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Introduction


Welcome to the Dragon Trinity Cycle!





I’m excited to have you here, and I do hope you enjoy this series that will eventually be combined into a three-book set for those who prefer a more traditional way to own the story. Until then, it will be released over the next couple years, with each volume being five chapters. There will be no revisions or changes to the story, so no matter which version you read, it will be the same. 

There will be nine total novellas in the series comprising three final edition books.

They are as follows:

Book One: Chasing the Silver Dragon 


	Part One: Disconnect 


	Part Two: Break 


	Part Three: Reconnect 





Book Two: Calling the Devil Dragon 


	Part One: Fury 


	Part Two: Acceleration


	Part Three: Recompense





Book Three: Escaping the Ice Dragon 


	Part One: Destruction


	Part Two: Asunder 


	Part Three: Rebuild 





Each book focuses on a different drug that attacks members of the Supernatural community in St. Louis. Throughout the whole story, you will follow the same characters on their journey that leads them to an ultimate sort of evil that may surprise you!

So, join Duncan, Sebastian, and Kacey and discover a whole new world!










  
  
Trigger Warnings




This is a dark paranormal romance, and with that comes some warnings. Warnings presented here may not be in every volume; instead, this list will apply to the entire Dragon Trinity Cycle. These triggers might exist in one or more places in the Cycle books. Please be mindful of them. There will be no warnings on individual books in the series, instead each one will have this same warning at the beginning. 
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Rape/Non-Con


Dub Con


Drugged Sex


Torture/Physical Abuse


Kidnapping


Forced Impregnation


Male Pregnancy


Drug Use (consensual and non)


Graphic Profanity


Blood Drinking (Vampires)


Partially Shifted (Hybrid) Sex


Graphic Sex


Graphic Violence


Gun/Weapon Use


Bigotry

















  
  
Playlist




Follow the link to check out the playlist for the Supernatural St. Louis Universe! This playlist will be added to all the time, and if you have any suggestions for it, let me know! I'm always looking for new music to add to the lists for my books!
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Chapter one

Chapter Eleven


A New Dilemma





Duncan couldn’t believe the things that had happened in the last twenty-four hours. He sat at his desk and looked over at the sofa along the wall, where Kacey had curled up in a ball and fallen asleep a while ago. He smiled and got up, shaking him awake. 

“Huh?” he said, eyes unfocused and wide.

“Kacey, you want to go to my house instead of sleeping in my office?” he asked in a soft tone.

Kacey sat up and stretched, and Duncan smiled because instead of being dog-like, it was more cat-like. He looked around as if getting his bearings. “Oh, you have a house?”

Duncan blinked rapidly for a moment. “Of course, I have a house. Where would I sleep here?” 

“I dunno, thought maybe you had a bed somewhere here,” he said, shrugging.

Duncan chuckled. “I love my job, but I don’t love it that much. Come on,” he told him as he went to the door.

Standing up, Duncan almost laughed again. The only clothes in his office were his own, as even Olivia didn’t have clothes there. So, of course, the t-shirt he wore now went to mid-thigh, and the shorts were well past his knees and cinched up as tight as possible with the drawstring. He still didn’t have any shoes, but weres usually had tougher than normal feet. Besides, even if he stepped on anything sharp, his foot would heal almost instantly from such a minor wound. 

They went back to where the SUV Duncan drove sat in the hidden garage, and Kacey climbed in the passenger side while Duncan got in to drive. Kacey frowned as he looked around.

“Is this how you got me here? I don’t even remember coming to the healing house again.” 

“You were not in a good condition and were completely unconscious when we brought you here. We tried to wake you up, but nothing worked. You slept a while when you got here, too, almost half the day.” He glanced over and smiled as he pulled onto the road in front of the decrepit building that hid the healing house. 

Kacey nodded. “Ah, I see. So, you didn’t say much when Sebastian talked about what he wanted to do. What do you think of everything?” 

