
  
    [image: Entangled]
  



  	
	    
	      Also by Stacy Claflin

	    

      
	    
          
	      Ariana Jones

          
        
          
	          Watch Your Back

          
        
          
	          Don't Look Now

          
        
          
	          Without a Trace

          
        
          
	          Never Letting Go

          
        
          
	          Lie in Wait

          
        
          
	          No Way Out

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Bayside Hunters

          
        
          
	          Bayside Opposites

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Brannon House

          
        
          
	          The Perfect Death

          
        
          
	          Family Secrets

          
        
          
	          The Darkest Garden

          
        
          
	          Shattered Pieces

          
        
          
	          Grave Memories

          
        
          
	          Drowning Silence

          
        
          
	          Sleepwalker

          
        
          
	          Face Off

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Dark Sea Academy

          
        
          
	          Mermaid's Song

          
        
          
	          Mermaid's Heart

          
        
          
	          Mermaid's Wish

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Flawed Souls Romantic Suspense

          
        
          
	          When Tomorrow Starts Without Me

          
        
          
	          The Only Things You Can Take

          
        
          
	          When You Start to Miss Me

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Indigo Bay Second Chance Romances

          
        
          
	          Sweet Complications

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Indigo Bay Sweet Romance Series

          
        
          
	          Sweet Dreams

          
        
          
	          Sweet Reunion

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Recluse Island

          
        
          
	          The Hotel's Secret

          
        
          
	          The Father's Secret

          
        
          
	          The Corpse's Secret

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Hunters

          
        
          
	          Seaside Surprises

          
        
          
	          Seaside Heartbeats

          
        
          
	          Seaside Dances

          
        
          
	          Seaside Kisses

          
        
          
	          Seaside Christmas

          
        
          
	          Bayside Wishes

          
        
          
	          Bayside Evenings

          
        
          
	          Bayside Promises

          
        
          
	          Bayside Destinies

          
        
          
	          Bayside Mistletoe

          
        
          
	          Bayside Dreams

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Transformed

          
        
          
	          Deception

          
        
          
	          Betrayal

          
        
          
	          Forgotten

          
        
          
	          Ascension

          
        
          
	          Duplicity

          
        
          
	          Sacrifice

          
        
          
	          Destroyed

          
        
          
	          Transcend

          
        
          
	          Entangled

          
        
          
	          Dauntless

          
        
          
	          Obscured

          
        
          
	          Partition

          
        
          
	          Fallen (The Transformed Prequel)

          
        
          
	          Silent Bite: A Transformed Christmas

          
        
          
	          Hidden Intentions

          
        
          
	          Saved by a Vampire

          
        
          
	          Sweet Desire

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Watcher

          
        
          
	          Her Last Breath

          
        
          
	          Secrets We Hide

          
        
          
	          No Safe Place

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Transformed Series - Four Books

          
        
          
	          The Transformed Box Set

          
        
          
	          Deadly Secrets and Lies

          
        
          
	          Don't Trust Her

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Stacy Claflin’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


  
    
      Entangled

      

    

    
      
        STACY CLAFLIN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Stacy Claflin]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ENTANGLED

        THE TRANSFORMED - BOOK NINE

        by Stacy Claflin

        http://www.stacyclaflin.com

      

      

      

      
        
        Copyright ©2015 Stacy Claflin. All rights reserved.

        ©Cover Design: Didi Wahyudi

        Edited by Staci Troilo

      

      

      

      
        
        This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, businesses, events, or locales is purely coincidental or used fictitiously. The author has taken great liberties with locales including the creation of fictional towns.

      

      

      

      
        
        Reproduction in whole or part of this publication without express written consent is strictly prohibited. Do not upload or distribute anywhere.

      

      

      

      
        
        This ebook is for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be resold or given away to others. If you would like to share this book with others please either purchase it for them or direct them to StacyClaflin.com for links. Thank you for respecting the hard work of the author.

      

      

      

      
        
        To receive free books from the author, sign up here.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came. I stared in disbelief at my dead best friend. Correct that—my now raised from the dead best friend.

      Darius, my groom, spoke my name. “Eylin.”

      I couldn’t respond, couldn’t even move. The beautifully decorated room spun around me. The floral arbor seemed to grow closer.

      Blake.

      The audience gasped, cried. Aunt Svana and Uncle Soren scrambled from their seats and threw themselves at their son, soiling their beautiful clothing. My parents and the other Fyrsturae left their seats and crowded around the reunited family. The room grew noisier by the moment as more vampires reacted.

      The dragons didn’t understand what was going on. None of them had met my friend before the plague had killed him. Except one. I turned to Darius. With his wide eyes and paled skin, he looked as shocked as I felt. But for entirely different reasons.

      I looked away from my groom and back to my friend across the room. Could this really be happening? Was Blake back from the dead after everyone had said it was impossible? I had even gone so far as to have one of the strongest dragon witches try to bring him back, and she’d said it was impossible.

      Yet there he was.

      Everything continued to grow louder, making my sensitive ears ring. Someone touched my bare arm. I turned to look at Ana and Hale. My other two best friends. Hale and I had grown up with Blake. We were all cousins.

      “What are you going to do?” Ana asked, her eyes wide.

      My mouth gaped open, but still I had no words.

      “What happened?” Hale asked, her eyes full of tears.

      I shook my head. But I knew.

