into that room and vines grew along the ceiling, reinforcing the thatch. 

By the time the green sparks dimmed, I was exhausted once more. Finn was at my side, helping me onto a stool while taking Demon from me. I rested my hand on the table that was now devoid of dust. Even the glass bottles sparkled. Finn set my rabbit in a corner of the room, but Demon wasn’t satisfied with staying still. He hopped all across the floor, examining his new surroundings. 

Helian scratched the back of his head. “Well, I guess you don’t need the servants.” He motioned toward the exit. “I’ll check back in the morning.”  

I shot up from the stool, ignoring the trembling in my legs. “Where are you going?”

He stopped as if he’d hit a wall, his spine rigid. “I have my own rooms in the palace.” 

I tried my hardest to keep the note of desperation from my voice. “Don’t you think it would be wiser if we all stayed together?”

He refused to turn around as he spoke to that open doorway. “I don’t want to encroach on my brothers’ time with their mate.” He walked out without another glance, taking my heart and soul with him. 

I didn’t think of my mates as I chased after him. I cursed myself a fool, but my legs weren’t listening to my brain.  

“Helian!” I called, but he walked faster, his strides longer. “Helian!” Ever the lovesick fool, I chased him anyway, up the flight of stairs and through the garden, nearly stumbling a few times as I still struggled to get used to my long legs. “Helian!” I shrieked, sounding as if an old crone had taken over my voice. 

Three roars sounded above us, and I looked up to see Radnor leading my wyverns to their aerie. 

Leave him be, witch, Radnor warned me. 

I ignored the dragon. “Helian,” I called more softly, my voice breaking. 

He stopped beneath the shade of a peach tree, his back stiff as he refused to face me. But then he heaved out a breath, his shoulders sagging. “Anya, I’m tired.” 

Magic burned my fingers as I twisted the sash on my dress. “Please don’t do this.” I cringed at the whine that had slipped into my voice, at the unshed tears that had filled my eyes. 

“Do what? You’re already mated to my brothers.” 

I took a hesitant step toward him, then another. “I didn’t know.” 

He turned, bearing down on me like an angry dragon. “Why didn’t you want to leave Fallax?”

Shame washed over me as I hung my head, my throat tight with emotion. “I had a dream about your brothers that last night.” 

He released a hiss, sounding like a wounded animal. “So you knew they were your mates?”

I swiped a tear from my eye. He was lost to me. I knew it. Yet I refused to let him go. “I wasn’t sure.”

“But then we went to Thesan, and you met my brothers. Did you know then?”

My heart ached when I looked into his eyes and saw the hatred reflecting back at me. “I-I still wasn’t sure.” 

“Or were you in denial?” The tension radiating off him filled the air like a poisonous fog. “Was that why you didn’t want to make love the night before I left?”

I swiped another tear, hating myself even more for crying. He would think the tears were a ruse, that I was trying to manipulate him. “I was confused.” 

“You weren’t. You were just lying to yourself—to me.” 

I reached for him. “Helian.” 

He jerked away as if I had the plague. “Don’t touch me!” 

The look of rage and disgust in his eyes was nearly my undoing. I’d no idea how long I stared after his retreating back. The tears that blurred my eyes mirrored the fog that clouded my mind. I was vaguely aware of Finn taking my hand and leading me back down the stairs to the patio. 

“You don’t need him. You have us,” Asher grumbled. 

I scowled at Asher. It was wrong to pine after Helian when I was bonded to his brothers. Yet, I wanted Helian. We shared a connection that I couldn’t explain, almost as if he, too, was my fated mate, but I knew it was only wishful thinking.  
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