Duncan felt his guts twist because he did not do well expressing himself. He had thought he could just let Sebastian talk and be done with it. Apparently, that would not work with Kacey. He swallowed a ball in his throat and sighed.

“Ah, so, I guess first I should say, I’m really not good at this stuff. I don’t have any, um, experience in relationships.” He paused. “And falling for werewolves is a little nerve wracking for me, considering how I became an alchemist. Especially this whole forming a pack thing.”

Kacey didn’t speak for a while. “What do you mean, you have no experience? You’ve never dated a guy or something?” 

Shifting in his seat a little uncomfortable, he glanced over and back at the road. “No, not that, I’ve never been in a relationship at all. Dating was never something I had time for, before that I was an awkward teenager. I started in alchemy pretty young, and well, I never had the chance to date anyone. I mean, I got hit on by plenty women, but…well, I wasn’t interested in them.” 

“So, you’re gay, like me,” Kacey said.

Duncan nodded and said, “Yeah, I am. I had a hard time in the human world as a teenager, mostly because where I went to high school, it was so odd to not be into girls. And I never really came out, but I still got targeted because I never showed interest in girls. People made the assumption without me ever doing anything at all. That was how I fell into the life that led me to the incident with the werewolves.” 

They had arrived at a house outside the city, in a rather secluded cul-de-sac. Five houses surrounded it, and the road to it cut through wooded areas. Duncan liked it, mostly because it was out of the way, and out of the four other houses, three were elderly couples without children, and the last was a gay couple who took care of their disabled adopted adult child. They never asked questions about his odd schedule, and he told them he was a chemist in St. Louis. It appeared sufficient to them, and they never asked more questions. He appreciated that and liked the fact that should he need them to watch his house, they would. They also didn’t mind coming by when he was gone to feed his cats.

“Nice place,” Kacey said as they pulled into the garage.

Duncan never really thought about it, but he supposed it was a nice house. The house had two stories, three bedrooms, which was more space than Duncan would ever need, and its exterior was painted a light blue, similar to the other four houses. They painted them the same color because they were all the same style of house, and they built them at the same time. Since they were newer, built around thirty years ago, they hadn’t needed to be repainted yet. The shutters and trim were white, as were the doors.

They got out of the car, and the lights had automatically come on in the garage. Kacey looked around as he got out, noticing things here and there. He didn’t store a lot in the garage, mostly just some totes and some tools that Duncan needed now and then for small home repairs. Fixing what he could on his own, he avoided others most of the time. What he couldn’t do, he asked people he knew. He really didn’t like strangers in his house, after all, not all of it was for human eyes. Luckily, one of his neighbors was a retired house builder and knew most of the things needed to fix problems in the house, and even though he couldn’t do them, he could tell Duncan what to do. He also didn’t ask questions about the closed rooms that weren’t ever open.

He opened the door and let Kacey in. A volley of meows greeted them. Duncan pressed the light switch, illuminating the kitchen they had just entered.

“Kitties!” Kacey said, coming in and kneeling on the floor.

The two cats—an absolutely huge orange tabby named Cheddar and a black and white tuxedo cat named Samson—came right up to Kacey. They thoroughly sniffed him. Cheddar didn’t seem to mind and rubbed him immediately, but Samson backed up and growled a little.

“Now, now, be nice, Samson,” Duncan said as he walked over to check the auto-feeder and the water fountain. 

The fountain needed a fill, so he headed over to the sink and grabbed the pitcher he used to fill it. He then poured fresh water into it, and as he did, the auto-feeder went off, dropping the food. At the sound, both Samson and Cheddar ran to the feeder and began eating, Samson having forgotten that he was afraid of Kacey.

“They’re a good couple cats,” Duncan said, stooping to give scritches to each of them while they ate. He stood up and looked over. “Want to see the rest of the house?” 