      When Blake had entered the room, interrupting my wedding, he’d said that I had called. He had to have been referring to the unsuccessful attempt at raising him from the dead, which had apparently not been so much a failure as a delay. Maybe because he was a vampire being woken with dragon magic. It was the only thing that made any sense.

      “Eylin,” Hale said.

      “You guys should talk to him,” Ana said.

      I turned to Darius. It was our wedding. I grasped his hand, staring into his eyes. “What do I do?”

      He squeezed my hand and kissed my forehead. “Greet your friend. It’s not every day you get a loved one back from the grave.”

      “Are you sure?” I whispered. “It’s not every day I get to marry the love of my life.”

      He nodded. “Go.”

      I turned back to my friends. Hale took my hand and guided me off the platform and down the aisle I’d just walked up. We maneuvered around everyone until we reached Blake.

      Aunt Svana sobbed, clinging to her son. “Why won’t you speak again?”

      The witch’s warning came back to me. There were no guarantees one brought back from the dead would be the same as before.

      I put my hand on Aunt Svana’s shoulder. “Can I speak with him?”

      “Oh, Eylin.” She wrapped her arms around me, crying into my ear.

      “He’ll be okay. I promise.”

      She looked into my eyes, her light eyes pained. “How do you know?”

      I didn’t, of course, but the spell had worked. “Why else would he be here?”

      “But he won’t talk.” She turned and collapsed into her husband’s arms. “Not since he first showed up.”

      Blake walked over to me and ran the back of his dirty hands across my cheeks. I studied his muddy face. Beneath the dirt, bugs, and grime, it really was him. His skin appeared to be grayish, and looking down to his arms, some of it fell loose.

      I thought back to my conversation with the witch, trying to remember if she’d said anything about it. But all she’d really said was that he might not be the same. There were no guarantees. I could picture her old face as she said those exact words.

      Blake’s hand moved from my face, down to my hand. He took it and tugged, pulling on my arm.

      “Do you want me to go with you?” I asked. My vampire-dragon hybrid heart picked up speed.

      He nodded.

      I turned and looked past the crowd at Darius, my gorgeous groom. Though we were separated by a huge room, I could see the disappointment on his face.

      Blake pulled on my hand again. I walked toward the door with him. Hale and Ana moved to my side, but Blake shook his head, more dirt falling to the ground.

      “Just me?” I asked.

      He nodded.

      I gave Hale a helpless look. “I’d better go on my own.”

      “Where are you going?” asked Uncle Soren.

      “He wants to speak with me alone.”

      My father walked over. “I don’t know how I feel about that. We don’t know,” he looked like he struggled to find the right word, “anything. Where he’s been or what—”

      “And I don’t want to let my son out of my sight again,” said Aunt Svana.

      Blake shook his head again, continuing to pull on me.

      “I think he wants to say something to me in private,” I said.

      “He hasn’t spoken to us yet.” Tears spilled onto Aunt Svana’s dirty cheeks.

      My father shook his head. “He spoke to her, remember? He said, ‘you called?’ What did that mean, Eylin?”

      “How would I know?” I exclaimed. My stomach twisted in knots. “It’s not like there’s a phone line to the underworld.”

      Blake continued pulling on me.

      “I’m going with him,” I said. “Maybe I can get him to talk.”

      We left the room, and my parents came into the hallway. I shook my head at them. “You need to let him speak to me alone.”

      “What if he tries—?”

      “He won’t.” I turned to Blake. “I know the perfect room.” We went to a quiet room at the end of the hallway with a large fireplace and a big picture window overlooking the forest behind that part of the castle.

      Blake stood in front of the crackling fire, putting his hands out in front of it. I just watched him, not knowing whether I should speak or wait for him. My mind raced with questions. I wouldn’t even know where to start. Should I ask him gingerly about his illness? Apologize for our last parting? Tease him about finding a way to stop my wedding?

      He turned to me, keeping his hands in front of the blaze. “You called me?”

      Biting my lower lip, I nodded.

      “You wanted me alive?”

      “Of course.”

      “Like this?” He pulled on some flesh hanging from his elbow.

      “I’m sure that’ll heal.”

      Blake raised an eyebrow. Some of those hairs fell onto his face. He didn’t brush them away. “I can’t feel anything.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      “Those lashes that just fell. I saw them. I know they’re sitting on my skin, but I can’t feel them. They should tickle.” He let out a slow breath and then turned back to the fire.

      “You’ve been dead a while.”

      “I know.” He turned back to me. “I saw you.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “When you passed through our realm.”

      I tilted my head, not comprehending his words.

      “You thought it was a dream, but it wasn’t.”

      “Wait,” I whispered. When I had turned Ana into a hybrid, I’d thought I’d died. “That was real? You were really calling to me?”

      Blake nodded. “You couldn’t see me, though. You were being pulled back here.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “You weren’t there long enough to make sense of it.” He turned, backing up closer to the flames in the fireplace.

      “I heard you. I called out to you.”

      “Right,” he said. “But you couldn’t see me. I ran my hands through your hair, and you didn’t even know. We connected that day.”

      My eyes widened. “Wait. Is that why we were finally able to bring you back? Everyone said they tried.”

      “They said?” His brows furrowed. “What do you mean?”

      “I was kind of in a time warp when you died. While I spent about fourteen minutes in a room, the rest of the world experienced fourteen months. I missed so much—including saying goodbye.” Tears blurred my vision.

