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...

Damien knows about mythical beings and the bonds that they form with humans in order to grant them vast powers and unimaginable riches, but it is not something that he is interested in getting involved with... until his father shows up at his office and divulges the reason behind their family's success. 

As much as he wishes to feign ignorance, the knowledge is not something that comes freely. The dragon who their family owes their success to has been hibernating for the past few centuries, but she has awoken due to the fact that her mate has reincarnated into the world. The shaman claims his brother to be that very reincarnation, but since he has rejected meeting with the dragon, Damien is to take his place. Failure to convince her that he is the reincarnation of her mate will doom their legacy. 

He agrees to meeting the dragon out of curiosity, but soon finds himself completely enraptured by the captivating woman who puts him at her mercy every step of the way. She has no memories of her past lover and tells him to leave. He's not sure what possessed him to reject the opportunity to wash his hands off this mess and instead counteroffer to move in with her in hopes that her memory would return. Damien prides himself in making good business deals, so this lose-lose situation makes no sense at all. 

Has she placed him under some sort of spell or has he simply lost his mind? 

The only thing he is certain about is that when this whole charade falls apart, there will be hell to pay...

But for the chance to spend just another moment with her, it’s all worth it.

...
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​​​​​​Sneak Peek

[image: ]




"I don't need anyone, least of all a human who claims to be the reincarnation of my mate," she argued, turning from him haughtily. 

He pinched her chin between his forefinger and thumb, nails sharp as claws as they dug into her skin. When had he gotten so close? She didn't remember him being this intense before. "You need to feed," he said, leaning forward like he intended to press their lips together. It took a moment for her to realize that it was exactly what he intended to do. He was offering to feed her himself. 

"Impudent!" she snarled, slapping his hand away, but at her weakened state, even a fox who had been granted her blessing was stronger than her. 

"I feel your hunger as if it was my own. If you don't feed from him, then feed from me," he said, his fingers exerting enough force on her cheeks that her lips grew puckered and he leaned down to kiss her, tongue pressing into her mouth to taste her. 

Her back abruptly hit wall behind her and there was a tongue in her mouth, forcing her lips apart and ravaging its way against her own with a startling wet sound, dragging against the roof of her mouth teasingly as it went out, its owner greedily starting to bite and pull her lower lip instead. 

Her wrists had been forced up against the rough texture of the wall, caught in large forceful hands, the back of her head audibly thudding against it. 

A high noise escaped her throat, dangerously verging into whining territory, making her sound embarrassingly wanton and she felt her flush spreading to her neck, anger evaporating into confused mist. 

He pulled his face away abruptly, panting as if he had run a thousand miles, eyes raving over her features as if searching for something. 

He seemed surprised, like he had gone into this with a plan and hadn't thought that it would work out as well as it did and therefore had not planned for anything beyond the first step. 

​
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​​​​​​​Chapter One
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​​The advancements of technology made it difficult to believe that people used to worship gods and otherworldly creatures in order to obtain favors from them. Ghouls, demons, dragons, and spirits walked among humanity, looking not so much different from humans that they would be able to tell what they were at first glance. But a closer look would allow them to see something that the otherworldly beings could tell were more. 

In the distant past, they used to be worshiped and put on a pedestal, treated like kings and queens. However, humanity had long lost touch with the spiritual realm and cannot see nor recognize those beings anymore. Gone were the days where minor spirits were commonly sighted darting between spaces and placing little spells on toys for children. The lingering dead no longer lingered among the living, passing on without leaving behind even a whisper of what they had desired in their last moments. Dragons slumbered on in deep caves that had long since caved in and sea serpents hid in their homes deep in the ocean unseen. 

These creatures were now old myths, kept alive only through whispers shared by the few who had the fortune to continue to receive protection from them. The incredibly wealthy and immensely powerful oftentimes had these mythical creatures somewhere in their abode. These humans who continued to believe presented offerings and pledged servitude to them and in return, they were granted prosperity and good health, long lives and protection from ailments. 

