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        The Sea is a harsh mistress.

        But… She’s never met Talullah.

        Decades trapped at the bottom of the ocean, Atticus—a Dragon Guard Enforcer—had given up on rescue… until a Mermaid’s voice reached into the darkness and touched his soul.

        Talullah was small, always underestimated, and sick and tired of being told to stay in her lane. She wanted more than tides and tradition—she wanted a fight worth winning. She wanted to grab her Destiny by the tail!

        When an underwater quake triggers a tsunami and ancient monsters rise from the depths, Lulu is thrown into a war that could drown both sea and land. Saving her Fated Dragon Mate may cost her everything—her freedom, her future… maybe even her very own tail.

        But Fate doesn’t get the final word.

        Talullah does.

        And she’s done playing nice.
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        Mo Mermaid beag……….My little Mermaid

        Mo ghrá………My love

        Mo chroí………My heart

        Mo ghrá milis……….My sweet love

        Moghrá go deo……….My forever love

        Stór mo chroí……….Treasure of my heart
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      Sitting on the rocks, sunning herself under the waterfall, Talullah, or Lulu as her sisters had called her since she was a little girl, waited for a ship or whale or anything to pass by and break up the monotony of just another day of the same old crapola. She’d left the house before dawn, needing to be anywhere but in the vicinity of her six sisters and her parents. The last few sleepless nights had left her restless and cranky and basically unwilling to deal with the everyday hassles of being the youngest.

      The only place she felt like herself anymore was in the water. She knew it was something all the females of their kind went through, however, during all the endless lectures about maturity and mating, no one had ever warned her about the crazy dreams she’d experience. It would’ve been nice to have a heads up that she could expect nightly visions of a man with long, scraggly, auburn hair and gorgeous violet eyes begging for her help. The man, whether he be real or a figment of her imagination, had Lulu tossing and turning like baby sea turtles in the undertow. Every morning she would awaken, more tired than the night before, more irritable than the day before, and needing the comfort of the water to soothe her frazzled psyche.

      “Did you really think the Falls was a good hiding place, Lulu?” Nessa, the middle daughter of the O’Halloran pod asked as she made her way down the side of the cliff. “You always come here. It’s no secret.”

      “Wasn’t hiding?” Talullah rolled her eyes and harrumphed.

      “Then what are you doing here, not in the water but with your tail on, looking out at the sea?”

      Nessa was the least offensive of Lulu’s sisters and usually easy to get along with…well, usually. On this occasion, however, it appeared she was going to do her impression of a reporter and ask endless questions.

      “I’m thinking. Okay? Just thinking,” Lulu sighed, running her hands through her long platinum hair and wondering what it was going to take to actually get some alone time.

      “Whatcha thinkin’ about?” Nessa asked before adding, “Those dreams you’ve been havin’?”

      Turning on her sister, Lulu asked through gritted teeth, “Have you been pokin’ around in my mind again?”

      “No!” Nessa quickly replied, rubbing her arm. “I still have the mark from where you hit the last time.”

      “You better not be.” The youngest Mermaid threw a scowl with a narrowing of her eyes at her sister to make sure there was no mistake that she meant business.

      Reading minds was just one of the many talents that came naturally to Mermaids. It helped them talk to the undersea life in their daily interactions and kept them apprised of danger in the deep dark waters they frequented, but using it on one another was a huge no-no. Not that it stopped any of the O’Halloran sisters from taking advantage of their gifts. A gift that for Lulu was a double-edged sword since she’d been born with what her mother called ‘an extra dose of mind power’. It allowed the youngest of the O’Halloran pod to hear anyone’s thoughts, at any time, with about a thousand-mile range, without even thinking about it.

      She’d embarrassed her oldest sister just before her first real date by saying, “You’re right, Ailbe, he does have a nice butt.” She’d caused her mother to find a new butcher by repeating, “Your pork chops look like pig slop,” just after her mother had thought it. But the kicker had come while they were attending a picnic with the humans her parents insisted they get to know. The afternoon had been going pretty well, except for a group of teenage boys who kept harassing Ciara and Daireann, sisters two and three. It seemed the girls’ long yellow-blonde hair and bright Kelly-green eyes were too much of a lure for the pubescent buttheads to resist, so they had begun chanting, “Freak! Freak! Freak!”

      Hearing her sisters’ distressed thoughts, Talullah had screamed. “Do it, Ciara, just do it. Turn them into sea slugs!” And to make matters worse, when her sisters only reacted with a gasp and a shake of their heads, Lulu dipped her hand into the fountain, tapped into the magic of the water, and did it herself.