      “The pavocha?”

      I nodded, remembering the strange bird. I had even used one of its feathers in the spell to bring Blake back.

      He slid a hand into his pocket and pulled out a pavocha feather and his ring, holding them out to me.

      I gasped. “How…?”

      Blake shrugged. “They belong to you.” He held out his hand.

      “No. They’re yours.”

      “They belong to you.” He pushed them closer toward me. “Take them.”

      I did, and my fingers brushed against his hand. His skin was so dry.

      “You’re a beautiful bride.”

      “Thanks.” It was awkward because growing up, it had always been assumed that we would marry. But then I’d chosen Darius, and then Blake had made the choice to remove himself from my life. I thought we’d make up, but then he’d died. “Do you want to talk about it?”

      “Your wedding?”

      “Or our disagreement.”

      He spun around, staring back into the fire. “I shouldn’t have given you the ultimatum, Eylin. It was wrong of me, and unfortunately, I couldn’t see that until it was too late. And by then, you were missing.”

      “You remember my disappearance?” I asked.

      Blake stepped back, keeping his focus on the crackling fireplace. “I was beyond worried. In fact, I think that’s what finally did me in.”

      A sob escaped from my throat.

      “My parents tried to distract me, reminding me of how strong and stubborn you are.” His lips nearly formed a smile. “But I couldn’t forgive myself for the way I’d treated you. I blamed myself for you being gone. Maybe if I’d been there for you, you wouldn’t have taken off.”

      I walked over to him and put my hands on his shoulders, forcing him to look at me. “It wasn’t your fault. And besides, I found the pavocha, which helped cure the plague. If you’d have lived, it would have saved you.”

      “Looks like the feather did, anyway.”

      We stared at each other in silence.

      “We should get you cleaned up,” I said. “You’ll feel better.”

      Blake tugged on some loose skin. “A shower isn’t going to fix this.”

      “You never know,” I whispered, not believing it myself.

      “Do you forgive me?” he asked.

      “What?”

      “For acting like a jackass.”

      “Oh, that. I don’t care about anything that happened before. I’m just glad you’re back. You’re staying, right?”

      He reached for my hand. “It would appear so.”

      “Good. No more regrets.”

      Blake’s eyes turned red.

      “It looks like your bodily functions are coming back.”

      He patted his eyes and then his throat. “That’s a good sign.”

      “How thirsty are you?” I asked.

      Blake looked away and his eyes grew less red. He turned to me, and the color returned.

      My eyebrows came together. “Do that again.”

      He looked toward the window and then back to me.

      “Did you feel that?”

      “My blood lust grows when I look at you,” he said.

      My pulse raced. “But you can’t drink my blood. I’m half dragon. It’s like poison to you.”

      “Who’s to say what’s going to hurt me?” he asked. “I’ve been dead a long time.”

      I shook my head. “I can’t risk sending you back. You just got here.”

      The red in his eyes deepened. “Just a drop. Let me try it.”

      My mind went back to the time Darius had watched me drink from Ana. The jealousy, though unspoken, was undeniable. How much deeper would it run with Blake? “I don’t know.”

      Blake coughed. It turned into a choke.

      “Are you okay?”

      He gagged. “My throat is so dry. It feels like it’s going to close up.”

      I didn’t know if he was playing me or not, but I couldn’t take the risk. I moved my hair aside and tilted my head to give him easy access to my neck. He’d always wanted to drink my blood, and now, standing there with gray, loose skin, fresh from the grave, he was getting it.

      Blake’s eyes grew redder. He stared for a moment before opening his mouth, exposing his fangs, dripping with venom.

      “Go slow.” I swallowed. “We don’t know how you’re going to react. My blood was a defense against vampires just last week.”

      He bit down, hard. I gasped.

      Blake drank greedily. I worried about my blood’s effect on him, but if it was poisonous, he would have stopped. Wouldn’t he?

      “Blake?” I whispered.

      He put a finger over my mouth, keeping it there. I stared down at his arm, watching the color slowly return to normal. The loose, hanging flesh fell to the ground and new, vibrant skin replaced it.

      I started to feel dizzy. He had drunk past the point where my flow slowed. I thought about pulling away, but knew he must have needed it. I could always drink from Ana later, or even Darius—if he would let me. I’d walked out of our wedding with Blake. That would be reason enough for him cast me away.

      Darius loved me, and I was sure he wouldn’t… or was I? Had I gone too far? He’d told me to see Blake. But he’d said nothing about this. Being alone with him. Letting him feed off me.
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      Blake finally stopped drinking. He released his grip on my neck and sealed the wound with his tongue. Blood covered his mouth like a newly transformed vampire. The red dissipated from his eyes as I watched.

      He stared into space, not saying anything.

      “Are you okay?” I whispered, rubbing my neck. Though healed, it remained sore from how hard he’d bitten.

      Blake turned to me, looking dazed. He blinked a few times. “That was delicious—and I’ve never had blood work like that.”

      “What do you mean?”

      He pressed a palm against the outer stone of the fireplace, appearing to steady himself. “The way it healed me… I can’t explain it.”

      So, it hadn’t hurt him. “It wasn’t sour? Not at all?”

      “It was better than anything I’d ever tasted.”

      “That doesn’t make any sense.”

      He turned to me. “We’re connected now. In a way we never were before.”

      My eyes widened. Oh, please not another imprinting. One was more than enough.