Damien pinched the skin between his brows and dropped the book to the table with an explosive sigh. "What load of bullshit are you trying to feed me now, father?" he asked the old man sipping on a crystal glass filled with too much whiskey for the time of day. "Did you get involved in some sort of scam operation?" he continued when the old man only continued to look at him with an expression of exasperation. when Damien had been called in for the meeting earlier that day, he thought something dire had came up. 

Never in his wildest dreams would he have thought that his father had gotten so old that he had gotten senile. He had to admit, the old man still looked good for his age. Other than a sprinkling of silver hair atop his head, there was little else that betrayed the fact that he was approaching a century in age. He could sweet talk to sweetest of young creatures and the people at the geriatric home probably wouldn't be able to keep him confined for long. Old man Gradtude had started travelling thirty years ago and had not stopped since. It was in his early travelling days that he had met Damien's mother and they had fallen in love. 

Speaking of whom. "Does mother know you're here?" he demanded. 

Old man Gradtude sighed and said, "You best take this seriously, son. This here is the reason for our family's riches and if you forget your roots and lose their favor, then there is no reason for them to continue to bless us. Why do you think we have had such good fortune with all of our investments?" 

Indeed, it would appear to the untrained eye that everything the Gradtude family touched turned to gold, but if one were to look into things more carefully, it was easy to see that the real reason they had had so much success in their investments was because they spared no expenses looking into the history and backgrounds of everyone involved in the projects in order to ensure that their money would be put to good use. Damien would not do the disservice of pointing this out to his father, who had been the one to train him in the first place, but it was also disheartening to see how much his mind had atrophied. He had not seen his face for a few months. Had something happened while he had been away? Seafood that had gone bad, perhaps? 

"This responsibility was suppose to fall onto your brother," he said. "The fortune teller said that he was the one his soul had been reincarnated into, but your brother is married - happily so - and I have been made aware that his wife is not inclined to share." 

So he actually went to talk to Yusuf first and was rejected. He couldn't blame Yusuf, who was a good thirty years older than himself and had washed his hands off everything that had to do with their father's business, accepting only in recent years that he had no aptitude for such things and the business had stagnated under his leadership. It was only because of their impressive presence in the market that they had not toppled over completely. As much as he was reluctant to believe his father's words, he couldn't help but read between the lines as well. 

"So you want me to lie," he said. The entire thing was ludicrous and he shouldn't be leaning into his father's delusions, but it wasn't as if this sort of thing was unheard of. The rumors that the rich and powerful had been making contracts with mythical beings was not entirely unfounded. He has discovered earlier on that several of his accomplices had involved themselves in such creatures. He had almost assumed his family to be beyond that. After all, his grandfather had taken pride in his rags to riches story and took every opportunity to remind the younger generation of how easy they had it and how 'back in the old days, he had to climb uphill both ways to reach his school' as if such a thing was geographically possible. And it was doubtful that his tale had any truth to it, since he had looked into his family's history and they had been wealthy for generations. 

"It is not as if you are otherwise engaged," his father said bitterly. It had been a point of contention for them for years now. His father wanted to see him married and happy and Damien was happiest when he was in the office, managing the company and ensuring that they had a monopoly on all things. There were, of course, rules against monopolies, but it wasn't something that copious amounts of money couldn't fix. 

"I am not interested in seeing anyone romantically," he said, feeling like a broken record for how many times he had had to repeat that to his father. 

"All the more reason for you to meet her. Who knows, maybe you would feel a spark?" he said. 

"With the dragon?" he raised a brow at old man Gradtude, who only shrugged. 

"She has been asleep for centuries. If you think of all the time she spent in cryosleep, then she is younger than you." 

"Asleep for centuries," he echoed. "How is it that this is the first time I've heard of it?" 

Old man Gradtude sighed, "You should have been informed by Yusuf, but he left his mantle without properly passing onto you all of his responsibilities. We are lucky that money had continued to be sent to the house to keep things in working order and that Heather managed to get the word out that Anya is finally awake." 

His father's delusion had a name. Damien rubbed a hand over his face and tried to force himself to accept as quickly as possible that his ancestors had captured and imprisoned a dragon for centuries. 

"We had kept her safe all these years," his father continued as if reading his mind and understanding the distaste in them. "She has been resting for years and now that she is awake, our family would do everything in our power to ensure her safety and comfort."