Kacey walked around the kitchen, running his hand along the cream-colored counters, and seeming to take in everything. He went to the refrigerator, which, like the other appliances, was cream, and he opened the fridge side. He glanced over the sparse contents. 

“You don’t have much,” he muttered.

“Uh, yeah, I have a grocery delivery coming in the morning before I head to the healing house. It is Friday tomorrow, and I usually get the same delivery every week. I kind of eat the same things all the time…” He paused, thinking to himself that he didn’t know if Kacey would like what he got. “Do you want to order in something for tonight?” 

Kacey shut the door and nodded. “Sure, what can we get?”

“Whatever you want. You’re the one who has been without good food for a while.” He didn’t include that he had been living on the streets and who knew what he’d been eating.

“I guess,” Kacey said. “Ah, could we have Chinese food? I would kill for a dumpling and that chicken on a stick.” 

“Sure,” he said, walking over and grabbing a menu from his junk drawer. He looked it over, eyes falling on his regular order, and he brought it to Kacey. “What do you want?” 

Kacey took it for a minute. “Um, get me the honey chicken meal, with fried rice, and a chicken egg roll. Then an order of steamed dumplings and an order of chicken on a stick. Unless that’s too much?” he said, eyes hopeful as he turned them on Duncan.

Duncan smirked. “Nah, that’s fine. I get paid plenty by the Children of Asclepius.” 

“They pay you?” Kacey asked, handing him the menu back.

“Of course,” he said, pulling out the phone from his pocket. He dialed the Chinese place, ordering exactly what Kacey had asked for, then ordering his usual: sesame chicken, fried rice, and crab Rangoon. 

He looked over after he hung up. “About thirty minutes,” he said, smiling. “While we wait, want to see the rest of the house?” 

“Sure!” Kacey said, smiling back.

Duncan led him on a tour of the downstairs. First, they came out of the kitchen into the dining room, where Duncan had a table with six chairs, not that he ever had that many people in his house. That led into the living room on the other side, where he had a green sofa and loveseat. There was a matching recliner off to the side, where Duncan spent most of his time, and now, Samson, who had followed them from the kitchen, jumped in and curled into a ball to sleep. Duncan spent a lot of time arguing with the cats over his chair.

Cheddar followed on their heels, incredibly interested in what the humans were doing, and keeping pace with them. Duncan showed Kacey the little room under the stairs where he kept the Christmas stuff, though most years he didn’t end up decorating much. There were only two totes with stuff and a box with a three-foot tree. The only other room was a half-bath, which had white fixtures and a blue marbled counter. He then took him upstairs. 

There were four doors, two open. The first was another bathroom, this one a full one with a shower and clawfoot bathtub. The tub and the other fixtures, like downstairs, were white. This bathroom, though, had a double sink with a counter in black-and-white marble. He obviously spent most of his time here, as he had his hygiene products laid out. He paused and rubbed a hand over the stubble coming in on his chin. 

“You should grow it out,” Kacey said, looking at him in the mirror.

Duncan glanced at him. “You think so?” 

“Yeah, I think you’d look good with a bit of a beard, maybe shave the sides some, and keep it around your mouth and on your chin.” He chewed his lip. “At one time, I wanted to learn how to be a hairdresser.” 

“Really?” Duncan asked, turning toward him. “No reason you can’t do that now.” 

Kacey frowned and looked at him. “You think I could?” 

“I know you could,” he answered with a smile, and patted him on the back. 

Duncan showed him his bedroom, which was rather plain. The only furniture in there was a large bed, a queen, with dark blue covers, a chest of drawers with a TV on top, and a bedside table. 

Then they came out in front of one of the two other rooms. “Okay, so these rooms stay locked,” he said. “Just in case someone comes into the house, because they’re my safe places at home.” He pulled the keys out of his pocket and opened the first one. 

Kacey walked in and then gasped a little. “Wow! That’s a lot of books!” he exclaimed. 