      Blake stared into my eyes. “You brought me back from the dead. It was only you I could speak to out there. Now, your blood has healed my body.”

      Once again, I couldn’t find my voice. I had to find out if he had imprinted on me. What if I held the ability for multiple imprintings? Darius had said they were rare—just one was seen so little that it was often thought to be an anomaly.

      I glanced around the room and spotted a sharp pencil. I ran over, grabbed it, and stabbed myself in the arm.

      “What are you doing?” Blake asked, looking horrified.

      “Does that hurt?” I asked, wincing from the pain.

      “It looks like it!” He ran across the room and put his hand around the pencil, trying to pull it from me.

      “I meant does it hurt you?” I grunted, fighting against him.

      Ana cried out in pain from down the hall. “My shoulder!”

      “Me?” Blake exclaimed. “Why would it?”

      I pulled the pencil out, relieved. Ana’s cries stopped.

      “Why did you do that?” Blake asked.

      “To make sure you hadn’t imprinted.”

      “I hadn’t what?” he asked.

      “Never mind. It’s a long story. We should get back out there. Everyone is anxious to see you. Do you want to change first? Get the bugs off you?”

      “It doesn’t matter now. Hopefully, I can talk to others, though.”

      I thought of Soren and Svana’s pained expressions. “Me, too.”

      Blake held both of my hands in his. “I can’t thank you enough.”

      “You would have done the same for me.”

      “Without a doubt.” He squeezed my hands. “Are you going to go back to your ceremony?”

      “I don’t see how I can. We can’t just pick up where we left off.”

      His expression softened. “I don’t want to interrupt the happiest day of your life. You deserve your beautiful wedding.” He frowned. “I’ve dirtied your dress.”

      “It’s okay. You’re alive—what more could I ask for? We’ll simply reschedule, and I’ll have this cleaned.”

      “If that’s what you want.” A glimmer of something—hope? excitement?—shone in his eyes.

      “We should return.”

      “Only if you promise me more time to talk. We do need to discuss what happened before I got sick.”

      “You’ve already apologized. It’s water under the bridge.” I took his hand and led him out into the hallway, not giving him a chance to say another word.

      The entrance to the enormous banquet hall in Darius’s castle was filled with people. All vampires, from what I could tell. Aunt Svana broke through the crowd and ran to Blake, wrapping her arms around him, sobbing again. She pulled back, looking him over. “Your coloring. It’s back to normal. What happened?”

      Blake nodded toward me. “Eylin helped me with some of her blood.”

      Svana’s eyes widened. “You can talk.”

      “I guess he needed my blood to heal him first,” I said, looking away. I couldn’t bring myself to add that I thought it was due to the fact that I’d been the one to bring him back.

      More vampires crowded around Blake, pushing me out of the way. I made my way back into the beautifully decorated hall. Dragons sat in their chairs, buzzing with conversation.

      Then I noticed Darius sitting on the platform, alone. My heart squeezed, constricting my breath. I walked over to him, going down the same aisle I had walked with my father, ready to marry Darius.

      I sat next to him. “I’m so sorry.”

      He looked over at me. “It’s not your fault. I’m really happy for you to have your friend back.” His pain ran so deep I could feel it. Not only did it cover his face, but it radiated from him. “Do you think he’s going to be okay? I’ve never seen anyone resurrected. I imagine there could be… complications.”

      “It’s hard to say, but he does seem to be recovering. His skin has already returned to normal.”

      “That’s good.”

      I put my hand on his and leaned against him, resting my head on his shoulder. “I’m really sorry about all this. This was our special day.” I looked around at the chaos in front of us. “Now it’s just a mess.”

      He sighed. “It’s not your fault. Besides, that’s just the way it seems to go.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Nothing can ever just be easy.” He shrugged.

      “You mean because you had to wait so long for me to remember you?” I asked.

      “There’s that, but everything in my life has been a struggle. My mother died when I was so young, my father was… well, my father. And just look at everything we’ve been through since you finally remembered me.”

      Guilt stung at me. “I really didn’t want it to be like this. Do you want to gather everyone around and continue with the ceremony?”

      Darius shook his head. “This isn’t the day I want to remember.”

      I turned and stared at him. “What do you want to do, then?”

      He frowned. “We’ll pick another date.”

      “But everything is set up today. I’ve never seen this room so beautiful, and I know you had this all done for me.” Tears blurred my vision. I’d hardly had to do anything aside from help design the dress. That had taken so much time and effort, Darius and his servants had taken care of the rest. “And I was really looking forward to marrying you today… and to our honeymoon.”

      “I’ll change the dates. We’ll still be able to go everywhere we planned.”

      A lump formed in my throat. “You have meetings after we’re supposed to get back. Everything is going to be busy for, what, a month?”

      He nodded.

      “I really didn’t want this.” And I meant it. When I tried bringing Blake back, it had been before the wedding—before our date had been set in such a hurry. After two major battles in a row, we decided to quickly plan a wedding and go on a honeymoon to get away from all the stress of castle life.

      “Eylin, I know. It’s just not how things have worked out. I’m sure in the long run, it’ll be better.”

      “How?” I asked.

      “I’m not sure. It’s something we’ll see down the road.”

      “Well, if you don’t want this to be our wedding memory, what if we have a small ceremony? We can still wed tonight, but in a different part of the castle?”