"And that includes having me lie to this poor woman and convince her that I am her true mate?" he asked. 

Old man Gradtude's eyes twinkled, like he was pleased that Damien was able to get on with the program so quickly. He drew another breath and prayed for patience. "I'll see what I can do about it," he said and allowed himself to be hugged for a little more than a minute before disengaging from his father's hold. 

After that, he was able to push the incident from his mind completely and focus on his work. 

"Director . Would you like to drop by the filming location after the board meeting?" 

He sighed and tried to remember what his schedule for the day entailed. Meeting his father had not been part of the agenda, but seeing as there would be no company without him, it was only natural that they catered to his every whim, even if one such whim demanded that he drive himself to the outskirts of town into a gated and guarded location that was only accessible by someone with Gradtude blood.

It was not that he did not believe in magic. He knew it existed the same way one knew that the sun was a star. It was the kind of knowledge that did not really benefit him in any way, so there was no use questioning it. Magic had been part of their world since the beginning, but there were so little people with knowledge on how to access and use it, to bend it to do their bidding that only fanatics continued to invest in it, thinking that magic held the secret to immortality. 

The only thing immortal in the world were dreams. 

"They don't really need me there, do they?" he asked in return. As much as he would like to ignore his father's wishes, he had been a good father to him and had not asked for anything in all the years that he had known him. 

His personal assistant, who knew of his propensity to micromanage every aspect of his work, arched a perfectly drawn brow at him before nodding curtly, taking it all in stride. "Of course not, sir," she said and showed him the designs that they had shortlisted for hotel's winter celebrations. 

He rejected the lineups despite them being preapproved. "Is this done by the same designer that did the Winter Fantasy Wonderland two years ago?" he asked, recognizing one of the flowers that looked like it was rendered by a computer program in the picture. 

Jennifer frowned and tapped a few buttons on her phone before nodding. "That's right, sir. I believe you blacklisted him two years ago. I will find out how he managed to get his design approved again." 

"Probably daddy dearest," he guessed. Nepotism went a long way around these parts. "If I'm not mistaken, Kingster Ophan's father owns several art galleries in town and his daughter was recently engaged with one of our marketing executive's niece," he said. The connection was strenuous at best, but it could also be a possible reason why his blacklist had been ignored.

"I'll look into it," Jennifer's expression was dark in a way that suggested heads were going to roll. She was normally incredibly meticulous when it came to matters such as these and it irked her when she missed something. 

He didn't expect her to know every little aspect of their colleague's life, however. He was only doing it because he had no responsibilities other than that to his company. Jennifer, as he understood, kept several pet dogs and enjoyed taking them on walks. "It's fine. Just reject everything he sent in and look into that when you have the time," he said. "Is there anything else on my agenda today?" he asked. 

She shook her head. "That clears up the rest of your evening. Should I have John bring the car up?" 

He nodded.

They rounded the corner where a young woman ran into them. She was holding a stack of files that went well above her head and crashed right into him. 

"Ah, I'm so sorry. The files were blocking my view," she apologized immediately and went on her knees to pick up the papers that were strewn all over the floor. Behind her, her colleagues rushed to her air, coming up quickly to collect the paperwork. 

He frowned for a moment, and then bent down to pick up some of the paper with them, handing it to the young woman who had dropped it in the first place. 

"Here," he offered the papers to her, glancing at the titles on the file and committing them to memory. Someone from the Research and Development department. That explained the haggard expression on all their faces, as if they hadn't slept for a while. They were in the process of retrenching that department due to lack of results in the past few months and several employees had already been let go. There were new hires who had been brought in to replace those employees, of course, but pressure was placed on everyone to show results or risk unemployment. 

The young woman who had dropped the files seemed to be new. The others were not and he couldn't help but notice that they were not carrying anything. Was there some sort of bullying going on in the department? 

"Are you alright?" he asked. 

Her rosy cheeks grew rosier and she quickly took the files from him. "Perfectly you- I'm fine- I mean I'm perfectly fine, thank you," she said in a rush.  