      Needless to say, the O’Hallorans gave up their attempts to appear normal, moved to the cliffs overlooking the sea, and that had been their home for almost two hundred years. It was safer. They didn’t have to hide their abilities or their tails and it meant no more swimming in the bathtub.

      Yeah, moving to the shore had been great but it hadn’t stopped Talullah’s abilities from growing stronger with each passing year. Not only could she read anyone or anything’s mind at any time, if she was asleep or distracted or let her mental blocks slip just the tiniest bit, her sisters could listen to hers, too.

      Luckily, she led a boring life and the worst thing that had happened had been when she fell asleep watching Terminator and Nessa heard her thinking about the caves under the reef where they were forbidden to go. Of course, her sister had shouted, “Lulu’s been to the caves.” Which had resulted in three weeks of being grounded and two additional weeks tending the nets for her father’s seaweed business. From that night forward, she only dared to sleep in her room with the wards her grandpop had taught her to put in place.

      Hoping that ignoring Nessa would get her to leave, Lulu soon groaned in frustration when her sister quietly asked, “I promise I haven’t been snooping but I still gotta ask. Who is that guy and why does he look so creepy?”

      “He doesn’t look creepy,” Lulu unintentionally spat, staring at Nessa for daring to say the man who haunted her dreams was anything less than perfect. “He’s been hurt or something. I think he’s trapped.” She looked back at the sea. “I can feel his pain.” The Mermaid rubbed the spot on her chest just over her heart and added with a whisper, “And his anger.”

      Shaking her head, she decided to tell Nessa more. Turning back to her sister, she grabbed Nessa’s hands and looked her in the eye. “He keeps begging for my help. He calls my name like he knows me like I’m the only one who can help him.” She let go and turned toward the water again. “I can’t sleep. I can’t eat. My heart hurts. It’s just a bunch of emotions all tangled in a ball making me crazier by the minute.”

      Finally saying it out loud, Tallulah immediately knew what she had to do. Without a second thought or a glance back at her sister, the Mermaid jumped off the ledge into the cool water of the falls, diving straight for the bottom of the pool and the underground cavern that led to the open waters of the sea.

      “What the hell are you doing, Lulu? Where are you going?” Nessa’s scream sounded in her mind.

      “To save the man from my dreams. You coming?”

      Ignoring the calls from her parents and older sisters, Lulu continued to swim towards the reef nearly a hundred miles off the east coast of the island. She could feel Nessa’s need to answer their mom and dad, to let them know where they were and that they were all right.

      But Lulu knew exactly how that would end up. Mom would cry. Dad would scold and her other five sisters would gripe and complain until Nessa gave up and turned around. Then Lulu would feel bad and follow. And that was not happening this time…no way…no how. She was tracking down the man who needed her help, come Hell or high water.

      Well, I’m praying there’s no Hell down here, but only the Goddess and Poseidon know for sure…

      Visions of the man from her dreams, the one trapped and begging for her help flashed in her mind like the neon signs the bait shops used to lure in tourists. His long, matted and bedraggled auburn hair hanging in clumps over his face, Lulu could only make out the deep violet of his eyes and the sharp lines of his cheekbones pushing against the translucent, emaciated skin pulled taut over his face.

      How could she not answer his call? How could she leave him to suffer? His pleas for help had literally reached into her chest and grabbed hold of her heart. Night after night, she paced the floor, trying to answer his calls. Yelling so loudly within her mind that she faced every morning with a headache rivaling the worst hangover she’d ever had.

      “Are you sure we’re doing the right thing?” Nessa asked, using their sisterly link to speak directly into her mind. “What if we get down here and find nothing?” She paused, her trepidation evident by the tremor in her voice. “Or worse yet, find something bad…or dangerous?”

      “We’ll be fine, Nessa,” Lulu reassured. “I have my blade, and if all else fails, we’ll put out the call. You know Poseidon himself promised dad that if any of us were ever in trouble, all we had to do was call.”

      “I know, and we could always call one of his daughters. I’d much rather one of them come than those big beefy Castle Sentinels. They make me nervous, always swinging those tridents around and filling the water with all that testosterone.”

      Laughing, Lulu quickly teased, “I think they turn you on more than they make you nervous.”

      Waiting for one of Nessa’s quick comebacks, the older Mermaid instead screamed into Lulu’s mind, “Cyclone! Get to the reef!”
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      Beyond the unbreakable silver walls of his prison, outside the confines of the dark, malevolent magic that had been his constant companion for decades, was a light – a beacon of hope. He could feel her. Knew she existed. Had no doubt she was the only one who could save him.

