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        Ice Dragon Chalet

        Night of the Wolf

        November 30, 2019

      

      

      The guys move as one and rip off their cloaks, flinging them aside. Before their cloaks hit the floor, I reach up and rip off the black wig I’m wearing; my long, snow-white hair cascades down my back. In an instant, Alaric and I shift our arms so that our gauntlets and talons are at the ready. Nicodeamus steps forward with Dimitri at his side.

      “I am Nicodeamus, fated mate to Anca Marelup and the true Ice Dragon King!” Chaos erupts after Nicodeamus's declaration.

      Some begin to run, trying to escape, while others drop to their knees. Alaric and I turn as one to face Bane. Carefully, I point to Alaric's scale upon my chest. An arrogant smirk plays upon my lips as I lock eyes with Bane.

      "False King," I growl as my eyes churn liquid mercury. The dragonic slits slowly expand and contract as I stare him down. The eerie sound of Alaric and I clicking our talons together silences the hall. Our movements are mirror images of each other as we circle Bane, isolating him from the others.

      "I had nothing to do with the death of your mother!" Bane shouts as his back hits the wall. A look of panic crosses his features when he realizes he can’t call upon his animal.

      "Nasty little thing, Dire Wolf venom is. Mixed with a second toxin, it suppresses the ability to shift." Alaric smirks, looking at his father.

      “Funny thing happened before the ball. Aurora and I consummated our bond. I tasted her blood and marked her as mine. Thankfully for me, her mate Jayce gave her immunity to the toxin."  Alaric's temper is legendary, and now everyone is witnessing it firsthand.

      "I find it funny that the man who said we must protect our own left his king unguarded. Treason really doesn't look good on you, Father." Alaric shakes his head side to side before he moves to stand beside me; he kisses the crown of my head as we stare his father down.

      Bane still searches the room for an ally, but none will stand with him. Bane grits his teeth then spits towards Nicodeamus. "Vladimir suspected you fucked that bitch of a mate of his. The blood magic could only do so much. It was good that Anca died because of that abomination!"

      He jabs his finger in my direction, and I can’t help but laugh at him. "The half-breed finds it funny she killed her mother! Wait till her mate informs his uncle about you living, Nicodeamus. He will hunt you down!"

      Alaric rips his father away from the wall and holds his arms firmly behind him as Nicodeamus moves forward. "I had a feeling that bastard lived. Why else would I be kept barely alive in a dungeon, held prisoner by Lucian?" I move to my father's left side, protecting it.

      "The pieces are all falling into place now. The Elder Dame and Elena were both sisters to Vladimir." Nicodeamus strokes his chin as he connects the dots.

      "Aurora's animal, though quite young, imprinted on Sebastian's scent, making it easy for the magic to work. After all, he was one of the first wolves she had come in contact with. Imprinting is a dragon trait, so it was a gamble if it would work." Nicodeamus’s eyes fall upon me and then over to my mate, Alaric.

      “Daughter, I need your talons and your rage. If my people were with me the night of the attack, there would have been a better chance that your mother would have lived.”  Nicodeamus’s grief is almost all-consuming until I shift to the form of my beast. The entire room falls silent as I loom over Bane, baring my canines as I look at him. The thick yellow-green venom drips from my upper canines as I lean forward and roar in Bane’s face.

      “I promised my father's head and heart would be yours, my love. Take them as a gift,” Alaric states coldly, his voice devoid of any emotion. With a single twist of his body, he hurls his father out and into the crowd. Apparently, Alaric has been paying attention; my beast likes the thrill of the hunt more than just fighting.

      “Alaric, no!” Bane shouts as he flies through the air.

      His body hits the marble floor hard as he rolls to a stop. Bane panics: he can't summon his dragon to help save his ass. Stories are already being whispered by my pack about how I took down Nexus by myself.

      Bane looks now to Katherine, tears freely flowing down her cheeks as she looks to her husband on the floor. “Katherine! Save me! Shift and burn them to the ground!”

      Bane’s last attempt at being rescued falls on deaf ears. Katherine shakes her head as I loom over Bane. “Husband, you knowingly allowed our king to face the horde alone. His mate died because of you and your poor choices. How can I be a loyal servant of the crown and allow your deeds to go unpunished?” Katherine looks at her husband, the sadness visible behind her eyes.

      Slowly, Katherine moves to my side and lightly touches my beast’s back. “Do what you must, child. Vengeance is yours.” Katherine bows to me and leaves the grand ballroom swiftly.

      I lower my massive head to his level and begin to growl, threatening Bane’s very existence. I’m enjoying seeing him afraid. Bane slowly stands and dusts himself off, and he looks at me smugly. “You won’t attack me like this.” He motions to my beast’s form. “I can’t shift. It would be in poor form to kill a defenseless man.”

      I tilt my head to the side, pondering what he just said, then I look over at Dimitri. Dimitri then looks to Nicodeamus, who leans in and says something for his ears only. Dimitri reaches to his belt and pulls out a short sword, which he slides across the floor to Bane. When the blade hits his foot, I back up, giving him room to pick it up. Thus, in one single motion, I have given him a weapon, and he becomes fair game the minute he picks the sword up.

      Bane grabs the sword quickly and dives for me, trying to catch me off guard. Bane aims the sword at my stomach. Quickly, I drop my gauntleted hand down and grab the sword before impact. I feel my eyes begin to glow a ghostly white as frost coats the sword. A quick twist of my wrist and the sword shatters in my hand. Several different clanging tones echo in the silent hall as the broken sword pieces hit the tile. Being the sarcastic bitch that I am, I attempt to make my beast curl its lips in a smirk as I stare at the now-terrified Bane.

      I shift back to my human form, leaving only my arms shifted. Bane is so distracted by my nudity he doesn’t realize what I’m about to do before it’s too late. With one quick swipe with frost-covered talons, I sever Bane’s left arm from his body. My talons, covered in permafrost cauterize the wound on contact. Bane screams out in pain and falls to his knees, holding his shoulder where his arm used to be. Dominik comes over to me and offers me his button-down shirt and assists with slipping it on. While we are distracted, Bane grabs what is left of the sword and lunges right at me.

      Alaric sees what his father is planning and he’s already in motion before Bane gets anywhere near me. Alaric’s taloned hand punches through Bane’s back and out the front, emerging with Bane’s heart in his hand. Blood spray covers Dominik and me. Me being me, I immediately start laughing as Alaric pulls his arm back out of his father’s chest. With a quick swipe of my talons, Bane’s head is severed from his body, sending more blood flying. The guests present are shocked at the scene that has just played out before them.

      I watch Alaric’s moves with rapt attention as he bends down and picks up his father's head with his free hand. When he stands directly before me, he drops to one knee and holds up his father's head and heart. It’s such a romantic gesture. Slowly, I bend down and kiss Alaric gently on the lips before accepting my prizes.

      “Friar, the wedding will go as planned in about twenty minutes. I need to go get cleaned up.” My eyes move to my other mates and close team; they nod and smile at me, accepting my choice. Nicodeamus and two handmaidens escort me out of the grand ballroom and back to my bedroom to clean up. Squires arrive before I leave, carrying clean shirts and slacks for the men.
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        * * *

      

      ~Alaric~

      Approximately thirty minutes later Nicodeamus shuffles us back into proper position. The band starts playing again and everyone turns their gaze to the double doors. Looking at the hall now, no one would be any the wiser that there was a killing in this very room so recently...

      The double doors open, and the first person to appear is Dimitri in a tuxedo. Hell has officially frozen over—the big guy is in a fancy tux. You know that is Aurora’s doing. Dimitri steps aside and reveals Aurora in a new gown: a replica of the one her mother had worn on her wedding day, blood red with gold embellishments. Seeing my mate as the bride she was meant to be earlier is breathtaking.

      Aurora holds her head high and walks with fluid grace. Her steps fall in time with the music, as if she has done this a hundred times. Aurora arrives at the altar and bows to her father and then to each mate in turn. Her eyes finally fall on me, and she lowers her head and remains in a curtsy before me. I cannot allow her to lower herself before me.

      Quickly, I step down the three steps to arrive before Aurora. For appearance's sake, I lightly touch under Aurora’s chin and allow her to rise. Traditions suck! Especially this one. Fucking old school bullshit. Aurora joins me before the Friar yet again.

      The Friar begins the ceremony again, this time with Nicodeamus at his side overseeing the whole thing.

      “Ladies and Gentlemen, I stand before you a corrected and humbled man. The pair before me... not only are they fated and true mates, they have also done the ancient scale ritual. The ritual itself dates back to the first dragons that walked this earth. A prized skull is sent along with an offered scale.” On the monitor behind the Friar, Aurora's video of her receiving the skull and scale from me plays.

      “If accepted, the scale is cut into the female’s flesh, and they wait to see if it heals.”  The Friar motions for Aurora to show the crowd my scale on her chest. Once she does, he returns to the ceremony.

      “Alaric’s scale lives on Aurora’s chest. In turn, Aurora picked out a skull and a scale and sent it back to Alaric.” The video changes to Ellis videoing Alaric receiving Aurora’s scale and skull. I then unbutton my dress shirt to show the audience that Aurora’s scale lives on me. We turn to the Friar as he repeats the sash ritual as before.

      At the end of the ritual, Nicodeamus steps forward with a ceremonial dagger. He offers the blade to me, then holds his hand out. Quickly, I cut Nicodeamus’s palm, and he allows his wound to bleed over our joined hands. “With my blood, this I swear.” Nicodeamus places his bloody hand on top of Aurora’s and mine for a few moments, then removes his hand.

      Nicodeamus takes the dagger back from me and slashes my palm. My free hand bleeds over mine and Aurora’s hands, then I lay my palm over our joined hands. “With my blood, this I swear.” I lean forward and kiss Aurora’s lips after speaking my part of the vow.

      Aurora smiles radiantly at me and offers her father her free hand. Nicodeamus hesitates a moment before slashing Aurora’s palm. Aurora bleeds over the bindings and then on my hand. “With my blood, this I swear.” She smiles and places her hand on top of mine after completing her part of the vow. The blood itself is the vow; it's a promise to always be there. It’s a promise to be loyal forever; to fail the vow is to accept death.

      Nicodeamus moves and places his bloody palm over the top of mine and Aurora’s hands again. The Friar looks at the completed ceremony, then back to the crowd. “I am honored to announce your new king and queen, King Alaric Kraus and Queen Aurora Kraus! They will jointly rule the Ice Dragon clan as well as the Lycan clans. Long live the king and queen!”

      The Friar completes his part of the ceremony then departs through the side door. The cheering lasts for almost an hour straight before the crowd settles down enough that we can finally hear each other over the noise.
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        * * *

      

      The celebration carries on well into the early hours of the morning. All the guests come and swear allegiance to Aurora and me in turn. Aurora makes it a point to introduce all of her mates to the dignitaries as they approach. None are above the others in her eyes, and she will maintain it that way. Every song, she finds herself in a different mate’s arms. It warms my heart to see how loving and devoted my mate is to all of us within her bond. Unlike the Lycan rulers of the past, she actually puts others before herself.

      Towards the end of the night, Dimitri finally gets the balls to ask Aurora for a dance. Dimitri leads her out on the dance floor and the lights are dimmed. Dimitri has picked “The Blue Danube” to be played for their dance. It's a lovely, spirited waltz that holds meaning for the two of them. Aurora tears up slightly at the thoughtful gesture. It happens to be the first song he taught her to dance to. They spin and waltz around the entire dance floor alone. No one else dares to interrupt the fluid beauty of their movements. The poise and grace these two apex predators display is impressive. Aurora looks like a sprite dancing next to Dimitri’s hulking form. Both are smiling like school children as they move in time with the music, not a care in the world.

      The song changes to another, more modern slow song, and they remain together on the dance floor. Aurora moves and rests her head on Dimitri’s chest, like a scene out of a romance movie. Dimitri’s large hand spans the width of Aurora’s lower back as he holds her tightly to him. Their movements are perfectly timed and slow beautifully with the current song. A man attempts to cut in, and Aurora damn near kills him. Dominik and Jayce move the gentleman away from Aurora and Dimitri. It's been a long time coming, those two getting together.

      Four slow songs later, and Dimitri and Aurora call it quits, finally. Nicodeamus and I have been fielding questions about the unlikely pair spending so much time together. I decide to jump into the current conversation and tell the dignitary that Dimitri is a mate of Aurora’s yet to be bound to her. The Dignitary bows his head and accepts my statement as gospel. Aurora moves to Jayce’s side and whispers in his ear that she’s tired. Dominik approaches Nicodeamus and me to let us know that Aurora needs to rest as we watch Jayce escort her out of the room.

      The party comes to an end around dawn, the last of the guests are ushered out the door. There is a lot to be discussed once everyone has slept. There are massive changes on the horizon, and plans have to be made to accommodate them.

      Nicodeamus ushers the guys into the large room that they share with Aurora. The main room is a sitting room and several bedrooms branch off the main room. Everyone separates and heads off to sleep.
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        December

      

      

      I rise out of bed and stretch slowly. I slept, but I’m still fucking tired. I swear, nothing I do seems to alleviate it. I head to the kitchen in my fuzzy sleep pants and Dominik’s sweatshirt that I stole from his bag yesterday. I move silently, walking barefoot through the marble halls heading towards the kitchen. I must be radiating my aggravation due to my exhaustion because everyone clears the halls when I pass them.

      Upon reaching the kitchen, I find Klaus teaching the chef some of the dishes of his clan. I guess I had a great idea when I chose to have heritage food nights to sample all the different foods out there. Dominik, Jayce, and Alaric are at the table having giant, fluffy waffles. My stomach begins to growl, and everyone turns to face me.

      I roll my eyes and take my seat at the table. Dominik smirks and pulls at his sweatshirt I’m wearing, letting me know he knows I took it. I shrug my shoulders, looking at him, then over to the chef. He comes running over with my steak smothered in salsa, fried peppers and onions, and homemade burrito wraps.

      Nicodeamus enters the kitchen and starts laughing at my antics. “Seriously? What the fuck, Dad? Can’t I enjoy what I want to eat without it being amusing?” I practically growl out my words as I feel my beast make herself known.

      Nicodeamus raises his hand, trying to show he meant no harm. “I’m sorry, daughter. I’m just a little concerned for you. With everything that needs to come to pass, we have a guest among us, I believe.” My father's eyes are those of his dragon, and my eyes shift to those of my beast as we stare at each other.

      I’m cranky, tired, and really not in the mood for his games. I start shoveling my breakfast into my mouth. Tired, hungry... yeah, I’m a fucking ray of sunshine over here. The royal physician decides to come into the room and begins to approach me.

      A wave of frost shoots out in all directions from me as I stand to face him head-on. “Leave us alone!” My voice is not my own: its tone is that of my beast. My arms and hands shift rapidly. I am on the defensive, and I’m not sure why. I’m feeling my beast fight me for control. She hasn't done that since the time Dimitri smelt of the other woman.

      Alaric waves the terrified physician off and comes to hold me, trying to soothe me. The soft rumble of his dragon puts my beast at ease. Alaric moves me to his side of the table, and I climb onto his lap and press my forehead to his throat.

      Nicodeamus clears his throat. “Aurora, I believe we need to have a talk, sweetheart.” Nicodeamus pulls up a chair close to Alaric and waits for me to lift my head.

      “I don’t want to. I don’t feel good, and I’m fucking tired.” I yawn promptly after speaking, then place my forehead back against Alaric’s throat. One of the guys must have ordered hard-boiled eggs, and the smell makes my stomach instantly protest. I leap off Alaric’s lap and run out onto the balcony where I vomit my breakfast over the railing. Jayce is at my side, holding my hair back so I won’t get puke in it. Eventually, all my mates and my father come outside with me.

      Great. I look and feel like shit, and now everyone wants to be all Kumbaya up in this mother. I’d start growling at them, but quite frankly, I don’t have the energy right now. My father holds out a glass of ginger tea to me and I sip it slowly. I’m stressed the fuck out, and everyone is staring at me like, hell, I don’t even know right now.

      “Aurora, daughter, you’re carrying the next heir. One of these geniuses got you pregnant while you were in heat.” Nicodeamus gives the boys each a sharp glare before looking at me tenderly.

      “Depending on which male is the father, you could possibly deliver in as soon as three months or as long as seven months. Your mother carried you to term at five months because of your hybrid status.”  I’m hearing the words coming out of his mouth, but it isn’t registering just yet.

      I hand my father back the glass and walk away from the group. Dimitri always used to hold me when I didn't feel good, so he is the one I logically seek out. Dimitri, however, is still in bed, sleeping. He looks so peaceful, all stretched out on his huge bed. I approach slowly from the far side of the bed and snuggle into his side. He reflexively turns and kisses my forehead, mumbling something about how's his cub.

      I flat out tell him, “I puked, I'm tired, and my dad is talking crazy talk.” Dimitri turns and curls his large form around me and buries his nose in my hair like he always does. I almost fall asleep instantly in one of the safest places I know.

      I know my mates seek me out at some point, but I am too tired and snuggled to care. Some poor male servant enters Dimitri’s room, I’m guessing to wake him up like usual. Dimitri’s shift happens instantly. His bear leaps off the bed and rises up onto its hind legs, roaring at the man.

      My mates and father come as quickly as they can. Nicodeamus attempts to talk Dimitri down from his rage, not having seen me in his bed. I yawn and slowly slide out of bed to come up to Dimitri's side. I look up to his angry bear and wrap my arms around his middle the best I can. Slowly I feel his bear settle within my grasp, and I back away, allowing him to land on all fours. Dimitri’s bear sniffs me from toes to nose, making sure I’m okay. Three times his bear presses its nose to my lower stomach then looks up to me.

      I don’t understand what he’s getting at. Carefully, I climb onto Dimitri’s back and lie down. At least with me up here, he won’t do anything rash. My father ushers the frightened servant away before closing and locking the door behind him. Dimitri brings me back to what’s left of his bed; I slide off and make myself comfortable.

      Dimitri’s bear meanders over to the ensuite bathroom, where he chooses to resume his human form. Dimitri comes back out in sleep pants and a bathrobe. “Aurora, I could have killed that man. If you’re going to climb in bed with me, lock the door. My instinct to protect you and your child is too strong.” Dimitri’s eyes beg me to understand him, that he’s not mad at me: he’s worried for the rest of the population.

      I sit there staring at Dimitri and think back over the last two, almost three weeks of being here. My eyes widen as all the pieces of the puzzle snap together. I look between the twins and Alaric, then over to my father. My hand lands on the small swell of my stomach, and I lightly rub the small dome.

      “Holy fuck!”

      Yeah, not exactly the most eloquent way of announcing a pregnancy, but hey, it’s me, right? I’m about as subtle as a freight train. I start crying. I can’t fucking help it. I’m scared more than anything. Me? A mom? Whose fucking brilliant idea was that? I have severe anger issues! The guys are honestly not sure what to do with and for me right now.

      Dimitri kneels before me and lays his head on my lap and hugs my legs. Out of reflex, I start to run my fingers through his thick brown hair. I slowly begin to calm down and relax again. I begin to hum the old Romanian lullaby he used to sing to me as a child.

      Nicodeamus ushers the boys out of Dimitri’s room, then comes to sit beside us. “You two share a bond that spans more years than anyone here. It’s hard to go from guardian to lover. The bond is there; I see how you two seek each other out for comfort.” Dad tilts his head as he studies Dimitri and me.

      “For example, what happened here today. Aurora wasn’t feeling well, so who did she seek out? Dimitri, you bring her a different kind of safety and security that her bonded mates can’t. Aurora, Dimitri has been your rock since you were itty bitty. You both have a mental block that's preventing this bond from blazing to life after that witch's brew.” Nicodeamus slowly rises and leaves the room.

      Dimitri slowly climbs onto his bed with me and lays his head entirely in my lap so he can look up at me. I can see the turmoil behind his brilliant amber eyes. I know he loves me, and I know it’s more than just as a guardian. I can't and won't push him; he needs to come to this conclusion on his own. I’m just glad I’m not nuts. My wolf was right; he is ours. I lean down slowly and gently place a kiss on his full, pouting lips. My hands caress his beard-covered cheeks as my fingers thread through his facial hair.

      I always had a thing for the big guy, so I honestly can't help myself. Kissing Dimitri feels like coming home, where I’m always safe and protected. Dimitri breaks the kiss and sits up, kneeling on the bed with his ass resting on his heels. He carefully lifts me up to straddle his lap, which I do willingly. I wrap my arms around his neck and look deep into his eyes. He’s fighting his instincts; I can see it. Part of me is upset he doesn't want me, and the other part wants to rip Elena's head from her shoulders.

      “We don’t have to do anything, D. I don’t want you to feel pressured.” I smile at him and lightly kiss his lips, trying to reassure him.

      Without hesitation, Dimitri launches forward and pins me beneath him on the bed. He captures my lips with a renewed passion that he’s never shown before. I can’t help but sink into his embrace and follow his lead. Dimitri’s hands roam all over my body, caressing every curve. Every new sensation is driving me nuts. I have to have him. My beast demands it. I break the kiss and begin to nip and suck at his throat. His moans are music to my ears.

      I feel his rather large erection press against my lower stomach as he begins to grind against me. I take a chance and bite his collarbone hard, drawing a small amount of blood. In an instant, I can feel Dimitri’s hands shift as he begins to shred the offending clothing off my body. It takes Dimitri mere moments to have me bare before him. We’ve been naked before each other many times in the past, but this time is different. Dimitri’s gaze isn’t passive like it has been for most of my life. His gaze burns with an inner fire that I never thought I’d see from him. He’s staring down at me, looking like he’s ready to devour me. Suddenly, he shakes his head as if clearing a fog and looks embarrassed. I feel the evidence of his excitement roll down my side and onto the bed. Dimitri was so excited he experienced premature ejaculation.

      “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to,” Dimitri says in a hushed tone, low enough for only me to hear. He leaves the bed quickly, only to return a few moments later with a washcloth and a towel to clean me up.

      Once I’m clean, I kiss him again before moving to his closet to find something to wear. I find Dimitri’s fuzzy sweatshirt that I’ve always loved. I slip it on over my head, and it goes down to my knees. I have a woman’s version of blue balls.
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        * * *

      

      I exit Dimitri’s room, and in the sitting room stand all my guys. I roll my eyes at them, then duck into my room. I shower quickly and dress in leggings and Dimitri’s sweatshirt. Just before I leave my room, I can hear my father and Dimitri talking about what happened. My father sits there, giving him words of encouragement, and advises him to jerk off before he tries again. I stifle a laugh, picturing the look on Dimitri’s face after my father says that. I can’t help but shake my head at my father’s logic. I turn and go out on my balcony and look around outside. On the terrace next to me stands Klaus, looking out over the frozen landscape.

      “Penny for your thoughts?” I figure I’ll break the ice.

      “Just a bit homesick, princess.” Klaus shrugs his shoulders, then turns to face me fully. He looks a lot like the guy that played the most recent version of Superman. Thick, broad shoulders, a strong jawline and thick, dark-brown almost black hair. He’s now the leader of the German Lycan pack due to the death of his father at the Strigoi’s claws.

      “A lot has changed in a short period of time, and it's a lot to adjust to,” he says with a sigh before raising his eyes to meet mine. I don’t take it as a challenge, so I don’t push my Alpha power on him.

      “Yeah, tell me about it...” I say as I rest my hand on my stomach for a moment.

      “Tell me about your pack, Klaus. What’s your home like?” I lean on the marble railing, looking over at Klaus as he studies me. Snow is gently falling between us, giving the moment a very fairy tale feel.

      Klaus smiles at me, then looks out over the frozen landscape, getting a dreamy look as he thinks about home. “I believe you would love it, my Queen. My family and pack are from the Swartzwald, otherwise known as the Black Forest. There are roe deer to hunt and plenty of wild boar. The forest seems to go on forever. I love being in the woods with my pack. You have to hunt with us before we attack the Strigoi.” Klaus turns and looks at me with so much joy and excitement.

      It makes my heart melt the way he’s looking at me right now. My wolf softly makes her content sound in the back of my mind and gently says, “Mine?”

      Her voice uttering those words makes me step back. I shake my head for a moment, and that movement causes Klaus to become concerned. He jumps the distance between our balconies to be at my side in an instant. He envelops me in his strong arms to support my weight. The boys all come charging in, feeling the change in me. All of them are concerned for my health and that of my pup.

      Alaric swoops in and scoops me up. He carries me to the bed and lays me down. The royal physician checks me over and suspects my blood sugar must have dropped from getting sick this morning. Jayce grabs Klaus and they run out of the room to get me food and drinks. I shake my head and look at my father.

      “Guys? Can I have a few moments alone with my father?” I look between Dominik, Alaric, and Dimitri, and they all nod slowly and reluctantly leave the room.

      Nicodeamus comes to sit beside me on the bed and kisses my temple. “What is it, daughter? Are you not well? What do you need of me? Name it, and it’s yours.” My father gently rests his hand on my stomach, attempting to sense the baby. He smiles at what he's feeling, then looks to me, waiting for my response.

      “I need your counsel more than anything, Father. My wolf asked me if Klaus was mine just before I got lightheaded. Is it possible that he’s the mate I should have had before those assholes did what they did?” Nicodeamus comes to sit beside me, and I lean my head on my father's shoulder. I’m hungry, tired, and still aggravated at Sebastian’s and Elena’s betrayal.

      Nicodeamus adjusts himself on the bed, then taps his fingertip on his chin, pondering my question. He gently kisses my forehead then begins to speak. “He’s not a bad choice as a mate. I’m glad your wolf chose him over his brother. They did send a nice group to the original base, and I’m glad they were there with us during the attack on the road.” My father hugs me the best he can, then gets up off the bed.

      “I’d better let all the boys in so they can see you. We shouldn't allow them to worry too much.” Nicodeamus makes it to the door and turns to smile at me once more before letting the guys back in.

      Jayce and Klaus have enough food to feed an army. I find out that everyone is staying with me to have brunch. Everyone finds a spot on my king-sized bed and begins to eat. I feel much better having all of the guys this close to me. Alaric apparently has something on his mind and clears his throat before beginning to speak.

      “Not to ruin the calm atmosphere we have going on here, but we need to consider heading to the palace post-haste, to fully claim the throne. We have a large enough contingent of dragons to fly there in about two hours or less, as long as the winds are favorable. Aurora and Nicodeamus would be with me, if that’s ok with you, sir?” Alaric bows his head to Nicodeamus as he steps back into the room. He knows that his offer could be taken as an insult because Nicodeamus is also a dragon.

      Nicodeamus stands and moves to the same side of the bed as Alaric and places his hand on Alaric’s shoulder. “I would be honored to be able to fly with you and my daughter.” Alaric stands, and he and Nicodeamus embrace.

      I'm guessing it had to be a big deal. How the fuck should I know? I’m sitting over here stuffing my face with all kinds of food, honestly not giving a fuck about too much. A knock sounds at my door, and the boys all go on high alert. I’m guessing their animals are even more protective now that I’m pregnant. I watch the door as Alaric goes to answer it. It's his mother, Katherine, come to visit.

      “Arrangements are all made. We have enough dragons as well as flight cars for the troops to be carried in. We will be accompanied by our people as well as some of the Red and Black Dragons. Apparently, your father, Alaric, was not as liked as we were led to believe. After the display you and Aurora put on at the first wedding, you have gained a ton of supporters.” Katherine moves past her son to come over to my side. I’m still leery as fuck when it comes to her, and to be honest, I really don't trust anyone outside of my core group.

      “Aurora, I had clothing specially made for you for the flight as well for your arrival at court.” Katherine removes the large velvet pouch from under her cloak and offers it to me.

      My eyes move to Klaus and he accepts the pouch and opens it for me. Within the pouch sits a beautiful crown cut from a single piece of ruby. I look it over, then lower my head to Klaus, who places it upon my head. Surprisingly, it is a perfect fit. I hear a gasp and look over to my father who looks like he’s seen a ghost.

      “What is it, father?” I shoot myself to the edge of the bed then move quickly to his side.

      Nicodeamus kisses my temple and smiles as he gently removes the crown from my head. “This once belonged to the Blood Queen. She was your great-grandmother on my side. You want to talk about a woman who ruled by her talons and frost? That was her.” Nicodeamus laughs a bit.

      “It’s truly fitting that you now wear her crown; it will make a bold statement when we arrive at the palace. There’s going to be a point you won't be able to shift, so we must make our point while you can.” Nicodeamus gently places the crown back on my head, then kneels before me and kisses my stomach.

      “Never fear, little one, you will always be protected. Wait till you’re old enough for story time. The stories we will tell you about your mother will impress you immensely.” Nicodeamus kisses my stomach once more, then stands and kisses my forehead.

      Katherine looks gobsmacked by the information she just witnessed and heard. “You’re pregnant? When did this happen? Who is the father?” She looks frantically between all of the guys, and I just start laughing, one of those Joker laughs that are quite unnerving.

      “Does it truly matter? I am queen; my blood runs through this baby’s veins.” I fully unleash my Alpha powers on the room. I am borderline in a rage over Katherine's line of questioning. My bonded mates do not bow or break under my power, and my father remains standing as well. Klaus resists much longer than Dimitri does, and poor Katherine hits the floor the minute I had to urge to subjugate her.