      “That won’t do. We’re the king and queen of this city. We need a large wedding—our people want to celebrate with us. And this is even bigger than most because we’re officially uniting the peace between vampires and dragons. It’s history in the making.”

      I clutched his hand within both of mine. “Then let’s get married now. Show the world we won’t let anything interfere with our plans or our happiness.”

      “Or we can show them that we’re flexible and patient. Perhaps we could have an outdoor wedding. Your mother was telling me how lovely your parents’ was.”

      A servant walked up to us and bowed. He faced Darius. “Your majesty, what shall we tell the people?”

      Darius sat up straight. “That my fiancée’s cousin is alive, and that is what we will celebrate tonight. Our marriage will happen soon, the date to be determined.”

      The lump in my throat grew.

      “Yes, your highness.” He bowed and left the room.

      Darius rose, took my hand, and helped me stand. “There’s a great feast ready. Let’s celebrate your cousin’s return.” He found some servants and asked them to spread the word for everyone to meet in the dining hall.

      My heart ached, and I didn’t feel much like celebrating. I couldn’t have been happier about Blake’s return, but why today of all days? The witch had said the spell hadn’t worked. He should have shown up that day. Not three days later at my wedding.

      “Let’s go,” Darius said. He pulled, and I walked with him, forcing a smile as we passed people. Being a princess meant the same thing, whether vampire or dragon—or both, in my case—putting on a smile for your people when falling apart inside. It was one of the many things I didn’t like about being royalty, but those things just came with the territory.

      We made our way to the dining hall, which had also been beautifully decorated, along with everyone else. I sat with Darius and pretended that everything was perfect. As soon as the room started clearing out, important officials surrounded Darius. I took that as my cue to get away. Since I wasn’t queen yet, I didn’t have to concern myself with official business yet. In fact, Darius insisted that I didn’t.

      I tapped his shoulder. “I’m going back to my room,”—I withheld a sigh—“so I’ll see you tomorrow?”

      He nodded and then brushed his lips against mine before turning back to the officials. It felt like a knife went through my heart. Our kiss today wasn’t supposed to be like that—it was supposed to seal our marriage.

      Why hadn’t I waited before trying to raise Blake? Would a few more weeks really have made that much of a difference? He’d already been dead well over a year.

      I made my way out of the dining hall, trying to avoid everyone. It wasn’t that difficult. All the dragons were whispering gossip, though they lowered their voices as I neared. Did they not realize how well I could hear? And no vampires paid me any attention because they were wrapped up in discussions about Blake’s return.

      As I stepped into the hall, someone grabbed my arm. I turned to see Hale.

      “Are you okay?” she asked, pulling a strand of her black hair behind an ear.

      I walked down the hall a little ways to get away from all the noise. “As much as possible, I suppose.”

      She gave me a sympathetic expression. “Sucks that your wedding had to be postponed.”

      “Yeah, but I’m sure it’ll be fine. I really just want to get some rest so I don’t have to think about it.”

      “What happened with Blake?” she asked.

      “He came back from the grave.”

      “No kidding. But how do you think it happened? Everyone’s trying to figure that out. No one has ever died a second time and returned. Just once to trigger the transformation, and then the next death is permanent.”

      “Except the Fyrsturae.” Only the original vampires could die and return.

      “He’s not one. You know that.”

      “Can we talk about this tomorrow?” I asked.

      She frowned. “Yeah, sorry. But he was telling me about another realm. He remembers it clearly, Eylin. None of the Fyrsturae experienced that, right?”

      I shook my head. “They all describe their deaths as a nap, like falling asleep and waking a thousand years later.” Before I was born, the first nine Fyrsturae had lived for two thousand years before all dying. A thousand years later, my mother was born as one of them, and she had awakened my father. Then the rest awoke and have ruled ever since. Though not born three thousand years ago, my mother and I were both also Fyrsturae.

      “Do you think they just don’t remember it?” she asked.

      I shrugged. “What would I know about it?”

      “Why Blake?” Hale asked.

      “Maybe you should ask him.” I spun around and marched down the hall toward my room.

      “Eylin.” Hale appeared in front of me, blocking me. Her blue eyes grew darker, almost as red as they could turn, as she stared at me. “Don’t shut me out.”

      I frowned. “Sorry. I just need to sort my feelings—they’re all a mess now. Part of me is elated that Blake is back, but at the same time, I’m crushed that my wedding has been called off.”

      “Postponed.”

      “Whatever. I’m not married right now, and we’re not going on our honeymoon tonight.”

      Hale’s face softened. She put her hand on my arm. “We need a girls’ night.”

      My shoulders slumped. “That’s the last thing I want.”

      Her eyes brightened. “But it’s exactly what you need.”

      “Are you sure it isn’t what you want?”

      “If you don’t feel better afterward, I’ll buy you anything you want.”

      I raised an eyebrow. “I’m a Fyrsturae, and I’m about to become a dragon queen. What could you possibly buy me that I couldn’t get myself?” I realized how stuck-up that sounded. “You know what I mean. It goes both ways—I couldn’t buy you anything you couldn’t get yourself, either.”

      “Then let me do this for you. Money can’t fix your heart, but you know some girl time can at least help it.”

      “I know you mean well. If I don’t start to feel better, do you promise to let me have some alone time?”

      Hale’s face broke into a wide grin. She squealed and jumped up. “You agree? I’ll go get Ana and the drota.”

      “You think the drota wants girl time with us?”

