
  
    [image: True North #5]
  


  
    
      True North #5

      Truth & Tiranog

    

    
      
        Aurelia Skye

      

    

    
      Amourisa Press

    

  


  
    
      Amourisa Press and Kit Tunstall, writing as Aurelia Skye, reserve all rights to TRUE NORTH. This work may not be shared or reproduced in any fashion without permission of the publisher and/or author. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      © Kit Tunstall, 2018

      Cover Image: Depositphotos.com

      Cover design by Amourisa Designs

      Edited by N.G. and CM Editing Services

      

      
        
        Join Kit’s Mailing List to receive notification of new releases and access bonus chapters for your favorite books. You get free books just for signing up. If you prefer to receive notifications for just one, or a few, of Kit’s pen names, you’ll have the option to select which lists to subscribe to at signup.

      

      

      [image: Created with Vellum] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Blurb

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Everything North Campbell believes about her life is a lie. She doesn’t discover that until the night her father dies, and she learns he wasn’t her father. He kidnapped her as a baby from her birth parents, Jim and Carol Allis. They seem ecstatic to find her, but she quickly learns they, along with their powerful dragon-shifter ally Pytor Douglas, have nefarious plans for her.

      

      She runs straight into the arms of another mysterious group, and they tell her she’s a Trueblood—descended from all the mythic races and capable of great power. She’s at risk, but the Council assigns her six bodyguards, and the Oracle has seen her future husband is among the six.

      

      North is dragged from realm to realm to learn how to use her powers. That task seems impossible—almost as impossible as choosing just one man from among the six mythics entrusted with her protection. How can she choose between a vampire, an angel, a demon, a witch, a dark elf, and a wolf-shifter when each of the men is perfect for her in different ways? Dare she risk everything and choose them all? Will she have a chance to make the decision, or will Pytor’s group get her first?

      

      This is part-five of a seven-part completed series.
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      When they reached the cabin a while later, it was strange to come back and find it looking exactly the same, though North had changed so much in such a short amount of time. She looked around as she stepped out of the van, fearing there would be another attack, but Orin and Eamon caught her attention.

      They stood facing each other, their palms touching, and their fingertips resting lightly against each other. As she drew closer, she realized were both mouthing the same spell, though they weren’t speaking audibly. Purple magic flowed from Eamon’s fingertips, and green magic burst forth from Orin’s a moment later.

      It twisted and entwined with each other, and then arched up into the sky in a straight shot before spreading outward. It was almost like being in a dome composed of sparkling purple and florescent green mingled together. With a whoosh, the visible dome disappeared, and her lovers stepped away from each other. She assumed they had warded the property.

      “Nothing’s getting through that,” said Orin. He had a hint of cocky confidence that was sexy.

      “Definitely not, since I was helping.” Eamon chuckled, and the tips of his ears filled with color, making him utterly adorable. He wasn’t one to make boastful claims, so the attempt was unexpected and humorous.

      She laughed along with the others as she moved forward to put her arm around his waist for a moment and then encompassed Orin with her other arm. They put their arms around her, and she stood between the two of them, wishing she could lay her head on both their shoulders. Instead, she settled for leaning back against their crossed arms, which felt soothing and safe.

      “Do you have the key?” asked Kriss with a shiver.

      She laughed as she pulled away slowly from Orin and Eamon. “I doubt it’s locked. I was too focused on getting Dad to the hospital to worry about it.” Snow crunched under her feet, and though it was scanter than it had been the last time she was at the cabin, she wasn’t surprised to find it still lingered even a few weeks later. No wonder Kriss was shivering.

      He was the first through the door, which opened as soon as he turned the knob. He entered through the kitchen, and North stopped for a moment as she remembered the last time she’d been inside, finding her father lying on the floor with his lips blue. He’d told her not to take him to the hospital, but she had done so anyway.

      That had set in motion this chain of events, but she couldn’t bring herself to regret what had happened. She would’ve preferred to stay under the radar of Pytor’s group, and to avoid the uncomfortably awkward reconciliation with her birthparents that led to her learning the man she believed her father had kidnapped her from the hospital when she was a few days old, but that would’ve meant giving up the six incredible men she’d discovered along with everything else. She couldn’t picture living without them now, especially when they crowded around her in silent support, each of them finding somewhere to touch her with a hand, an arm, or a hip.