      “My mates shall be referred to as Their Royal Highnesses from now on, Katherine. If I even think you are the slightest bit of a threat to what’s mine… your head will go on my throne.” I walk away from Katherine and sit next to my father. I am waiting for her to challenge my authority.

      Alaric comes up behind me and wraps his thick arms around my body. His large hands rest on the small swell of my stomach. “Mother, you have gone too far this time. You need to respect Aurora’s mates the same way you respect me. They are my brothers in arms, my bond mates. I am king, and so are they as far as Aurora and I are concerned.” A rumbling growl from his dragon echoes in the room, showing his displeasure.

      “If this is a problem, I will not allow you near our child. I say ‘our’ because no matter who sires the children, they will all be ours at the end of the day.” Alaric’s words make me tear up as I look at the other males gathered. They each raise their fists over their hearts in a sign of solidarity. Alaric bows his head to each male in turn.

      “My love, please release everyone. We need to get going.” I nod slightly and rein my power in.

      Carefully, I turn in Alaric’s arms and kiss him. In turn, he passes me off to Dominik, who kisses me passionately before passing me off to Jayce. Jayce is such a show-off, sweeping me into a dip and kissing me enthusiastically. I’m giggling when he finally stands me up and passes me off to Dimitri. I look up to the big guy, and he suddenly looks bashful. He knows he’s not a bonded mate, but Alaric's mom doesn’t. I grip his cheeks with both hands and pull him down to me for a nice, gentle, longing kiss. I feel his shaft harden between us, and I smile. Mission accomplished.

      Dimitri reluctantly passes me off to Klaus. Klaus and I look shocked that we have ended up together. I watch his wolf’s amber eyes flare to the surface, and I smile at his bold move. My beast isn’t thrilled with the challenge, so she makes her presence known. Without warning, my beast urges me to bite him. My canines elongate as I feel scales rippling up and down my arms and spine. I hear the guys as if I’m underwater. My vision blurs for a moment, then the next thing I know, I taste blood in my mouth. I struggle with my beast for control, and eventually, she backs down. I find myself with Klaus’s shoulder in my mouth, my canines sunk deeply in his flesh.

      I’m almost to the point of panic when I feel the burning, stinging pain of him biting my shoulder in return. Klaus just so happened to bite me over Sebastian’s original mark. The bond snaps into place, and the ghost of Sebastian is just about gone. I no longer feel him the way I use to. I release Klaus’s shoulder and lick the wound clean, and he does the same to mine. The room is so silent you can hear a pin drop. What potentially could have been a dangerous situation has become a thing of beauty. Klaus’s right-hand grips the back of my neck, and he presses his forehead to mine.

      He whispers ever so softly, “I’m glad you never stopped looking for me, my angel.” He kisses my nose before releasing me into my father's care.

      Nicodeamus and I sit back and watch the guys hug it out and do their guy things. I just shake my head at their antics, and I look longingly at Dimitri. “Will he ever come around, Father?” My eyes turn to gaze up at my father, hoping for him to impart some great wisdom to me.

      “In time, daughter. The big guy has been through so much. He will probably feel better back on his home turf, in Romania. I plan to seek out his clan, if any live, for him to have some form of closure.” Nicodeamus kisses my forehead and ushers me through to my dressing room. The gown and the flight attire are hanging on several hangers around this ornate room. Three handmaidens rush over to help me dress for this momentous event.

      It's the first time in the Ice Dragon Palace history that a half-breed and a hybrid will sit upon the throne. The gown laid out for me is a baby blue with sapphires and diamonds sewn into the dress's bodice. The corseted top emphasizes my ample breasts and Alaric's scale. Again, with this gown, the sleeves are a large, flared tear-drop shape. I feel like a medieval queen rather than a modern one.

      Formalities suck. I look down, and the slight dome of my stomach is visible, and ornate gemstones emphasize its presence. I roll my eyes, thinking that Alaric has done this on purpose. Next, the handmaids help me slip into the thick, caribou, floor-length coat. I notice hand sewn wolves and dragons adorn the length of the baby-soft leather. The fur on the inside is super soft and very warm. The handmaids then give me riding gloves and special fur-lined boots. A small satchel is handed to me, containing my dress shoes for when we arrive. I return my crown back into its velvet pouch and slip it in with my shoes. An arctic fox hat is given to me, and I clip the chin strap in place. Once I am fully dressed for the journey, the handmaids lead me outside to a great field filled with dragons as far as the eye can see.

      I don’t need any assistance spotting my mate among the other dragons. His horns reach high above his head. I gently reach inside my coat and rub his scale. The minute I touch it, his great head whips around to look at me. I remain where I am, not wanting to venture out into the snow and the ice in my human form for fear of injury. I spot my father sitting in front of Alaric’s wings in a notch between his spines. Nicodeamus looks almost as excited as I do about this flight.

      Alaric’s great dragon stops before me and lays down flat on the ground. Dimitri and Dominik rush over to my side to help me get onto Alaric’s back. I’m not that far along, I don’t think, but then again, I’m not sure when I got pregnant. With the aid of Alaric’s wing and the steadying hands of Dominik and Dimitri, I take my place behind Alaric’s crown of horns. I look back and wave at my father before patting Alaric’s neck.

      I reach out to him through our bond. I’m ready, my love. Let's fly!

      His response through the bond is almost immediate. As you wish! Alaric says, filled with love and his own excitement.

      My silly mate is quoting one of my favorite movies of all time. I giggle softly and grip the horn closest to me as I feel his dragon rock a bit as he stands. Once standing, he roars, sending the Black Dragons into the air first as our guards. When he feels the moment is safe enough, he leaps up, launching us into the sky.

      I hear my father, Nicodeamus, screaming his excitement and joy into the afternoon sky. Your father seems to be quite pleased, my love. Are you happy as well? Is the baby ok? Alaric asks, happy yet concerned for our well-being.

      We are well, love. No nausea and no discomfort. As for my father, you’ve given him the gift of flight again. I laugh a bit through the bond. You do realize you are going to be his favorite after this? I state as I try not to laugh. Poor Alaric doesn't know how badly my father yearned to be sky-bound again. I can feel his dragon jiggle a bit as if laughing to himself.

      I look at all the other dragons flying around us in formation. It’s truly a beautiful sight to behold. I watch a myriad of colors move around us as we fly. We have a good tailwind, and the dragons get to glide on the thermals more often than not so as not to expend excessive energy.

      We fly over small villages and mountain ranges. It's amazing how far one can see from up here. I try not to move too much so I don't distract Alaric. His dragon occasionally makes noises, and the four Black Dragons with us turn in unison so Alaric can show me the sights he wants me to see on our trip.

      The palace's spires can be seen in the distance, nestled in the cliff face of one of the tallest mountains. There is no access except if you can fly or be carried up there by the looks of it. Strategically, it's probably the safest place for me to birth the next heir. First, the boys and I have to make our presence known within dragon society. I watch the palace and see a contingent of dragons fly out toward us. I feel quite anxious. My beast wants us to shift and be ready.

      Alaric reaches out to me to try to calm me. It’s normal protocol, love. Please calm down. We mustn’t appear hostile. I can’t fight with you and the baby on my back. I will not risk you two. Alaric’s voice is pleading. At his urging, I settle down and rest my hand on my stomach. Fuck, it feels like the fucking thing has grown. Maybe it's just the way that I’m sitting. Nope, I’m pretty fucking sure it's bigger. Fuck my life. How the fuck am I supposed to battle like this?

      Alaric roars out several times and banks to his left, showing his cargo to the incoming dragons. I raise my arm and show off my brand, the mark of the House of Marelup. I know the dragons have phenomenal vision, so I know they see it. What appears to be the leader roars at us, then turns back to the palace. Great move, love, showing off your brand. Apparently, Sebastian sent word ahead that an imposter was going to be here to kill them off.

      Alaric has a bit of a laugh to his voice. The dumb fuck is here somewhere in the castle. Apparently, he has an Earl’s protection for his visit. This should be interesting, Alaric says, still laughing mentally. I’m not finding it funny at all. I’m fucking pregnant and getting fucking huge, and now my psycho ex-mate is here. I’m going to use his intestines for garland.

      Alaric lands in the central courtyard, and I don't budge till my guys come to get me. Alaric keeps his head held up high and remains standing till our close-knit group gets to us. I’m already on edge knowing Sebastian is here somewhere in this fucking maze of a castle. I’ll kill the motherfucker for what he did. After what feels like forever, the guys finally make it over to us. Dimitri and Klaus are the ones to help me down most of the way, and I’m handed off to Dominik and Jayce.

      Jayce has decided to shift to his Dire Wolf form because he feels he can better protect me that way. I’ll be honest, I do feel better with one of the twins as their wolf. Jayce presses his muzzle against my stomach, and he makes me laugh. I run my fingers through his fur and rest my hand on his shoulders as we walk. Alaric and my father flank my left and right side. Dimitri takes point, while Klaus and Dominik bring up the rear protecting our backs.

      I have put my crown back on my head, as well as the dress shoes that were given to me before we departed. I pass off the bag of extra riding gear to Klaus’s brother to hold for me. We arrive at the palace's double doors, and a fat, balding man with a sash and medals meets us at the door. “Your Highnesses, I am Ulrick, Duke of the southern province. I welcome you to the Ice Dragon castle.” He bows quite stiffly.

      Every move he makes, I analyze the fuck out of it. My estimation is he’s hiding something, and he’s protecting Sebastian. My resting bitch face is perfect, nothing is betrayed. Alaric steps forward and introduces us to the Earl. The Earl's eyes widen as he looks at me. He recognizes the crown, and he acknowledges my name and father. I don’t bother moving from Jayce’s side, nor do I try to extend my hand for the Earl to kiss. On the flight over, my father educated me on how my great-grandmother used to be. I am emulating her the best that I can—the I don't give a fuck game is strong with this one.

      Once inside the castle, Jayce growls lowly in the back of his throat. I speak to him through the bond. What is it, love? I run my fingers through his fur, trying to calm him down.

      I scent Sebastian, he’s not far away. I gently pat Jayce’s back once he finishes speaking to me.

      I know, I smell him too, I reply to him through the bond, allowing Alaric, Dominik, and now Klaus in on the conversation. Klaus looks at me, shocked that he just heard me. Dominik goes on to explain to Klaus about the bond and how it all works.

      We continue through the halls and are led to a suite similar to the one we shared at the Chalet. Dominik strips and shifts to his Dire Wolf; he and Jayce search the rooms making sure they are safe and secure. “Is this truly necessary?” the Earl states in a rather uppity tone.

      Oh, fuck no, I'm not having this. I motion to my guys, and they move to stand beside me. Jayce and Dominik flank my sides as I stare at the Earl. “Kneel,” I say—it's the first word I have spoken since my arrival.

      The Earl starts laughing at my request. “Me? Kneel? To you? Ha! You’re just a mutt that won’t last a day on the throne.” The Earl keeps laughing as I slowly remove the flight coat, passing it to Dimitri.

      I unbutton the top of my sleeves so that they fall to hang loosely at my side. I smile and wink at Alaric before looking back to the Earl. “You have been weighed and measured.” I shake my head at him and shift my arms to my armored gauntlets. Thick, pearl-white scales cover my arms from elbow to fingertips; my nails turning into long, thick, curved, white dragon talons. My eyes shift to my beast's mercury orbs with the black dragon slits; small, pearl-white dragon scales decorate around my eyes and down the bridge of my nose.

      “You are Earl no more.” I unleash the full weight of my Alpha power, making the Earl crash to his knees before me. I hear several people fall and glass shatter.

      “I’m not the one who needs to worry about surviving with me on the throne. My mother was Anca. My great-grandmother, the Blood Queen. Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to, you insolent whelp? You want to call me a mutt?” My upper lip curls up to expose my canines that have descended. “For a pure-blood, you’re too inbred to remain in power. I now strip you and your family of title and lands.”

      With a flourish of my hand, I curl my fingers in so that I can examine my talons before looking back up at the Earl. “If you’re not careful, your skull will join my collection.” Alaric comes up to my side and kisses my cheek. I slowly release my grip on my power, reining it back in. Ulrick is ghost white as he looks at my partially shifted form. Alaric stands beside me, his arms shifted to look exactly like mine. We present a unified front. Ulrick starts begging for forgiveness: apparently, Sebastian had gotten to him first and fed him lies. Oh yes, I will be hunting Sebastian down real soon.

      Dimitri ejects Ulrick from the suite. As soon as the door closes, I shift back to fully human and almost collapse from exertion. The boys grab hold of me and move me to the big bed. Alaric and Nicodeamus leave the room, seeking out food and drink for me. Jayce and Dominik, in their wolven forms, lie on either side of me, keeping me warm and safe so the others can move about and unpack.

      I see the worry on Dimitri’s and Klaus's faces as they look at my semi weakened state. I gently rub the small swell of my stomach as I ponder the events of our arrival. There are several things I know that are true. First, my ex is here spreading lies and sowing the seeds of fear among the ranks. Second, he wouldn't be here of his own volition; he’s definitely not smart enough to target this place on his own. Third, my strength is directly tied to how well I’m being fed while carrying my baby.

      It’s been about a week and a half since I enjoyed the twins during my heat, and less than a week after it was Alaric. Any of the three of them could be the father; the big difference is the gestation length. The door opens suddenly with Alaric and Nicodeamus carrying trays of food. Katherine and Alaric’s sister, Sabine, enter the room behind the guys. It’s the first time I’ve seen Alaric’s sister in her human form. She’s beautiful and is almost a carbon copy of her mother.

      Dominik and Jayce start to growl at Sabine, she’s someone new to them, and I’m not feeling well. My father and Alaric set the spread for me to eat at the table in the middle of the room. Jayce and Dominik move their large wolven bodies, assisting me to the chair at the head of the table. They flank my side, watching the room very closely. “What brings you to my chambers, Katherine?” I ask before sniffing the leg of lamb several times before biting into it.

      “We wish to check on the child you carry. Rumors have it that it’s very powerful,” Katherine states with a hopeful look in her eyes. I narrow my eyes as I look at her. A deep, rumbling growl escapes my lips as the tabletop begins to freeze before me.

      I look between the guys, shifting my eyes to that of my beast, and really look at Katherine and Sabine. I don’t see anything out of the ordinary with them. I reach out through the mate bond to the guys. Alaric, I know it’s your mom and sister, but their interest concerns me greatly; I’m not comfortable with them being here. What are everyone else's thoughts? I leave it as an open question to the group. Maybe I’m just paranoid, or perhaps I'm onto something?

      The twins chime in together almost precisely at the same time. We trust your instincts: if you say something is wrong, then we believe you. Both guys’ wolves nuzzle me at the same time, emphasizing their stance.

      I can tell that Klaus is struggling with trying to use the bond since it is not fully cemented in place. I extend my hand to him—direct contact will allow the connection to flow much easier for him. Gently, Klaus takes my hand in his much larger one. My grandmother is a very experienced midwife, perhaps we can send for her? The other guys nod in agreement with Klaus’s suggestion.

      Alaric, love, please take some guards and Klaus back to his pack. Gather his grandmother and whatever she feels she needs to take care of me. For all intents and purposes, I must not appear weak at any time. My mates nod at me, and I look to Dimitri.

      “Care to escort me around the castle while Alaric is busy?” I manage to gorge myself on enough food that I feel my strength returning in full. I carefully rebutton my sleeves then extend a hand to Dimitri. He places my hand on this thick forearm and allows me to use him to steady myself. “As for my child, Katherine, its power is none of your concern. If you’re not careful, you’ll find yourself right along with Ulrick.”

      “As you wish, my Queen,” Dimitri says with a smirk as we watch my father handle the in-laws. Dimitri opens the door, and Dominik and Jayce step into the hallway before us. We leisurely stroll through the halls, looking at art and listening to the local gossip. Apparently, the servants are singing my praises for putting Ulrick in his place.
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      We finally find the throne room, and I move towards it. Dominik and Jayce both start growling immediately, which halts me in my tracks. Sebastian comes strolling out from behind the throne, missing half of his left arm. Gee, I wonder how that happened? I should have taken his heart instead.

      “Is it mine?” Sebastian asks, looking at my elaborate dress that emphasizes the small curve of my growing belly. He attempts to move closer, Dominik and Jayce immediately move in front of me. My Dire Wolf mate’s hackles stand on end as their heads lower into attack mode. I can see the venom dripping from Jayce’s canines, I look at Dominik, and I can visibly see the tension in his coiled muscles.

      Dimitri is the only one that appears to be completely calm. Dimitri moves to wrap his thick arm around my middle, opening his hand wide, and palms my belly, covering it completely. “It’s not your’s, you dumb fuck, it’s mine,” Dimitri growls and bares his teeth; I witness his canines descend while his eyes take on the amber-gold color of his bear. It’s the first time he’s shown any possession over me; I’m getting wet just thinking about it.

      Dimitri’s proclamation visibly shakes Sebastian to the core. I can see the white-blue of his wolf’s eyes glowing from where he stands on the steps leading up to the throne. “If he charges, he’s mine. I’m going to provoke him a bit more first.” I speak through the bond so that everyone knows what's going on. I rest my hands on Dominik and Jayce simultaneously, silently telling them to move to the side. I turn my head and kiss Dimitri on the lips passionately. Sebastian’s growl is unmistakable. At this point, I’m pretty sure I’ve got him.

      Sebastian starts to clap and sarcastically say, “Bravo!” over and over.

      I break away from Dimitri and look at Sebastian. “All you had to do was give me an heir, then the Lycan throne would have been mine. But no, you had to send Andre to investigate all the elder families. You signed his death-warrant that day.” I feel scales emerge along my spine and ripple from my hairline base down to my tailbone. My stomach twists in knots, listening to Sebastian, thinking about Andre and how he died. Shot down like common prey instead of face to face like men. Sebastian drones on, eventually snapping me out of my inner monologue.

      “It’s your fault, really, that he’s dead. Poor bastard trusted the wrong people.” Sebastian slowly strolls down the stairs, enunciating every word spoken. He’s smart enough to remain out of my physical strike zone, that cocky grin I used to find sexy now grates on my nerves. “If you haven’t connected the dots, Aurora, I killed Andre.”

      I shift my eyes to that of my beast. I focus on the area behind the throne while Dominik and Jayce scan the rest of the room. Sebastian has at least four others behind a secret passageway behind the throne. I reach out to my father and inform him as to what’s happening. He, in turn, learns from Alaric how to access that area from a different room. “I figured you did. Let’s face it, you and your witch of a mother got too comfortable and sloppy.” I start to laugh as I lean back against Dimitri’s broad chest. Slowly, I close my eyes and open the bond wide so that all of my mates hear everything.

      “By some miracle, I ended up being sent, by Vlad’s sister,”—I hold up one taloned finger—“to his other sister, who just so happens to have a son.” I hold up a second taloned finger, counting off the facts. “Elena purposely spiked my tea then sent three genetic rejects and you to meet me.” After raising the third finger, I shake my head and then raise it to look at Sebastian again. My steel-grey eyes lock on him; I’m starting to enjoy this way too much.

      “Of course, the first Strigoi attack I experience is with your pack. Coincidence? I think not.” A fourth finger is raised. “Then, there was your cousin’s attempt on my life and two different females, one of which was probably your true mate.” I raise a fifth finger, then lower one, counting now up to six. “Oh, and don’t get me started on the Strigoi camp stationed not far from your pack!” I lower another finger now up to seven. My eyes move between Jayce and Dominik then back to Sebastian.

      “Your greed robbed us both of our Lycan’s true mates.” Smirking, I look down for a moment then smile broadly as I look back at Sebastian.

      “Well, actually, just you. I found mine. You’ve been reduced to a feather-light ghost in the back of my mind.” A maniacal laugh escapes my crimson lips.

      “Hell, I probably killed your true mate at your camp.” I flex my taloned fingers that I had used to count with before resting the tip of a talon on my chin.

      “I wonder which bitch it was?” I narrow my eyes on him; his grief-stricken reaction tells me that he's more attached than I am. This is handy information.

      I slightly pull away from Dimitri and rest my hand on his side where Sebastian had touched the blade to his ribcage. “What’s the one thing I’ve always said, Sebastian?” I turn to face him and slowly prowl towards him—my ample breasts struggling to break free of my heart-shaped gown top. I step more towards his left side, stopping within my striking distance. Under the sleeves of my beautiful gown, I calmly flex my hands, itching to sink my talons into his flesh. I look up to Sebastian adoringly, all the while plotting his death that's seconds away.

      Hesitantly, he raises his hand and rubs the back of his knuckles along my jaw. His touch repulses me to the point my stomach starts to turn sour. I keep telling myself, just a few more seconds. “Care to remind me, beautiful?”

      He leans in slowly, and just before his lips touch mine, I lunge forward and drive my talons up into his stomach, continuing up into his chest. I feel that all too familiar tearing of flesh and the sliding of scales over intestines. The muscle that separates the abdomen and rib cage really isn't that strong and easily grants passage to his vital organs. The rhythmic beating of his heart in my hand is soothing. Small pulses of blood run down my inner forearm as I look up into his shocked eyes. His lungs slowly expand, touching my sharp, bladed scales; I know every breath he takes is shredding his lungs to pieces. I give his heart a bit of a squeeze to emphasize the dire situation he's currently in.

      Quite literally, I have his heart in my hand. I quickly take my left hand and cut his right hand off, then grip his throat—the dripping of his blood echoes in the silent throne room. His blood has managed to ruin my pretty gown, and it’s sprayed all over the throne room floors. Sebastian is gasping for breath as I slowly apply pressure to his heart. I feel when Alaric and Klaus use the bond to watch through my eyes.

      “Sebastian, tsk tsk tsk... My golden rule hasn’t ever changed. Never fuck with those under my protection and never threaten what’s mine!” As I scream the final word, I rip down, pulling his still-beating heart free from his chest. His blood runs slowly between the spaces of my scales. My left-hand moves quickly as I use my talons to sever his head from his body. In a very “300” style move, I kick his chest, sending his body to the floor in a pool of his own blood.

      I bend my knees and pick up Sebastian’s head with my free hand and turn to Dimitri. Drawing in a deep breath, I stare at Sebastian's head, his admission of killing Andre echoing in my head. My eyes then look at Sebastian’s heart in my bloody talons, the quivering mass of smooth muscle still twitching randomly. I’m finally free of his false echo, and I’ve managed to avenge one of the people I’ve loved most.

      Without hesitation, I close the distance between Dimitri and me. Tears are streaming down my cheeks because of what I need to say next. “I want you to have these. Our Andre has been avenged.” I swallow hard; I’m all choked up with emotions I can’t easily process on my own. I hold Sebastian's head and heart in my now human hands offering them to Dimitri.

      Dimitri accepts my gifts then kisses me softly, his lips lingering on mine. “He would be very proud of you right now. He would also be proud that you kept your promise to him when you set him free." Dimitri reluctantly moves over to one of the closest tables and sets down Sebastian's head and heart. He wipes his hands on his pants and then comes over to me, smiling ever so softly. His thick arms slowly band around me, holding me tight and flush to his chest. I feel his lips lightly press against my temple before resting his cheek on top of my head. We stay like this for what seems like hours when in reality, only several minutes pass. We hear the sliding of stone, and the smell of burnt flesh hits us. My father emerges from behind the throne, four heads in his hand dangling by their hair. He chucks the heads towards the table where Sebastian's head now rests.

      "It's about bloody time that wanker finally got what he deserved,"  My father says with almost too jovial of a tone for someone who has just finished killing four assassins. He smiles at Dimitri and me and gives us a slight wave before herding the twins out of the room. Dimitri and I can't help but laugh as we watch my father herding two large male Dire Wolves out of the room.

      Dimitri gently cups my cheek, and I raise my gaze to look at him. Lightly, he kisses my lips, then smiles. "I have always loved you, Aurora. Regrettably, I'm just not ready yet to take the next step. As much as my bear wants me to, mentally, I'm having a hard time getting over being your guardian all these years. I hope you understand that it has nothing to do with you; it's my own hang-ups. Nico is right, it's all mental with me."

      I listen ever so carefully to every word that comes out of Dimitri's mouth. He's speaking honestly and from the heart. I value that. I guess in my heart, I always knew he would end up being mine someday. My wolf isn't a crazy bitch after all. Since the ascension, my instincts are sharper, my emotions run deeper, and to have him be by my side for the rest of my life would be my greatest treasure. Treasure? Now I'm genuinely speaking like a dragon. Maybe my dragon side is much stronger than I initially believed?

      "Dimitri. You have always been my rock, my strength, and as frightening as it sounds, my sanity,” I say as I take both of his hands in mine and look up to him.

      “Without you, I probably would have gone on many more bloody rampages. Let's face it, neither one of us knew what we were dealing with when it came to me.” Tilting my head to the left, I feel my cheeks flush under his intense gaze.

      “I'm the first of my kind, a true hybrid of two powerful species. Some days I don't even know what to do with myself.” I release my grip on his hands and slide them up my face and into my hair.

      “The instincts that both creatures have are sometimes at war with each other.” I remove my hands from my hair and snuggle back in close, hugging him around his waistline, resting my head on his chest.

      “You will always be the one who I come to for comfort, for protection, for shelter.” I lift my head up to look into his hazel eyes. “But you also have to understand each of the others have their own qualities that I need to seek out as well. You know I hold none above the other. But you do have an advantage over the others. You've been with me since day one; you've seen me at my best, and well, at my worst."

      I smirk and start to laugh ever so softly. "We've cleaned up some real fucked-up messes together over the years. Like the intestine Christmas tree decorations. I'm still not too sure what to make of that, really. I remember Dad said it had something to do with the ascension, the internal wars that my dual natures had amongst themselves, struggling for power.” I shrug my shoulders.

      “But I honestly can't blame either of them for what happened. They were protecting what was theirs. If those two assholes didn't interfere when they did,” a soft growl escapes my lips.

      “We would have been together all this time uninterrupted, and you would have been the first mate." Tears roll down my face as I make the admission to him. I see tears form in the corner of my Great Bear's eyes. The huge softy is feeling how I feel at this moment, that we were both robbed of precious time.

      I swear to myself and to the others that are with me, I shall seek out my vengeance. Elena is next on my hit list, and trust me, once my child is born she will have limited days left. I have a very good feeling as to where I may find her. For now, though, I will not expose my suspicions. I don't want to panic the others.

      In a rather romantic move, even for this Great Bear of mine, he scoops me up in his arms and carries me to the dining hall. The rest of my mates still here in the castle are already sitting at the table waiting for me. Each piece of meat put on the table is closely examined by my father and the twins. No one is taking any chances of anything getting to me that can harm the baby or me. I guess I'm not the only one whose instincts have been kicked up a notch by the impending birth of my heir. Dominik's phone pings with several messages in rapid succession. Silence falls over the dining hall as we look at him, waiting for him to finish reading all the messages.

      “According to Alex, there has been a lot of movement at the American Lycan camp. A good number of the Lycans have started to head their way down to our home. They are seeking refuge in case of retaliation by either the Strigoi or Sebastian's family.” Dom looks up briefly before returning to the messages.

      “I told him to vet each individual thoroughly before allowing them into the compound. We need our forces as strong as possible for the next leg of this journey. I don't think the American Lycans will be able to hold up against the Strigoi. Still, at least the extra numbers will bolster our ground defense," Dominik states before he fires back several more messages to his brother and receives two more back just as quickly.

      "Okay, Alex says that he will look into everything and everyone. He allows them to set up camp in the desert instead of letting them into the heart of the fortress. He doesn't want them in there on the off chance anyone decides to cause a coup."

      As I listen carefully to what Dominik is telling me, I look over at my father then to Dimitri, seeing as both of them have more experience when it comes to wartime. They both gave me a slight nod, and I look back to Dominik. "Tell Alex that his plan is solid, and I appreciate him being so cautious with our people. When we reach the German Lycan camp, I will send for them. Keep up the training, and don’t let anybody slack off; the war is coming faster than we think." I go back to eating my leg of lamb that I've had sitting in front of me for the last ten minutes.

      I'm starving, tired, and there's way too much shit to get done. Nobody ever said being a queen would be easy, nor would it be easy to wage and win a war. My boys are taking excellent care of me, making sure my drink is full, as well as my plate, and that everything I need is within reach. We missed the Krampus celebrations in Germany at the beginning of the month; I'm really disappointed about that. Right now, we are setting up for Christmas that is only three days away.

      Father receives word that Alaric and Klaus have acquired Klaus’s grandmother and are on their way back with a good headwind. I should see them within the next two hours. I watch as the servants move around the room, changing the decorations to get ready for the holiday. I'm kind of upset I didn't get to go shopping for my mates, but I carry the greatest gift of all right now.
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        December

      

      

      The last three months have been the craziest three months of my existence. For the last almost four hundred years, I had lost faith that I would ever find my mate. Then out of nowhere, a hybrid is born, a beautiful little ray of sunshine to call my own. Fast forward three months, we cemented our bond, and she's expecting our first child. I'm ninety percent sure the child is mine. I felt the shift and change in her energy when the baby was conceived. I don't want to say anything to the others; I don't want them to be disappointed since they technically had gotten there first.