      “Who needs this more than the two of you? You’re a queen and so is she. You’ve both suffered so much.” Hale said, looking serious. “Go to your room and put on something more comfortable. We’ll join you momentarily.”

      “Okay,” I said, already feeling my spirits lifting a little.

      “But no disappearing.” Her face grew serious again. “Don’t let us down.”

      “I won’t.” The last thing I wanted was to disappoint anyone.

      Her face lit up again, and she hugged me. “See you in a few.” She ran off before I could respond.

      I went to my room, and a new wave of disappointment ran through me. I hadn’t expected to ever come back here to sleep. Especially not now—my wedding night. I didn’t know how much time I had before the others arrived, so I went into the closet and changed into some silk pajamas and then pulled my hair into a simple ponytail.

      Looking in the mirror, I realized my face was caked in makeup. Not that it looked bad, but it didn’t go with my pajamas and hairstyle. I went into the bathroom and washed it all off.

      My mind wandered back to Blake’s return and the witch who had cast the spell. I’d done everything she said. She’d claimed it hadn’t worked. If he hadn’t shown up then, it was over. There was no more hope.

      Then I remembered I still owed her the rest of the payment. She was next to impossible to find, but if I demanded to speak with her by waiting on the payment, she would be forced to answer my questions.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I left the bathroom, finding Hale, Ana, and the drota in my room. They all expressed their sorrow for my botched wedding. Ana was the most upset, but that only made sense—we were imprinted and felt each other’s feelings as strongly as our own.

      “Is Blake going to be okay?” I asked.

      “What do you mean?” asked Ana, holding a bottle of nail polish to the light.

      “Will he be with his parents?” I asked. “I don’t want him running off. What if he gets confused or something?”

      Hale handed me a bowl of mud for a mask. “I doubt his parents are going to let him out of their sight. Aunt Svana looked positively petrified when you two went off alone, and she hasn’t left his side since you guys came back.”

      “Good,” I said. “I don’t think he should be out of anyone’s sight for a while.”

      “Pretty sure Svana’s on the same page,” Ana said, picking up a couple more nail colors.

      “Is there anything you need help with?” the drota asked, looking out of her element. The front of her white-blonde hair still sat in a regal, heavily-braided style on top of her head. She always wore it as a crown. The back of her hair flowed beautifully, a stunning contrast to her deep brown skin.

      “No,” I said. “This is for you every bit as much as it is for me. In fact, since I’ll be here, I’m going to take you personally back to your people.”

      Her eyes widened. “You needn’t do that. I’m fine with having your servants take me as planned.”

      “I feel better about going myself. I want to see you off with my own eyes.”

      She nodded, remaining as elegant and regal as I’d always seen her.

      “You can relax,” I said. “We’re just here to have fun. Time a mud mask.”

      “If you say so.”

      “Sit,” I said, starting to relax myself. It was nice to have someone else to focus on, and she had it so much worse than me. She’d gone from queen of her people to nearly executed. I’d saved her life, but she needed to return to those who remained in her city. It was mostly women and children, but they likely already missed her.

      She sat, fixing her flowing dress around her.

      “I’m going to pamper you, and then you’ll be ready to return to your people. But you have to agree to let yourself have fun. Deal?”

      The corners of her beautiful mouth twitched. “Sounds like something I need to do more often.”

      “You should,” Hale said. “Implement it when you return. Turn girls’ night into a weekly holiday.”

      “Perhaps.” She didn’t look convinced, though.

      I took the drota’s hand and led her into my closet, taking her to the pajama section. “Which ones would you like to wear?”

      “Oh, I couldn’t—”

      “Turn me down?” I asked. “I knew that already. How about these?” I pulled out some white pajamas, similar to the style she typically wore.

      She nodded, and then I handed them to her before walking out of the closet to give her privacy. I went over to Ana, who still hadn’t decided on a nail color, and I looked for one myself.

      When the drota came out, she had her hair down. “I am ready for the girls’ night.”

      Ana squealed. “Can I help you with the mask?”

      The drota didn’t look sure, but then she nodded. “Let me see what the fuss is about.”

      We spent the next several hours spreading mud on each other’s faces, painting nails, styling hair, and then finally, watching girly movies. By the time we were all hungry for breakfast, the drota and I were both in much better moods. She even had a smile on her face, and she was even more beautiful and elegant with more radiant skin and brighter nails.

      “Let’s get dressed and have some breakfast,” Hale said.

      The drota looked around. “I haven’t any clothes of my own.”

      “You can wear anything of mine,” I said. “Today you return home. Pick anything you wish.”

      She pulled some white hair behind her shoulder. “You are too kind, my friend.”

      “It’s the least I can do.”

      Tears filled her eyes. “Really, you don’t know what this means to me. You’re the first friends I’ve had.”

      Hale, Ana, and I exchanged looks of surprise.

      “You’ve never had a friend?” Hale asked. She made friends with nearly everyone she met. It was no wonder she was the most shocked.

      The drota shook her head.

      “Just stuffy servants and an arrogant husband?” Ana asked. We’d seen it with our own eyes before their city and warriors had been destroyed by the dragons and vampires. If that hadn’t happened, the warriors would have continued their attacks against the dragon cities.

      “Correct.”

      “Now you get to start over,” I said. “Beginning with a new outfit. Like I said, pick out anything.”