      With a deep breath, she forced herself to move forward, and they gently released her. She hesitated for just a moment where her father had fallen, but then stepped over the spot and kept moving. “I’m going to look in my father’s bedroom, and the little study area he had attached to it.”

      “Would you like someone to come with you, precious?” Eli sounded eager to volunteer.

      North stumbled for a moment and then stopped, shaking her head without looking at them. “No, not right now.” She needed to do this alone, because she feared she was going to fall apart as she did so.

      None of them called her back or tried to stop her, so she kept walking a moment later. It was a small cabin, so it didn’t take long to reach the room that had been her father’s. She opened the door to let herself inside, closing it gently behind her with a click. For just a moment, she leaned against the wood door and stared at the room, memorizing it as it was.

      It smelled like her dad, who had favored sandalwood soap. It wasn’t a scent she particularly loved, but now it brought tears to her eyes and made it difficult to breathe as it conjured up countless memories of growing up with Sam—her father in all the ways that counted.

      He might’ve kidnapped her, but he’d clearly had a good reason for doing so. She bore him no ill will after meeting the Allises and their powerful ally, the dragon-shifter Pytor Douglas. She only wished he’d found a way to tell her the truth at some point, though she couldn’t honestly say she would’ve believed him if he had. She might’ve questioned his sanity instead.

      With a heavy sigh, she moved away from the door to approach the nightstand. It seemed like a logical place to start, but held nothing except the last book Sam had been reading, along with his reading glasses. Similar searching turned up nothing beyond the mundane until she reached the study that was adjacent to his room, joined with an accordion door.

      She pushed it back and entered, his scent assaulting her again, but with a sharp tang of leather underscoring it. That came from the lustrous chair behind the desk. It took up most of the space, but her father had loved it. She moved cautiously to sit on it carefully. She didn’t expect it to break. Instead, she worried it would break her to sit in her father’s chair. More memories crowded through her mind, and she had to blink fiercely to clear them.

      When she could think again, and the threatened storm of tears had abated, she returned her attention to the desk. Rummaging through the drawers yielded nothing to begin with. First, she found a ledger of expenses and discovered he had a secret bank account which he used to pay the things she had never considered before, when she still thought the world had become a dystopian nightmare. There were tax records, utility fees, and maintenance and parts for the truck. There were so many things she hadn’t realized he was paying for.

      How had she been so oblivious, and how had he maintained the fiction of society’s collapse for so long? A bitter taste rose in her mouth, and anger sparked for a moment as she contemplated the lonely childhood she’d endured because Sam took her from the world.

      Almost as soon as the thought came, it faded away as the reality of the situation pressed upon her. If he hadn’t taken her, she would’ve grown up with the Allises, and she would’ve been nothing more than a tool for whatever Pytor Douglas’s ultimate goals were. He’d saved her from that—and it was unlikely she would’ve had a so-called normal childhood if he hadn’t.

      “Why didn’t you tell me though, Dad?” The question broke the silent air, which had felt stale. Now the room felt refreshed again, though that was simply her own perception.

      She resumed searching until she reached the bottom drawer. It was locked, unlike the others, and she didn’t see a key. First, she tried the letter opener on the desk, but did nothing more than scratch the wood. With a hint of annoyance, she directed a small spark of fire at it, scorching until the lock fell away.

      When the wood around it caught fire, she let out a little cry of alarm, but quickly extinguished the flame with a shot of water drawn from the evaporating cup of old coffee on his desk, and then held her breath to see if any of the men would come to check on her. Either they hadn’t heard her, or they were still respecting her request for privacy, and she was able to recommence searching a moment later.

      She eased open the drawer, avoiding the part that was now singed and still warm to the touch. She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw the contents inside appeared undamaged. She lifted them out, setting the pile in front of her. North sorted quickly through important things, like the deed for the cabin, before stumbling across Sam’s will. She only spent a couple of minutes reading it, but was unsurprised to discover he’d left everything to her.