      Little known fact about dragons: if a dragon is available, the female will always choose the viable dragon over any other species. So when it becomes time for the others to father their children, I'll have to remove myself from the equation. That way they will have a chance to have their own children. I guess good old Nicodeamus forgot to tell them about that fact.

      We make good time flying over to Klaus's pack in Germany. The prevailing winds are in our favor for the entire flight. Well, that and my superior wingspan did help speed the journey along. Klaus is an interesting fellow. Aurora's beast claimed him but did not follow through with cementing the bond as of yet. I suspect that it's because Sebastian is still breathing, and there is always a faint echo of him in the back of her mind. Mating bonds are a funny thing, even the ones that are conceived through magic.

      We spend as little time as possible with Klaus's birth pack and urge his grandmother to come back with us to help Aurora and the baby coming. As soon as the old crone hears a baby is involved, she moves about as fast as a two-hundred-year-old can: quick, sturdy, and able. She grabs her bag of goodies, all full of medicinal herbs and supplies. She also brings along an assistant with her, which I advise against. I know my mate; she will not be thrilled that a young, viable female is riding back with Klaus and me or around her other mates. I'm almost afraid to find out if she will go into full-out battle attack mode and have this poor, innocent female die at her talons.

      On the return flight, I sense that something is amiss with Aurora, my dragon roars out his agitation. Because Klaus has direct contact with my scales, I help him to use our bond to see through Aurora's eyes. Probably one of the coolest tricks that dragonkind has: the ability to see what each other sees. Before her, we watch Sebastian, with all of his false swagger, attempt to sway her. Aurora rattles off all the facts and gathered information that she has pieced together herself. Most of it, I was not aware of. She is definitely a female to be afraid of. She's better than half the investigative units I've ever seen.

      We watch as the idiot approaches her and attempts to woo her yet again. Our girl is not having it. When the moment is right, she sinks her talons deep into his chest, gripping his still-beating heart. In the back of my mind, I’m cheering her on. That is what makes me so proud of her; she is a no-nonsense, take-no-prisoners type of ruler. Either you're guilty, or you're innocent, very rarely are there shades of grey with her. Her golden rule has always stood firm with her beliefs—you don't fuck with what's hers. We get to watch Sebastian fall down dead, decapitated, and short of his heart. Nicodeamus comes out bearing the heads of more enemies. I know what my stewards are going to be doing later. They will be cleaning skulls to add to the growing collection.

      I see the castle in the distance, its tall spires like homing beacons for me to find my way back. Klaus's grandmother and her assistant sit all safe and snug inside the traveling case that I had brought with me. On the other hand, being the bold motherfucker that he is, Klaus is sitting in front of my wings, enjoying the view. I circle the courtyard several times before finding a place to land. I roar to announce our arrival. Ever so carefully, I lower the carriage. After several more beats of my wings, I land about fifty feet away from them. Klaus immediately jumps off my back and runs to go check on his grandmother. Aurora and the guys come running out as soon as I've settled.

      My Aurora, as radiant as ever, is glowing with health and happiness. Her hand rests gently on the small swell of her growing stomach, and she smiles, looking up at us. I say us because my dragon is sitting here arrogantly proud of what he's done. He's claiming full paternity on this like I had nothing to do with it. It makes me want to laugh sometimes at how man separates himself from beast and vice versa. Yep, my dragon is sitting here, chest all puffed up, scales raised to make himself look larger, imposing, and proud as a freaking peacock. But then again, I'm proud as fuck too. My child, my heir, is growing before my eyes.

      I lower my massive head down so that I am eye level with Aurora. She carefully comes over and caresses the scales on my cheek. Just to be a complete ass, I stick my forked tongue out and wrap it around her waistline ever so gently. Yeah, a little bit of dragon saliva never hurt anybody, especially not that babe in her womb. She's laughing hysterically at me, lightly slapping my face. I know she doesn't mean it; she's just being silly.

      Dimitri is slightly panicked; he's still worries my dragon will harm her. Nico tries to calm him down, like usual, because that big old bear is just overly protective of our girl. Can't really blame him; he's been around her for over two hundred years, watching her grow from infancy to the queen that she is now. One more throne to take, and everything will be in place. Though, that last throne will be a tough one to take back.
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        * * *

      

      My steward comes out, bringing yet again, the changing blind and an outfit for me. When will they get over the fact that when we shift we’re naked and don't care? It's not like it's nothing my mate and my bond mates haven't seen before. However, there's that sense of propriety—that being a royal—you must maintain. Completely sucks the fun out of everything. I shift back before they have the chance to get them lined up, and I rip the clothes out of the man's hands. I start walking back into the castle with Aurora on my arm.

      We make it inside, and I head off into the study to quickly throw on my trousers and shirt before Klaus brings his grandmother and her assistant. Aurora sits on the desk, smirking while watching me get dressed like I am a hunk of chocolate. It's great to be home, yep, I know what I'm going to be doing later, and it's sitting right in front of me. Eventually, the boys catch up and enter the study.

      A cautious knock sounds at the door; Dimitri opens it slowly. Behind the door stands Klaus with the two women with him. I move myself to stand in front of Aurora; she places her hands on my shoulders and tries to peek around me to see who's here. The grandmother enters first, Aurora just watches her as she lightly strokes my shoulder blade. Next, the younger female enters; Aurora's whole demeanor changes instantly. I quickly send out a warning through the bond to the other guys that she's getting ready to go into attack mode and that I don't know what to expect. Klaus comes forth quickly after my warning and attempts to introduce them so that there wouldn't be any blood on the floor.

      "Aurora, my angel, this is my grandmother Elsa and her assistant Lorraine. My grandmother has come to help you through your pregnancy and make sure that we keep you and the baby as healthy as possible. I've already updated only her as to what's been going on. So far, everything that we've already been doing for you has been the correct course of action." Klaus nervously moves aside and lets his grandmother approach Aurora and me. I can feel the waves of energy coming off her: a slight bit of agitation, apprehension, or whatever you want to call it. She’s not comfortable right now. Aurora looks around the room rapidly and decides that she is trapped.

      "I don't want to be in here. You have to get me out," Aurora states loudly, her eyes the liquid mercury of her beast, those black dragon slits eyeing and sizing everyone up, trying to decide the safest course for her to go to protect herself and her child.

      I was once warned by my mother that a female dragon with young could be the most dangerous creature on the face of the Earth. Having a front-row seat to this is quite scary. I'm very concerned, and I'm starting to fear for my own life. The room pretty much parts like the Red Sea did in the Bible. Aurora jumps down off the desk and toddles her happy ass out of the room.

      We watch her as she heads into the main hallway. There’s plenty of escape routes; she's not confined and constantly eyeing everything up, making sure she has options. Elsa tries again to approach Aurora; she has her palms flat and facing up, showing that she is no threat. I still haven't figured out how an almost four-hundred-year-old Lycan female could be a threat to a very young Dragon-Lycan hybrid.

      Eventually, Aurora stops pacing and allows Elsa to approach her. I can scent the fear coming from Klaus. He's quite concerned for his grandmother's life as well as her assistant’s. I know in my heart that the grandmother's not a threat, nor would she be seen as one. It's the assistant that I'm concerned for. All of the guys stay away from the assistant, ensuring we keep ample distance between her and us. Aurora's watching our movements and keeping her eyes on the new girl in her castle.

      Elsa comes over and starts speaking to Aurora in German. I have no fucking clue what that old lady is saying to her. Klaus, on the other hand, is giggling. Aurora surprises me by answering her back in German. Son of a bitch, she's fluent in a language I don't speak. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Nicodeamus pointing to himself and smiling. Ah, I get it now, she learned from him during one of their dream walks. That sneaky old bastard has tricks up his sleeve that I haven't even thought of yet. I'll have to sit down with my father-in-law at some point and have him teach them to me; it'll be quite useful in the future.

      Aurora calls for the twins and me to come up to her suite, along with Elsa. The assistant attempts to follow Elsa, and Aurora instantly spins on her heels, shifting almost completely into that of her beast. She's three-quarters of the way shifted, and that's about as far as she goes. I'm not sure if it’s because of how far along she is in her pregnancy that she can't or doesn't feel the need to complete the shift. If it's the pregnancy thing, then I'm starting to get concerned that she will become vulnerable very soon.

      We make it up to the suite, and Jayce helps Aurora out of her gown, then she slowly lays herself on the bed. I swear to the gods that her stomach has almost doubled in size. She is about the size of a woman who’s about three months along, thus further confirming that I am the father. Elsa sits there and goes over Aurora from stem to stern. She listens to her stomach then lays her hands on it. I can see that my mate is quite uncomfortable at the moment. Dominik and I go over and grab her hands. Oh, it's not really for comfort, it's more to protect Elsa if Aurora just reacts on instinct.

      Once the exam is over, Elsa sits back and smiles, then kisses Aurora on her forehead like a good grandmother would. “Congratulations, my Queen, your child is healthy and growing steadily. I'm guesstimating that within the next two months you'll deliver. Considering that time frame, I'm guessing that the child is King Alaric's. Only a dragon's child grows this quickly, and with you only being a hybrid, it would take a pure-blood to accelerate this process.” Elsa smiles and bows her head slightly.

      “Congratulations, my Lord, on the birth of your future heir. My lady, I am at your service and wish only to serve and protect this child of yours.” Elsa’s eyes shine with a hint of tears threatening to break at a moment's notice.

      “Thank you for allowing my grandson to bring me here to witness this momentous event. It's also brought our family great honor learning he is one of your mates. If there is ever anything I can do for you, please do not hesitate to ask or call me at any point in the night.” Elsa lightly bows to Aurora and then to Alaric. She walks over to her grandson and gives him a hug before departing the room with Jayce to find her suite.

      Against her better judgment, the assistant remains in the room. As Aurora stares at the assistant, her beast starts that rumbling growl deep in her chest that vibrates the entire bed. I can feel the shift in power, the pull on mine, and by the look of Nicodeamus, the pull on his as well. Dimitri feels the room's shift and quickly ushers the assistant out before we end up with a bloodbath.

      Almost immediately, Aurora settles back down. She looks over at Dominik then back at me. Well, I guess that solves that mystery, now, doesn't it? She carefully slides off the bed and goes into her closet. Son of a bitch, I see all different size sweatshirts, and none of them are hers. She rifles through the collection that she apparently swiped from each of us at some point and pulls out my favorite sweatshirt. I've been wondering where the hell that one went. Well, another mystery solved: it's on her now. Aurora finds her fuzzy socks in a drawer, and she has her most comfortable leggings on. Aurora throws her hair up in a messy bun then proceeds to put that ruby crown back on her head. I guess she does love her great-grandmother's crown.

      It's kind of concerning that her great-grandmother's nickname was the Blood Queen. Come to think of it, that name would be very fitting for my mate as well. She has bathed in the blood of her enemies for the last four to five months along her journey. Hell, she recently bathed in the blood of a deceptive mate. Now I'm kind of curious: since Sebastian's dead, I wonder how soon she'll wait to complete her bond with Klaus. I'm almost betting it will be sometime after the baby is born and she has a chance to heal. But who knows, I could be very wrong with that assumption.

      Aurora grabs my hand, then Dominik's, and drags us out of the room and back down to the dining hall. Kind of figured this would happen, especially after the display of power that she just put on. We've concluded that if she doesn't eat with that kind of power exertion, it leads to her collapsing. It's safer to keep Aurora fed than to let her health be at risk. Out of the corner of my eye, as we walk through the halls, I catch Klaus running around with a Santa hat on, darting in and out of the throne room. I begin to wonder just what the hell is he up to. I pass Aurora off to Dominik so I can go and investigate.

      I tiptoe my way into the throne room. Even as king, sometimes I just enjoy getting the drop on people. Klaus is going through the room singing ‘Oh Tannenbaum,’ decorating it in very festive Christmas decorations that he must have brought from home. I watch our little elf, yeah total joke there, he's definitely over six foot. He has brought a bit of his home here so that Aurora doesn't miss out on a traditional Christmas.

      “Hey, Klaus, do you need any help with that?” The poor man practically jumps out of his skin hearing someone behind him, until he realizes it's me.

      “If you don't mind? It would be greatly appreciated. I want our mate to experience what Christmas would be like in my home. It's a big deal for my people. Granted, we missed the first part of the celebration which is Krampus, around the seventh of the month. But a little bit is better than nothing at all, don't you think?” Klaus looks so hopeful and exceptionally pleased with all that he’s accomplished so far.

      I smile and start to laugh. “Yeah, I really don't think having a six foot, demon-looking creature running through the castle would put Aurora at ease at this point. Somebody would end up getting hurt and or killed just because she didn't realize who it was.” I tilt my head to the side and raise one eyebrow, looking at Klaus to see if what I'm trying to get at sinks in.

      “Oh shite, I didn't think about that! Thanks for saving my ass, man." Klaus had utterly forgotten how defensive our mate can be. Then again, he's known her for less time than I have.

      We work together for a few hours setting the room up. My lieutenant returns with the perfect Douglas fir Christmas tree. The blasted thing has to be twelve feet tall and about eight to nine feet wide. I have to admit, he did pick a stunning tree for our first Christmas as a family. I know I still have family living, but my mother and sister are not exactly the warmest people to be around. When he was alive, my father was more concerned about war and treasures that he may acquire from those that he thought he was going to conquer. I now have a mate that’s my wife, a child on the way, and bond mates to share the rest of my life with.

      Who knows how many children are going to be born in this union. I can guess at least one for each of us. I watch Klaus run around the room, decorating every little thing with ornaments that he has brought from home. I send a couple of the girls who poke their heads in to grab some of the decorations I have in my private chamber. It's stuff that came from my grandmother and my great-grandmother that hasn't seen the light of day since they died.

      The girls return quickly with the boxes in tow that I have requested. Most of the ornaments brought down are either made of crystal, glass, blown glass, or rare stones that I have found along in journeys. The ones that are the most special to me are what my grandmother and great-grandmother had made themselves.

      We think we're pretty slick being here, with the door closed but nope, not that slick. A few hours must have passed since I came in, and Aurora became curious about where I had gone. I see her poke her head in the door and smile broadly. Through the bond, I reach out to her only. My love, please don't let Klaus see you. He wants to surprise you by decorating this room with things from his homeland. It means so much for him to be able to do this for all of us. I'm just here helping him so that he doesn't feel like he's doing it all alone.

      Aurora smiles, lightly waves at me, then ducks back out the door again. This is what I love about you, Alaric, your heart is as big as your dragon. I am truly blessed to have you as my mate.

      I can sense Aurora walking away from the throne room. I see Klaus looking towards the door nervously, almost expecting her to come walking through. I shake my head at him, letting him know that she's gone. He smiles, nods, and goes back to hanging his decorations, then begins to trim the tree. He's back to singing his German Christmas carols, that for the love of the gods, I don't understand a single word that he's saying.
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        * * *

      

      Eventually, the door opens again, and I turn to find his grandmother and her assistant coming through, closing it behind them. "Klaus! I'm quite concerned for my assistant’s life. Your mate does not like her and is continuously growling at her. You must speak to her. I don't want my assistant living in fear being under this roof. We have at least another two months before that child is born and to live in fear for that long is never a good thing." For a wrinkled old sprite, that woman has a commanding presence to her. Then again, to be an elder as old as she is, in a pack as large as she lives in, you have to be tough as nails, hard as steel, and take no shit from anyone.

      Klaus audibly exhales, and his shoulders lower. I can see the defeated stance he's currently taking. This is not a battle that's going to be easily won by either side. Do you go against your mate? Or do you go against your grandmother? It's a lose-lose situation no matter how you shake it. The old crone stands there tapping her foot as if she believes her word is law under my roof. I look over at her after laying my hand on Klaus's shoulder, trying to comfort him.

      "Ma'am, my mother has instructed me that female dragons and dragon-kin tend to get extremely possessive and hostile when they're pregnant. I'm sorry that my mate's temperament is making your assistant uncomfortable.” I shake my head from side to side slowly.

      “But you have to look at it from Aurora’s angle. You bring a young, unmated female into her nest, while she's pregnant, around her mates. Actions like this never bode well for the invading female. As long as your assistant stays away from Aurora's mates, she should be perfectly fine.” Slowly I steeple my hands in front of me in a power move.

      “Let me define staying away for you. It means do not touch, do not be alone in a room with them, and absolutely by no means get your scent anywhere on them.” Smirking, my eyes focus their intense gaze on Lorianne. “You can ask Dimitri what happened the last time Aurora scented another female on him. They weren't even mated yet and she shredded that woman into thousands of pieces. It took them several hours to gather up all the remains.”

      A slight chuckle escapes my lips before I continue. “Her beast’s sick sense of humor used the woman's intestines as Christmas garland on Douglas fir trees in the middle of the forest." I cross my arms over my chest, watching the range of emotions flitter over both women's faces. There are moments of horror and fear, understanding, then back to fear again. The assistant looks back to the old crone and then states she will be in her room and will not be coming out until absolutely necessary.

      While this doesn’t please the old crone, she understands that this is the safest bet for her assistant to live. Eventually, the old crone leaves the room, closing the door behind her. I look over at Klaus, and the amount of relief I see on his face is immeasurable. You would think I just waged the greatest battle of all times, won, and saved him by the look on his face.

      "Thank you so much, Alaric! I have never in my entire life ever won a battle with my grandmother. That old she-wolf will keep attacking until she wears you down, and you just don't care anymore, you just want her to shut up. To be perfectly honest, I'm more frightened of Aurora being mad at me than her these days." Klaus and I look at each other and then bust out hysterically laughing.

      We return to finish decorating the throne room, putting up the candles and lights. Klaus even thought this plan through enough to have table decorations. He wants to be able to put the different cookies out that he was having the pastry chef make for tonight. I know Christmas is two and a half days away now, but according to Klaus, it's never too early to start celebrating.

      Out of the five of us, Klaus and Jayce are the most similar in temperament and thoughtfulness. While as Dominik, Dimitri, and I are battle-hardened warriors prepared to fight at a moment's notice. I leave Klaus to finish his decorations, and I head back to my suite. In the middle of the floor, Jayce, Dominik, and Dimitri are all shifted in the central living space, lying curled up with Aurora in the center, sleeping soundly.

      Dominik lifts his head, and his golden eyes lock with mine. Her beast was unsettled after eating. When we started shifting one by one, she calmed down and went to sleep. I have a feeling we will be in for a rough few months.

      Dominik turns his head to look at Aurora, who has her head resting on Dimitri’s bear’s ribs. Dominik and Jayce are curled around Aurora tightly. Jayce has his head laying on Dimitri, right beside Aurora’s, and Dominik resting his head on her hip. Shit, I can't shift here and join in. My dragon is way too big to fit. I move to the corner of the room and climb into the recliner so I can watch over my sleeping family.
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        December

      

      

      My trip home was super short. Much shorter than I would have liked it to be. So much happened in the short time we were away. Sebastian was killed, which was a freaky bonus. I mean, seriously, I got to watch it through Aurora’s eyes. I know I’m not fully bonded to her yet, but still, this gift is creepy as all hell. Creepy, yet super useful. I ponder the last forty-eight hours' events and conclude that my life as I knew it is over. It’s not a bad thing really, I’m looking at it as an improvement. Let's face it, all I did before was continuously train and read.

      I’m just about done with my decorating and really feel like I accomplished a lot today. I grab ahold of my new book, “Once Upon a Raven” by Serenity Rayne, and head back to the suite I share with my bond mates. It’s pretty late at night, so I carefully and quietly open the door to find a giant wolf and bear pile with Aurora sleeping in the middle. Apparently, I’m not the only one watching their little fuzzy snuggle fest. I look up to find Alaric sitting in his favorite recliner, waving at me.

      “What on Earth did I miss?” I whisper to Alaric, creeping closer to him.

      He shakes his head and sits his glass of brandy down next to the decanter. “Apparently, while we were decorating, her animal wouldn’t settle down; it is on edge about something. One of the twins shifted first and figured out her animal felt better that way. So everyone that could shift and fit in here did.” Alaric looks at the pile-up sadly. I can tell he really wants to be there with our mate.

      I grab a glass from the ensuite bar and sit in a chair on the opposite side of the table near Alaric. “If it makes you feel any better, I wouldn’t fit into the pile-up either.” Slowly I raise the glass to my lips and sip at the brandy. It's an excellent year, super smooth and full-bodied. Alaric and I take turns sleeping in shifts throughout the night. Without Aurora telling us what set her animal off, it is better to be safe than sorry.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning comes way too early. Seriously, way too early. The first rays of the sun, of course, decide to land right in my eyes. I really want to yell “I’m blind!”, but I value my life and don’t want to wake the hellion, otherwise known as my mate. I motion to Alaric that I’m going for coffee and breakfast food. He writes down quickly no eggs. I make the motion for why and he imitates puking and pointing to Aurora.  My eyes widen at the news, and I receive the message loud and clear.

      It takes me several minutes, and a few wrong turns to finally make it down to the kitchen. I give the cooks the family's order with the request of no eggs. The chef questions that odd request, and I tell them about Aurora puking. Two of the three chefs turn pale-white and start making waffles and bacon for the group.

      The older chef takes the time to tell me about when his mate was with child. He gives me fresh, whole ginger root and several bottles of water. He teaches me how to prepare it with the instructions of drinking half the bottle before eating. I prepare one bottle in front of him to make sure I do it correctly. He smiles and pats me on the back, then points to the supply closet. He tells me where everything is if I ever needed more. He is most helpful and I tell him how much I appreciate what he has done. I leave the kitchen and head back to the suite with my cart of assorted foods and drinks.

      Before I enter the suite, I go over everything, making sure nothing harmful was snuck into the buffet. Everything checks out fine, so I slowly open the door, silently closing it behind me. I figure the smell of the food should wake everyone’s animals up. Aurora is the first to pop her eyes open; I see her nose twitch as she sniffs the air.

      “You brought me bacon?” Aurora begins to try to untangle herself from the guys. Alaric and I move over to her quickly, and each take her under one arm, lifting her out of the pile-up. She heads straight to the bacon and the selection of cheesecake pastries I picked out for her.

      I move quickly and offer her the fresh ginger water. “Please, love, drink about half of this before you eat, I don't want you getting sick again.” I must have pulled off the sad puppy eyes perfectly because she doesn't fight my suggestion.

      I help her over to the chair I had been in and bring over a folding table, placing it in front of her, then set up all of her goodies. Aurora drinks the ginger water to the halfway point, looks up to me, then over to Alaric. We both nod at her that she was safe to start eating. Slowly she eats everything that is in front of her. We all wait until she has eaten her fill before we eat what is left.

      “Aurora? Do you feel up to seeing what we’ve set up for you?” I move the tray out of the way and offer her my hand.

      I assist Aurora in standing up and I swear to the gods, her belly has grown again. I watch the other three guys look puzzled at my question. Alaric must be filling them in through the bond about my surprise because their expressions change to understanding. The twins and Dimitri raise a fist over their hearts at me. It seems to be our way of showing respect towards each other. Alaric takes Aurora's other hand, and we lead her down the hall. When we get to the throne room, I move behind Aurora and place my hands over her eyes. Alaric and Dimitri open the doors, and I carefully move Aurora into the center of the room. I wait until the guys have a chance to look around before I uncover Aurora’s eyes.

      Aurora moves in a slow circle, keeping one hand on me as she moves. Her eyes widen with wonder as she takes in all that Alaric and I have accomplished. The chefs start arriving, placing tray after tray of assorted cookies and pastries from my home, as well as something from each country the others came from. Dimitri whispers “it was a very Klaus Christmas” and well, that nickname stuck for our first Christmas. It is the guys’ way of giving me full credit for what I have pulled together for everyone. I know back home I’m the Alpha of my pack, but here we are equals and I’m ok with that.

      We spend the rest of the day tasting all of the desserts brought in by the chefs. Granted, it isn't a traditional Christmas this year because of everything that's going on. The greatest gift of all is growing within Aurora's womb. We each take turns sitting next to her and bringing her different food trays from our own homelands.

      Dimitri seems like the biggest child of all. I found out, from Nicodeamus, the name of the town that Dimitri was born in. Luckily for me, one of the chefs in the kitchen initially came from a town not far away from there. He helped me pick out desserts from when he was young. The look on Dimitri's face is completely worth the extra effort. I now know the true meaning of what a bear hug is; that big guy practically squishes me. About mid-afternoon, Grandma Elsa decides to show up and piss in my Cheerios.

      "Klaus! Your mate should not be eating all these sweets! She needs a balanced diet, especially with meat; she's a carnivore." Grandma's arms are flailing around as if she was doing a flag routine on top of a destroyer trying to get a plane to land.

      Now grandma makes the grievous error of looking at me with her eyes shifted to that of her wolf. It just so happens that Aurora is sitting next to me at the moment. Carefully, she stands up and steps towards my grandmother. We all watch in horror as the scales ripple up and down her forearms. She apparently has had enough of my grandmother's domineering ways.

      "Ma'am, I don't know how things are done where you're from, but when you're a guest in someone's house, you do not yell at their mate. I'm trying to control my temper here, but this is the last straw. Klaus is the alpha of your pack, yet you decide to stand here and chastise him like he's a five-year-old pup that stole a cookie out of the cookie jar.” Aurora narrows her eyes while looking at my grandmother. Fear starts to build in the pit of my stomach.

      “Have some bloody respect for the man. This was a present they have done for me since none of us have been able to get out to do any kind of shopping. Klaus brought me a well-balanced breakfast with meats and cheeses and those horrid vegetables that you want me to eat, for your information.” Aurora makes a yuck face after talking about the veggies.

      “Everything that should have been eaten has been eaten for this morning. I'm going to kindly ask you to back the fuck off, leave the goddamn room and not bother us till this evening's check-up." Aurora's eyes are glowing. We can feel the room's temperature dropping quickly. We can see the frost starting to form and gather on her long, white hair. She is doing everything she can not to shift and not lose her temper on my grandmother.

      My grandmother stands there slack-jawed, looking between Aurora and myself; she is in complete shock at the way she was just spoken to. Finally, my grandmother looks around the room to see if anyone will support her and what she is trying to accomplish.

      One by one, the guys look away from her and will not maintain any kind of eye contact with her, not showing any semblance of support. A gentle knock is heard at the door. All eyes are on it as it slowly opens. Unfortunately, my grandmother's assistant poking her head where it really doesn’t belong, while Aurora is already mad.

      Aurora attempts to start going towards the door, Alaric and I end up holding onto her tightly. We yell for the assistant to run quickly. She closes the door and we hear her steps running down the hallway. Dimitri brings over one of the pastries from his country that seems to be one of Aurora's favorites in a move of absolute brilliance. He waves the pastry in front of her face until her appetite overrules her anger.

      Exertion equals hunger, so the big bear figures based on what we are feeling would cause her to be hungry again. Eventually, Aurora stops struggling between Alaric and me, grabs the pastry out of Dimitri's hand, gives him a kiss, and then pushes Alaric to sit. Once Alaric situates himself on the bean bag that we brought in for Aurora this morning, she plops down on his lap.

      "Grandmother, all the pastries that are here have been made with healthy fruits and berries known to be excellent antioxidants. As well as being high in Vitamin C and other various trace minerals that you suggested she should be eating.” I smile at her, being the epitome of calm and serenity.

      “The flour, eggs, and other ingredients are all organically sourced. Aurora is not eating anything with any kind of preservatives or chemicals in it. If the meat wasn't killed by one of us or hunted by one of us, it's not being served to her.” I motion to my bond mates one by one to emphasize my point.

      “We are taking the utmost caution to make sure that she's getting the best of everything. Unlike the females in our pack that only have one or two mates, she has five, plus a legion of dragons and a horde of various species of wolves." Ever so slowly, my grandmother bows her head to me and apologizes for the first time in my life. I officially think hell has frozen over, or this is some sort of alien, and my grandmother's been abducted.

      We watch the old crone leave, and I close the door silently behind her. I'm congratulated, swept up in hugs and back-pats, high fives, you know, typical guy shit. Aurora is sitting on Alaric's lap, laughing her ass off. Apparently, she thinks the display between myself and the guys is the most hysterical thing she has ever seen in her entire life.

      I honestly don't believe that Alaric notices that while Aurora has been sitting there, she braided one side of his head. This causes the other three mates and myself to laugh hysterically right along with her. The big, tough king is sitting there with tons of braids on the left side of his head. Then again, I think Aurora could sit there and draw dicks on his cheek, and he wouldn't care. The celebration continues well into the night, each of us trading out every hour or so, allowing Aurora to use us as her personal chair.

      Aurora finally starts yawning around eleven or so, and it is time for all of us to go to bed. I can see the scales rippling along her arms, on her cheeks, and under her eyes. Her beast obviously is worried about sleeping. "I have an idea. Alaric, how big is the grand ballroom?"

      Alaric stands there tapping his finger on his chin, looking around the inside of the throne room, then back over to me. "About twice the size of this room, why?"

      "If we have the servants clear what furniture is there and push it against the wall, do you think your Dragon would fit in there?" Alaric's eyes light up as Nicodeamus’s head whips around to look at me, intrigued by my query.