He nodded. She didn't seem to be lying. Perhaps it was just bad judgement on her part to be carrying so many things at once. "You should look where you're looking. It would reflect badly on the company if you were to make such mistakes in front of our clients," he said, keeping his tone light so that she would not be too embarrassed about her mistake. 

Once he was sure that everything was fine, they continued to walk down the hallway towards the elevator. 

"Who was the hunk?" 

"Can't you recognize the CEO of the company you're working with?" 

"Oh my god. That's him? But he's so hot." 

"You're lucky you ran into Mr. Damien and not Jennifer. I hear she's part vampire." 

"There's nothing lucky about running into Mr. Damien. I hear he's part succubus and that's how he gets all those women into his bed." 

"I heard he uses the hotel suite like his personal love shack." 

"Nothing wrong with getting the most out of his own hotel. What's the point of having so much money if he's not going to use it." 

"The problem is that he brings in a new girl every time." 

"Shush!" 

He chuckled at the dark expression on Jennifer's face. "The acoustics of this hotel really does make it possible to hear whispers even from afar," Jennifer said quietly, her voice travelling across the hallway so that the group of whispering young employees could hear clearly what was being said. 

Across the room, he could see their faces paling once they've realized what they had done. Their pallor grew even worse when they recalled what they had said. 

Jennifer looked like she would very much like to ruin their lives by firing them all on the spot, but she was not prone to making impulsive decisions. 

The others rushed away as quickly as their feet would allow them while Damien and Jennifer continued on their way. Once she was sure that they were out of earshot, Jennifer asked, "How would you like me to deal with them, sir?" 

He laughed and shook his head. "There's no need to deal with them at all provided that their gossiping would not interfere with their work." He pressed the down button on the elevator and added thoughtfully, "But I suppose it doesn't hurt to impress upon them the importance on keeping their inane conversations to a minimum especially in places where they could easily be overheard." The last thing they wanted was a reputation of employees with the tendency to speak indiscreetly.

"I will have HR retrain them on proper workplace etiquette," Jennifer decided as they waited at the curb for the car to arrive. "Have a good evening, sir," Jennifer said with a slight tilt of her head in farewell. 

"See you tomorrow," he responded. 

The driver opened the door to let him into the passenger seat, but Damien waved him off. "The keys please," he said. 

"Certainly, Mr. Damien," the man said, though there was a slight frown to his face. 

Damien did not drive much despite having a perfectly updated driving license. It wasn't that he wasn't keen on driving. Most of the time, there was just so much for him to do that having a driver meant he could continue working while someone else was on the wheel. 

For his next task, however, there was no way around it. 

He was the only one who could enter the Dracon Estate, after all.  
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Chapter Two
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The more powerful the creature that the human associated themselves with, the more they stood to gain. Many powerful families amassed great wealth thanks to the generosity of such spirits. Among them, dragons were said to be one of the most powerful of their kind, capable of granting immeasurably wealth and power with just a single thought. 

If their family really made a bond with a dragon, then he needed to thread carefully. 

A part of him almost wished that this was all just a scam his father had fallen into just so that he could resolve the matter quickly. However, he couldn't deny the existence of the Dracon Estate, a location that was only accessible to blood kin. 

He hesitated as he reached for his phone, but decided that it would be best to obtain as much information as he could prior to his arrival. 

"Hello Damien," his brother's voice rang too loudly in the car's sound system. 

He grimaced and turned the volume down a little. "Good evening, brother," he greeted.

Yusuf let out an exhale that was audible even through the phone. "Dad talked to you, didn't he?" 

Damien laughed. "Am I that transparent?" 

"You only call me for my kid's birthdays and they're all old enough to have their own phones now, so it must be something that the old man did." 

"Ah yes," he admitted. He didn't feel too guilty for the minimal contact. The gap in their ages was too wide for them to have a normal brotherly relationship. His oldest son, Jackson, was older than Damien. "Can you tell me what you know about the dragon?" he asked. 

"Oh," Yusuf sounded surprised. 

"What?"

"I thought you were going to start by asking me if I believe in the things that the old man's talking about." 