      There was a bundle of old letters, and she opened it carefully by untying the fragile ribbon around it. She lifted the first one and opened it, finding a yellowed piece of paper inside. It was a love letter written quite passionately, and she quickly scanned through it, not wanting to think about her father’s love life.

      When she reached the back, it was signed with love by someone named Eva. She carefully folded the letter and returned it to the envelope before setting it aside. A quick sort through the others revealed they all had the same handwriting, and she didn’t bother to read them. As she set aside the bundle after carefully retying it, she found herself wondering who Eva was.

      All speculation fled when she found a thin case with her name on it. It was engraved on a silver tag glued to the front. She opened the case carefully and found a piece of paper on top. She lifted it, waiting for a moment to read the letter, and stared at a compass that had been hiding beneath the paper. It looked antique and appeared to have been lovingly cared for by Sam, and whomever had owned it before him. It certainly seemed older than her father.

      She lifted the compass carefully, searching under the velvet cushion it rested on, but found nothing else. She returned it all to the tray of the case and then turned her attention to the letter. Her father’s scrawling cursive made her choke up, and she had to clear her throat. Abruptly, she lifted the box and the letter and fled from the office. She couldn’t read it surrounded by his scent and his things without losing the tenuous control she had on her emotions.

      Instead, she rushed down the hall to her own room, closing the door before sitting down on the bed and leaving the compass in the case on the nightstand. Finally, she turned her attention to the letter, though her eyes blurred with unshed tears for so long that she was uncertain if she’d be able to read it.

      Blinking finally cleared her vision enough for the words to come into focus, and she braced herself. She had no idea what she would discover about the man who had raised her. She hoped it was nothing that would taint her memory of him—though if it could survive learning the truth of her birth and how she came to be Sam’s daughter, she supposed her love for her father was rock-solid.

      Dear North,

      This letter is incredibly difficult to write, but I wanted you to hear the truth in my own words. I’m not sure if you’ll even see this, because I can’t see your future past my death, but I have to hope that you won’t hate me so much that you won’t return to the cabin at some point and find this with the compass.

      Forgive me for getting ahead of myself.

      I want you to know a little bit about me—the real me. I told you the truth as much as I could, but there were certain things I had to distort. My parents were just as I described them to you, and they would’ve been honored to call you their grandchild if they’d ever had the chance to meet you. My mother did have long fingers, just like yours, though of course you didn’t get them from her. Still, I could see flashes of her kindness and compassion in you, despite the fact you never knew her. Perhaps I saw what I wanted to see, but I can live with that.

      I tried to avoid healing, though it’s my calling. I watched it kill my father, slowly draining away his power and his life as he devoted himself to taking care of those whose sickness called to him. It left my mother bitter about his choices, but she was always kind and loving to me. The only time I ever saw her angry was when I told her I was going to medical school. I tried to fight against the compulsion for her sake, but couldn’t. She wasn’t a caladrius and couldn’t understand how innate it is to our being. As a Baeli, her power was visions and spells, so she couldn’t relate to the need to heal. Fortunately, she eventually forgave me, and I was by her side when she passed away some years later. She professed to be proud of me, though I’m not sure she would’ve been of my actions when I took you from the Allises. I’d like to think she would understand why I did it and support me.

      During medical school, I met a lovely woman named Eva, and I planned to marry her. We were doing residencies in different states, but she continued to write to me, and I to her. Our bright future seemed assured, until a brief reunion. She saw me heal someone who was injured in a car accident as we were driving by. When Eva learned the truth of what I was, and about the reality of the world around her, she couldn’t handle it. She called me mad and turned away from me. I didn’t try to persuade or force her to see things my way, or even accept the truth. I let her go, which might have been a mistake.

      Be assured she was the love of my life, and I never gave up anything I planned to have when I took you to protect you. I never expected to marry or have children, and you were like a blessing I had never anticipated.