      Nicodeamus approaches and places a hand on my shoulder, smiling broadly at me. "Absolutely brilliant, my boy. Two dragons and all of your animals can easily fit in that room. I can turn the doors and windows to ice to make it more secure, so that way my baby girl can rest without worry." Out of the corner of my eye, I see Aurora going from mate to mate, hugging everyone. She announces she needs to go get changed into her pajamas, and she'll join us in a few moments. Jayce and Dominik escort Aurora out of the room and back to our chambers.

      The rest of us practically race down the hall heading to the grand ballroom to rearrange it. By the time Aurora comes in, the room is all settled. Alaric and Nico are in their dragon forms. Dimitri and I are waiting in our human forms to assist Aurora with whatever she needs. In typical Aurora fashion, she arrives making a statement. She is riding on the back of Dominik's Dire Wolf. Jayce is walking alongside her in his human form, making sure she doesn't slide off. If dragons could laugh, the noise that Nicodeamus and Alaric are making would qualify as laughter.

      “What?! I’m tired!” Aurora states as she looks between all of us standing there, watching us try not to laugh our asses off.

      Jayce helps Aurora slide off of his brother’s back and onto the ground. Her eyes move between Alaric and her father, and they light up instantly. She walks over to both dragons as they turn and lower their heads to her. She reaches up and strokes both of their maws, as well as placing a kiss on each of their cheeks. Ever so carefully, she moves between the two great beasts, trying to figure out exactly where she wants to sleep tonight. Alaric and Nicodeamus’s heads turn and follow Aurora’s movements.

      Aurora places her hand on Alaric’s wing and looks up at him. “Love, can I sleep under your wing tonight?” Aurora tilts her head left then right, looking into Alaric’s dragon's eyes. Alaric’s body shifts slightly so that he is leaning back a bit more than before. Ever so carefully, he lifts his wing out of the way to allow Aurora to step under it. Dimitri moves and helps Aurora up onto the top of Alaric’s hind leg. The way he is lying creates the perfect area for her to lay safely. Once Dimitri is sure she is safe where she is, he gets out of the way, and Alaric lowers his wing.  Aurora is wholly encased in Alaric’s thick leather wing. I honestly don't think she could get much safer.

      “What’s causing Aurora’s need to sleep with our animals?” I cautiously ask the others. Nicodeamus shifts back to his human form and pulls on his robe that he had sitting nearby.

      “I have several theories about that, Klaus. The first, it’s a safety thing. Her beast knows that she can’t shift fully anymore. It’s concerned for its baby’s safety. The second, I think that Ulrick being here, as well as the damage that Sebastian has already caused here, behind the scenes, has her on edge." Nicodemus begins to pace the room in front of us, pondering what may be setting his daughter off.

      "Another issue is that she has no idea, exactly, where Elena is. I think if we could figure out where she's hiding, Aurora may settle down just a little bit.” Nicodeamus taps his chin several times.

      “I highly doubt it though, because she is who she is. My poor daughter has been hiding since the moment of her birth. Now that she has revealed herself, she's constantly hunted or having to battle to protect herself. It's not the life I wanted for my child, but we couldn't have known the level of dissension in the ranks. We couldn't have predicted that we had enemies living amongst us that would turn on us when they did.” He stops pacing and turns to face us.

      “Right now, if half my thought process is correct, without knowing exactly who here is, friend or foe, she is not going to settle down. Growing up without her mother, everything from the ascension to now, she's had to figure out on her own. It's probably a terrifying journey for her, and it's more than likely the reason why she's always quick to shift and jump into a defensive stance.” He shakes his head from side to side, looking sad over what his daughter has been through.

      “Being a hybrid doesn't make it any easier either. As much as she looks more wolven than dragon, her tendencies are all dragon. I never would have guessed she would have taken after me more than her mother. In one way, she and I are both in the same boat: dragons unable to fly. However, she does have the advantage of a mate with wings, and for that, Alaric, I thank you for being by her side." Alaric bows his head to Nicodeamus in thanks, then he curls up tightly, making sure that Aurora is well protected.

      I pay attention to everything that's being said by Nicodeamus, and his words bear great wisdom. Being the only Lycan here, I genuinely don't fit in with the others, except for Aurora. I do feel like the odd man out, being the last to join this ragtag bunch. There's been so much betrayal and heartbreak for this poor woman that my chest aches thinking about it. I know it's only a matter of time before she fully claims Dimitri and me. Once that's been accomplished, she will be at full power, and whatever other gifts that she shall gain from Dimitri and I will only help her cause in the future.

      We make sure that all the doors to the Great Hall are locked, all the windows are sealed and blocked before we get ready to settle in for the night. I have a feeling, sleeping in here as our animals will soon become routine. Aurora will need us to keep her calm and allow her to feel safe as she rests. There are only two months left until she gives birth, hopefully, less. Even though the actual holiday is still only a few days away, I spend it here with Aurora and my bond mates every day; it feels like Christmas.
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        * * *

      

      ~Christmas morning two days later~

      Three nights in a row we’ve shuffled the sleeping arrangements so that our beasts could sleep near Aurora for her security. Local dignitaries are due to arrive again today for the actual Christmas celebration. I manage to get up before my bond mates, and sneak my way into the kitchen to gather breakfast for everyone.

      Just when I think I have managed to pull it off, I look over my shoulder to find Jayce watching me load the service cart. “Morning, Jayce! Mind giving me a hand, so we don't have to drag strangers into Aurora’s nesting area?” Learning all these dragon terms for everything is really starting to make my brain hurt. Unfortunately, it's necessary to keep everything in an orderly fashion for Aurora’s comfort.

      “Sure, man, tell me what you need help with.” Jayce comes over, and I point to the various drinks and juices on the counter that the chef has left out for us. We arrange the two trays and the carts as well. We walk back down the hall to the grand ballroom to surprise our bond mates with breakfast.

      As we get closer, we notice frost lining the hallway. We pick up our pace, running as we push the carts. The doors are covered in ice, about two inches thick. I shift quickly and begin to claw at the ice. After I finally make it through, Jayce and I burst into the room to find my grandmother’s assistant Lorraine being held under Alaric’s dragon’s foot. Aurora is behind Dimitri’s bear and Dominik’s wolf.

      Nicodeamus has shifted back to his human form. He stands there yelling at Lorraine about the poisoned stake she has attempted to kill Aurora with. My grandmother comes rushing in, crying and screaming at Alaric to release Lorraine. I shift back to my human form and grab hold of my grandmother.

      “Grandma, she tried to kill Aurora with that stake.” I point to the stake on the ground not far from Lorraine’s prone form.

      Elsa looks between Lorraine and the stake several times, then begins yelling at her in German, questioning her. Apparently, Vladimir had threatened to kill her sister if she didn’t kill Aurora. We all share a look, then Aurora moves forward, now riding Dimitri’s bear. Her eyes shift to that of her beast as she and Alaric lock eyes. We watch the black slits in both of their eyes pulse, expanding and contracting as she speaks to him through the bond.

      “Lorraine, I now sentence you to death for the attempted assassination of your monarch.” Aurora looks up to Alaric and nods her head once. Alaric applies his full weight to Lorraine’s body, squishing her like a bug. Aurora finds it funny when Lorraine’s head shoots off like a cork from a champagne bottle.

      My grandmother stands there in shock, crying and staring at the bloody, squished remnants of what used to be her assistant. I really look at my mate now, and that silly woman is in my sleep pants and Jayce’s sweatshirt, her hair is up in another messy bun, yet again adorned by her ruby crown.

      “I smell bacon, Dimitri! Tally ho!” Aurora leans forward and lightly kicks Dimitri like you would a horse to get it moving. Dimitri follows his nose out of the grand ballroom and down the hall.

      “When the hell did this happen?” I look between Nicodeamus and the now-human Alaric.

      “Apparently, Aurora’s gut instincts were correct about Lorraine. She snuck in here shortly after you and Jayce had left. Nicodeamus and I were awake and only had one membrane over our eyes, giving the appearance we were sleeping.” Alaric smirks as he motions between himself and Nico.

      “We left Aurora exposed between us just to bait Lorraine into our trap. Dimitri and Dominik were awakened, using our bond to alert them to what was going on. They pretended to still be asleep until I sprung the trap.” Alaric smiles broadly as he motions towards Dominik.

      “Dominik grabbed Aurora by the sweatshirt and dragged her out of the way, while Dimitri moved to protect Aurora. It was rather brilliant planning on Nicodeamus’s part, really. Being able to speak through the bond makes life a ton easier. Thankfully, not too many people know that we can communicate that way,” Alaric says as Dimitri walks closer with his precious cargo.

      Aurora has the plate of bacon in her hands and a bottle of orange juice under her arm. “Best morning ever! No puking and I got to see a head go flying like a cork!” Her eyes widen, and her eyebrows raise in elation.

      “Oh, and bacon! We can’t forget the bacon.” Aurora nods happily, occasionally leaning forward to wave bacon at Dimitri. His long bear tongue sticks out and wraps around the bacon, taking it from Aurora. Her eyes go wide, and I can see the gears turning.

      “I wonder if I can convince Dimitri to put his bear tongue for a better use? Like me?” Aurora wiggles her eyebrows and Dimitri starts choking on his bacon. His bear is coughing so hard that Dominik grabs Aurora off his back, allowing Dimitri to shift back.

      Dimitri stands there, bent over in all his naked glory, hacking up a lung trying to dislodge whatever is stuck in his throat. “Woman, are you trying to kill me!?”

      “No?” She attempts to look utterly innocent as she peeks around from behind Dominik.

      “But seriously, you can’t do shit like that and have me not think of your tongue between my legs, for God’s sakes. I’m pregnant, not dead, you know!” She stands there with her hands on her hips, attempting to look serious. Meanwhile, her eyes drift around the room to all her naked mates, each one sporting a boner, including me. All because she mentioned licking her nether regions.

      I just realized my poor grandmother is standing there, slack-jawed, looking around the room. Her cheeks are a brilliant red, but she decides to throw her two cents in. “Nicodeamus, I can see why your daughter is pregnant. Bravo, my girl, bravo!” Grandma does a golf clap then promptly exits the room.

      At this moment, I don't know if I should be embarrassed or… well, yeah, embarrassed is the right feeling for this moment. Aurora begins to look at the five of us and starts shuffling us around in a fucked up lineup.

      “Aurora, what in the world are you doing?” I raise my right eyebrow as she shuffles us into a line. Dimitri is first, then it's Alaric, Jayce, me, then Dominik last.

      Dominik looks up and down the line-up, then throws his hands up in the air. “Why the fuck am I last? I'm the first mate.” Apparently, Aurora’s lineup has him upset.

      “Dom, baby, look down. I put you guys in order of peen size. Dimitri’s is a world ender. Look at the size of that thing; it’s freaking huge! Alaric’s isn't as long, but it’s just as thick.” Aurora moves down the line-up, motioning to our members, describing how they appear to her.

      “Jayce’s is a really nice balance of length and thickness. Klaus’s is not as thick as Jayce’s, but it's got some good length to it. Dominik, your dick is just right and very comfortable to ride.” Aurora managed to make Dimitri blush, Jayce, and Alaric high five in a single move, and Dominik starts to compare his dick to the rest of ours.

      From this line-up, I can tell you for sure that Dimitri and Alaric will never get any ass play from Aurora.  Jayce has a fifty percent chance, I have a seventy-five percent chance, and Dominik has a one hundred percent chance.
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        * * *

      

      ~Later that day~

      The day proceeds like expected. Aurora is all over the place, ripping into presents that the visiting dignitaries have brought for her. It is quite a comical sight if you ask me. Dimitri is in his Great Bear form, being used as a back support. Dominik and Jayce are in their Dire Wolf forms, investigating every present and person that wishes to get close to Aurora.

      I am in charge of keeping Aurora fed and her drink full—easy enough. I snap a few pictures of Aurora sitting on her pile of pillows, with Dimitri’s bear sitting tall behind her, looming over top of her. His gigantic paws on either side of her body and her back against his bear’s chest.

      Alaric is going about his kingly duty, greeting everyone as they approach then introducing them to Aurora. Every once in a while, there is a potty break needed and it becomes a procession. Aurora tells Dimitri, he lies down, and she climbs up onto his back. When his bear starts moving, the twins will flank him, escorting them to and from the bathroom. All I can do is shrug my shoulders and clean up after our pregnant mate. Aurora returns, and the gift-receiving line resumes well into the night.

      Last to arrive is Alaric’s mom and sister. Two guards are assisting, bringing in two large boxes with them. I can visibly see Aurora tense up the minute they start entering her space. Aurora scoots further under Dimitri, and she pulls Jayce closer to her by his tail.

      Alaric has noticed what Aurora is doing and decides to meet his mother and sister halfway. Both begin to protest about not being allowed closer. Aurora scoots herself backward and out, under Dimitri’s arm, and still pulling Jayce with her.

      Now she’s got my attention. Dominik is moving to block the front of Dimitri. I creep around the back, and I catch Aurora climbing onto Jayce’s back, getting ready to make a fast getaway. Being the good mate that I am, I walk casually to the door in the back of the throne room and stand ready to open the door for them. Alaric looks at me briefly and begins to maneuver his mother and sister so that their backs are facing where Aurora once was.

      When he is in position I nod to Jayce and Aurora, they sneak to the door, and I let them out. I follow behind them, making sure no one is following us. We make it to her room, and Aurora busts out laughing over her well-executed escape plan. “I can’t believe we pulled that off! If I had to sit there and deal with his mother and his sister, I think I was going to make Dimitri eat them,” Aurora says with all seriousness.

      I just have to ask the burning question. “What is it about those two that you don't like, Aurora?” Jayce steps out of his room, pulling his shirt over his head, indeed, just as interested as I am.

      “Gut instinct,” Aurora says, sounding quite bored.

      “They just set my fur and scales on edge; I’m not comfortable around them. If the mother was such a crown supporter, she should have sent her people to guard my father. Instead, she did nothing.” Just as Aurora finishes the sentence, Nicodeamus walks in, catching the tail end of the conversation.

      He walks over and wraps his arm around his daughter. “Trust your gut, daughter. It's your animal’s instincts that will keep you alive.” Nicodeamus starts laughing to himself, then looks at the two of us.

      “Congratulations on a brilliant escape plan there, boys, excellent teamwork.” Nicodeamus looks down at Aurora and gently moves so that he can touch her belly.

      “Your child is quite strong; I can feel its power already. Stubborn little hatchling won’t tell me if it's a boy or a girl, just like someone else I know wouldn't either.” He playfully raises an eyebrow at Aurora and smiles at her.

      Aurora starts to giggle and rub her belly. “Silly baby, tell Grandpa your secrets. Mommy wants to know.” She continued to rub her belly then freezes; she goes so far as to stop breathing. Her eyes become that of her beast, and frost begins to coat her skin.

      “Nicodeamus! What’s happening? Is she alright?!” I nervously ask him. Jayce is in panic mode and begins to summon the others. The door flies open several seconds later. Aurora takes a deep breath, then freezes yet again.

      “I feel the baby through the bond,” Alaric says before he goes and lays his hands over Aurora’s, on her belly. He, too, stands way too still for comfort; Aurora’s frost begins to coat him slowly. The rest of us are concerned as fuck, and Nicodeamus is standing there smiling.

      “The baby is talking to its parents. I believe we will know its gender shortly.” Nicodeamus moves away and begins to pour glasses of brandy, ready to celebrate.

      Suddenly, there's a burst of frost; Aurora and Alaric stand there smiling at each other. Slowly, Aurora turns to look at each of us; tears are threatening to roll down her cheeks. “We have a daughter.” Aurora starts to cry, resting her forehead on Alaric’s chest.

      Alaric wraps his thick arms around her, holding her tightly against his chest. “We have decided to name her Tiamat Andrea Kraus. Tiamat was the dragon Goddess of Chaos; Andrea, after Andre and his great sacrifice,” Alaric says proudly as he kisses the top of Aurora’s head.

      Nicodeamus moves forward and gently rubs his daughter’s back. The look he and Alaric have on their faces says it all. We are witnessing a real miracle: the first daughter of a first daughter that happens to be the daughter of a first daughter herself. Three generations of first daughters is unheard of for any species, especially dragons. Alaric and Aurora make room and bring Nicodeamus into their little hugfest. They are all snuggling in, all nice and tight. The three of them are sobbing happy tears. Let's face it, Nicodeamus went from no family to a daughter, to now having a granddaughter on the way.

      I look around the room at the rest of us in turn. Aurora is far enough along that the baby can communicate somewhat with her parents. Each mate is taking the news of a daughter differently. Most of us are weeping tears of joy. Dimitri is trying his best to hold himself together after hearing the name.

      Jayce and I move to embrace Dimitri and hold onto the big guy as he fights hard to resist crying. Dominik is standing watch over us all, allowing us to have our moment to process what’s happened. We all take turns swapping who is hugging whom.

      It comes down to Aurora and Dimitri last; the big guy drops down on his knees before her and kisses her stomach. We depart the room, leaving those two alone—they’ve had the roughest time with their relationship, and it isn’t even their fault.

      Sebastian and his mother screwed them over and damaged their bond. I can tell you one thing: I wouldn’t want to be Elena at this point. Aurora is going to gut her when she finds her. I retire to my suite for the evening.

      Best Christmas ever.
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      I have decided that I am not leaving Aurora’s side unless she asks me to. I’m concerned for her safety and especially her health while carrying her first child. Ulrich is still stirring up trouble on occasion, causing minor incidents periodically. I have a feeling that fucker is going to try something when we least expect it. Little does that rat bastard know, I’m constantly expecting it.

      This morning, I’m escorting Aurora into the throne room for the typical first week of the month meet and greet with the local nobles. Alaric is overseeing the training of the troops for the next leg of our journey. Aurora has been in deep thought, receiving intel from other eagle shifters that she had me hire to work for her.

      In the last few months, not only has she managed to locate Elena but she has been tracking her movements. If I know Aurora, she’s plotting to attack Elena the minute she’s healed from giving birth to her daughter. Two War Dragons have answered Aurora’s call to arms; they remain in the corners of the throne room, acting as extra security for her.

      I’ve personally vetted these two and remember them from Anca’s rule. It's interesting to know the same two War Dragons that used to escort Anca now watch over Aurora. They are loyal to a fault; they have also confirmed my suspicions that Vladimir still lives in the old castle. He’s disfigured from Nicodeamus’s fire, but alive, sadly.

      Ulrich is back in the throne room, starting shit again about having his title stolen by a mutt. Aurora looks at both of the War Dragons and halts them in their progress towards Ulrich. “You still haven't learned, Ulrich? I am of two royal lines and two mighty species. Your ass will never sit upon this throne as long as any of my bloodline or my mates breathe. Stand down and live, proceed and die,” Aurora states in a very bored tone. Her hand rests upon the swell of her stomach. She looks to be the size of a woman that's five months along now.

      I move slowly around the room, positioning myself not far behind Ulrich, just in case he gets stupid enough to try anything. From somewhere behind me, I hear a rustling and a click. Before I can react, a dart goes whizzing past me, right at Aurora. Ulrich side steps it shortly after the click, proving he knows about it.

      Aurora's shifted hand comes up without missing a beat, and the dart bounces off her heavily armored scales. A single nod of her head sends the War Dragons into action; they grab the man behind me and Ulrich. Son of a bitch, Aurora was aware of the plot to assassinate her. Jayce and Dominik come bursting into the room fully shifted, as well as a fully shifted Klaus.

      Aurora rolls her eyes at the three of them, then bows her head to me. “Dimitri and his elite guard had me protected.” Aurora raises her shifted hand, makes a fist, and holds it over her heart, slightly bowing her head to each of us in turn.

      “Bring forth the assassin and his boss.” Dominik and Jayce take their place on either side of Aurora, Klaus stations himself off to the side, watching in his Lycan form.

      “Do either of you have anything useful to say in your defense?” Aurora tilts her head to the left, then to the right, studying both of them. Her beast's faint white glow fills her eyes. Slowly, they bleed liquid mercury with black dragon slits. I’m already signaling for Klaus to leave and get food.

      Ulrich starts laughing to the point of tears rolling down his cheeks. “Child, I have lived longer than you and shall continue to outlive you for centuries to come. You can't touch me!” There is his fatal mistake. Aurora’s eyes move to Jayce and give him a nod. Jayce lunges forward and bites deeply into Ulrich's calf, injecting his toxin into Ulrich’s bloodstream. Jayce moves back and rests his head on Aurora’s lap to be petted.

      “You know what, Ulrich, you’re right. I don't have to touch you to kill you. That tightness you feel in your chest is from my mate’s toxin. It’s slowly causing your platelets to explode, and it’s increasing your clotting factor. So, in a short, ten or so minutes from now, you’ll be one huge blood clot; your body will be deprived of oxygen and your lungs will collapse from increased pressure.” A wicked grin graces Aurora’s ruby lips as she watches Ulrich starting to look panicked.

      “The best part? I didn't have to get dirty, and you die a horrible death, just like the horrible person you are.” Aurora smiles sweetly at Ulrich as she watches him die slowly with sadistic glee. She is definitely her great-grandmother's descendant; the original Blood Queen would be pleased with her bloodline right now.

      Aurora’s eyes slowly move to lock with mine, and in my mind, I see what she wants me to do. I reach over, taking the assassin away from the War Dragons, then drag him before Aurora. I shift my right hand, allowing my bear’s claws to be seen. I press them to the man's throat as he begins to beg for his life. He spills every ounce of information he has within his memory. As he confesses, Aurora has the War Dragons empty out the throne room. The assassin names every aristocrat that has anything to do with the plot against Aurora.

      I can tell by the way her eyes look, she’s letting Nicodeamus and Alaric see through her eyes. They see and hear what she’s hearing—scary yet effective for communicating over long distances. Aurora snaps out of her trance and issues a kill order for all those named. The twins rapidly tear out of the room. Alaric is waiting with the Black Dragons for those that try to escape.

      Me, I get the pleasure of decapitating the assassin. Slowly, I begin to apply pressure to his soft, thin neck. Second by second, I watch his flesh flex then break under my claws. Rivulets of blood begin to roll down his pale, white flesh. There's a gleam in Aurora's eyes as I take my time carrying out her orders. I can tell Aurora is pleased as my claws cut first through his windpipe, then his esophagus. The assassin begins to struggle harder in my grip as blood leaks into his lungs.

      A slight nod is given by Aurora—playtime is over. His head falls free off of his shoulders and rolls across the floor, leaving a bloody trail behind it. Aurora smiles, watching his head roll across the floor like a beachball. Carefully, she leans over and grabs a drum stick off the tray that Klaus has left her.

      “Not bad for a Monday, D. Two dead in the throne room, and another nine to die by any means possible. Eleven really isn't a horrible amount, I honestly was expecting it to be much worse.” Aurora smiles as she stands up, stretching carefully.

      I have to admit, she's even more beautiful pregnant. Her curves are fuller, and that ass, damn, I just want to bite it and slap it a few times to watch it jiggle. Aurora raises an eyebrow at me, then looks down at my cock. Fucking traitor! I roll my eyes and offer her my hand to help her down. Quickly, she shifts her hand back to human and takes my hand in hers.

      Aurora is still smirking at me as we walk. Damn my cock for giving away my thoughts. I lead Aurora back to her part of the private chambers. Her eyes cautiously dart around her room before she enters. I truly wish she didn't have to worry so much right now. Aurora should be just enjoying her pregnancy, not watching for assassins at every turn.

      "I'm going to draw you a nice hot bath so you can relax some. It'll be good for you and the baby." Slowly, Aurora nods and follows me into her vast bathroom. I swear her tub could be confused for a swimming pool.

      I get the bath three-quarters of the way full when Aurora stops me. She's standing next to me, completely naked. "Join me?" she asks softly. I can see the fear of rejection in her eyes. I thank the gods for this chance, to have such a wondrous mate as I do. As I slowly nod my head, agreeing to join her, her face lights up.

      Aurora's small hand rests between my pecs as she backs me away from the tub. What is this girl up to? Aurora's nimble fingers make short work of the buttons on my shirt. Her small hands glide up my chest to my shoulders as she slides the shirt off of me.

      I never would have thought in all these years getting undressed could be so sensual. Aurora locks eyes with me, then tilts her head to the side, asking permission as her hands rest on my belt. This Alpha female, probably one of the strongest creatures in existence, is asking my permission. Again, I lightly nod my head, granting her permission. I feel like a teenager right now. My palms are sweaty, my heart is racing. Honestly, I'm scared I'm going to fuck this up.

      Aurora, sensing my feelings, stops just as she undoes my belt. "You can tell me to stop, D, it's okay. I know I'm being rather forward with you. I need you!"

      Aurora looks up at me with those sad eyes, and it crushes me. I reach down and cup both of her cheeks, kissing her gently. My tongue dances at the seam of her lips, trying to gain access. Aurora opens her mouth to me. Our tongues dance and glide over one another, causing my cock to pulse with anticipation.

      As we kiss, I lower my hands to rid myself of my pants and boxers. Quickly, I toe off my shoes and step out of my pants the rest of the way. Aurora starts to giggle at my antics, then her eyes go wide, looking at the size of my shaft. I smirk at her. Yeah, that is definitely a confidence booster.

      I help Aurora carefully get into the tub and quickly follow in behind her. My bear is pushing, practically shoving me to claim her right now. I, on the other hand, have different plans. I slowly move her to the far side of the tub, where the stairs are. My hands slide under her arms, and I lift her effortlessly to sit on the top stair. Aurora raises an eyebrow at me, curious to see what I do next. I lean forward over her, the hair on my taunt abs lightly brushing her belly, making her giggle.

      "I'll be gentle, I promise." My voice is rough with desire, my Romanian accent heavy, as I speak to her.

      Lightly, I kiss her lips, then begin to kiss a trail down her body, painfully slow. I descend upon each breast as if I'm starving, sucking and flicking her nipple with my tongue. Aurora's moans fill the air and drive me to do more. Her fingers thread through my thick hair, holding me to her breast. Her powerful thighs come up and attempt to wrap around me. After several moments, I kiss my way over to her other breast; she's writhing beneath me, trying to shove me to where she wants me most.

      It's so odd to me to know that right now, she's all mine. I have her full, undivided attention. I release her nipple with a pop. Ever so slowly, I kiss my way down her body, my lips feather-light on the swell of her stomach. I raise Aurora's legs, one by one, and place them on my shoulders. She had admired my bear's tongue earlier, I guess it's time to show her what it can do. My bear and I are in full agreement: please Aurora, and make her scream our name.

      I widen and lengthen my tongue to be close to that of my bear. I lower my head between Aurora's legs, her feminine musk intoxicating to me. My tongue stretches out to its full length, and I lick her ever so slowly. Her sopping wet folds are as sweet as honey. I delve my tongue deep within her heated canal. Aurora gasps, then moans, sinking her fingers into my hair again. Aurora attempts to grind herself on my face. I pull back just enough to tease the tip of her clit with my tongue.

      Her muscles jump under my fingers as she strains, trying to get me to apply more pressure. I give Aurora a cheeky grin as she stares at me, panting heavily. My eyes drift down to her weeping lips and I drag my index finger through her sticky, sweet fluids. As my eyes lock with Aurora's, I feel my bear come to the surface. Ever so slowly, my tongue slides free of my parted lips to lick Aurora's essence off my finger. Aurora's mouth drops open, and her canines descend slowly; her nostrils flare, trying to catch more of my scent.

      I lower my head again and lap at her wet folds, dining on the sweetness leaking from my mate's hot, welcoming core. Aurora's moans become louder the more I furiously work her clit with the flat of my tongue. Gently, I begin to probe her core with my fingers, stretching her, preparing her for my girth.

      For several minutes I bring Aurora so close to orgasm, then stop, letting her body calm down some again. Most extended session of foreplay ever, it's been nearly forty minutes and I've yet to allow her a single orgasm. Cruel? Yes, very. When I am truly ready for her to come, it will be glorious.

      One more time, I lower my face and allow my tongue to lap at her sweet wet folds. I suck and nip at her sensitive flesh. I drop my right hand to lightly stroke my engorged cock. I ache horribly. As much as I'm prolonging this for Aurora, I am giving myself the worst case of blue balls in the history of the world. I know deep in my heart that the wait is well worth it. Hell, I've waited this long, right?

      Aurora's muscles begin to twitch and spasm. Just when I know she's balanced on the precipice, I stop licking again. This time, I carefully slide my cock deep within her. Inch by inch, I take my time, sinking ever so deeply within my mate. Softly she gasps and grabs onto my biceps. I lower my head slowly and capture her lips in a gentle kiss.

      I feel myself sink to the hilt, my balls resting against her ass. I give Aurora several moments, kissing her passionately, to allow her to adjust to my girth and length. We're not called Great Bears for nothing. Obviously, it's not just the size of our beasts but the size of our cocks as well. When I'm absolutely positive that Aurora is ready for me to move, I slowly withdraw almost all the way to the tip, just leaving the head of my cock within her. Painfully slow, I slide all the way back into the base again and gyrate my hips slightly. I have her full attention now. She’s clawing at my arms, wanting me to move faster. I'm more concerned for the babe's well-being within her rather than rushing either of our orgasms.