      Hale and Ana went to their own rooms, and I ushered the drota back into my closet.

      “You choose,” she said, standing taller.

      I shook my head. “I want you to. I’m going to take a quick shower, and when I get out, I’d like to see you dressed.”

      “As you wish.”

      Smiling, I grabbed a comfortable dress and went to my bathroom to get ready. When I got out, the drota sat in front of my vanity, struggling with her hair. She wore one of my favorite dresses, and I told her how beautiful she looked. “Would you like some help with your hair?” I reached over and fixed a braid.

      “You’ve done enough, Eylin. Please call one of your servants.”

      “Are you sure? I’m happy to help.”

      “I am certain.”

      “Okay.” I opened the door and called to a servant down the hall. “We need someone who has a specialty with styling hair.”

      Before long, a different servant arrived and had the drota’s hair flowing down her back with an array of braids, with more on top circling around her head as a crown.

      When we got into the hallway, Ana and Hale were already waiting for us.

      “Can you two take the drota down, and I’ll meet you in a few minutes?”

      Hale raised an eyebrow. “What’s going on?”

      “I just need to do something. I’ll be right down—I promise.”

      “We’ll save you a seat,” Ana said.

      Hale turned to her. “Do you know what she’s up to?”

      Ana shook her head.

      “No imprinting psychic abilities?”

      “Afraid not,” Ana said.

      “See you guys in a few.” I turned around and went back into my room. I listened, making sure they actually left, and then I found my phone. Scrolling through my contacts, I found the dragon who had acted as the middleman for the witch.

      “Queen Eylin,” he said. “So sorry to hear about your wedding.”

      I rolled my eyes. Was that what everyone was going to say to me until the wedding actually happened? “Bregus, that’s not why I’m calling.”

      “Your payment.”

      “That, yes, but I need to talk to the witch again.”

      “Most don’t even get to see her once in a lifetime. And you want her audience twice?”

      “I’m not just anyone.”

      “It’s going to cost you,” Bregus said.

      “Why am I not surprised? Would you charge the king the extortionate fees you’ve given me?”

      Bregus chuckled. “Do you want the king to know about our conversations? The meeting with our fine witch?”

      “How do you know he doesn’t?” I snapped.

      “Because his assistants aren’t calling me. You are.”

      I clenched my teeth. “Fine. What do you want this time?”

      He quoted me a number double the last time.

      “Have you lost your mind?” I exclaimed. “I’m not even requesting a spell. I merely have questions.”

      “I’m sure you do, but to have them answered, you must pay.”

      I ran my hands through my hair. “Half up front again? So, I pay what I owe, plus half of this one.”

      “All of it.”

      “You’re insane.”

      “And you can get it,” Bregus said. “Meet me in two days at—”

      “Today. Both of you.”

      “That’s impossible.”

      “Make it happen or I go to the king with your extortions.”

      He gasped. “You wouldn’t.”

      “Try me.”

      “All right. Five hours. Same place as last time.”

      I narrowed my eyes. “Three, and where I met the witch.”

      “You drive a hard bargain.”

      “Don’t be late.”

      “And don't forget the money.”

      “I won’t.” I ended the call. Three hours to figure out where to get the money. I could do it.

      I hurried down to the dining hall and found my friends already eating. Ana waved and pointed to the empty seat next to her. I sat and joined the conversation, but my mind wasn’t there. It was on the large sum of money I needed to gather.

      When we were done, I turned to the drota. “I’m sorry we can’t leave right away. There are a few things we need to take care of first, and I need to speak with both Blake and Darius before we leave. I hope it’s okay that we need to wait a few more hours.” Or maybe a little more.

      She nodded. “I am sorry you aren’t celebrating your wedding right now.”

      “Me, too. Are you okay staying with them for a while?” I indicated toward Hale and Ana.

      “Of course.”

      “Maybe you guys can go shopping. Ana’s got the king’s signet pin, so get whatever you want. I’ll catch up to you in a few hours.”

      “Where are you going?” asked Hale.

      “No time,” I said. “Sorry. I just need to hurry.” I’d already used up nearly a half an hour. I hurried out of the hall and went to part of the castle where my parents and Blake’s had stayed before. It was empty, which meant they had to have returned to the Fyrsturae castle.

      That was the perfect excuse, because that was where I needed to go to get the money. I headed out of the castle and toward the city entrance. With the vampires and dragons united, it was possible the door wasn’t guarded any longer. That would be most helpful because I didn’t want to let anyone know where I was going.

      I exited the city and got to the dark tunnel leading to the forest. Everything was so quiet. I could hear water dripping down the walls, echoing all around. When I reached the door, I opened it and hurried through the enchanted forest to the castle, going in through a rarely-used side entrance.

      Since the entrance was closest to Soren’s wing, I headed that way. In a way, the entire night before felt like a bad dream. I wanted to see Blake again with my own eyes. When I reached the wing, I went to Blake’s room first, but it was empty. Then I headed for Aunt Svana and Uncle Soren’s room.

      The sounds of conversation echoed down the hall long before I reached the room. When I got there, I found the room full. Blake’s parents, my parents, several of the Fyrsturae, and some other vampires, too. I scanned the room for Blake, finally finding him in a corner, looking tired.

      I walked in, greeted everyone, and then went over to Blake. “Are you okay?”

      “Just tired. My body isn’t used to… well, being alive.”