      Which brings me to you. From the moment I met Carol Allis, I didn’t trust her. There was something off about her, and I was prepared to dismiss her from my practice, but some compulsion held me back. A fuzzy vision I couldn’t clarify—a sporadic and vague gift from my mother—told me I needed to be her doctor.

      It wasn’t until you were born, and I held you in my arms, that I fully understood why. Staring down at you from the first, I could see the long, torturous childhood ahead of you. The plan to enslave you by turning you over to Douglas, who would bend you to do his bidding. The vision didn’t fully elucidate for me what his plan was, but I knew he had evil intentions. I couldn’t let such a helpless little thing like you face that sort of future without trying to help. I knew immediately you were a Trueblood and powerful as any I’ve ever seen (which isn’t many).

      I laid my plans in motion and smuggled you out of the hospital the last day. It was a struggle for the first few months as I tried to access the money I’d saved and find a safe place to raise you. Then I had to concoct a story of why we were far away from civilization. I did many bad things over the years raising you, and I’m sure they’ve affected you in a negative way, but it was always my intention to protect you and love you. I had only your best interests at heart, my dear North.

      Love, Sam (Dad)

      He had put dad in parentheses as though she would’ve no longer applied that title to him. North shook her head for a moment as a tear rolled down her cheek. She flipped over the paper and realized there was a postscript.

      P.S. Just in case you’re wondering, my mother’s name was North, which is why I chose that for you. The compass is from my father, who received it from his father. I hope it will always help you find your way.

      She checked for any further pages, but there was nothing. There was only the letter and the compass.

      She reached for the compass, lifting it from the velvet bed again. It felt warm in her hand, though she was certain that was more her own perception than the actual room temperature having affected the compass. She stroked the face of it before slipping it on by the chain that dangled from it. For a moment, it was like her father held her again, and she could feel his arms around her in a tight hug. She knew he wasn’t there, but she savored the link between them until tears burst from her, and she became a sobbing mess.

      North reached for the pillow on the bed, which was a bit dusty, but she didn’t really notice as she buried her face in it to hide sounds of her sadness. She didn’t count on the psychic vampire in her group of lovers obviously detecting her emotions. There was a tap on her door, and then it opened before she could either accept the visitor or ask them to come for her at a different time.

      She recognized Ryland’s presence right away, though she didn’t look up from the pillow. He moved closer, putting his arm around her as the bed dipped while he sat beside her. She moved from the pillow to lay her head in the crook of his shoulder, snuggling against his neck as the tears flowed steadily, but far less violently than they had even a moment before.

      Fingers on her chin gently urged her to tip up her head, and North did so. She opened her eyes to meet his as his lips approached hers. He didn’t kiss her. He was simply taking the moment to offer to drain her negative emotions. He waited with a quirked brow until she nodded, and then he sucked in a breath. Almost immediately, she felt calmer and more in control. Sadness lingered, but it wasn’t the sharp, stabbing knife of grief it had been just minutes before.

      He turned his head and coughed, exhaling green vapor, before turning to look at her again. His lips opened, and it was clear he planned ask her something, but North didn’t want to talk. She wanted comfort and release, so she pressed closer to him, sealing his mouth with hers. Her tongue breached the inner confines of his mouth, raking over his elongated fangs. A sharp pain accompanied the discovery, but she didn’t pay any mind to it. She was too immersed in her need to be close to Ryland.

      His arms came around her, and he rubbed the tops of her biceps gently, but she wasn’t in the mood for gentle. Instead, she pushed him back on the bed and climbed on top of him. North channeled strength similar to the surge she’d received the day her father collapsed on the floor when she had to carry him to the truck.

      It took little effort to rip off Ryland’s shirt, quickly followed by his jeans. The sound of tearing fabric filled the air, and he looked startled when she sat down on him, bending forward again to take his mouth. She’d never felt like this, so out of control and needful. There was an edge of wild impulsiveness in her movements, but she couldn’t summon enough civility to counter the animal lust.

      Ryland hissed through his teeth when she lifted her mouth while she raked her nails down his chest. When she looked down, she saw a path forged by her nails in his skin that slowly faded as his body rapidly healed. That angered her, though she couldn’t say why, and she scooted farther down his body, which was completely bare to her.