      Just to make her happy, I start to move slightly faster than I did before, keeping a steady rhythm and the perfect angle to hit all the right spots. Not that I like to brag but all those years of finding hook-ups and various bar sluts helped me to perfect the art that she's now enjoying. It would be wise of me not to mention that to her because otherwise, she may go hunting yet again.

      I feel her muscles tightening around my shaft, beginning those early movements just before her orgasm. I roll Aurora onto her side and throw her left leg over my shoulder and wrap her right one around my hip. At this angle, I've changed how I'm hitting her g-spot. Her orgasm almost instantaneously hits her with that one slight change. Her muscles crush down rhythmically hard upon my painfully engorged cock. I'm so close to blowing my own load, it's not even funny at this point. I keep thrusting deep within her, mindful of the babe she's carrying, not wanting to cause it harm.

      Aurora screams fill her bathroom, echoing off the walls as if she is screaming bloody murder. Water is sloshing everywhere, coating the floor, the walls, and anything within reach of us. I hear the doorknob to the bathroom jiggle slightly, barely over the noises that she's making. I look up, the amber-gold glow of my bear's eyes are locked and focused on that door. Whoever is about to enter will know the true meaning of pain if we are disturbed.

      Jayce apparently is the poor soul sent to make sure we are okay. I bare my teeth at him and growl deeply, threatening his life at this moment. His eyebrows shoot up in understanding, and he backs out of the room just as quickly as he arrived. At least one of the others was smart enough to send the Omega, who wouldn't be perceived as a threat. Aurora is so lost in her sensations that she doesn't even notice anything is going on around her.

      I change the pace of our mating and roll her onto her back again. My arms band around her waist and her upper back; I lift her up as if she weighs nothing. I switch positions with her and sit on the seat, barely in the water, allowing her to straddle my lap and use the rail next to her for support. This new position has me buried so deep in her it takes several moments for her to adjust to it.

      The faint glow of her beast's eyes are starting to shine through. I know right now she is defenseless and unable to shift to protect herself. I pull her close to me and begin to nibble at her neck, spurring her on, trying to get her to start moving. My balls are drawn up so tight against my body, aching and begging for release. Aurora adjusts how she's sitting, then begins to bounce as hard as she can, riding my cock for all it's worth. I'm so close.

      My large hands grip her ass cheeks, helping set the rhythm that I know will get us both off. Aurora doesn't last long on top; she's already starting to fatigue from the effort of carrying her own weight, plus that of her child. Good thing I'm really fucking strong, now isn't it? I keep the momentum going and lean forward, just as I get to the point of release. I nuzzle her neck and move her hair away from her shoulder before sinking my canines in deeply, marking her as mine.

      The minute my canines sink into her flesh, her orgasm hits her like a freight train. Aurora's muscles begin to crush down and milk me for all that I'm worth; my seed pulses out in thick, streaming jets, filling her already full womb. Several seconds pass, and I'm in a complete state of bliss, then the burning, stinging sensation of her canines sinking into my flesh hits. I'll be damned. I feel like a ruddy teenager, orgasming quickly for a second time, all because she bit me.

      In my heart and soul, I feel the bond snap into place. It's like nothing I've ever felt before in my entire existence. The first bond that Aurora and I shared was nothing like this. Oh, I feel her in my heart and soul. I can feel her emotions, her joy, her elation, and ever so faintly, I can feel the life within her.

      I lick Aurora's wound ever so gently, making sure that I help speed up the healing process. Aurora carefully withdraws her canines from my shoulder, then begins to lick it clean and kiss where she bit me. When she's done, she leans forward and places her forehead against my throat, snuggling in to be close to me. I band my thick arms around her and hold her tightly, not wanting to let go. The water in the bath starts to cool, so my next step would be to maneuver us to the shower to clean up after our fun.

      "Baby? We need to go get cleaned up now," I say softly to Aurora.

      "If we must... I'm perfectly happy right here." Aurora kisses my neck, then wraps her arms around it.

      I slide my arm under her ass and stand up carefully. I slowly head to the walk-in shower and turn on the water, waiting for it to get warm. Gradually, my flaccid cock escapes Aurora’s warm canal. She sighs softly and nuzzles in closer to my throat. A thump is felt against my abdomen; I believe it's her baby that moved. Aurora lifts her head and looks at her stomach, then back at me.

      “Did you feel that too?” she asks softly, almost whispering it to me.

      I calmly nod my head at her and smile. “Thank you for that, my love. It’s truly a precious gift I’ve been blessed with.” I gently rest my hand on her stomach, about where I felt the baby move. We stand still for several moments. Eventually, the baby moves again. It's a fantastic feeling, the baby’s soft bump against my hand, and the look of wonder upon Aurora’s face.

      The accelerated gestational period because of being mostly dragon is intense. Three months is such a short period of time for her body to go through all its changes. Carefully, I carry Aurora into the shower and set her down. I know her favorite shampoo and conditioner by heart. I proceed to work her thick white hair into a good lather before rinsing it. I wash her hair at least twice how she likes it, then I massage in the conditioner, making sure not to get it up into her roots.

      I reach for the washcloth when Aurora slaps my hand away. She looks up at me sternly, then points at the bench in the shower. “Sit!” is all she says. I comply quickly.

      After all, I don't want this little hellion angry at me. I watch her go through all of her different scrubs and washes. I swear, I think she bought out the damn store the last time we went shopping. Aurora settles on a Himalayan rock salt scrub, soap thing. I watch Aurora load up her loofa and move towards me. Is she seriously going to bathe me? My eyes widen in shock, and it causes Aurora to pause.

      “Did I do something wrong, D? I just want to take care of you.” Aurora’s tone sounds defeated. Fuck, I don't want her to feel that way.

      I rise to my full height and bend down to kiss her lips ever so gently. “Never, Aurora. You haven’t done a thing wrong. I’m so used to taking care of you that the thought of you taking care of me shocked me. I’m sorry, love.” I lower my forehead to rest against hers, hoping she understands.

      Just as we are having our moment, Alaric opens the shower door, his dragon eyes glowing as he looks at the two of us. I lift my head slowly and sigh. “I’ll leave you two alone, I guess.”

      I prepare to leave the shower stall when Aurora’s little hand grips my wrist. “You will do no such thing. Go sit on the bench again.” Aurora pulls me back then gently shoves me towards the bench. Her head whips around to Alaric, who looks quite embarrassed at the moment.

      Aurora takes his hands and places them on her stomach, remaining still for a few moments. I watch Alaric’s eyes widen, then look between Aurora and her belly. I have never seen Alaric smile so broadly in all this time. “We need to celebrate! Our daughter is quite active! Um, sorry for the disturbance!” Alaric spins to quickly leave when Aurora grabs his wrist and stops him. Her hand comes up and pulls on Alaric’s beard, getting him to lower his head. As he does, Aurora kisses him, then sends him on his way.

      We take our time washing every single inch of each other. This one-on-one time is very much needed; it allows us to build a solid foundation outside of the guardian figure and child one we have developed over the years. Aurora and I take the time to dry and dress each other. In a sense, I have it easier than the others. But in another sense, I have it much harder. I was her sworn protector for over two hundred years. We return to the dining hall, hand in hand. Apparently, Alaric wants to celebrate his daughter's first movements.
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      I arrive in the dining hall, right in the middle of a party that the boys apparently decided to throw. The party itself could be for one of a million things. The first reason could be that my daughter has decided to make her presence known.

      The second reason could be finally completing the bond with Dimitri. The third reason, it's been almost two weeks since the last time that we've had to kill somebody for attempting to try to kill me—doubtful, but it's a nice thought.

      I watch the guys as they pass out their bro hugs, back claps, and steins of beer. Silently, I walk into the room and lean against the closest wall, watching them and their funny antics. Wouldn't you know, my father is the one that notices me first. Slowly, I shake my head, trying to signal him not to reveal that I'm here. He gives me a quick wink of his eye, then goes and refills his stein.

      The guys are having pep talks with Klaus, trying to reassure him that his time will come. He seems somewhat dejected because I had chosen to take Dimitri before him, even though I had bitten him first.

      Klaus really doesn't understand the history that Dimitri and I have and how long we have been denied our bond. I'll have to speak with him one-on-one later and let him know that he does matter greatly to me. Eventually, I feel Alaric reach out through the bond, trying to sense where I am. Dammit, I'm busted. He finds me in a matter of seconds. A smile creeps slowly across his perfectly plump lips as he looks at me. His right-hand raises and he gradually does the come here signal with his index finger.

      I roll my eyes at him while shaking my head no. I'm feeling a little defiant at the moment, so I stomp my right foot and use my left hand with my index finger pointing directly at the ground, demanding he comes to me.

      The other guys all look shocked as their eyes move quickly between myself and Alaric. He's definitely more Alpha than the rest of them, but he's not more Alpha than I am. My father forewarned us that there will be times we would test each other's dominance. Apparently, now is one of those times.

      Jayce and Klaus both look panicked as their eyes move between Alaric and me. They huddle up tight, obviously trying to decide what to do to help diffuse the situation. Dimitri starts laughing, almost hysterically, over what's going on. He claps Alaric on the back and tells him good luck, that once I've made up my mind, there's no changing it. I just smile, ever so sweetly, looking at Dimitri, and I lightly bow my head to him for acknowledging the fact that I am one stubborn bitch.

      I feel the scale on my chest getting too warm. Alaric is pushing his dominance through it. Smart male, he's not blanketing the entire room with it, just me. I start to laugh that maniacal laugh of mine when I know I can gain the upper hand.

      I draw in a deep breath, ever so slowly, finding my center. In my mind's eye, I reach out through time and space, feeling my dragon family. I start to draw upon my father, as well as Alaric himself.

      The moment the guys catch on, they turn to stare at Nicodeamus and Alaric as to what I'm doing. My eyes begin to take on a very haunting look; frost begins to spread out around me, surrounding me almost in a mini storm. The boys can feel me pulling. Alaric starts to move, not of his own volition but of my desire. My father stares, watching in an almost horrified shock over what I am capable of doing.

      Several knocks occur at the double doors that are not far from me. The doors open, and eight more male dragons come in, almost zombified at my call. Apparently, thanks to Alaric, my dragon side has become ten times stronger than it was before.

      When I realize what I have done, I release my grip on the power that I've tapped into. The eight males who have found their way into the room look around, confused about how they got there. I'm as strong as ever and this time, my use of power did not exhaust me. Perhaps my body is changing along with the growth of my baby. I can't wait until my little angel, Tia, is born. Oh, there are so many things I can't wait to show her.

      Alaric comes over to me and drops to his knees before me. He carefully grabs both of my hands and kisses my knuckles. "There has only ever been one dragoness able to pull dragons to her from far and wide. That dragoness just so happens to be your great-grandmother, the Blood Queen."

      I pull Alaric to his feet and gently kiss his lips. I take only one of his hands and take him with me back towards the other guys. My eyes land on my father, and I look at him, studying as he is studying me. "By the way you're looking at me, Father, I can only assume that you have never seen this done before."

      Nicodeamus begins to stroke his beard as he looks at me. He tilts his head left, then slowly back to the right again, then back left again. He bites his lower lip before speaking. "It's like your mate has said, the last time I have seen anyone summon other dragons like that was the Blood Queen. Apparently, my bloodline was much stronger than your mother's and is obviously the dominant side of you. This would also explain why you carry Alaric's child before the twins. A dragoness will always pick the strongest male to reproduce with. So in the future, if you wish for children with your other mates, before going into heat Alaric must leave."

      I watch the twins share looks of confusion between them. Their eyes move over to Dimitri and Klaus next, then over to Alaric last. Alaric slowly nods, acknowledging what my father has said is true.

      All I can do is blink because of the information that is given to me. It doesn't matter which of the guys I had sex with during my heat, it was always going to be Alaric's child. Well, isn't that just a curious turn of events? It's quite interesting how genetics plays a huge role in the survival of the species. For example, what we have here today, even though I have spent time with Dominik and Jayce far before Alaric, it's Alaric's child that I now carry.

      I understand in the wild the need for the strong to survive and the weak to perish; those more diluted bloodlines no longer carry on. But all of these males that I have gathered, each are the strongest of their species, by rights.

      Gently, I rub my stomach, feeling my daughter's movements within. Oh! I go to Jayce and place his hands on my belly. A slow smile creeps across his face as he feels my child moving. He seems just as enamored with the situation as I am. We smile ever so softly at each other, and he lightly kisses my lips before he moves away.

      I look over at his brother, Dominik, next; I can see the anticipation and excitement in his eyes as he looks at me. Slowly, I toddle my happy ass over towards Dominik and sit on his lap. I wait until I start to feel my daughter's movements within me before taking Dominik's hand and placing it in the proper place. Several seconds pass before I see his eyes light up and a smile move across his lips.

      One by one, I moved to each of my mates, making sure that they feel the babe within me. The look of wonder and happiness, the feeling that a miracle has occurred for us warms my heart. This is one of the few days that I can honestly say the entire day has been happy.

      We retire to bed this night, exhausted yet happy. I find myself, tonight, between Alaric and Klaus. If you ask me, they're absolute polar opposites in their personalities. Alaric is your typical dominant male, wanting to make sure everything is in its proper place and order. Even though he's an Alpha, Klaus is more concerned about my well-being and the well-being of those around us.

      I'm guessing it's partially a species difference versus how they both individually were raised. From what Klaus had told me, his father was very hands-on and very affectionate. Alaric's father defined the word rat bastard. He couldn't give two shits less how anybody felt or what their thoughts were if they were outside of what he wanted. I'm thankful to the gods that Alaric is not his father's son in the sense that other people's feelings matter to him.

      I think back to the night that my mate ripped his own father’s heart out for his transgressions against me. I stood there and tolerated it, his father belittling me and treating me like nothing more than a broodmare and property. It warmed my heart and comforted my soul that Alaric sought vengeance in my name.

      I look between Alaric and Klaus while they sleep curled up around me. I definitely think I hit the mate lottery when I ended up with these five guys. I am so thankful that no matter what I've already been through, each man handled it in his own way. Therefore, I can seek out the mate that I feel I need at that time. I know on the schedule somewhere out there, I need to finish and complete the bond with Klaus. My eyes move over to Alaric then back to Klaus as an idea forms in the back of my mind. I wonder if these two will play as nicely together as the twins do.

      Carefully, I lean over and kiss Klaus on the lips, then I turn and kiss Alaric on the lips. No mate above the other, no favorites, and most of all, all are equal in my eyes. It doesn't take long for me to drift off to sleep. Tonight, visions of the daughter that I carry in my womb are dancing in my head. That, and of her future.

      Sometime in the middle of the night, I'm awakened. My body is drenched in sweat, all because of the dream I just had. In that dream, the daughter that I carry now has long, light blond hair, steel-grey eyes like mine, and her father's stare back at me. A man I've yet to meet, covered in tattoos, hugging her, embracing her like she is the greatest treasure that he has ever found. Whomever this man is, he is pivotal in her future. Unlike my daughter, from what I can sense, he has already been born.

      I sit here panting from how real the dream had felt to me. Are these the future dreams that my father warned me about? Is this strictly a dragon thing, and since taking Alaric as a mate, it has become more substantial? I'll speak to my father about this in the morning after I've adequately rested. For now, I wiggle myself between Klaus and Alaric, trying to get comfortable again so I can slip back into a nice deep slumber.
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      Early the next morning, I’m awakened by a pair of hard cocks getting ground into my thighs from either side. I double-blink my eyes, then slowly rub them to free them from sleep. Alaric is wide awake, smiling at me. I turn to look at Klaus, and he’s sleep-humping my leg. I raise an eyebrow looking over at Alaric, and he just smirks. Apparently, Klaus’s subconscious has taken over. Alaric gives me a nod, so I turn and back my ass up to Alaric. I’m facing Klaus, and I reach forward to grip his hard cock in my hand.

      A soft moaning growl escapes Klaus’s lips as he begins to thrust into my hand. I feel Alaric move and reach into the side table. I hear him pop the top to the lube, and I know what’s coming next. In the middle of him massaging my rosette, he turns on the MP3 player, Ginuwine’s “Pony” comes on. Excellent mood music. I move onto all fours and push Klaus onto his back. He rolls over without a fight, still in his dreamlike state. I manage to shift a finger into a talon and cut his boxers free from his body. My eyes travel up his body, and he’s still sleeping.

      Ever so slowly, I move to kneel beside him. My eyes drift over his body once more before I run my tongue from the base of his cock up to the tip. More precum spills out onto Klaus’s lower stomach. Greedily, I lap it up before licking him again. Klaus is somehow still sleeping through all of this. Wow! Without warning, I take his cock in my hand and deep throat him in one shot. I hear him gasp awake as I start sucking his cock for all that it's worth.

      Alaric uses his alpha tone and tells Klaus to lie there and enjoy what I’m doing. I can see where this morning’s antics are going to go. Alaric is on a power trip, Klaus is mostly submissive, and here I am in the middle of a man sandwich.

      Klaus comes hard, and I devour every single drop his body offers me. I feel my canines descend as I crawl my way up Klaus’s body. I look at Klaus through my shifted eyes, and he’s just as beautiful as he is when my eyes are human. Klaus’s eyes turn to that of his wolf as he stares back at me. Alaric moves to my side, takes Klaus’s hands and places them on my full, heavy breasts. Klaus looks at me shocked, then over to Alaric, then back to me again.

      “Alaric likes being dominant, and with me being heavily pregnant with his child, he's going to be protective of us. We need to complete our bond Klaus, now seems just as good as any other time.” I speak to him softly as I run a hand up his chest. Alaric helps me move to straddle Klaus’s abdomen to not injure myself or my baby. Gently, Alaric grips my hips and slides me back till my dripping wet core touches the tip of Klaus’s cock. Several careful rocks of my hips and I finally get Klaus’s cock to line up the way I need him.

      Alaric slowly pulls me back, further impaling me on Klaus’s cock. I breathe in deeply, feeling quite full at the moment. I know what Alaric is planning on doing; part of it is for Klaus’s comfort. I know I’m very Alpha at times, and Alaric believes that because of it Klaus may be hesitant to finish the bond. Alaric instructs Klaus to start moving, and almost instantly he does.

      Hmm, Klaus likes being controlled. This could get very interesting, indeed. I move Klaus’s hands to rest on my hips as we start to move together. Alaric is right behind me, and he grabs ahold of my breasts, stimulating my nipples. My moans begin to mingle with Klaus’s as we continue to move. I’m absolutely soaked, drenching Klaus with every single move. Alaric cheats, leaning forward, and bites my shoulder, instantly sending me crashing over the edge. My screams fill the air as a burst of frost coats the room.

      Several seconds later, my other mates enter the room, having heard me. I lunge forward, without warning and bite Klaus, sending him over the edge with me. I feel every single pulse of his cock as he fills my womb up with his hot seed. I stay latched onto Klaus as his movements slowly even out. I carefully release his shoulder as I feel the bond fully snap into place.

      It's only then do I feel Alaric slowly begin to press his cock against my rosette. I slowly roll my neck as I now look to find both twins on the bed with us and Dimitri in a chair nearby with his cock in his hand. Holy shit, this just got really interesting.

      Dominik and Jayce come forward, and each latch onto a nipple and start to tease it with their tongues. If I weren’t already pregnant, I’d swear to the gods it would happen tonight with all these dominant males. Alaric carefully sinks deeply into my ass; I feel overfull, like to the point of bursting. Eventually, Klaus and Alaric begin to move. Every nerve fiber in my body feels like it has been set alight. Every move, every touch feels a thousand times more intense.

      Eventually, Dimitri comes over, and I look at him shocked—I didn't think the group play would be his thing. Dimitri’s eyes follow the movement of my other mates, then he looks back down at me. Dimitri grips the back of my neck roughly and kisses me deeply. I come almost instantly the minute Dimitri begins to kiss me. He swallows my screams of pleasure and helps to hold me up as I writhe from every powerful contraction of my pussy.

      Light bursts explode behind my eyelids as the guys fuck me furiously, their movements beginning to become erratic as they climb the precipice. First Klaus, then Alaric, go over the edge, both of them screaming as they come hard while seated deep within me. I feel their cocks pulsing and throbbing against my very sensitive nerves. I have to admit, pregnancy sex is fucking amazing.

      Alaric slowly and carefully withdraws from my ass, then collapses at the foot of the bed. I start to laugh as I look at Alaric lying there dead to the world. The next thing I know, Dimitri has scooped me up and is carrying me around the bed to the other side. The twins look on, puzzled as to what the big guy is doing.

      Dimitri maneuvers me with an incredible show of strength, then slides me down his body to his waiting cock. My legs rest over the tops of his forearms as his hands cup my ass cheeks. Dimitri moves so that his back rests against the wall for support. Ever so slowly, he begins to rock his hips, thrusting that huge, thick, throbbing cock up and into me. I gasp at every thrust; he’s hitting all the right places every single time. My hands are buried deeply into his thick locks, my fingertips applying pressure to help me hold on.

      I look over to see Jayce and Dominik stroking their cocks, watching Dimitri slowly torturing me with his precise strokes. Klaus and Alaric lie on their sides, watching my big bear work me over with his deliberately slow movements. My juices start to drip onto the floor as I feel another orgasm approaching. Every attempt at moving is met by Dimitri stopping his movements and him growling at me, baring his canines. I narrow my eyes and growl back at Dimitri after the third time he decides to stop. Out of nowhere, my ass cheek starts stinging; I look back and see Alaric standing there smiling at me.

      “Behave, or no more dick for you,” Alaric says in that dominant tone of his.

      I bare my canines at Alaric for interrupting my fun, and he smacks my ass yet again. I keep my eyes narrowed on him till Dimitri thrusts up hard into me. I whip my head around to face Dimitri; I’m shocked, to say the least.

      “I’m the one fucking you, not him. Eyes on me, baby girl.” Dimitri says, his voice thick with desire and the growl of his beast.

      I barely open my mouth, my canines easily visible. I'm horny and too fucking close to the edge for us to be having an in-depth conversation right now. I decide it's in my best interest to behave. I’m aching in all the right places and want more. Finally, Dimitri starts to move again with a renewed sense of purpose. Holy fuck, can the big guy move when he wants to. I eventually succumb to my orgasm and tilt my head back, screaming as Dimitri picks up the pace, slamming that long, thick cock deep within me. Our soaking wet flesh slaps together as my muscles milk his length rhythmically.

      Dimitri’s eyes glow as his bear comes to the surface; his voice is a mix of man and bear as he screams his orgasm. His grip on my ass tightens as he grinds down, milking himself of every ounce of seed. Eventually, we both rest forehead to forehead, panting, trying to catch our breath from some of the most intense sex I’ve ever had. Our mixed fluids begin to drip onto the floor as his erection slowly softens.

      Dimitri’s still impressive flaccid cock falls free from me, taking with it an extensive gushing of fluids. Dimitri kisses me tenderly, then carries me back over to the bed and hands me off to Jayce and Dominik. I giggle as Jayce proceeds to kiss my poor hand-printed ass cheeks. Dominik holds a juice out to me and a cookie. I sit there happily snacking and drinking when I notice that Alaric and Klaus are missing.

      I look around the room to find Klaus bent over the tabletop and Alaric fucking his ass. I had my suspicions that Klaus may have been bi, but I never would have pegged Alaric for being a switch hitter. I sit there and watch them for several moments; I can see the scales rippling up and down Alaric’s spine as he dominates Klaus.

      Wow, I knew watching the Jayce sandwich back in the day was hot, but fuck, this is hotter, by far. I push Jayce down on the bed so that his head hangs over the edge so he can watch Klaus and Alaric. I straddle Jayce slightly off-balance for a moment. I look back over my shoulder to find Dominik hypnotized by Alaric and Klaus.

      “Dominik! Twin sammich. Now!” I practically growl out the now, and he jumps into action. He finds the lube on the bed and makes his cock nice and slick before sliding deep in me. I moan softly, feeling the fullness from the twins within me. We start moving together, perfectly in time with each other.

      Dimitri walks past us and grabs a chair and drags it over. Dimitri proceeds to stand on the chair and sticks his cock in my face. Well, alrighty then, I guess I know what I'm doing now, don't I? Dimitri’s cock is the largest out of the five, so trying to give him a blowjob is a project all by itself. Jayce and Dominik slow their motions down so that the four of us can find a suitable rhythm.

      Several moments pass, and we finally figure it out. I can only take about half of Dimitri’s cock into my mouth, so I use a hand to stroke him as I suck. I feel that familiar tightness in my lower stomach starting to build. Jayce’s movements have begun to get more erratic in time with Klaus’s increased moaning. Dominik adjusts himself to support my ribcage as I move to caress Dimitri’s balls while I suck and stroke his cock.

      The visual was more than poor Jayce could take; he screams out his orgasm as he suddenly thrusts up into me, knotting himself deep within me. Dominik, I can tell, isn't that far behind his brother. I focus on sucking and licking Dimitri’s cock till he spills every ounce of seed down my throat. I gulp it down as fast as I can, being careful not to waste a drop. My own orgasm rips through me the minute Dimitri roughly grabs both nipples and squeezes hard. I scream loudly, my voice a mix between mine and my beast’s. Dominik can’t hold out any longer. I feel his cock begin to pulse and throb deep within my ass as he dumps his seed.

      Klaus and Alaric are standing there watching our little party over here. Both guys pleasantly spent, Klaus with a new bite on his shoulder from Alaric. Hmm, I guess it's a dominance thing in the group.

      I yawn softly and cover my mouth. Jayce is still locked deep within me, so he lays us down on our sides so my head can be cradled in his arm. “I’m hungry and tired,” I say softly, then yawn again as I close my eyes, listening to Jayce’s heartbeat.

      Hopefully, tonight will be different than every other night. I miss sleeping with my mates in their human forms. I understand why my animal needs them shifted; we’re practically defenseless. I just have to make it through this month and next month, then my daughter will be here. For now, hopefully, I’ll sleep well. This little hellion of mine is super active and feels like she's running laps around my stomach most of the time now.
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        January

      

      

      Is it wrong that I’m attempting to hide in my own castle? Aurora’s sexual appetite has gone through the roof. On a good night, she goes through all five of us in any way she can have us. I’m tired; I honestly don't know how much more I can take. I know the other guys are in the same boat I am.

      I move out onto the balcony and look out over the frozen gardens, watching Aurora walk around escorted by Dominik in his Dire Wolf form. She’s laughing as she waddles around the different statues looking at some of mine and her father's ancestors.

      In the distance, I see bodies moving in fast, closing in on Aurora’s position. Without a second thought, I leap from the balcony, shift to my dragon, and bellow out my warning to my mate. Dominik lowers to the ground, and Aurora climbs onto his back without any prodding. He takes off towards the castle with our precious cargo on his back. My bellows summoned my guards, and we close in quickly on the intruders.

      It’s more warriors from a rogue Lycan pack that, apparently, Sebastian and his mother had teamed up with. They are attacking a dragon fortress. What the actual fuck are they thinking? We rain fire down upon the assault force, burning them to ash. We circle the castle several times before I feel a burning pain in my shoulder, and fall from the sky.

      Fuck! Aurora!

      My body impacts the ground hard, and I send my guards back to the castle to search for my mate. I hear the guys panicking as they try to break into the throne room where Aurora is being held. She’s hurt, and we all know it. I scramble to my feet and fly towards my balcony again. Quickly, I shift and run through the halls, heading towards the throne room.

      Nicodeamus is attempting to get in through the secret passageway to no avail. Bastards know the castle too fucking well; this seriously isn’t good. I feel a faint tug at my dragon's power, and I know it's Aurora. I look to my guards and have them form a chain. I focus on my bond with Aurora and the power she’s seeking; she’s weak from blood loss.

      Through the bond, I reach out to Nicodeamus and tell him what I’m about to do. I begin to draw on all the dragon's power that I am directly connected to. I hold it tight in my chest and begin to send it through the bond to Aurora.

      Several moments pass, and I feel her strength begin to return. Then it happens, the sudden burst of permafrost that coats the door and probably the entire inside of the throne room. “Dimitri, now, break down the door!” I shout as I strain to maintain the connection with Aurora.

      Dimitri shifts instantly; his Great Bear rears up onto his hind paws and comes forward with the force of almost a ton of angry bear. The door splinters and falls apart from the strength of the impact. Aurora stands there, in the middle of a slaughter. Her right hand is holding her left shoulder; blood has drenched her top, making it stick to her body.

      Twelve dead bodies are on the floor, two of them I am shocked to see. My mother and sister lay at Aurora’s feet; my mate's eyes look hollow, haunted, and empty as she stares at those who have fallen around her. I sprint over to Aurora and scoop her up into my arms, checking her over. The wound appears to have been healed by the power gifted to her through the connection.

      “They came to kill me… Your mom and sister, I'm so sorry, love. They gave me no choice.” Aurora sobs and sniffles as she explains what has happened.

      Klaus removes the barricades from the hidden door and lets Nicodeamus into the throne room. Aurora was so distraught over what she had to do to save herself and our child. I honestly don't think it is the killing that bothers her. I think the fear she felt that she had almost died carrying our child is what's really bothering her. Dimitri’s bear comes up alongside of us and nuzzles Aurora’s side. Gently, Aurora kisses me, then moves to hug Dimitri’s bear’s neck. That gentle giant sits down on his rump and wraps a clawed paw carefully around her.