      The warmth, the strength, the effervescence of her very soul was more powerful than anything he’d ever felt. She was getting closer. Reaching for him as he reached for her. The allure was irresistible. The anticipation unfathomable.

      Lifting his head, the Dragon King with whom he shared his soul grumbled, a deep, rumbling yearning that emanated from his formidable breast. It was the first the Guardsman had heard from his alter ego for more years than he cared to remember. So far away, yet so very powerful, she was the answer, she would be their savior.

      “Aye, Ah feel it, too, Old Man.” Grabbing the cursed chains that bound him to his prison, Atticus summoned every scrap of his withering strength as he fought to free himself, the need to make his presence known overpowering everything else.

      Growling louder, demanding an answer for the question he’d only asked in his own mind, Caderyn, King of the dual-natured Dragons, hurled magic into the Guardsman’s withered muscles.

      “I dinnae knoo if she heard us. Ye kin hear me callin’. Ye know she has no answered. Why do ye think Ah’m…”

      Then, like a candle whose flame had been extinguished, she vanished. There one second, gone the next. Absent from all his senses. A void, that no matter how hard he tried Atticus simply could not fill.

      Over and over he called. Roaring alongside his Dragon, hoping for an answer, praying the turbulent waters outside his prison had not swept her away. Fear, something he’d refused to acknowledge during his incarceration, ran its icy fingers down his spine.

      Yanking at the monstrous shackles around his wrists and ankles, ignoring the searing bite of caustic metal eating away at his flesh, Atticus thrashed from side-to-side. Blood wet his emaciated flesh as the silver worked its way into his veins, racing to his heart and lungs, seeking to destroy him once and for all, but it didn’t matter.

      Nothing and no one could stop him. No one, not even himself or Caderyn mattered. In his heart, in his soul, he knew there would be no life without her. Saving her meant saving himself. Saving her meant everything.

      “She cannae be what ye want her tae be. No matter how hard ye wish it,” Caderyn warned, his tone carrying the same unbridled hope Atticus felt in his heart.

      “But ye feel it, too. Dinnae deny it,” the Guardsman snarled, slamming his forehead against the bespelled silver before him. “She calls tae our sooul, tae our heart, tae th’ verry blood whit runs through our veins.”

      “She cannae be…”

      “Ah dinnae care!” Atticus roared. “Help me or rot.” He gulped what little air was left.  “Ah’m goona save her or die tryin’.”

      Unable to break the chains, to reach the walls of his prison with his hands or feet, Atticus inhaled as deeply as he could, held the air in his lungs and with an uproarious war cry forced himself forward. The grotesque crunch of tearing tendons and breaking bones filled the cramped darkness of his sarcophagus as his shoulders ripped from their sockets. Images of his past, of the woman he’d loved with every beat of his heart filled his mind. He’d been sure she’d been the One the Universe had made for him. The One he was to follow into the Heavens. They’d built a life, a home, a family.

      Not a day had passed in nearly some hundred-and-fifty years, since finding the body of his Melissa, that he hadn’t blamed himself for her brutal murder or for the loss of his beautiful daughters and older sons. He let the memories of that day fuel his rage, embolden his power.

      Atticus had taken his youngest son, Brannoc to hunt for meat for their clan to celebrate his sixteenth birthday. Deep in the woods, hidden behind the tall overgrown foliage, both he and his son had been driven to their knees by the call of the Raven.

      Fire rushed through their veins. Their skin bubbled and blistered. Their vision blurred and their howls echoed through the woods. Neither man could see anything but visions of the girls and of Melissa, being tortured at the hands of the Wizards.

      Pushing through the pain, Atticus, stumbled to his feet, let Caderyn burst forth, and with Brannoc on his back, returned to the Lair. Unfortunately, they were too late. As the Dragon King’s monstrous paws touched down in the soft grass of the meadow, the rubble of their homeland became glaringly obvious. Blood, the life’s essence of his brethren, filled his senses. Bodies, broken, burnt, dismembered, littered the ground as far as the eye could see.

      Running through the lair, Atticus raced through the smoldering remains of the Great Hall at the center of the Lair. He knew that was where Melissa would’ve taken the children in the event of an attack.

      Acrid smoke filled with the fetid stench of burning flesh assaulted his eyes and nose as he dug through the soot and ashes searching for any signs of his family. Reaching what had once been the hallway to the offices, Atticus could barely believe his eyes.