This was his library, where he kept all his supernatural-related books. Downstairs, in the living room, there was a bookcase with novels he liked, some he’d read, others he planned to read, but this was more of what he read in his off time. A lot of textbooks and other things. Kacey went around the three walls that were covered with books. In the center of the room, there was a pair of large, overstuffed armchairs. The third wall had a bar with a small drink fridge. On the bar, there sat an electric teakettle and a pod coffee maker. One drawer contained coffee pods; the other, teas. The bar also included a small half-size sink.

Kacey smiled as he walked around. “I guess it stands to reason, you’d use a bar for tea and coffee.” 

He opened the little fridge, finding coffee creamer, milk, and a few sodas, mostly diet cola. He reached in and grabbed one bottle. “Can I have it?”

“Of course,” Duncan smiled. “You can have anything in here.” He didn’t add that he expected Kacey to stay here from now on, not sure what he would think of that idea.

“What’s in the last room?” he asked, gesturing out the door. 

“I’ll show you,” he said, leading him out and pulling the library door closed. He walked over and unlocked the other room. “Here we go,” he said.

Kacey came across and walked in, looking around. “This looks a lot like the healing house,” he said.

A large table sat in the center of the room, and small tables sat here and there around it. On them were various alchemical ingredients, instruments, and books laid open. There was a tall stool at the counter-height table in the middle, and it had several items. Cabinets were built into the wall around the room, and even though the rafters lacked Serendipity, the room had a warm feeling and Duncan’s usual disorganization.

Kacey came back and nodded. “Is it food time yet?” 

Duncan smiled. “Should be in a few minutes, let’s wait down in the living room.” 

They came out, and Duncan looked back. “Cheddar, come on!” he called to the orange cat, who had gone in and was investigating the chair. He looked up at his name and trotted out, making a comment with a meow as he did so. Duncan locked the door, and they headed downstairs, Cheddar following close behind.

Samson was still in Duncan’s recliner, so Duncan went over and stared at him. “Samson, I want to sit down.” 

The cat lifted his mostly black head and sneezed, but then laid his head down again. Duncan sighed, reaching down and picking him up, moving him to the couch. Samson, more than anything, hated being picked up, and always went stiff until he got put down again. Cheddar, then, jumped on the recliner.

“What is this, now?” Duncan said, exasperated.

Kacey started laughing as he took a seat on the couch. Just then, though, the doorbell rang, and Duncan went to get the food. He brought it back, sitting it on the coffee table. 

“I’ll get some real cutlery,” he said, going into the kitchen and getting forks and a glass of tea from the fridge for himself. Kacey still had his soda from upstairs.

He put that down on the coffee table, too, then sat down on the couch by Kacey, letting Cheddar have the recliner. Honestly, he wanted to be near Kacey anyway. He picked up the remote and turned on one of the music channels for some background noise since it was so quiet in the house. 

After a while, he cleared his throat. “Um, Kacey, so I only have the one bed here.”

“Yeah, I saw,” he said, tearing a bit of chicken off. “I can sleep on the couch. It’s not like I’ve done much sleeping on anything but the ground in a while.” 

“Um, well, I wanted to see if you maybe wanted to sleep in the bed. You know, with me.” 

Kacey stopped midway through tearing off more chicken and looked at him. “Oh.” 

Duncan wondered if he’d made a mistake in asking him that. But instead of being bothered by the question, Kacey smirked. “Well, yeah, okay. I mean, I guess we’re together, right? It would only make sense to share the bed.” 

“Um, it doesn’t mean we have to do anything. I just want you to know, that’s not why. I don’t expect anything to happen like that. I just want you near me, if that’s okay.” Duncan felt so awkward about the whole thing, and he knew his face had turned red.

Kacey reached over, putting a hand on his arm. “Duncan, don’t worry so much,” he said. “It’s okay to ask for what you want with me. I’m not shy about that kind of stuff. After what I’ve done, I’m surprised you would even think of me like that.” 

Duncan shook his head. “Why wouldn’t I?” 