      Nicodeamus moves around the room, looking at the destruction that Aurora managed to cause, even unable to shift. “Boys, take Aurora and get her cleaned up and fed. I need to have a discussion with Alaric and Klaus.”

      Nicodeamus’s word is final, leaving no room for argument or discussion. Dominik helps Aurora climb up onto Dimitri’s back. Jayce and Dominik walk in silence, each with a hand on her thigh as they leave the room. Nicodeamus turns to look at us. I can see the fear and pain in his eyes. “They came for my granddaughter, my daughter. The cowards strike when she’s most vulnerable. No more!” Frost shoots out in several directions at once from where Nicodeamus stands. Klaus and I look at each other and nod slowly.

      “What will you have us do, Father?” I figure I may as well ask the question now rather than later. Me, personally, I’d like to burn the place to the ground. Nicodeamus strokes his beard, then walks around looking at the bodies.

      Nicodeamus looks to me, then back to the bodies and the thick layer of permafrost that Aurora had covered the room in. “Smart move, supplying Aurora with more dragon magic. She’s almost become an energy vampire, in a sense. The amount of power I felt you move to her probably saved her and your daughter.”

      Nicodeamus stops before my mother's and sister's bodies then looks up at me. “You know Aurora never trusted them. I’m surprised they lived this long.” Nicodeamus moves around, checking the other bodies. All are dragons from lesser houses, except my mother and sister. A female of any species is rare these days. To lose so many in one night is a crushing blow to dragonkind.

      “I know, Father, I just hoped that my mother wouldn't do anything this stupid. I know she didn’t love my father. I think it was more because Aurora is the rightful queen and not her.” I look down upon my mother's corpse, the remnants of an icicle protruding from her chest.

      Apparently, my mate has new skills she’s acquired. As long as Aurora can protect herself when she can’t shift, I feel a tiny bit better. I move over to my sister and roll her over; I really wish I hadn’t. Apparently, Aurora ripped her throat out, froze the blood in her body, making every vessel explode from the pressure. My sister's eyeballs dangle by their nerves from her skull, frozen in place, hanging down. I really need to talk to Dimitri and find out exactly which horror movies my mate has watched, so I’m not so shocked by what I find.

      I spend the next two hours supervising the cleanup of the bodies and blood. The skulls are ordered to be harvested from the corpses and prepared. I know being king will never be an easy job, but to know my family is possibly being hunted, that makes my blood boil. Eventually, I leave the throne room, letting Nicodeamus finish overseeing the cleanup.
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        * * *

      

      Carefully, I turn the doorknob entering the room in full stealth mode. The twins are sitting in their wolven forms, guarding the bathroom door. I nod to them, and they let me pass. Aurora is in the massive bathtub, floating around, using Dimitri’s lap as a pillow. Klaus is at Aurora’s feet, massaging her arches, trying to help her relax. I can see from here our daughter is quite active right now.

      Silently, I back out of the room and close the door. I tell the twins I’m going for food, and I’ll return soon. I never made such a fast trip to the kitchen and back as I did tonight. After that display of power, I know Aurora is going to be starving. The bonds have been sealed with all five mates, all four species. I know she has received my scales and my magic. From the twins, I know that she has Jayce’s toxic bite; I’m not sure what she received from Dominik. From her false Lycan mate, she received his battle strategy and nothing else. Klaus, I’m not entirely sure what she could receive from him.

      Dimitri is one scary mother fucker; I’m really concerned about what she could get from him. I mean, seriously, that man is a one-man wrecking crew. My cart from the kitchen is loaded to the brim with all kinds of different foods. The one old chef gave me a live lamb to bring to Aurora. So, here I am with this adorable little furball prancing along behind me.

      I enter the suite, and the twins are back in their human form, sitting around the bed where Aurora is resting. I see her nostrils flare, and her eyes take on that ghostly glow of her beast as she stares at the lamb and me. For being pregnant, she crosses the room much faster than any of us expected. Even without being able to shift, her nails became talons, and her canines descend. Faster than I can blink, she has the lamb in her mouth, and her talons sink into its flesh. The poor thing didn't even have time to scream before she ended its life. We watch our mate in horror as she feasts on the young animal’s still hot flesh.

      Nicodeamus chooses to walk into the room. He pauses, looking at Aurora, and then goes to the bar for a drink. We look from Aurora to her father, then between each other, then back to Nicodeamus.

      “Is this...” I wave at Aurora, eating the fresh lamb. “Normal? She killed it and just started eating it,” I say, exasperated.  I’ve never witnessed a female dragon pregnant nor a female Lycan pregnant. This is probably one of the most fucked up Aurora moments I've seen to date.

      “Perfectly normal, boys. The baby needs fresh blood and meat to grow to her potential. We must send out a hunting party for fresh, live meat for her as she comes into the home stretch. Cooked food may make her sick to her stomach.” Nicodeamus just shrugs his shoulders and sits down to sip at his brandy. I’m seriously in the middle of a horror movie gone wrong.

      Dominik facepalms while his brother leaves the room to get a washcloth and towels to clean Aurora up. “This is normal? In what world is this normal?” I can’t help but shout my frustration. I’ve never witnessed anything remotely close to this in the last several hundred years.

      “Aurora is a hybrid, first of her kind. She’s showing tendencies of the most primal of us. Her base animal instincts are much stronger than the rest of ours put together. She may not be able to shift, but she was still able to decimate a room without breaking a sweat.” Nicodeamus gets up and moves towards Aurora, who now is attacking the dinner cart.

      “I’ll be honest, guys, I’m a bit frightened. Good luck and good night.” With that, Nicodeamus leaves quickly, locking the door behind him.

      Nicodeamus being frightened is not very comforting to me in the least bit. Aurora finishes eating and moves to sit in front of the fireplace. Jayce cautiously approaches her, offering to help clean her up. Aurora smiles and nods, allowing Jayce to strip the blood-covered garments from her. Klaus approaches next, holding up his fuzzy sleep pants and her favorite shirt that happens to be mine.

      Dimitri approaches me, offering a glass of brandy. "Her mother was like this towards the end. I'm just worried we may lose her like we did her mother. I think Aurora shifted because of the stress her mother was under. If we make sure she feels safe and secure, there's no reason for the baby to shift." Dimitri looks down at his brandy. I can tell he is reliving that moment.

      "Want to tell me what happened? That way history doesn't repeat itself." I rest a hand on Dimitri's shoulder, and he nods in agreement. Quickly, I text Nicodeamus so he's present for the story. Several minutes later, he unlocks the door and enters the room again. Aurora is curled up in her favorite chair, sleeping in front of the fire. We gather around Dimitri and wait for him to begin.

      "It was the Night of the Wolf. The yearly celebration of the wolf moon and the great hunt. Every clan minus the dragon clan was in attendance." Dimitri pauses, taking a sip of his brandy, and draws in a deep breath. You can tell the memory still haunts him to this day.

      “Anca went into labor on her dias, so we escorted her to her chamber. We weren't in her chamber for more than an hour before the attack happened. Vlad was with us as we prepared to protect Anca and Aurora at all costs." A single tear rolls down Dimitri's cheek as he attempts to get himself under control.

      “Anca started to scream and thrash suddenly. The Elder Dame was giving her herbs for pain, but it was too late. Tiny talons broke through the flesh of her stomach. Blood began to flow freely from the wounds. Anca's ear-piercing screams were answered by Nicodeamus's dragon. As fast as it had started, it was over. Aurora had cut herself free of her mother's womb. That little hellion attempted to claw at anyone who came near her. Anca's last words were to protect her baby." Dimitri begins to uncontrollably sob.

      His distress wakes Aurora up from her slumber. Silently, she moves towards Dimitri and climbs into his lap. I'm not used to seeing this side of Aurora; perhaps we brought balance to her temperament. Aurora works her fingers through Dimitri's hair, massaging his scalp. “My daughter and I are well. We will go somewhere far from here when I go into labor, so I don't feel threatened. This birth is different; we have both parents' species present. Alaric's dragon can soothe my baby when she's distressed in a way I can't. You won't lose me, too." Aurora's words make all of us cry some. She somehow knew why her mother died.

      Aurora gently kisses Dimitri, then looks back at us. "Father, dragons didn't always give birth in buildings. Are there ancient birthing grounds near here that are isolated?"

      Nicodeamus begins to pace, then stops suddenly. "Yes, high up in a mountain range not far from here. Alaric can fly there and make sure it's safe. When the time comes, we can take you there." Nicodeamus smiles broadly. I swear he looks like a deranged serial killer at times.

      “Let’s go under cover of night. I want to make sure that Aurora has a safe place to go when it's time.” I move to Aurora’s side and kiss her temple. I close my eyes as I breathe in her scent. I will do everything within my power to protect her and provide for her. If it means I have to spend the next few weeks searching the mountain ranges for a cavern for her, I will.

      Nicodeamus and I move swiftly through the castle, heading towards the gardens, I motion to four of my closest friends. Two I put on Aurora duty, which they cringe over. Well, there are two reasons for that. First, she hates having guards escort her everywhere. The second, she threatened to hang them by their testicles if they try to get too close. My other two friends leave with Nicodeamus and me.

      We fly for about forty-five minutes before Nicodeamus starts telling me where to head towards. On one of the tallest peaks, there is a cavern on a cliff face in the most dangerous mountain range. I bank and fly past it three times before I decide I can fit.

      On my final approach, I tuck my wings in and land in the mouth of the cavern. I guess it's an advantage not being an overly huge dragon species. Carefully, I lie down and allow Nicodeamus to slide off before I shift back to my human form. Nicodeamus hands me clothing, and I dress before we go exploring.

      Talon marks line the walls of the cavern as we move deeper into its depths. Eventually, we come to a large opening where stalactites and stalagmites line the room's outer edge. In the center of the room, a hot spring has created a pool, as well as an island in the middle.

      “It’s been almost eight hundred years since I was last here,” Nicodeamus says as he moves around the room. He bends over slowly and picks up a fragment of an eggshell. Nicodeamus moves the piece of white shell around in his hand before handing it to me.

      “I was born here; my mother laid my egg instead of carrying me as a human. She felt she could protect me better as her dragoness than a weak human.” Nicodeamus sighs and looks to the island, then back over to me.

      “I wish Aurora had a dragon form; I’m so scared for my daughter it’s not funny. I saw what was left of her mother, and I honestly don’t think I can survive that again.” Nicodeamus’s voice breaks raw with emotion. Tears roll freely down his cheek as he looks to me. I didn’t know fear till now. I’m blubbering right along with him.

      My heart breaks for Nicodeamus, especially after the story Dimitri told. I’m scared of watching Aurora being ripped apart by my daughter. My chest tightens with fear. I look back over the water, trying to compose myself.

      I draw in a deep breath, then turn around to Nicodeamus. “I’m sure Aurora will love it here, especially since you were born here.” I briefly embrace Nicodeamus, then smile.

      “Let’s head back before she starts to worry. I’ll bring a couple of the guys here tomorrow night, and we’ll work on setting it up for her.” Nicodeamus nods and follows me to the entrance. I strip out of my clothing and put it back in the sack Nicodeamus was carrying for me. Quickly, I shift back to my dragon and lay down for him. He climbs back on and gets settled on my back.

      I leap out of the cavern and go into freefall for a few moments before deciding to open my wings. We glide silently, just over the treetops, trying to remain out of sight if anyone is looking for my dragon. As we approach the mountain the castle is on, I decide to do laps around it, changing direction several times before landing. I can’t be too cautious these days.

      The courtyard is vacant and silent. I’m concerned, so I refuse to lower myself to the ground. One of my guards send a plume of acid towards the corner of the courtyard. Screams erupt as a Lycan comes out of the corner, its flesh melting away from its skeleton. As a precaution, I breathe fire, lighting up the entire courtyard. No other intruders are present, other than the remains of the fifteen that were in the corner. I send out a small force of Black Dragons to scour the mountain and burn anything that moves to a puddle of flesh.

      My guards land near me, watching my back during the vulnerable mid-shift time. I lie down and allow Nicodeamus to slide off my back. I shift back to my human form and slip on my clothes that Nicodeamus hands me. Once dressed, Nicodeamus moves off with my guards to investigate the bodies. My concern right now is that Aurora is in danger; I race through the halls and into the joint suites. Jayce meets me at the door and raises his finger to his lips, signaling for silence.

      I follow Jayce into the room, and there’s Aurora, asleep, cradled in Dimitri’s arms. Dimitri looks at me and mouths help me and then looks down at Aurora. At least lately, she’s been allowing us to sleep as humans with her. I approach slowly and nuzzle Aurora’s cheek and let my dragon rumble to her. Almost instantly, she curls towards the sound and rolls right into my arms.  Ever so carefully, I stand with my beautiful mate in my arms, I listen carefully, and I hear her beast rumbling back at mine. I walk slowly and carefully, heading to the massive bed we all have been sharing lately.

      Ever so gently, I lay Aurora on the bed and tuck her in tightly. I feel like I'm defusing a nuclear bomb with every movement I make as I step away from the bed. Now, it is time for our nightly ritual: the rock, paper, scissors tournament for sleeping position. Dimitri and Dominik are out since last night they won.

      I look between Jayce and Klaus; we nod that we are ready, and Dimitri starts the competition. "One, two, three, shoot!" Dimitri says, and we each pick an object. My dumbass chose paper, of all freaking things. Klaus and Jayce picked scissors, an automatic win for both of them. They smile and high-five each other. Deep down, I think they ganged up on me. I laugh and motion to the bed, and they assume the positions closest to Aurora. Dimitri chooses the foot of the bed. I lie above where Aurora is, and Dominik takes first watch.

      There have been too many attempts to let our guard down now. In four hours, Dominik will switch out with one of us, then the next swap will be four hours after that. The only two to get a full night's sleep are the ones sleeping next to our beautiful mate. This next month coming up is going to be hell. Between having to sneak out to work on the cavern, pretending to make preparations here, and keeping Aurora fed is becoming a challenge. Oddly, cooked food is making her sick, but raw food she can stomach. I know they say each pregnancy is different. I hope the next four are easier on all of us.
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        February

      

      

      We're in the home stretch, and I feel as though we are walking on eggshells lately. Aurora is miserable; her poor body aches, and her breasts have started to leak on occasion. Her sexual appetite has calmed down some to where it's manageable. The days of teaming up with my brother are over for now.

      Thankfully, we are not fucking to the point of exhaustion anymore. Now, Aurora wants it slow, sweet, and gentle, but honestly, it's because she's afraid the baby will be born with a dick imprint on its forehead.

      We all attempted and failed miserably at trying to keep a serious face when she said that to us over dinner. Poor Nicodeamus needed the Heimlich maneuver because he decided to literally inhale his chicken wing. The rest of us have gotten smart. We don't eat or drink when Aurora is talking at the dinner table. I can say, without a doubt, you never know what's going to come out of that girl's mouth.

      In theory, today is going to be an easy day. Jayce and I have Aurora floating around in her oversized bathtub to ease some of her discomfort. My brother and I take turns holding her head above water as we walk backward around the tub. Hell, this thing shouldn't be called a tub. It's a fucking small pool. It's gotten quite interesting to watch the odd shapes Aurora's stomach takes on when the baby moves. The freakiest thing to date was the hand. I say the hand because out of nowhere, the baby pressed her hand to Aurora's stomach, and the outline was perfect.

      We all stared in wonder as that little hand slid around the one side. Klaus decided to reach out and touch it, and immediately the hand disappeared. The next thing we know, there's a little foot there instead. Nicodeamus and Dimitri sat there telling us stories about what Aurora was like when Anca was pregnant. I'm glad Aurora isn't going through half of what her mother did.

      Dimitri regaled us with stories about how constantly nauseous Aurora's mother was during her pregnancy. There were days on end that she couldn't keep any food down, which made her very angry for a she-wolf.

      Nicodemus told us about how he would hunt for her to bring her back fresh meat, but she wouldn't touch the raw food because of the way she was raised. Aurora sat there rolling her eyes because the raw food doesn't faze her one bit. To be perfectly honest, she prefers to hunt and eat her food as her animal versus as a human.

      Aurora comes over and sits on my lap, curls up, and presses her forehead to my throat. She stays snuggled like this for several minutes, and eventually, her breathing evens out, and she's fast asleep. We've all noticed that she's napping more often and for longer over the course of the day.

      We know it's getting close to time for her, and we're doing everything within our power to keep her happy and healthy. Klaus's grandmother has been on high alert, preparing everything that she feels she may need to deliver the baby. Little does she know, she's going to be riding a dragon, probably in the middle of the night, to a destination we're not telling her about.

      We're keeping everything very quiet about our plans for the swift departure when we know it's time. Just recently, there was another attempt on Aurora's life in the middle of the night. I'm very thankful that my brother, Jayce, had decided to remain as his wolf that night. With his heightened senses and not needing to sleep, Jayce was vigilant throughout the entire night.

      Somewhere around one in the morning, someone entered our quarters through a hidden passageway that we were not aware of. The assassin did not know Aurora would have all of her mates with her. He didn't even make it ten feet out of the passageway before Jayce was on him and ripped his head off instantly.

      Jayce was so stealthy that night we didn't even hear the body hit the floor, nor was there any evidence of the attack the next morning. He pulled us aside and told us what happened so that we didn't concern Aurora with it. We've gotten rather sneaky in the last three months, things that would stress her out, she has no clue happened.

      Alaric, Klaus, and Nicodemus have been running the kingdom for her. We've hosted several dinners with visiting dignitaries. Still, at the slightest notion she was getting tired we would give Aurora an excuse to leave the room. So far, the kingdom is unaware Aurora is unable to shift. We fully intend to keep it that way, especially for her and the baby's safety.

      I feel the baby moving within my mate's womb, up against my stomach. The baby does, unfortunately, seem to prefer her father over the rest of us. I'm guessing it's a dragon thing. Hopefully, it'll work out differently for Aurora than it did for her mother. She has the advantage that her mate will be present for the birth. There's also a lot of things different between Aurora's birth and now her baby's. Firstly, Aurora is half-dragon, so her body is already acclimated to the child she's carrying. It wasn't like her mother, whose body was hosting a tiny alien that literally burst free of her body. Secondly, we are on her like white on rice; she doesn't sneeze without all of us being alerted to it.

      From what Dimitri and Nicodemus told us, Anca's other mates had very little to do with her during the pregnancy. They spent very little time interacting with her, and most nights she slept alone. That, by itself, would cause undue stress to the mother and child.

      We only have maybe a week, possibly two at most before the new little princess is born. I'm kind of frightened right now. Let’s face it, I've never witnessed a birth, nor have I ever had the title of father. Genetically we know the child isn't ours, but it's Aurora's and Alaric's. As a group, every child is all of ours; paternity doesn't matter. I motion to Alaric to come over and take our beautiful mate from me. I feel how restless her child is and I'm guessing it wants its father.

      Almost instantly, the minute Alaric picks her up, the baby calms and Aurora starts making that odd hybrid noise of hers that's a mix of dragon and wolf. It's definitely a dragon thing. I wonder who will get to father the next child that she's going to carry? It really doesn't matter if you think about it. She said each of us would have our own child; it's just a question of when. I'm kind of excited, mostly scared, but excited all the same. Only time will tell; for now, we do what we have to do. We have to make all of our preparations and wait for Aurora to say to us that she's ready.

      Tonight's my brother's and my turn to go out with Alaric to work on the birthing space. We're adding our own little touches, each one of us, so that something of ours is present with her. Nicodeamus and Alaric suggested that it just be the three of them when it comes time because of the child she's carrying. I don't like the idea, but if we're to maintain any semblance of control here, some of us must stay behind. After all, we don't want anybody looking for Aurora while she's off giving birth.

      A little after midnight, Alaric gathers Jayce and me up and takes us out into the courtyard. I’m really not too keen on the idea of flying. The gods gave me four paws for a reason and not wings. Jayce looks so excited. Then again, he likes looking at Alaric naked. Alaric, like most dragons, isn't very selective about what gender he takes his liberty with. I was, however, shocked about Klaus being bi. He didn’t seem like the type that would be on the receiving end. Hell, I’ve caught Jayce and Klaus more than once taking care of each other's needs. Aurora doesn't care, as long as her needs are met and no other female is ever involved.

      Alaric finishes his shift and Jayce walks over to me carrying Alaric’s clothing bag. I have our bag of stuff for the birthing nest. Wow, a birthing nest for our mate. The weight of the situation hits me harder than any punch ever delivered to my body.

      I’m amazed and in awe of what Aurora is capable of. Here is one of the strongest females I’ve ever known, heavily pregnant and defenseless. Aurora isn't the type to like to depend on others, and here she is, trusting us to protect and provide for her. I can tell Alaric is getting impatient when he thumps his tail on the ground near me.

      Fuck, I’m really not looking forward to this. Aurora once asked me if I’m afraid of anything and I answered with losing her. The truth is, I’m scared of heights too.

      Reluctantly, I climb onto Alaric's back where he had instructed us to sit. I have a death grip on the spine before me; I'm terrified. Jayce looks back at me and smiles at me; I force a fake smile at him and draw in a deep breath. I admit it, I scream like a little bitch when Alaric launches himself into the air. We circle the castle once, waiting for his personal guards to join us. Aurora is standing on the balcony with Dimitri right behind her, holding her tightly. I couldn't think of a better male to entrust her care to.

      We turn to the north, following the ridge-line, staying low to the ground to not attract attention to ourselves. Jayce is ecstatic, looking everywhere, making me a nervous wreck with how he’s constantly twisting and turning. Me, personally, I feel like I want to puke my dinner up. The dips and rises on the thermals make my stomach flip and flop with every beat of Alaric’s wings. Up, down, up, down…. How much fucking further is this damn place!

      Out of nowhere, a mountain rises up out of the fog. The side facing us is almost perfectly vertical, disappearing into the clouds. I’m starting to panic when Alaric reaches out to me through the bond. Relax, we’re almost there now. Just a straight climb up the side of the mountain. I won’t fly straight in like I do with the others.

      I roll my eyes as if that makes me feel better. Suddenly, Alaric flair’s his wings as if hitting the brakes, and he brings his body up and parallel to the mountain. Yup, experiencing terror in this moment. I can feel his dragon laughing at me, the bastard. Alaric lands, and his talons dig into the stone as he begins his climb. Several minutes later, we reach the opening and he climbs in. I look around cautiously, and my eyes widen. He flies into this opening? Yeah, I’m glad he decided to climb this time. As soon as it’s safe, I slide off Alaric’s back and begin to look around.

      As I step away from Alaric and Jayce, I shift my eyes to the ones Aurora gifted me with. My mercury, wolven orbs look around, taking in the layout of the caverns. You can tell, once upon a time, that a dragon dug the cavern out itself. I run my fingers over the groves that were left behind. I’m genuinely amazed by the strength of the dragons, more than anything. Alaric comes up beside me and lays his hands on the groves as well.

      “The Blood Queen dug this cavern; it's been in Nicodeamus’s family for generations. From what Nicodeamus told me, he was the last hatchling born here. He had fully intended for Aurora to be born here, but the attack happened and well, we know what happened after that.”  Alaric looks down and moves away. One of his guards lands in the cavern opening and lies down, blocking the entrance.

      We follow Alaric into the depths of the cavern to this grand opening in the center. It is like a mini oasis hidden within the mountain. I’m guessing the Blood Queen scented the oasis or something then decided to dig towards it.

      There's a beautiful moss-covered island in the middle of a stunning clear water pool. Small fish swim in the water in circles around the island. I wonder exactly how long they have been here and if they naturally occur.

      Jayce and I begin to work in tandem with cleaning and moving rocks and various other items, clearing Aurora's path to arrive. Alaric has shifted back to his dragon and uses his fire to remove mushrooms and various other mold spores from the walls and ceiling. Jayce and I stop to watch Alaric work; it’s incredible to think that a living creature can carry and produce fire. His dragon's coloration is quite unique; he’s mostly white with gold and blue mixed in.

      Typically, his species are not large dragons, but he’s on the larger side than Nicodeamus. Alaric’s guards are Black and Red Dragons. They have fire and acid weapons at his disposal. My thoughts are sidetracked for several moments watching Alaric work when my brother taps my shoulder. “Dom, we really ought to hurry up. I don’t like being away from Aurora for long.” Jayce smiles at me, showing his level of concern because of our absence.

      “Yeah, you’re right; I think we have everything done that we can possibly do for today anyway. Alaric, when you’re ready, we are!” I shout so that hopefully he hears me over his fire’s roar.

      Slowly, his great head turns to look at Jayce and me, and he begins to head towards the entrance. “I guess he’s ready to go, Jayce.” I lightly nudge my brother and gather what's left of our belongings. As we head towards the cavern, I notice something shiny sticking up in the black sand. I bend down and grab ahold of it; it’s a bracelet made of gold with jewels. Nicodeamus would know who this belonged to, so I stick it in my bag and run to catch up to Jayce. He’s already sitting on Alaric’s back, waiting to leave. I love him. He's my brother, but at times like this, I just want to smack him. Reluctantly I climb into my spot on Alaric’s back and pat his scales so he knows we’re all set.

      Alaric being the resident wise-ass, goes running towards the mouth and just launches himself out of the opening. We go into free fall. I’m terrified. My fucking brother is hooting and hollering like he’s on a fucking roller coaster. If we didn't look so much alike, I’d be questioning if we were related or not. The flight back isn’t as horrible as the ride out; I’m guessing the winds are behind us, pushing us home.

      We glide towards the castle, and Jayce and I shift our eyes, searching for any possible dangers. We don’t see anything as we make several passes around before Alaric lands. His guards take position so that he can return to his human form safely. Once shifted, Jayce and I head in the front door, we split off, Jayce heading straight to Aurora and I head to the kitchen. I don't even wait to look for the cooking staff. The enormous walk-in refrigerator is amply stocked with all kinds of meat. I grab a leg of lamb and a few raw steaks and set them on a platter. I then head out into the central part of the kitchen and find several types of pastries. I grab as many as I can before heading back to our suite.

      Once inside the suite, I don't find anyone in the bedroom which is concerning to me. I reach out to sense Aurora; she’s resting comfortably, floating in the bathtub of hers. I head to the master bathroom. Dimitri is leaning back on the stairs supporting Aurora’s head and shoulders out of the water. “How are you feeling, love?” I ask softly, just in case she’s sleeping as she floats.

      “Dominik, I’m glad your back. I’m hungry and uncomfortable and fat and hungry. The baby won’t sleep because Alaric isn't here.” Aurora starts crying, and then the water starts to freeze around her.

      “Love, please calm down. The boys are back. I’m sure once you've eaten Alaric will help settle the baby down so you can rest comfortably.” Dimitri attempts to soothe Aurora before he's turned into a bear-cicle.

      Jayce comes running in and stops dead, seeing the half-frozen tub. Jayce goes to the side of the tub and turns on the hot water and the bubbler. I move to the side of the tub, waving a pastry at Aurora, trying to draw her out of the water.

      Unfortunately, Aurora almost instantly looks sick. She immediately hurls herself over the edge of the tub. She promptly vomits her entire stomach contents onto the marble floor. Alaric comes running into the bathroom; his own color matches Aurora’s, and he's holding his stomach.

      Alaric runs to the side of the tub and slips on the vomit and falls on his ass. I’m trying my best not to laugh at the man that can roast my ass in an instant. Nicodeamus is not as cautious as he proceeds to full belly laugh at Alaric. “Poor guy just puked his guts up out of nowhere, now he falls on his mate's puke. Priceless. Welcome to being mated!” Nicodeamus raises his arm at the last part of his statement before moving to help Alaric stand back up.

      Dimitri helps Aurora out of the tub and sets her on her feet. Slowly, Aurora waddles her way over to Alaric, takes his hand, and leads him to the shower. I hear Aurora say she’s sorry she made him sick too. He kisses her forehead and tells her not to worry about it. Aurora leans into the shower and turns on the water for Alaric. He shakes his head at her and makes her sit on the bench close by. Jayce removes the pasties from the bathroom and goes to set up the steaks for Aurora. I walk over to the mini fridge in the suite and grab a few bottles of juice and bring them over to offer to Aurora.

      “I’m so sorry; I didn't know the pastries would make you sick.” I feel horrible that my decision had made her ill.

      In typical Aurora fashion, she pops the top on two drinks and takes a sip from each before settling on the one she wants. The second bottle she offers to me then returns to watching Alaric's shower. “It’s almost over, Dominik, I’m so tired and uncomfortable. I just want my daughter to be happy and healthy,” Aurora says as she rubs her stomach. She sighs softly and scoots so she can lean back against me. Slowly she sips at her juice, and I watch her wince.

      "Are you ok? Is it time?" I'm anxious and excited about the impending birth. Alaric heard my question and pops his head out of the shower.

      "I'm fine. Klaus's grandmother said it's normal to have these fake contractions. As long as my water doesn't break, it's not time. From what she said, a first birth can take up to a day." Aurora shrugs her shoulders like it's no big deal. A day is a long time for something to go wrong.