Damien wondered, not for the first time, how his brother managed to spend so long in the industry without hearing about all the mythical creatures and the bonds that had been forged between the people. He had good business acumen, but his lack of social skills left a lot to be desired as it meant he was not capable of obtaining a lot of information that was vital in ensuring the success of their business. "I know dragons exist," Damien tried his best not to sound condescending. "We know that magic exists in the world and people use it to their advantage," he amended. "It surprised me that our family was involved in such matters and I would like to hear what you know." He did not add that this was part of his responsibility as well, that Yusuf should have told him about this. 

Little was known about the bonds between the mythical creatures and humans. It was, after all, a well-kept secret since it was the answer to their successes. 

"Of course," Yusuf sighed. "I'm sorry I didn't tell you about this. Honestly, I don't really believe in this stuff." 

It was like not believing that there was oxygen in the air that they breathed in. Damien chose not to respond to that. The silence lingered until it grew uncomfortable, and then Yusuf continued. "I'll get straight to the point. According to the family records, our ancestors made the bond with the dragon centuries ago but the dragon had not been awake for the majority of that time. She succumbed to a deep sleep after the loss of her mate. Her grief was evidently so great that she refused to take the offerings needed to preserve her strength." Here, he paused and laughed. "It all sounds like a fairy tale, doesn't it?" 

The thing with magic was that they always sounded fantastical, but that didn't make them any less real. 

Yusuf cleared his throat. "According to the fortune teller who took dad's money, her recent awakening suggested that there had been a new development concerning her mate. Apparently the fortune teller could 'sense new energy in the family' whatever that meant." 

He had no doubt that the other man was rolling his eyes. He wasn't magically inclined himself, so he couldn't sense anything, though in his line of work, it was impossible to miss those who were gifted with magical abilities. It felt like more of an inconvenience for them than anything, really. Those people tend to get struck by dizzy spells in areas where magical energy was dense or if a family with a powerful creature was in their presence. He always thought of it as a weakness, since it got in the way of discussions. 

"The fortune teller told dad that it's possible her mate had been reincarnated. She believes that I am the reincarnation of the dragon's mate based on that same energy that nobody else but the fortune teller can feel," he continued, huffing in disbelief. "And that's basically the gist of it. Dad wanted me to go and meet the woman since he believes that she is the source of our family's success, but seeing as I'm happily married, I'm afraid that mantle falls on your shoulder now." 

It wasn't that simple. "If you're the reincarnation of her mate, then meeting me isn't going to solve anything," he pointed out. 

"The fortune teller seems to think that you could be the next best thing and she's convinced dad that if we don't give her what she wants, then everything we know and love will crumble to dust." Yusuf let out another sound of disappointment and continued, "You don't have to listen to dad. He's just getting old and it's probably some sort of scam he fell into." 

Damien felt immediately guilty for going down that same line of thought when their father first told him of the issue. He couldn't help but feel a bit envious of the relationship that the two men shared, however. While Damien knew that his father loved him, their age difference made it difficult for them to bond, much like how he had not really bonded well with his own brother. He couldn't imagine a world where he would address his father so casually. 

"There's an estate that we keep funneling money into," Damien said. "It won't be a bad idea to take a look into that to see where the money's going." 

Yusuf laughed, "The forest, you mean? Nothing there but an old house and the old butler. We used to go there for summer vacations, remember?" 

He did not, in fact, remember. "Did we?" 

"Yeah, you got along so well with Jackson back then." 

He didn't remember that either. 

"Do you still have a picture of that painting you loved so much?" 

"What painting?" 

"There's this really worn painting in the attic that you would sit in front of in the middle of the night. Scared the hell out of your mother when she woke up and couldn't find you anywhere." 

His childhood had been pleasant, but such a long time ago that he could barely recall anything. 

"Anyways, it's been too long since we went on a family vacation. That must have been twenty something years ago. It's not surprising that you don't have a recollection of your time there." 

He couldn't argue about that either. 

"Well, I suppose you could just think of it as a business transaction. Maybe there might actually be a scammer waiting for you there. Don't be fooled by a pretty face, alright?" he chuckled.