“Well, I mean, I was basically a whore for the last year or so. I’ve done a lot of shit I regret,” he muttered, looking at the sparse food that he hadn’t eaten yet. He’d devoured most of it quickly. 

“That doesn’t matter to me,” Duncan said. “You’re a person, a good one, and I care a lot about you.” He didn’t use the word love, mostly because he didn’t want to scare him off this early in things.

“Hey, you said something about being surprised you were with werewolves, what’s that about?” Kacey asked.

Duncan blinked and thought about whether he wanted to tell that story. “Well, uh, so I told you I was awkward. Well, being the size I was, some older kids, college kids, started hanging out with me my senior year. I thought it was the coolest thing ever, back then. And then, after school let out and I’d graduated, they invited me to a party by the river. They said it was in honor of my graduation. So, I went, of course.” He paused and sighed. “Well, they weren’t who they said they were. We were fine for a while, drinking, smoking, all that. Then, at midnight, all of them transformed to werewolves. They said they needed a blood sacrifice to make them a pack, and they were using me to do it.”

“Oh wow!” Kacey said, eyes wide. “Seriously? That’s an old tale, but no one believes that’s how you do it, not really!”

“Well, they did.” Duncan smiled, though. “But I wasn’t really that scared, because that was the moment the whole supernatural world opened to me. But of course, they were going to kill me, which that wasn’t great, but it still amazed me to see that things like that existed.” 

“What happened? Obviously, they didn’t kill you. Did you fight them all?” 

“Oh, gods, no, there were twelve of them. There was no way I could have fought that many werewolves and not died. No, I was about to have my throat ripped out when someone intervened, my master. Figaro Demontes was the Head Alchemist here and he’d heard that some weres were cooking up something bad, and he went out looking. He took me back, and then I was trained as his apprentice.” He smiled. “So, see, it worked out fine.”

“What about your family?” Kacey asked. “Didn’t they miss you?” 

Duncan shook his head. “I’d been a foster kid. Never had a family for long, mostly because they wanted younger kids, so I’d get moved to someone else. The ones I lived with when I graduated were okay, but honestly, they had six other kids in the family, so I doubt I was even missed.”

“Oh,” Kacey said. “I’m sorry you didn’t have a good family.”

“It’s okay, I just have to make my own family now,” he said, then paused. “With you and Sebastian.” 

Kacey smiled, putting down his fork and nodded. “Oh, that was good. I don’t think I’ve eaten that much in a long time.” 

“Want to watch a movie?” Duncan asked, smiling at him as he gathered all the trash.

“Yeah, put something on,” he said. “I don’t care what.”

They sat together on the couch and watched an action movie they both liked. Kacey snuggled into his side, and Duncan couldn’t believe how lucky he was to be sitting there like that. He swallowed and kissed the top of Kacey’s head. Kacey snuggled against him, and after they were done, Kacey had fallen asleep. Duncan carefully extracted himself and got up. He quietly gathered the trash they’d stuffed inside the bag the food came in and got up and headed to the kitchen as quietly as he could.

He entered and put the trash in the can, then turned around, gasping.

“Say something, and I’ll kill him.” 

Someone he didn’t expect was in his kitchen, mostly because he should have been locked away. He was a tall man, as tall as Duncan, though he was very slender. Lines marked his face, and his skin was pale. His eyes glowed red, and his hair was short and black. Adam Harper. He knew him by description, but it wasn’t hard to figure out that this was him.

“You’re going to come with me.” 

Duncan started to speak, and Adam lifted his hand, pointing into the living room, and shook his head. He pulled back his coat, revealing a shining silver blade. 

“Now, are we going to make this messy?” Adam asked.

Duncan didn’t have a choice. He went with him.


      [image: ]The pounding on the door woke Kacey from a comfortable sleep. He blinked and sat up. The pounding on the door continued in a frantic rhythm. He got up, shaking off the last vestiges of his dreams. 