      Gently, I kiss Aurora's temple and nuzzle her cheek. Suddenly she sits up and waves her hand frantically at me. I assist her in standing and move with her quickly. Apparently, Tia moved and is now pressing on Aurora's bladder. I've never seen a woman so happy to make it to the toilet. I stand nearby, not really sure what to do while my mate is peeing her brains out. Dear Lord, how much did that girl have to drink? Alaric eventually joins us just in time for Aurora to finish up. It's times like this I'm thankful I'm not a girl.

      Slowly, I raise my eyes to watch Aurora's stomach change into unnatural shapes then settle down. Aurora starts laughing and rubs her stomach. Alaric and I are both concerned, and Aurora is over there laughing. We collectively shake our heads at her and move back into the main suite.

      There are several platters of assorted raw meat on the center table for Aurora to choose from. She waddles over and grabs her favorite chair on wheels, and rolls the rest of the way over to the platters. The rest of us are taking turns leaving the room to eat the food that may make her sick. Alaric and I decide to go last since we went first at lunchtime. Aurora is rolling laps around the table, picking at chunks of raw meat.

      Klaus's grandmother enters the suite and looks shocked at what Aurora is doing. She makes the ultimate mistake of trying to take the raw meat away from Aurora. Without batting an eye, Aurora freezes Klaus's grandmother to the ground. "Give me back my supper! I'm hungry!"

      Aurora's voice is the blended tone of her beasts. Her eyes are liquid mercury with the dragon slits. Aurora is mad and hungry, definitely not a good combination. Klaus runs over, takes the platter from his grandmother, offers it back to Aurora, and softly kisses her lips. It's frightening how fast Aurora can go from demon bitch from hell back to adorable sweetheart. I swear to the gods, there's a switch somewhere that randomly flips.

      Klaus remains at Aurora's side, calling her his angel. He gently caresses her stomach and then kisses it. You would think he would learn by now. The minute his lips touch her stomach, the baby decides to kick him. We've almost started placing bets as to how long it takes for Tia to strike. Tia is definitely her mother's daughter. The baby is already very opinionated about what she wants. She's not even here yet.

      Tonight we have a surprise for Aurora; we completed the nursery for Tia. We know it's not going to be used long, but it's the thought that counts. Aurora's starting to yawn, so we decide now is the perfect time to show her what we've been working on. Since Jayce gave up his room, he's the one tasked with leading Aurora to the nursery.

      We signal Jayce and he moves to Aurora's side. She smiles and takes his offered hand, following him. It now dawns on her that Klaus's grandmother is still stuck. Aurora says "oopsie" and releases her icy grip. The old crone isn't happy but oh well, she'll have to get over it. We move as one towards Jayce's room and Aurora's eyes light up. I have to believe she thinks she's going to get laid. I come up behind Aurora and cover her eyes before we lead her into the room.

      Aurora hates surprises and well, as a group, we decided this was one worth taking the risk. The room is painted in a soft blue-grey; the accent colors are rose and silver. We are pretty sure Aurora wouldn't want a really girly room because who knows what gender the next babies may be. We really lucked out with Aurora. She's efficient and doesn't buy too many lavish things. I slowly remove my hands from her eyes and back away. On all the walls there are scenes with each of our animals painted on them. Some would say it look like a horror emporium. I'd say it looks just right.

      Slowly Aurora opens her eyes and gasps. Her hands fly up to cover her mouth. Happy tears stream down her cheeks as she slowly walks around, looking at everything. This is definitely one of our better surprises for her. Aurora turns and walks up to each of us, thanking us and kissing each of us repeatedly. Nicodeamus finally joins us and is as moved by the gesture as Aurora is. This is definitely one of the best nights of my life, and it's only going to get better from here.
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      The poor guys have been going nuts, especially this past month. Jayce and the guys not only built me a nursery, but they are also at an undisclosed location setting up for my birth. Poor Klaus and Dimitri are on Aurora duty today. Klaus has been my designated pillow most of the day. Dimitri is taking care of my every want and need. These stupid Braxton contraction thingies have been happening most of the day today.

      I swear to the gods, if Klaus’s grandmother pokes me one more time, she’s gonna be a grandma-cicle real soon. “Guys, I need to pee again!” I practically whine out my words because I’m at my wit's end with this. I don't know how other species carry for longer than three months. The baby is upside down, and I keep seeing the occasional ass print pressed against my stomach.

      The guys help me up; Klaus and Dimitri escort me to the bathroom. A girl can’t even pee alone anymore, all because of what happened to my mother. I get it, really. I’m the first of my kind, and no one knows what will happen with Tia and me. We make it to the bathroom, and I kick the boys out as far as they will go.

      I know I’m getting closer to time. I mean, if guesses are right, it's any day now. It’s been really odd lately; I feel like the baby never sleeps. I bet my baby has a full-blown circus going on in there. Thankfully, my bathroom trips are always uneventful; I wobble and waddle and take care of business.

      We head back to what has been named my palace of pillows since regular chairs are so freaking uncomfortable right now. Klaus climbs in first, and Dimitri helps lower me back into my epicly soft snuggle area. The guys curl up around me, and I decide to take a nap till my next feeding.

      I wake up late in the afternoon; my stomach feels really tight, worse than it did before I laid down for my nap. Klaus and Dimitri are both out cold; I’m actually kind of jealous. I reach out through the bond to sense how far away Alaric and the twins are. From what I can discern, they are on their way back.

      I’m seriously not feeling good, and I can’t block the guys from feeling it anymore. Dimitri and Klaus wake up with a start, holding their stomachs and looking at me. They know it's me; they also know I’ve been hiding my discomfort from them.

      Klaus moves and kneels before me, wrapping his strong arms around my legs. “My angel, what can I do to ease your discomfort? Name it, and if I can do it, I will.” Klaus looks up at me, his eyes full of love and concern.

      I don't know what to say to him at this point. It's a natural occurrence; I can’t stop what's already starting. I reach down and rub Klaus’s scalp before doubling over, holding my stomach. Fuck, I think labor just got real. I feel my beast surge, scales ripple down my arms and spine. It’s time, and now every single one of my mates knows. The power surge I feel is absolutely insane. I start pulling energy from the closest, biggest dragons I can sense.

      Nicodeamus comes running into the room and looks at me with my scales rippling across my skin. “Shit! It’s time! It’s time!” He starts running around the room, grabbing my go bag and several other little things he thinks we need. Dimitri and Klaus come to my side and help support my weight as I almost double over from the contractions.

      “Alaric is almost here; we need to go outside now.” We start to walk through the hallways; one of the dignitaries attempts to block our forward progress. I feel a power surge unlike any I have felt before. I raise my now-shifted hand at him and a large ice spike shoots up from the ground, impaling him where he stands.

      We need to leave, and we need to go now. My beast doesn’t feel safe here, and she wants to get out quickly. The guys look at me briefly and then proceed to expedite our departure. By the time we make it outside, Alaric has landed with several other dragons. He made arrangements earlier for everyone to fly with me.

      “I can’t climb.” I’m almost crying as I look up to Alaric's dragon for understanding.

      I double over again, and this time my water breaks. We’re running out of time, and now my father and the guys are starting to panic. Alaric opens his dragon’s hand, extending it to me. He has his little finger curled so that it would act like a seat for me. Dimitri and Klaus help me get comfortable before Alaric closes his hand gently around me. I feel safe and protected in Alaric’s dragon's hand, but I’m too warm.

      Through the bond, I reach out to him. I’m too warm. Please use your frost if you have any; otherwise, I need to— Alaric’s hand slowly becomes cooler until it is a more comfortable temperature for me. I sigh softly and relax against the palm of his hand. I can feel that he is pushing himself to fly faster than he usually would.

      It feels like only moments have passed by the time Alaric lands in our secret location. The first face I see when Alaric opens his hand is my father. I carefully step out and almost go to my knees from the next contraction. They seem to be worse without Alaric; I look back to him in tears. “Shift, love, I need you!”

      I hold tightly to my father's one arm as the other guys run up to assist. Alaric shifts quicker than I have ever seen him do, and he runs over to me. Something about him soothes my beast, and the contractions are not as severe as they were before. I’m having a hard time making the journey to wherever they are taking me. Dominik shifts and lies down, allowing me to climb onto his back. He moves slowly and cautiously through the cavern, making the trip much more pleasant for me.

      As we enter this grand opening, I can't help but look around in awe of the beauty around me. Various crystals line the walls, as well as hang down from the ceiling. I feel an odd sense of home here. An instinctual urge calls to me to go to the water.

      “Dom, please bring me to the water; my beast wants to be in the water.” I look over to my father and he's smiling. I love my dad, but he looks like a happy Hannibal Lecter.

      “Something I need to know, Dad?” He’s still smiling, and if these freaking contractions didn't hurt so much, I would almost find him comical at the moment.

      My father takes my hand and begins to lead me to the water's edge. “Your ancestors, when they chose to carry their babies as humans, used to birth in these same waters. They have healing and soothing properties. All the great queens of our bloodline have swam in this pool. Now it's your turn Aurora. Go forth and deliver the future into this world.” He leans forward and kisses my forehead, then moves towards the opening of the cavern. He shifts to his dragon and takes on a blocking position, guarding the only entrance.

      Alaric and Klaus decide they will go into the waters with me first. As we wade deeper into the water, a sense of calm washes over me, and the contractions are bearable. The guys take turns switching out, helping support me in the water.

      The only constant throughout the hours is Alaric holding tightly onto me in some shape or form. I scream, cry, and want to give up at some point. I can easily take out a horde, but this tiny little being, this piece of me, feels like she’s trying to rip my insides out. At some point in the last few weeks, the guys have managed to stock juices here for me as well as food—mostly for them.

      When I reach hour number ten thousand and eighty-five, I feel like I’m finally progressing somewhere. My beast urges me to climb onto the moss-covered island. “I need to move; I need to climb.” I’m panting between words as Alaric and Dimitri help me up onto the moss.

      I crawl on all fours until I find a spot that my beast and I agree on. The contractions are stronger and closer together now, and I’ve regained the ability to partially shift. My forearms shift to my armored gauntlets. As I sink my talons into the earth, I bear down through a contraction.

      “Alaric?! You need to get over here!” Klaus calls as he sits at my feet.

      For now, he’s in charge of watching for the baby. I have my head resting on Dimitri’s shoulder, my talons sunk into the earth on either side of him. Jayce and Dominik were on either side of me, pouring cool pool water over my back to keep me comfortable. Alaric is on his way back with my juice when Klaus calls him. The panic in Klaus’s voice makes my father turns his great dragon head to look in our direction.

      On his way past me, Alaric hands Dimitri my juice, who in turn offers me the straw. I take a nice long drink of the sweet, cool pineapple juice. I feel Alaric’s hand on my hip as he bends to see what Klaus is looking at. Here I am on all fours, in labor, and the guys are having a meeting staring at my hoo-ha.

      “Everything is okay love, we see the baby's head, that’s all,” Alaric says, then kisses my temple. The twins go back to rubbing my lower back, each of the guys keeping some form of contact with me at all times.

      “Angel, I’m going to need you to push and hold it real soon, okay?” Klaus’s German accent is still sexy, even though I feel fucking gross and tired.

      Dimitri nuzzles my cheek then kisses it. “You can do this, baby girl. If you can take out a horde by yourself, you can push out one baby.” I smile at Dimitri’s encouragement as I hear the other guys back up his statement.

      I’m tired, I won’t lie. I feel one of the guards enter the cavern, and I start to draw some dragon energy from him. Right now, I need it more than he does. I hear Alaric say the man is down and to release him. I release him quickly and push hard again on the next contraction. I feel my baby slide free from my body, but I don't hear any noise from it. I turn quickly to see what’s wrong, and then I see it.

      My baby was born as her animal; Tiamat is the cutest little thing. She has almost pure white scales that are edged in fur. Her front legs are typical dragon hands; her hind legs have wolven paws for feet. Tia’s tail is mostly dragon in shape, but it has fur along the underside of it. As a matter of fact, her underbelly scales have more fur on them than the scales on her back. I reach down and pick up my daughter, holding her tightly to me. Tia’s eyes are like mine and her father's silver orbs with a black slit in the middle.

      I am in complete awe of this beautiful little girl in my arms. My father's dragon comes ambling over and lowers his large head to look at the baby. Tia attempts to blow fire at her grandfather. She blows a small plume of frost flames that are quickly snuffed out. I can't help but laugh at the tenacity of my daughter.

      Alaric moves off the island and shifts to his dragon, lowering his head to Tiamat. My brave little girl slides off my lap and onto the ground; she walks wobbly over to her father. Alaric opens his mouth and without hesitation Tia climbs in to lie down on his tongue. I’m kind of jealous; I will never have that part of the dragon connection with my daughter. I watch Alaric and Nicodeamus with Tia, playing on the ground on the other side of the pool.

      Slowly, I move and climb into Jayce’s lap to rest and watch my newborn dragoness play with her father and grandfather. I’m in shock when I suddenly feel another contraction out of nowhere. Dimitri assures me it’s normal for my body to expel the placenta from my body. I shrug and look around, over by where I was before is Tia’s placenta.

      “Guys! Tia isn't an only child!” I scream before doubling over from the force of the contraction. Jayce is in panic mode, Dimitri is white as a sheet, and Klaus is holding another juice for me like it's no big thing. Dominik comes running back in from the cavern that we have deemed the bathroom.

      Alaric shifts back to his human form and carries Tiamat back over with him. This baby is coming much faster than the first one, and that scares the shit out of me. I feel like I’ve barely had time to rest after the first baby, and now surprise, there's a second one in there. Klaus switches out with Dimitri. The twins are on baby watch; Dimitri and Alaric are at my sides, comforting me.

      The cool water feels freaking fantastic running down my spine as I rock back and forth with each contraction. I open my eyes to find Tia looking up at my face from underneath me. I can't help but smile through the pain at my baby girl. I shift my arms to my gauntlets, and Tia moves to go investigate my scales. When her nose touches my scales, I feel her frost move over them slowly. That’s my girl! She may have grandpa's fire. But she can freeze a fucker like her momma.

      Eventually, I feel my second baby slide free, and I hear it cry out; I can just see a small plume of blue flame. Okay! We have a mostly frost dragon hatchling this time. I move so I can see my child and it's beautiful. I make sure to shift my hands back so I can handle my new baby. I’m saying it because one, I wasn't expecting this one. Second, how do you sex a baby dragon? Alaric picks up the baby, flips it back and forth, earning him a blast of blue flames in his face. He smirks as he shifts his eyes to his dragon’s, and the baby settles down. “He’s going to be a tough one,” Alaric says and then tilts his head, looking at me, waiting for me to catch on.

      “Aren't all babies hard, though?” I say, not catching his drift in the slightest.

      “Aurora, love, I know you’re tired, but you have a son to help me name,” Alaric says, passing the new baby over to me.

      I smile, looking him over and nuzzle his face. His face! I look up in shock, from the baby back to Alaric, then to the guys, finally back to my son. He’s almost exactly like Tia, except he has more wolven features than she does. His front hands look like my shifted ones: heavily armored gauntlets with long white talons. His hind feet are all wolven. He also has less fur adorning his scales than Tia does. Like his sister, his stomach and underside of his tail are covered in my white fur, thick armor scales protect his chest and belly underneath the fur. For the most part, his face is all dragon until you get to his eye shape and his ears. I smile softly and grumble at my son; his little tail whips about excitedly.

      “Ladon Uther Kraus. Named after the legendary thousand-headed dragon, and after the original Pendragon from King Arthur's court.” Ladon blows more blue flames, celebrating being named, and then proceeds to slip from my hands, chasing after his sister.

      The two babies play-wrestle back and forth. They are just about equal in size and strength; that is until they start blowing fire at each other.

      At this point, Alaric intervenes and I just lay back, resting against Klaus. “Well, that explains why I felt like I was going to explode.” I motion to my babies and rub my stomach. I notice I’m still bleeding, so does my father.

      “Aurora, you need to shift. I think the babies’ scales and claws cut you up a little on their way out. I can bathe you in my flames to help heal you faster.”

      The guys all freeze looking at me, only now noticing the small, steady stream of blood running down my leg. I stand and stretch before walking to the middle of the cavern. I look back at my babies and smile before I begin my shift. Slowly, I shift my body to that of my beast, making sure everything moves and rearranges in perfect order.

      My animal has grown in size again. Her frame is more muscular and defined. I’m easily ten foot now. My arms and legs are as thick as tree trunks. I swing my great wolven head around to look at my body; I now have heavily armored scales on my paws up to the bend of my knee. Next, I raise my hand and examine my gauntlets; they have become more aggressive-looking. My scales have sharper edges to them than they had before. My talons are still long, hooked, and razor-sharp. I have the urge to try something new. I reach down deeply as I probe my father's knowledge.

      Nicodeamus’s eyes light up as he senses what I’m searching for. He shifts quickly and demonstrates how to breathe fire; his flames bathe me and help accelerate my healing process. I tilt my head several times before that familiar sound of the ignitor clicks can be heard.

      My mates leap back as my beast breathes fire for the first time; I freeze everything in the flame’s path. My babies leap towards me, and I lower myself down onto all fours, greeting them as my animal. We sniff and lick at each other as we get to know each other. My mates are concerned as to what this will mean for me. As far as I’m concerned, today is just another day, and I’ve acquired another weapon to help me on my journey.

      I lock eyes with my children, and as I shift back I force their shift to happen along with mine. Both children’s transition to their human is rather effortless. I don't have to use too much Alpha influence to help them assume their other forms. I now have two chunky little cherubs sitting there looking at me. Having been born in their dragon form gives them an advantage.

      They have the trunk control of an older baby. I am truly amazed looking between them as I move to pick them both up. I snuggle my babies to my breasts and both latch on, feeding immediately. Softly, I yawn, and immediately Dimitri and Alaric are at my side to guide me over to where Jayce and Dom have set up a place for me to rest. I snuggle in, holding both babies, watching them feed from my breasts. Now I really must work on hunting down those that may bring my children harm. First, I need to make sure the Ice Palace is sorted before moving on to my next target.

      The guys all gather around, looking at the twins in my arms. Both babies have platinum blonde hair and grey eyes. Tia has flecks of green in her eyes, like Alaric. Ladon has blue flecks like Nicodeamus and I do. Both babies have my birthmark on their wrists; it’s a white crescent moon. The twins finish feeding, and I pass one off to Alaric and the other off to my father after he sits down. I smile softly, looking at my little family that I've made. The rest of the guys gather around the babies, excited to get a closer look at them.

      I slowly remove myself from my pillow palace and head to the water surrounding the island. My father said it has regenerative properties. To be brutally honest, I feel like I was just put through a shredder. Slowly, I swim lazy laps around the island, letting the water work its magic. Under the water, I notice movement, so I dive and go after it. It’s a large catfish. Apparently, there's a small feeder stream that it must have used to get here. I surface, drawing in a deep breath before hunting the catfish. Two attempts later, I'm finally able to sink my talons into its flesh. I throw my catch up onto the island and swim to the edge after it. My shift comes quickly, and it just so happens, my baby's shift too. They wiggle out of their father’s and grandfather's arms to head over to my catch. I quickly skin the catfish, lower my muzzle, and rip a chunk of flesh off to eat. The babies imitate me, biting and ripping at their food.

      My wolven and bear mates look at the scene before them in horror. The twins and I are eating sashimi as our animals. The dragon's side of the family is happy to see my young eating so well. I eat at least half of the catfish, leaving the rest for the babies. Slowly, I shift back to my human form and sit close by, watching over my children. For now, my enemies have been given a reprieve. I'll soon be going over all of the intel I've been given, and I’ll formulate a plan of action.

      The babies eat their fill and come over to me, ready to go to sleep. “We need to be thinking about heading back. The babies are safer if they remain as their animals for now. At least they can run, hide, and defend themselves if they have to.” I lay a hand on each child before looking to my mates. Slowly they nod, agreeing with me. Alaric moves to the end of the cavern and starts making arrangements for our trip back. Klaus helps me stand and dress in my flight clothing. Now that I’m not pregnant, I have room in my coat for my babies. I haven't bounced back one hundred percent yet; a few more shifts should have me back in top form. I gently pick up my sleeping babies and bundle them in my coat to protect them from the wind. Alaric gives me a look as if to say, “What the fuck are you doing?”

      I open my coat to show him our babies, and his dragon's head nods slowly. He then gets into position so I can climb on. Once in place, my father joins us, sitting just before Alaric’s wings. Are you ready, love? Are the babies settled? Alaric asks me through the bond.

      I gently rub my cargo and smile. Our children are asleep. Tomorrow, however, we will rain hell upon those that may stand against us. Then we leave as quickly as possible to Klaus’s pack and then summon the others, I say to Alaric through our bond. I feel Dominik’s fear through the bond as his guard goes into free fall out of the mouth of the cavern. Jayce, on the other hand, is elated, enjoying the fall. I swear those two crack me up. They are such opposites. One tough, one soft, one terrified of heights, the other loves it. It’s kind of comical if you ask me.

      Alaric carefully launches us out the mouth of the cavern; we gently glide upon the thermals until he feels it's safe to start really flying. I feel my babies moving about within my coat, so I pop two buttons in the middle, allowing them to poke their heads out. Is it too cold for them out here, Alaric? They are quite curious about the flight. I gently stroke my babies’ heads, waiting for Alaric to answer me.

      No, love, they are part Ice Dragon after all. Take them out one at a time and let them see over the top of my head as I fly. Make sure to keep a good grip on them, so they don't go into free fall. Alaric’s concern for the babies’ safety warms my heart. Carefully, I pull Tiamat out first and rest her little taloned hands on the ridge of her father's dragon's crown. She calls out her excitement, making her little baby dragon noises.

      We spend the remainder of our flight with the babies taking turns watching the flight over the top of their father’s head. My own father is quite amused watching me with the babies. I guess, in a way, he wishes he could have done this with me. I mean, have my mom hold me while he flew us around. It makes me want to cry over all that we have missed out on, all because of Vladimir. There will be no mercy for him, nor for the rest of his bloodline.
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        * * *

      

      We arrive back at the castle by early morning and apparently, we’ve attracted the attention of all of our guests. I pull both babies out of my coat, and they perch on my shoulders. They are looking around curiously at all the people. “Do not trust anyone other than whom your fathers, grandfather, and I say it’s okay to go to. There are bad people here who would love to see us dead.” Both babies move to look at me, and I shift my eyes to that of my beast and begin to teach them the recent history.

      Alaric senses what I’m doing, and keeps his head held high, and remains standing. I gently pat his scales, letting him know I’m done, and he slowly lies down when the rest of my mates gather. My father slides off first and moves to back the crowd up. My War Dragon guards assist my father in containing the group. Jayce and Dominik are already shifted to their wolves waiting for me. Dimitri and Klaus are in a position to help me off of Alaric's neck.

      Oohs and Ahhs, and a ton of oh, they’re so cutes are heard as I’m escorted into the castle, then back to our private chambers. I’m starving, and I have two babies I still have to nurse yet. Everyone gathers in what I call my bedroom, and the babies are let loose to play as they wish. “Any updates while we were gone?” I ask, looking towards my father and Alaric.

      My father is the first to respond. “Your personal guards snuffed out several more usurpers in our absence. Having them sleep in your bed was a stroke of genius, daughter. All appears to be settled here. We just need to have a gala to announce the babies’ births, and then we can leave. We can plan the christening for some time after we take back the Marelup throne.” Nicodeamus smiles, then jumps because it seems that Ladon just tried to freeze his grandfather to the floor. I can't help but laugh at their actions. Alaric, however, is just shaking his head, looking at the twins.

      “Oh, relax, grumpy! They are just playing!” I say to Alaric as I try not to continue to laugh at my children's antics.

      The babies continue to run and play as the guys sit down to do all the planning. When I say the guys, I mean Jayce and Klaus. Dominik, Alaric, and Dimitri are handling setting up security, and Nicodeamus is on the floor playing with the kids now. I have to say, for once, everything is right in my world. My mates are all bonded to me, my babies are happy and healthy, and my father has a perpetual smile on his face. Everything is very good in my world right now.
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        February

      

      

      I’m back at my favorite crystalline desk; it feels like forever since I've sat here to conduct business. I still have all the maps and sketches I made when I was first aware of Aurora. I run my fingers over the charts and my doodles I had made of her face. It's hard to believe that almost a year has passed, and here I am a father, her mate, and now king.

      Slowly, I open the top drawer of my desk, taking out my favorite parchment. I begin to write the birth announcements that shall be personally flown to the different kingdoms around the world. To my right is the list of godparents that Aurora and I have come up with for our children. Aurora barely trusts any females so there will be no godmothers for our kids. She has, however, picked out three godfathers, and I agree with her choices wholeheartedly. I have chosen my long-standing friend Austin Skybane as a guardian for my daughter. Austin’s Kingdom is on a hidden island off of New Zealand. Aurora has chosen Ellis as a guardian for our son, as well as both War Dragons. She figured since Polar Bears are not long-lived, the War Dragons would be a good backup. I decide to write Austin’s letter first.

      

      
        
        Dear Austin,

        It feels like forever since the last time I have put pen to paper. I have wonderful news to share with you. Remember that unique female I wrote to you about? The hybrid? Well, she’s my mate, we married and have birthed twins! TWINS!! Can you believe it? I hope you would do me the honor and agree to be my daughter, Tiamat Andrea Krauss’s  Godfather. No pressure or anything. I would be honored if  your would be Tia’s Godmother. I hope all is well with you and your family. As soon as  we have a date for the christening and the proper coronation, I will send word.

      

        

      
        Respectfully,

        King Alaric Kraus

      

      

      I laugh to myself, thinking about how I have signed the letter to one of my best friends. He’s going to shit bricks when he sees I’m now king and not my father. I feel the guys panicking and Aurora’s agitation. Something’s set my mate off; I need to go defuse the bomb before there's a slaughter on our hands.

      I run downstairs and head to the fitting room. Aurora looks like a heavenly vision in her flowing gown. That is until I notice her arms are shifted, and she has a seamstress in an ice prison.  “Aurora, baby, what seems to be the matter?” I look at the beautiful dress and then over to the seamstress.

      “She said she had a hard time with you and your trousers! She doesn't belong anywhere near your trousers! Where’s the usual seamstress that does your clothing?” Aurora is using her talons to accentuate her displeasure over a single female making adjustments to my wardrobe. That’s where the problem lies.

      “Love, Helline passed on while we were gone. Her granddaughter took over her duties so that we wouldn't be without a head seamstress.” I hold my hands up in a placating manner, trying to get my mate to calm down. She’s definitely more territorial now that the babies have been born.

      Aurora looks between the young seamstress she has trapped and me. “Sorry for your loss.” She releases the girl quickly, then her eyes move between her other mates and me. “No one gets fitted alone. Ever.” Aurora’s eyes land on the young girl now, and she looks her over.

      “You’re a wolf, am I correct?” Aurora slowly shifts her hands back to humans as she waits for an answer.

      “Yes, my Queen,” the girl answers softly with her eyes low, staring at the ground.

      “Klaus, Dominik, gather all our single males. This young female shouldn't be without a mate during times like this. If one is her mate, fantastic. If not, she comes with us when we leave to go to Klaus’s pack. Hopefully, she will find her mate and my animal will settle.” Aurora looks down at the girl and notices her smiling. Slowly, a smile creeps over Aurora’s lips.  Her eyes raise to me, and she winks. Apparently, she’s pleased with her progress.

      Dimitri meets me by the door as I go to leave. He motions for us to walk away from the others. We head down the hallway and into the library. “Something on your mind, Dimitri?”

      “Da, Alaric. Aurora has located Elena. She’s not far from Klaus’s pack. There's been minor skirmishes between the packs lately. Thankfully, Klaus’s pack is larger and stronger. Aurora is planning on hunting down the old witch and slaughtering her.” Dimitri word vomits the information, sounding like it's no big deal.

      I raise an eyebrow at him, then start to stroke my beard. “So what you're essentially saying is that Aurora is going to go all homicidal when we arrive at Klaus’s pack, but not to worry?” I tilt my head to the side, looking at Dimitri, waiting to see if I have made a fair assessment of what he's told me.

      “Sounds about right, Alaric.” Dimitri shrugs his shoulders, then goes and pours two glasses of brandy. He returns and hands me one of them. “She’s also planning on searching for my people to see if any still live before we attack the castle. Aurora figures that if any Great Bears still live, it would be an asset to have them with us.” He downs his glass in one swallow. I can immediately tell the subject bothers him greatly. Dimitri won't meet my eyes as I rest a hand on his shoulder.

      “Aurora wants to search so you don’t feel alone in the world. She loves you so much, and I have it on good authority she wants to try to have your cub once the war is over.” Dimitri’s bear surges to the surface and he now looks at me, smiling.

      Without warning, the big guy wraps his massive arms around me and literally bear hugs me. I’m almost unable to breathe with the force he’s exerting. “This is fantastic news! Thank you, Alaric!” Dimitri spins me in circles as he lovingly squeezes the life out of me. Dimitri eventually stops spinning us, and I’m dizzy as fuck. I look up towards the door to find Aurora with the twins latched to her breasts. Her robe is open just enough that I can see both babies’ shoulders while keeping herself covered.