      Stumbling forward, visions of his two oldest sons, Bishop and Bradford, their dark blue eyes filled with laughter and love as they teased him about being old filled his mind. Reaching the iron table that had once held the Grail of Clan Caderyn, Atticus could only stare at the pile of charred scales and singed horns.

      Snatching all that was left of Bishop and Bradford into his arms, the Guardsman threw back his head and roared, begging the Heavens, the Universe – any deity who would listen – to turn back time, erase the wrong that had befallen his family, to give him back those he loved more than life itself.

      Carrying the remains of his first-born sons, he left the Grand Hall, walked across what had once been the center of their Lair, the lifeblood of their Clan, and trudged through the garden that had been his sweet Melissa’s pride and joy. It was there, at the base of the old oak tree in the farthest corner of their yard that he found Brannoc, furious and distraught, standing over all that remained of Atticus’ mate and their two young daughters.

      Lost to the sorrow, unable to console his youngest son, the Guardsman could only watch as pure and all-consuming rage replaced the carefree boy who had just been so excited to spend time in the woods with his father and brought forth the mighty beast residing in the young drake’s soul. From one second to the next, Brannoc had been forced into manhood, had become the Dragon, the Guardsman he was meant to be.

      For months, father and son searched for the Wizards who had killed their family and massacred their clan, but it was as if the zealots had vanished. There had been rumors in the Clans they’d spoken to on their journey of the black magic practitioners who’d attacked not only the Caderyn Clan but other groups of Shifters, enlisting the help of the Afanc – an ancient Horde of Water Demons known for their use of malevolent magic.

      Bit by bit, a picture formed. Things he’d seen while giving his kin proper release into the Heavens began to make sense. Traces of the Wizards’ mysticism had been a ruse used to cover the true intent of the attack. There was no doubt in Atticus’ mind that Melissa and his children, his brethren and their families had been a sacrifice to the Afanc gods. The pure, dragon blood had fortified their grotesque magic and their hearts fed their Matriarch’s lust for power.

      There was no way he would risk losing his only remaining son so, Atticus sought out the help of his old friends. Traveling through the night, he and Brannoc reached the Clan of the Blue Dragons and the Force of Guardsmen with whom he shared a bond of blood and fealty – the Enforcers.

      One of the hardest things he’d ever done was walk away from his young son, but Atticus knew there would be no life for him to share if he didn’t avenge the death of his family. Flying off, leaving his son in the care of the O’Reilly’s was the only way he could ensure that Brannoc lived, that he had the life he deserved.

      Kneeling in front of the petulant teenager, Atticus could still remember ruffling Brann’s short dark hair as he promised, “We won’t be gone long. I’ll find the Afanc and the Wizards, slay them where they stand, and come back so we can finish our hunt.”

      Looking up, his eyes filled with unshed tears, Brannoc’s voice cracked as he asked, “You promise?”

      “I do,” Atticus assured, wrapping his son in a big bear hug and kissing the top of his head.

      Just another promise I broke, another life I couldn’t save…

      “But, I willno let that happen agin!”

      Beating his forehead against the thick, magically-galvanized silver in front of him, willing his cage to burst open, he refused to acknowledge the blood streaming into his eyes and mouth. Ignoring the hot, viscous flow bathing the taut, emaciated flesh of his face and chest as the fiery current of Caderyn’s Healing magic ripped through his body. If there was a way out of the blasted tomb the Wizards had locked him in, the Guardsman known as the Barbarian would find it. Rallying his renewed passion for life, he focused on the light at the base of his soul, the one he knew would lead him to the woman who’d breathed precious life back into his withering soul as soon as he’d washed away the taint of black magic.

      Over and over, harder and harder, Atticus battered his head against the impenetrable metal. Feelings long forgotten, emotions lost in a haze of rage and fury for more years than he cared to count multiplied, compounded, breathed new life into his weary muscles. Immense power, true strength, left dormant for nearly a century, grew with every heavy beat of his heart.

      The will to live simply refused to be ignored any longer. Not only was the pure, white, Dragon magic of both man and King racing to the challenge, but his preternatural senses, the beat of his heart and the breath within his lungs was being reborn, redirected, and focused. With a single-minded determination that rivaled the gods, it sought the woman whose life force had been the spark to reignite the fire of Atticus’ spirit.