      He caught his breath as her mouth moved to his abdomen, clearly anticipating her taking his cock into her mouth. Instead, she couldn’t deny the compulsion that led her to bite him. Fangs grew in her mouth, puncturing his skin, and blood flowed under her tongue. It should’ve disgusted her, but instead, it only added to the animalistic lust spreading through her.

      “North, don’t…” He trailed off with a groan as she licked him before biting in a different spot. “You don’t know what you’re doing.”

      “I know exactly what I’m doing.” The words sounded angry when she lifted her head to glare down at him.

      His eyes widened. “Your eyes.”

      North frowned. “What about my eyes?” It wasn’t the question that caught her attention so much as the note of concern in his voice. Surely he wasn’t just now noticing she had one green and one purple eye?

      “They’ve gone red. That only happens to vampires when they’re blood feeding.”

      The thought alarmed North enough to calm down, and she pulled back to sit up, though she didn’t move off his lap. She must be channeling her vampire heritage. Was it because she was with a vampire lover? She wrapped her arms around herself and shivered, though she still wore all of her clothes.

      For a moment, when Ryland reached for her, she tried to resist. Then she succumbed to his gentle pressure and collapsed against his chest. Tears flowed from her eyes again, but she wasn’t entirely certain why she was crying this time. Grief or shock, she supposed. “I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me, but I completely lost control.”

      He circled his palm on her back, while the other one cupped the back her head. “It’s all right. You’re emotionally overwrought at the moment, and that makes it more difficult to control your emotions and your urges. If Eli had been the one to come comfort you, you probably would’ve channeled your shifter abilities instead.”

      She shuddered at the thought, but not because she didn’t want Eli to comfort her as well. She just wanted no part in shifting, which was a truth she had yet to admit to her shifter lover. She was certain Eli wouldn’t understand why the thought of giving up that kind of control and risking getting stuck that way frightened her so badly.

      Ryland didn’t seem to notice the shift of her thoughts for a moment. Instead, he continued to soothe her, feeding from her emotions once more when she nodded her consent.

      After that, she collapsed against him. The wild surge of lust was gone, but a quieter flame of desire remained. When she started kissing his chest, he tensed, but didn’t push her away. She lifted her head again to look at him. “I’m back in control. Don’t worry.”

      He nodded. “I can feel how much calmer you are. I just don’t want to push you to do something you don’t want to do. Are you sure you’re in an emotional state where it’s wise to become lovers right now?”

      “I don’t want to feel anything but pleasure. I know you can ensure that, but I don’t want to use you either.”

      He gave her a tender smile. “You aren’t using me. Pleasure is something I’ll gladly give you any time you need it.”

      With those words, his hand moved from her back to her face, and the other one joined it from the back of her head. Cupping her cheeks in his hands, he gently guided her lips to his, and this kiss was soothing, though no less satisfying in a different way.

      Passion hummed quietly between them for a moment, burning brighter as he flipped her over and trailed his mouth down her neck. He paused for a moment at the bend of her neck and shoulder, where she swore his fangs grazed her skin. North held her breath, certain he was planning to bite her. The thought filled her with trepidation, but also a darker thrill of excitement.

      A moment later, he moved on, his teeth nowhere near her skin. She couldn’t decide if she was disappointed or relieved that he hadn’t punctured her skin—if that had been his intention at all. She could simply be projecting at this point.

      His mouth paused in its downwardly descent as he spent a moment stripping off the fae fabric, which had configured itself to minimal coverage in the form of a lacy, see-through negligée. When she was as naked as him, his mouth resumed its path lower, and North held her breath as his lips settled over her slit. He breathed against her for a moment, making her twitch against him as pleasure washed over her in almost crippling waves.

      That was even before his tongue slipped inside her, and he started licking and stroking her gently. North curled her hands together as she arched her hips against his face, losing herself in the skillful rhythm of his seductive tongue. It seemed like no time at all had passed before she came with a small cry, which she stifled by biting her own fist. She doubted anyone would come to check on them anyway. This moment felt private, just between her and Ryland.
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