“Duncan!” he called. “Someone’s at the door!” 

Not getting an answer, he walked past the recliner where the two cats were sleeping comfortably. He got to the door, where someone was still beating on it. “Just a minute!” he called, figuring out the three locks on the door and pulling it open. 

Sebastian and Amya were standing there, both looking very concerned. “Yeah?” 

“Oh, good,” Sebastian said, shaking his head. “You’re okay.” 

“What’s going on?” Kacey said. “Come in, I don’t want Duncan’s cats to get out.” 

Sebastian and Amya came in, and Kacey closed the door, relocking it, but he didn’t know why Duncan kept it locked like that. He led them into the living room. “Okay, so what is it?” he asked, dropping onto the sofa again.

“Where’s Duncan?” Amya asked, looking around.

“He must be upstairs in his lab or in the library,” Kacey said. “Well, what is it anyway?” 

Amya didn’t look convinced, as she was still looking around, and wandered through the room. Sebastian said. “Adam Harper. He escaped confinement. We still don’t know how; that’s all under investigation. My concern was that he was coming after you.” 

“I don’t think it was Kacey we needed to worry about,” Amya said from the kitchen.  

“What do you mean?” Sebastian said, turning toward her where she stood in the doorway to the kitchen. 

She looked back at him. “Duncan’s gone.” 

“What? How do you know that?” Sebastian said, going over to the kitchen. Kacey got up and followed him. 

She pointed to the counter. In magical script, there was the symbol for a member of the Children of Asclepius needing help. Rarely used, it would have appeared only in the presence of supernatural creatures. The symbol looked drawn with haste and shaky lines, but it was still there. It was a universal symbol in the supernatural world that crossed all conflicts, and anyone could help at that point. 

“Fuck,” Sebastian growled.

“What does this mean? Why would he take Duncan? Wasn’t it me he wanted?” Kacey said. His heart was pounding in his chest like never before. Had he made this happen? But why Duncan?

“You aren’t important to him now that he has Duncan.” Amya looked at Sebastian. “He wanted to know how Duncan cleansed you of Silver Dragon. He’s going to try to get that information from him.” 

“But it wasn’t Duncan! It was Olivia!” Kacey didn’t know what was going to happen. If Adam found out Duncan had nothing to do with the cure, would he kill him out of spite?

“I know, and Duncan won’t reveal that no matter what Harper does. We’ve got to find him, because that man is more stubborn than any human has a right to be, and he won’t give up Olivia for anything,” Sebastian said. “We need to tell Olivia. Maybe she can help. I don’t even know what powers she has.” 

“Do you think she can do anything about it? Maybe find him?” Amya asked.

“Possibly. But we’ve got to be careful. Harper won’t be caught unaware this time. He counted on his spells and a human to warn him last time, and those things failed. Now, we’ve got to figure out how to manage knowing that he’s going to make sure we can’t get to him the same way as before.” Sebastian paused. “He’s going to put up a fight this time, and we’re going to need potions, as much as I hate to say it.” 

“I’m going, too!” Kacey announced.

There was no way he was going to let Sebastian and Amya rescue Duncan without him.

“No way!” Sebastian snapped at him. “For one thing, he’s good at containing weres, you know that. For another, you’re pregnant!” 

“I don’t care!” Kacey said, crossing his arms over his chest. “I’m still a Maddox, and I can still shift and fight. And I’ve got my regeneration back, so unless it’s silver, there’s nothing that can stop me!”

Amya sighed and put a hand on Sebastian. “It may be best to let him help.” 

Sebastian frowned at her. “How can I do that?”

“Because if you don’t let him help us, I can guarantee he’s going to go off on his own and try to do it himself, and doing that, he’ll get himself killed,” Amya told him.

Looking back at Kacey, he shook his head. “She’s right isn’t she?” he asked.

“Damn right, she’s right. I’m not going to let Duncan die like this.” 
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