      Wasting time and precious energy fighting a battle he knew he was doomed to lose, the Barbarian threw himself backward. Instantaneously regretting his impulsive action as searing pain tore through his body as he unwittingly forced both his shoulders to simultaneously pop back into place, Atticus tasted blood when the sharp tips of his lengthened canines ripped through his tongue.

      Frustrated roars and savage snarls reverberated against the walls of his cell. There had to be a way out. He simply refused to give up, to let another moment of time pass him by. Winding the heavy, silver links of the chains that had been his constant companions for nearly a century around his hands, the Barbarian let his eyes slide shut. Taking long deep breaths, holding them for several seconds then letting them out, Atticus pictured his fists shattering the malicious crypt he’d been forced into. He envisioned Caderyn bursting forth, the horns of his Sea Dragon form ripping through the silver as if it were tissue, before triumphantly racing to save the woman who meant more to Atticus with every passing second.

      The Dragon King’s mind melded with his own, the magic they shared meshed and multiplied. The muscles in Atticus’ arms and legs, across his chest and down his torso pulsed with vibrant, unrelenting strength. Listening to Caderyn counting down in his head, Atticus mouthed along, “Five…four…three…two…”

      Rocking back and forth, thrown first one way and then the other, he held tight to the chains, forced to use them to hold steady as the only world he’d known for more than a hundred years began to roll end-over-end.

      Thwack! Bam! Clank! Chrrick-chrrrick-chrrrick! The thick, oppressive walls shuddered and shook, bowed inward then immediately outward like the compression of a heart as the waves of the ocean amplified the tremors of what could only be the booming thunder of an underwater volcano.

      “Kin ye see anythin’?” He roared at Caderyn, praying the magnificent magnitude of the Dragon King’s magic had finally returned.

      “Nay, but Ah kin feel the filth.”

      No sooner had the words floated through Atticus’ mind than he too could feel the presence of the Afanc, their black magic permeating the air around him. Ignoring the brain-scrambling motion, the Guardsman centered his body and mind, focused every cell of his being on a single point in the pitch black before him and with a mighty roar shoved every ounce of strength and magic into his quickly recovering atrophied muscles.

      Straining, snarling, jerking at his shackles, the foreboding rumble of an underwater earthquake slashed through his concentration as the shifting of the tectonic plates ripped his crypt from the ocean floor. Propelled through the open waters, he continued to fight with his manacles, feeling the sharp edges of the cuffs gnaw at the bones of his wrists.

      Making an immediate and abrupt stop. The unmistakable clank of metal against rock rocking the walls of his coffin, Atticus knew his prison had forcibly met the immovable coral of the reef he’d envisioned during the first few weeks of his confinement. Barely able to fill his lungs with air before the lid of his crypt flew off, he was flushed into the harsh waves of the ocean still attached to the larger part of his cell by the chains he’d been fighting to remove. Lurching to a stop, his arms jerked behind him and his shoulders once again separated from their sockets, there was no stopping the howl of agony that flew from his lips.





OEBPS/images/my-logo-for-vellum-102124.jpg





OEBPS/images/dg-shield-fate-will-not-be-denied.jpg





OEBPS/images/shield-and-saying.jpg
g

ENE L

Shere ane ne caincidences
e will not be denied.






OEBPS/images/her-dragons-treasure-new-22226.jpg





OEBPS/images/her-dragons-treasure-title-page.jpg
DRAGON'S
Geeaswse
DRAGON GUARD - BOOK 30

by
JULIA MILLS





OEBPS/images/the-dragon-guard-poem.jpg
The Dragon Guard

saas the skics
e to a cortain: oxtont.

s long as we stay hidden

Grem Plying human gyés.

O scales differ in colion
911/7 lép/ma[w weapers,
ails, harws, talens and all,
(e neven the same.

6}{)0 wie ane with naluwre
Oloe blend in with natue
e wind. /(c//’;,s s Sadh /ug/z in the heavas
@0&1‘[0 the canth ym/uf!/ s /fm/illg J.’fngf/z in ewh fawr H/ need.

6},{)0 wie ane with Yhe warld
@)c wre e yzmd'ﬁm, a/ aun bin
6&{)/1”( ail conspires to maim and funk
6&{)0 are pratectors (J/ this, fuuman race.

(i mgjestic aimals of faiylales
GL( e share auwr 6#1/;3,5, with (/Mml man
(%# wallt in fenav and Ghe ghace 0/ \%éa
Gt that we cannat z/e/y.

Copyright © 2016 Melanie Williams
- This Poem is based on the Series, The Dragon Guard by Author Julia Mills.