      “Do you mind going for a walk with me?” I asked. “Or is that too much? We could sit in the gardens. Fresh air is always good.”

      He stretched and then rose. “It does sound good. Mother, I’m going to walk around with Eylin.”

      “Should one of us go with you?” she asked.

      “No, Mother. We’re fine. The castle is still protected with guards, is it not?”

      “Of course.” She wrapped her arms around him. I could tell by Blake’s strained face that she squeezed a bit too tight. Aunt Svana turned to me. “Keep a close eye on him. If you notice anything out of the ordinary, please bring him back.”

      “I want him safe as much you do.”

      Her eyes shone with tears. “I know you do.” She turned to me, hugging me tightly.

      Blake and I managed to get out of the room without too many more hugs, but I had to promise to return him soon.

      “How much longer are you going to put up with everyone hovering over you?” I asked.

      “I’m not sure, but for now, it’s just nice to be back with everyone. I didn’t think I would get to be with any of you for thousands of years, if ever.” He hung his head.

      “What’s the matter?” I asked.

      “I’m ashamed to admit it, but I really wanted you stay with me when you died. I kept calling your name, but you couldn’t hear me.”

      “I did.”

      He looked at me, his eyes wide. “Why didn’t you let me know?”

      “I tried. I screamed your name over and over. I didn’t see you, but I heard your voice. I think I must have been yelling with my physical body, because Darius heard me calling your name over and over.”

      Blake’s lips twitched. “Did it irritate him?”

      I held back an eye roll. Some things never change. “That doesn’t matter.”

      He took my hand. “Is holding your hand okay? Old friend to old friend?”

      My mind raced. Darius probably wouldn’t like it. Okay, I knew he wouldn’t. But I needed Blake happy, so he would tell me everything he knew about his return. “Of course.”

      He gave my hand a slight squeeze, and then I could sense him relaxing. We walked in silence until we reached the door leading to the closest gardens. Blake held the door open for me, and we went through.

      The sun shone brightly, and we walked along the path. It was filled with colorful, fragrant flowers. Bunnies hopped along the path, not bothered by us. We stopped in front of a bench in the shade. I sat, knowing how tired he was. “How are you feeling, really? Don’t lie to me.”

      Blake chuckled. “Well, like I said, I am tired. My body aches, kind of like being sick, but then again, it’s getting over being dead, so it will probably just take time.”

      I frowned. “You died from the plague. Do you think it’s still recovering from that?”

      “Maybe.”

      “I brought the rare pavocha feather and rid the earth of the plague, but it was….” Even with Blake sitting next to me, it was too hard to say that I’d been too late to help him. My eyes filled with tears.

      Blake let go of my hand and wrapped his arm around me. “I’m just honored that you went to so much trouble.”

      Tears spilled onto my face, and I couldn’t find any words.

      He kissed the top of my head.

      I wiped my eyes and cleared my throat. “Did you ever hear me when I spoke to you?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I spoke to you several times. The first time was out in the woods where we used to play. I sat and poured out my heart to you. There were other times, too. I’ve always wondered if people can hear from that side when their loved ones speak to them.”

      He leaned his head against mine. “It was in a different realm, so I didn’t wander around listening to anyone. But there were times when I felt strengthened, if that makes any sense. I’d forgiven you before I died, but there were times when I felt that I understood you more. When I could feel love coming from you and others. I think those times must have been when you spoke to me.”

      I turned to him. “So what is the other realm? Is it Heaven? Purgatory? Something else entirely?”

      “You know what? The longer I’m here, the harder it is to remember. The opposite was true, too.”

      “Did you start to forget what it was like being alive?”

      Blake nodded. “But never entirely. I kept searching for loved ones.”

      “Did you see anyone you knew?” I asked.

      He flinched.

      “What?”

      “Nothing. No, I didn’t see anyone we know.”

      “You’re hiding something from me.”

      “I swear, Eylin. I didn’t see anyone we’ve met.”

      I narrowed my eyes. “But you saw someone. Who?”

      Blake put his face in his hands and sighed.

      “Would you just tell me?” I exclaimed.

      He looked up. “More than anything, I wanted to find you. Everything else is fuzzy. My head is going to explode.” Blake rubbed his temples, moaning. He turned his head to the side and his eyes turned black.

      My stomach dropped to the floor. “Blake?”

      He shook his head and turned back to me. His eyes had returned to normal. “What?”

      “Your eyes. They… they…”

      “My eyes feel like they’re going to shoot out of my skull.”

      “But, but they—”

      “Can we talk about something else? Please?”

      “Okay,” I said, staring at his eyes. “Like what?”

      “You know, it killed me that you were so close, but couldn’t see me.”

      I raised an eyebrow.

      “Bad choice of words. You get what I mean, though.”

      “Yeah. So, what do you know about how you were brought back?”

      He looked into my eyes. “You brought me back.”

      My mouth gaped—not that I should have been surprised. The first words out of his mouth when he showed up at the wedding told me as much. “Does anyone else know?” I asked.

      Blake shook his head.

      “Has anyone asked?”

      “Some, but I’ve deflected the questions.”

      “Why?”

      He shrugged. “I figure if you wanted to tell people, you would have. So, what did it cost you?”

    




This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/sc-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-9-entangled.jpg
THE TRANSFORMED - BOOK 9

STACY CLAFLIN

USA TODA){ ‘BESTS@LLING AUTHOR





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-squiggy-screen.png