Damien was suddenly reminded of why he kept low contact with his brother. Their personalities did not match at all. "I'll talk to you soon," he lied and hung up the phone before hearing an answer. 

That his brother had known of this and seemed to be well informed enough to give a brief history lesson to him meant that this was something that he really was supposed to tell him prior to stepping down from his position at the company. Though that wasn't quite right, was it? He didn't so much step down as he was forced to resign by the board of directors due to his incompetence. 

He ignored that line of thought for now and focused on the issue at hand, which was that there really was a dragon and he was about to go and lie to her about being her mate. 

The alternative was telling her that her mate did not want her and she would leave. If they're lucky, that was all she would do and she wouldn't curse them all to fail. 

It was worth a try to win her over, he decided. 

He had never seen anything otherworldly before, so he supposed now was as good a time as any to change that. 
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Chapter Three
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The estate in the middle of nowhere was being taken care of by a butler, according to Yusuf. When he was told that, he expected to see someone old who had served the family for centuries.  

Going by that assumption, he had assumed to find the place decrepit and abandoned, veins crawling up the walls and overgrown gardens in the front. 

Instead, what he found was a house that could have graced the front page of an architecture magazine, the design simple and elegant, a timeless house of wood and sharp edges, open doors that led outsiders see only what they were permitted to. 

He parked his car at the entrance, certain that there would be nobody else coming to disturb him and showed himself into the house. 

The interior was so modern that he wasn't sure if he had gotten lost somewhere, but in the back of his mind were memories long forgotten that whispered to him that he had been here before. Here was a scratch that he had made on the staircase when he was younger and roughhousing with Jackson. There was the marks that Andrea drew once she had gotten hold of her mother's makeup bag. 

He took a step into the house and then another before he remembered his manners. 

"Hello?" he called out, feeling silly for shouting into a presumably empty home. "Is anyone here?" 

Memories of his childhood surfaced in his mind gradually. He had spent a long time here, hadn't he? Every holiday until his mother had passed away some time while he was in his late teens. As he struggled to bring forth memories of his past, he found himself moving without thinking, his feet bringing him further into the house even though he had told himself that he was going to wait for someone to come out and greet him. 

No one stopped him as he moved further inwards, going past the living room that had a large tv screen and something that looked suspiciously like the newest game console that just released a few months ago. He didn't have time to stop and question the presence of a game console in a house that nobody but an old butler lived in before he was moving upstairs, his body feeling oddly light, like he was floating. 

It felt, he decided, like he was in a dream, somewhere in the precipice of wakefulness and sleep. A dream where he knew that he was dreaming, but he couldn't wake himself up from it. 

That dreamlike feeling persisted until he reached a room at the upper floor, having walked for so long that he was almost certain there were no more rooms above theirs. 

It was only once he had stepped into the room where he woke from that state, regaining full control of his body. 

His immediate reaction was to back away from the room and run out of the house. He knew he had bitten off more than he could chew when his father told him of the dragon, but the gravity of the situation had not fully registered to him until now. 

Their family had made a bond with a dragon and in exchange for the riches that they had enjoyed for generations, they were supposed to offer their loyalty to the dragon and give the dragon everything that she would ever want and more. They had been lucky, in a way, that the dragon had been slumbering until then, but now she was awake and she was going to collect. 

What if she could tell straight away that he wasn't her mate and instead of punishing him for the deceit, she decided to take his life? 

He had not live so long that he was ready to give up on living entirely, but the alternative was fighting back against entity that held all of the cards. He had no chance of winning this battle. Perhaps the dragon could be reasoned with. 

"My name is Damien Gradtude and I'm here to-" 

That was as far as his introduction went before the door was suddenly slammed closed. The sound of the door slamming shut echoed in his ears and he twisted around, though his eyes couldn't really adjust to the sudden darkness that filled his vision. Blindly, he reached for the door knob, fully intending to open the door and throw himself out of it. 

Coming here was a terrible idea. He should have ignored his father. It wasn't as if he didn't have faith in the way he handled his own business. Ever since he had been put in charge, the business conglomerate had only grown in power and influence. He had amassed enough personal wealth that if he wanted to, he could follow after his father and brother's footstep and put someone else in charge. 
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