      Aurora smiles and starts to laugh. “I’m guessing Alaric told you my plans, D?” Aurora’s eyes shift to that of her beast as she stares at me. Yup, I prematurely spilled the beans, and now she's not happy with me. Aurora’s eyes shift back to human as she turns to look at Dimitri. “Does this news please you?” I watch Aurora move slowly and rests her forehead on Dimitri’s shoulder. I still can't get used to the idea of Aurora looking unsure of herself in regards to anything.

      Dimitri lets go of me like I was set on fire, and he carefully turns and takes Aurora and the babies in his arms. I watch Dimitri’s hand come up to gently move aside the robe, and he kisses the crown of both babies’ heads. His hand moves to cup Aurora’s cheek; he lightly kisses her pouting lips. Honestly, I feel like I’m watching one of those Hallmark movies. “Aurora, I am extremely blessed just by being allowed all this time with you. You’ve gifted us with babies, your undying love, and loyalty. We are blessed every day we get to have you in our lives.” He sighs and glances at me briefly before continuing. This level of emotional honesty from the big guy is definitely a huge change for him.

      “One day, when the time is right, and you gift me with my own cub, it will be the second greatest day of my life.” Dimitri ends his declaration by kissing Aurora. Me, I’m over here blubbering like a fool, having listened to one of the most romantic speeches I’ve ever heard.

      Aurora has her own tears freely flowing down her cheeks. Carefully, Dimitri wipes them away. Being the wiseass that I am, I search my phone and put on November Rain by Guns n Roses. Both of them look at me and smirk. It seems like it's the soundtrack of their love story. I leave my phone on the desk and walk out of the room, leaving them to their moment.

      Those two, I swear, I don’t know how Dimitri went from guardian to mate. I know our animals have a lot to do with how we process things. Dimitri explained it to me: his bear wanted her from the moment she turned a hundred. As soon as those womanly curves kicked in, it was over. It was the reason he kept going to town to relieve himself. I don’t know if it is just because Aurora is a hybrid or something else that kept her from ascending. Aurora should have ascended long before her hundredth birthday. I’ll have to ask Nicodeamus about that one. Even to this day, that one little fact still puzzles me. I wonder exactly how far Elena meddled with Aurora and her life?

      I find myself wandering into the throne room, looking at all the decorations going up. It’s nice to feel the lack of my father's oppressive presence. After Bane’s death, it seems like a new life was breathed into the castle and the staff. Random staff approach and congratulate me on the birth of our children. Not a single soul here knows of Aurora’s changes, and we are not about to let anyone know until we absolutely have to.

      I find Nicodeamus making an ice sculpture in the corner of the room. He absolutely cracks me up with the odd things I see him doing. The statue is of a dragon with hatchlings at its feet. I’m guessing a family portrait in ice? I watch him for several moments more before turning to leave.

      I need to seek Klaus out to make sure the arrangements for our trip to his pack are under control. Klaus’s twin and grandmother are flying back to Germany this morning so they can begin to set up for the Dire Wolves, as well as the American Lycan pack. I reach out through the bond and find Klaus and Jayce are together in the war room. Good, I get to kill two birds with one stone.

      On the large mahogany table, they have a map of Klaus’s pack lands; the board behind them has Romania's map, the region that Dimitri comes from. On the wall opposite the board, they map the area around the Marelup castle in the Carpathian Mountains.  Right now, the boys are focused on Klaus’s pack lands and the existing structure.

      “Need any help?” The guys aren't expecting to hear my voice, and they jump. Klaus starts to laugh, and Jayce still appears to be slightly shaken.

      “Sorry about that. How are we making out with the plans for the big move?” I walk over and sit in the leather recliner stationed in the corner, waiting to hear what they have to say.

      Klaus moves and hands me a smaller version of the three maps, then moves back to the big one on the table. With Jayce’s help, they pin it up on the wall over the map of the castle. “The housing situation has been resolved. The indoor training pit, as well as the storage hanger, have been emptied out. Both are being filled with cots as we speak. We figure we’d keep the two species separate, just because we are not sure if there are any traitors in the American Lycan pack.” Klaus moves and points to the large buildings on the map, and I look at the corresponding spot on the map in my hands.

      “Klaus, where on here is the Alpha house? Is it in a safe location in relation to the temporary housing? The last thing we need is Aurora going on a murdering spree because someone got too close to her babies.” I raise both my eyebrows, looking at my expert planners. I watch them both look at the map, back at each other, then finally settling on me as they smile.

      “Yes, it's far enough away,” Jayce says enthusiastically, then spins to look over the map one more time.

      “They have a hot spring on the property, as well as a day spa. Aurora will love it. Oh! And the best part is the chocolate factory is only about two miles away!” Jayce is beside himself with excitement. I haven’t seen that man this happy since he watched me fuck Klaus.

      I shake my head at the two of them and just start laughing. “I’m glad the logistics of the move are left in your capable hands. Just remember the gala is at sunset. You’re expected to be in your tuxedos and dress shoes. Aurora has gone into the treasury to retrieve the adornments she wants us all to wear.” Jayce and Klaus look at each other with such excitement. Without warning, they both leave the room to go investigate. Actually, come to think of it, I’m quite curious myself about what Aurora has picked out for me to wear.

      I wander the hallways heading back to the suites, grabbing my bond mates along the way. We make it into the shared living quarters and there’s Aurora, standing on a pedestal in all her celestial glory. Her gown makes it look like she has wings hanging down her back. She’s currently wearing a crown I’ve never seen before. The crown is rather ornate; it appears to be made of elven mithril and adorned with thousands of diamonds. It’s as if Aurora is wearing all the stars in the sky upon her head. In front of her stands a man with long, black hair and pointed ears. I’ve never seen him before, but apparently, Nicodeamus knows him and Aurora is comfortable with him being in her nest. Aurora’s head turns slowly and she smiles.

      “Hey, guys! I’d like you to meet Oberon, King of the High Elves,” Aurora says as she motions to the man before her. “He’s come to bless the children and me. I, apparently, am a beast of legend.” She smiles and looks back down to Oberon.

      “Yes, Young Queen, you most certainly are a beast of legend, but the question is, which path will you choose once your mission is complete?” Oberon states in that musical voice of his. He slowly turns to look at the rest of us; he moves forward to greet each of us in turn. High Elves themselves are beings of legend, and to attract the attention of the king himself is a huge deal.

      “You have gathered the strongest bloodlines from each of the species of old.” Oberon moves and stops before Dimitri and lightly grips his jaw. “Great Bear, you are not alone. Your original tribe is still alive in the mountains where you were born. My people and I maintain a barrier around their territory to protect them.” Oberon hands Dimitri an amulet and smiles. “This will help you find your people when you are ready to go home.”  Oberon moves away from Dimitri then back over to Aurora. Oberon offers her his hand, and he assists her down off the pedestal.

      “You are ready, Young Queen. Remember, hide your true potential until your final battle. You don't want anyone preparing for what you can accomplish.” Oberon leans forward and kisses Aurora’s forehead, then vanishes into a shimmering mist.

      Aurora looks serene. It’s quite scary to see her like this. She seems at peace, settled. I’m happy but concerned at the same time. “Aurora, you seem a bit different. Is everything alright?” I tilt my head to the side and look at her, waiting for her to answer me.

      With a fluid grace I haven’t seen before, Aurora seems to glide over to me. Gently, she lays her hands in mine and looks up at me, her steel-grey eyes focused on me. “Oberon helped settle my dual nature. Unfortunately, unlike the rest of you, I technically shouldn't exist. Well, what I mean is I shouldn't exist as I am, being an almost equal split of both species.” She tilts her head to the side smiling softly.

      “Oberon said my dragon side is the most dominant. He used some old elvish magic to help my animal sides be more at peace and work together. I know we’re not separate beings, but the dual natures and instincts sometimes confuses the hell out of me. Oberon said that’s why my temper has such a short fuse. It’s because I couldn't handle the mixed signals.” Aurora shrugs her shoulders and just smiles up at me like it’s that simple. To be honest, it really is. If her dual nature was causing her homicide-switch to flip, and he just fixed it, well, that's the best news ever.

      “What did Oberon mean by which path you’ll choose?” I lean forward and gently kiss Aurora’s full, blood-red lips. Nicodeamus takes Aurora’s hand and leads her over to the tall stool for her to sit on.

      Aurora draws in a deep breath, then looks back to me. “I’m not the first of my kind; I’m actually the second one to be born like this. The first was a Black Dragon and Lycan hybrid. He went insane from the power of the two bloodlines. It took an entire army of elves and other dragons to take him down.” Aurora looks down, then at her own hands, shifting them to her beast’s gauntlets.

      “Oberon says I’m more deadly than that male was because my beast literally took on the most dangerous traits from each mated species. I have Jayce’s venom and can release it in either form. I have Dominik’s agility and his night vision. From Klaus, I have his added speed and ability to jump to great heights. Dimitri, oh gods, he was a deadly addition. I gained the mass and strength of his bear and its height. Alaric, my love, I gained your immunity to both types of fire. You’ve also given me the ability to breathe fire, which is unheard of.”

      Aurora slowly shifts her hands back, looks back up, and smiles. “I gained a lot of good traits as well from Jayce: his soft heart and compassion. Dominik gave me the ability to assess a situation quickly and pick the best course of action. I gained an almost extrasensory perception—Oberon said the older species of Lycans just know things. I got that gift from Klaus. From Dimitri, I gained his infinite patience, and now that my beast is settled, I can use it. From you, Alaric, I gained a stronger will than I had before and a higher value on life. All of these extra gifts were hidden by how unsettled my beast was. Oberon blessed our babies and me so that we all can be at peace. I choose the path of the benevolent leader, not the bloodthirsty tyrant. Well, that is, I will. After I kill Elena and Vladimir, then take back my family's castle.”  Aurora takes the offered drink from Jayce and looks at all of us.

      I’m honestly floored by all that Aurora has said. To think, all this time, she’s been struggling with an internal war, and none of us knew about it. I feel horrible that our mate was possibly in her own private hell and never told any of us. Our servant comes in and alerts us to the fact that the guests are starting to arrive. Aurora rises up ever so gracefully and walks over to where the twins are curled up, sleeping as their dragons.

      Aurora shocks me by making dragon sounds at the twins to wake them. I look to the guys, and yup, we’re all surprised to watch and listen to what she can do now. Tiamat and Ladon have almost doubled in size over the last few weeks. We attribute their rapid growth to the fact that they spend more time as their dragons than as babies. Aurora believes they are safer as their dragons, and I hate to admit it but she’s right. Aurora bends down and picks up Tiamat, passing her to me. She then reaches down and picks up Ladon holding him close to her breasts. Slowly, he climbs up and wraps himself around her shoulders, preferring to sit up there so he can see better.

      Tiamat, having seen what her brother did, also climbs up on my shoulders and lies down. I guess this is how we’re presenting the babies to the world: as their animals. Through the bond, Aurora reaches out to all of us. I want our babies to have a happy childhood. People cannot abduct children whose faces they have never seen. They are the first children born of me; those seeking to snuff out my bloodline will go for the children first, not me. I hate to say it but Aurora’s logic completely makes sense. We each take a turn kissing Aurora, then line up to head out.

      Dimitri and Klaus take point, Jayce and Dominik following behind us. Aurora has her hand resting on my forearm as our children happily chatter with each other. We enter the grand ballroom to find Nicodeamus already standing on the platform near all of the thrones. Not only did Aurora make sure each mate has a crown upon his head, but she also made sure they have a throne.

      We walk in time with the music that Nicodeamus has chosen for this momentous event. I feel Aurora’s hand tighten on my forearm, and she begins to look around the room slowly. Something isn’t right and she’s on high alert. I look up to see Nicodeamus with his eyes shifted, looking around. Aurora’s breathing has slowed as she uses her father’s vantage point to look around. At the very last second, she shoves me out of the way and catches a knife in her now-shifted hand.

      I feel the room shift, along with Aurora’s temper. She’s commanding the dragons under her rule to seal the room. Carefully, she hands Ladon off to Dimitri and turns to walk through the crowd. Aurora stops before a female Red Dragon. She is one of the females my father tried to force me to take as a mate. “You threaten my mate? Your king?” Aurora’s voice is a mix of her beast, with hints of her human tone. You can see Aurora’s canines descend, as well as hear her talons clicking together in agitation.

      “Abomination! You do not deserve a dragon like Alaric! He is to be mine!” The female screams at Aurora and shifts her forearms to her gauntlets. I compare the two quickly, trying to assess the situation. The red female has nothing on Aurora in the weapons department. “I challenge you to the pit. Beast on beast for the king’s hand!”

      Aurora just starts to laugh hysterically at the female before her. “You? Wish to fight me? I killed Nexus by myself. Besides, if I die...” Aurora moves her hair aside to reveal my scale upon her chest. “Alaric will follow me into the great beyond, to the land of our ancestors. However, you will be left alone here, in the land of the living, having killed a monarch and sentenced to death. Your soul will never go to Elysium. Oh no, a far worse fate awaits you, my dear.” Aurora bows her head lightly to her father.

      “Prepare the pit! Tonight, I get to stretch my talons and add another head to my throne!” Aurora’s words have struck fear into Camile, and she comes running over to me, dropping to her knees.

      “Please! Spare me! Forgive my trespass!” Camile grovels at my feet, kissing the tops of my shoes. Before I have a chance to answer, Nicodeamus comes up to my side and rests a hand on my shoulder.

      “At the stroke of midnight, on the Ides of March, your wish to battle the new Blood Queen shall be granted. Be happy she didn't call for the horde to descend upon you.” Nicodeamus speaks like the King of old, like the man he used to be before losing his mate. Tiamat moves and climbs onto her grandfather's shoulder, then breathes fire at Camile, sending her scurrying backward away from us. In typical Nicodeamus fashion, he tells Tiamat how proud he is and she’s such a good girl.

      All I can do is shake my head at him, then look up at Aurora sitting upon her throne. She’s switched crowns to her great-grandmother’s, and she’s owning the title her father has bestowed upon her. I approach Aurora, and she smiles at me like nothing has happened. Dimitri sits to her left and me to her right; Ladon now sits upon his mother's lap watching the celebration. We have fifteen days until the battle; Camile will sit in a cell waiting for death during that time. Tonight, we celebrate our children and the successful birth of a princess and a prince.
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      It’s been fourteen days since the last attempt on anyone's life. Since then, life has been pretty good. The babies are growing quickly. Especially since, if we leave our chambers, they return to the forms of their animals. Aurora and the children are in the main landing area today because the babies keep trying to fly. Alaric feels it’s time for them to start trying. So, he’s lying down, letting the babies climb up him and jump off of his head. Aurora and Nicodeamus are cracking up, catching the babies when they don't quite get the lift they need. Ladon seems to get the longest hang time when he jumps.

      Aurora doesn’t have a care in the world right now. Well, all she cares about is her mates and babies. Alaric is nervous, but he won’t say anything to Aurora. Klaus and I are terrified for Aurora; we don’t want her to die. Klaus comes over to join me at the bench, carrying the laptop and drinks for us.

      We sit side by side, booking the last of the flights for my people, as well as the American Lycans my brother feels are loyal. This morning, Alex sent word that he had to put almost a dozen Lycan down because they tried to cause an uprising. Without their Alpha, they are more prone to their base urges and for Lycans, it's to battle. Ten hours until battle time, and my nerves are shot.

      Klaus, Dimitri, and I spent a good three hours in and out of bed with Aurora this morning, trying to dickmatize her into not wanting to battle. Her answer was that honor dictates she answer the challenge. I get that, I really do, but she's a mom now and they should come before honor and duty. Currently, Dominik and Dimitri are in the pit, making sure it can withstand what will happen tonight.

      Several hours pass, and it's dinner time. We decide to dine alone in our private chambers so Aurora can relax. The babies are the size of toddlers, walking around all wobbly. Still babbling since their human vocal cords haven't fully developed yet. Ladon has learned to speak through the bond, mostly through direct contact with the family's non-dragon members. Tiamat doesn't even try since Ladon speaks for both of them most of the time.

      His parents and grandfather can hear him over a distance through the bond. In a way, I'm a bit jealous of that level of connection to the children. But I know in time I’ll have my own pup to have that special connection with. In a way, it's great that the dragon babies were born first. They’ll help protect their younger siblings.

      A knock sounds at the door and Dimitri moves to open it. The pitmaster is at the door. Nicodeamus walks over to him with the list of dignitaries that are allowed to witness the battle tonight. None of us know what Aurora is going to do, or honestly what she’s capable of since Oberon's visit. Aurora’s power and her beast seem to be more focused and in tune with her. There are no more internal power struggles or wars going on that would lead to her lashing out over nothing. The guys and I are concerned about what’s going to happen tonight, especially since she’s so deadly calm right now.

      Aurora watches the exchange at the door and goes back to eating her almost raw venison. She isn't being snobbish about her power or swinging it around like a big dick in the wind. I feel it's like she's playing a huge poker tournament, and she's holding her cards close to her chest, so no one knows what to expect from her.

      Here it is, go time. Aurora has Klaus in what looks like a mobile DJ booth, up in one of the standard viewing booths. Aurora has apparently set a playlist for this battle. Dimitri said that Aurora always has a soundtrack for every part of her life. Every big event and challenge, she’s pinned a song to it, just to keep her focused.

      Camile enters the pit first and goes through her shift, nothing theatrical like Aurora does. She’s rather large for a Red Dragon and a female to boot. Camile proves her power and dominance by blowing, and sustaining, a stream of fire for a long time before roaring.

      I watch Klaus’s eyes bleed to mercury when Aurora reaches out to him. Klaus’s eyes meet mine and the other mates before he nods his head. The song Aurora chose to walk into the pit is “Feel Invincible” by Skillet. The first few powerful hits of the bass and guitar trigger the side doors to blow open. Aurora enters in a cloud of frost-like mist. Aurora is wearing a two-piece bikini with a sheer robe that shimmers in the light like diamonds.

      The part comes when the singer hits “There's a reason to fight,” she points up to us then sends a wave of frost to coat the pit. Aurora cracks her neck, still prowling around the pit, looking Camile over. Aurora’s eyes are that of her beast, and she’s searching for weaknesses. I see Alaric’s, Nicodeamus’s, and Dimitri’s eyes are all mercury. They apparently are teaching her about Red Dragons.

      There’s the smirk I was waiting to see from Aurora. She nods her head slowly then wiggles her finger for Camile to attack. I’m borderline ready to have a heart attack; Aurora is just standing there when Camile opens her dragon's maw and rains fire down upon her. It looks like a river of lava flowing over her, I can’t see her and I’m terrified. Alaric and Dominik come over to hold me, telling me to have faith in our mate.

      Then it happens, a mass of frost starts to overpower the fire. Aurora is fully shifted, and her beast is mammoth; roaring blue frost flames—like Nicodeamus can do—right back at Camile. Camile’s dragon leaps back, not sure what to make of the hybrid beast before it. Aurora looks like an interesting blending of her Dragon and Lycan bloodlines. Aurora stands bi-pedal like a Lycan—her feet are all Lycan. The shape of Aurora’s head is mostly Lycan with some dragon traits. Aurora’s taloned gauntlets look even more lethal than they did before. Aurora’s body shape is basically Lycan except for the addition of scale armor on her arms, legs, and muzzle. Aurora takes full advantage of Camile’s shock and charges at her by launching up into the air. The talons on her hands and the claws on her feet gain purchase on Camile’s scales.

      Camile attempts to shake Aurora off of her, only causing more damage to herself in the process. Aurora makes several swipes, and Camile’s left wing falls to the ground before Aurora leaps off and lands on a column of stone. Her talons sink deeply into the stone as she watches Camile writhe and roar in pain. Camile’s blood is spraying everywhere as she spins and thrashes.

      Aurora picking her moment, leaps off of the column to land on Camile again and starts to rip at her scales. Camile can almost reach Aurora when she slides off Camile’s side to slip under her. In a swift, decisive move, Aurora goes and disembowels Camile, using her talons to rip along the seam of her soft underbelly. Intestines slither their way out of Camile’s abdomen and onto the pit’s floor. Aurora is bathed in Camile’s blood as she stands back, watching Camile look at her mortal wound.

      In an attempt to save herself, Camile shifts back to human and begins to plead with Aurora, begging to be saved. Aurora shifts back to human and slowly saunters over to Camile. A soft smile plays upon Aurora’s lips as she goes and embraces Camile. We are all really fucking puzzled by this show of sympathy from Aurora. Ever so gently, Aurora kisses away Camile’s tears then moves and kisses her lips, almost passionately.

      I am definitely having a what the fuck moment up here. It’s hot as fuck that our mate is kissing another woman, but her? Just as Camile is getting lost in it, I hear the ignitor click. Aurora swiftly becomes covered in frost and shoots her blue flames down Camile’s throat. Aurora’s flames burn through the back of Camile’s neck, leaving the girl’s severed head in Aurora’s hand. Aurora spins around in the pit, holding up the head high, and our people cheer and chant her name. Every day I’m in awe of my mate and what she can do. Today, awe doesn’t even come close to what I’m feeling right now.

      Collectively we run down to the receiving room, where the fighters go after battle. Aurora is sitting on the back of one of the War Dragons in his shifted form. Thank the gods the room is big enough for him to be here. Aurora’s hand is running over his scales, glowing faintly. If I’m correct, she is siphoning power from him to recharge herself to full strength. When we arrive, Aurora slides down to the ground and walks over to us gracefully. She gives me a wink then mouths fatality to me. Apparently, we’ve been playing a little too much MK in our spare time.

      We all take turns hugging and kissing Aurora, checking her over just to make sure she’s in one piece. Out of the corner of my eye, I see one of the servants walking out with Camile’s head on a silver platter, off to be prepared for the collection. Aurora is perfectly calm and relaxed as she moves between all of us. Tiamat and Ladon both chirp for their mother's attention, and Aurora gladly gives it to them. Aurora quickly moves to sit on the floor, allowing her to hug them both simultaneously.

      Nicodeamus makes the motion to get me to follow him, so I do without question. “Yes, Dad?”

      He smiles, looking at me, then back towards everyone else in the group. “Aurora’s actions shocked us all tonight; you are not alone in feeling that way. Her great-grandmother was the last dragoness able to breathe fire in her human form. I don’t know what King Oberon did, but whatever it was has made her more lethal.” Nicodeamus shrugs his shoulders and looks at me. “How are you handling it, Jayce? I know you’re more sensitive to her changes than the other mates.”

      I ponder his question for several moments before formulating a response. “It’s scary how she goes from chaos to peace. The flaming death kiss was definitely over the top for ways to kill enemies. I love her and will do anything for her, but I’ll be honest, that scared me.” I motion with my hands back towards the pit and then look lovingly back at my mate before turning to Nicodeamus.

      “I know she’s better equipped to face what's coming, but that doesn’t make me any less afraid for her. We have babies now. They need all of us.” I sigh as I realize that I’ve gotten to the heart of what's really bothering me about all the changes.

      Nicodeamus gives me a knowing smile and then kisses my temple. “See, you figured out the problem all by yourself. I’m proud of you, Jayce. Now you just need to talk to your mate and bond mates about your concerns. I’m sure everyone will be happy to listen to you.” Nicodeamus just smiles and walks away.

      We gather up Aurora and the babies. Returning to our suite, Klaus and I set up the bath for her with her favorite scents. The babies have shifted and are toddling along in their human forms, gods those two are adorable. Klaus and I wistfully look at the babies, imagining our own when the time comes. Aurora catches Klaus and me sitting on the floor with the babies playing with them, and she just kisses the tops of our heads before cannonballing into her bathtub.

      Ladon and Tiamat shift and run towards the water; they both slide in without fear to swim with their mother. The rest of the guys eventually join us, watching Aurora bathe both babies in the tub. I don’t know what’s keeping my attention more, Aurora’s boobs bobbing in the water or the babies getting their scales scrubbed with a loofa. Aurora passes each clean baby off to Alaric to dry; he gets each baby to shift back to their human form and dresses them for bed.
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      Klaus and I are the only two left in the room with Aurora; I guess the guys are giving us some alone time with our mate. I look over at Klaus and motion towards Aurora; he catches my drift and strips and then slips into the water. I turn on the bubbler, then turn on the heater to keep the water hot. Aurora watches me closely; her curiosity is getting the better of her, to the point she’s not really paying attention to Klaus.

      Klaus slides up behind Aurora and lightly bites her shoulder over his old bite mark. “It’s a whole different experience with me completely awake, Angel.” Klaus lightly growls near Aurora’s ear as I watch his hands grip her breast to tease her erect nipples. I can tell by his stance he’s lining himself up with her entrance, and suddenly he thrusts home. I hop myself up on the edge of the tub, watching Klaus take Aurora from behind.

      Slowly, I begin to stroke my cock, watching and listening to them fuck in the tub in front of me. I have positioned myself above a bubbler, and Klaus notices it. Slowly, he maneuvers Aurora so that her breasts are tickled by the bubbles. “Angel, poor Jayce looks like he could use a hand. Why don’t you suck his cock so he doesn’t feel left out?” I raise an eyebrow looking over at Klaus. Mentally, I am giving him a high five right now.

      Aurora’s grey eyes look up at me as she braces her hands on either side of my thighs. “Is that what you want, love? Do you want to feel my lips around your cock? Do you want me to swallow every drop?” Aurora raises an eyebrow, knowing full well that I have a hard time verbalizing my desires. I playfully bop her nose with the tip of my leaking cock. All I can do is nod my head at her and offer her my throbbing shaft. Aurora is trying so hard to break me the rest of the way out of my shell. I moan softly as she takes my length deep into her throat. I can’t help but move my hips in time with Klaus’s thrusts.

      Aurora suddenly releases my cock and screams out her orgasm; her hands shift, and her talons dig into the marble on the side of the tub. I look around me at the damage she’s causing—at this point, I’m quite thankful she isn't holding my cock. Aurora’s eyes are glowing, and she attacks my cock with a new intensity. Her hands shift back, and she starts to caress my balls as she leans on my thighs for support. I’m close, so fucking close... I wrap her hair around my fist and start to meet her halfway, thrusting up into her mouth. Her animal grumbles its approval, adding vibration to the world's most epic blow job. My moans begin to deepen, and my thrusts become erratic. Klaus screams out his orgasm, thrusting one last time up into Aurora. He slides free of her pussy and comes up alongside of us. He moves me in such a manner so I'm kneeling on the side of the tub now.

      Aurora stands up straight and continues to allow me to fuck her mouth. Klaus hops up onto the side of the tub and licks his index and middle finger; slowly, he presses them into my anus and starts finger fucking me. Oh, by the gods, I can’t hold out much longer. It feels too fucking good; I don’t want to stop.

      Without warning, Aurora releases my cock and jumps up onto the side of the tub with us; she drops onto all fours in front of me. She keeps wiggling her ass in my face, her puffy pussy dripping, begging me to bury myself deep within her. Who am I to deny my mate? I grip her hips tightly and pull her back hard, thrusting my cock deep within her tight, welcoming folds. I thrust into her as hard as I can; I feel empty at the sudden loss of Klaus’s fingers. He reaches around me and gathers some of Aurora’s come on his fingers; within seconds, my once empty ass is full of Klaus’s cock. I almost blow my load feeling him penetrate me so deeply. I gasp and lose my rhythm for a moment. Aurora is close; I can feel her muscles twitching around me. I start to thrust into her once again.

      Klaus for the most part, has found a good distance to stand and allows me to impale myself upon him. With all the friction and twitching from Aurora, I can’t hold off any longer so I bite Aurora’s back, instantly causing her to orgasm. Her muscles crush down upon my shaft, sending me crashing over the edge after her. The minute my thrusts slow down, Klaus starts pounding into me like a man possessed. Klaus’s hand finds my throat and he grips it, pulling me back towards him. I love being handled like this; I love the dominance of my bond mates.

      Aurora slides free of my cock and turns to watch Klaus dominate me. “This is so fucking hot, Jayce. I love watching the guys fuck you. I love watching the pleasure they give you.” Aurora moves closer and begins to lick and bite my nipples.

      My once flaccid cock is hard and dripping again. Her hand moves to grip my shaft roughly as she jerks me off in time with Klaus’s thrusts. Klaus’s moaning gets louder, and Aurora rises up to look around me. “Don’t you dare come yet! Jayce needs time!” Aurora growls out her command, and amazingly Klaus obeys.

      On the other hand, that just ramped up my arousal, and my cock starts to leak more than before. Aurora’s eyes look down as I grip my cock. My one hand cupping my balls, the other gripping my throbbing cock—I’m jerking off as if my life depends on it. Aurora is smiling at me, then her eyes lock on my cock again. She drops to all fours once more and starts to lick at the tip of my dick. Feeling her tongue does me in. I come so hard, and without warning, I shoot my load all over Aurora’s face. Klaus, hearing me scream from my orgasm, comes hard in my ass and thrusts into me twice more before knotting, locking himself deep within me. He lays his head on my shoulder, looking down at a come covered Aurora.

      Klaus and I are scared for our lives, to the point the other mates come running into the bathroom to behold the disaster before us. I hear Alaric say, “Oh, fuck.”

      Then Dimitri is saying, “Not good” over and over again.

      My fucking brother, Dominik, is taking pictures because he’s an asshole. I’m holding onto Klaus for dear life because if I’m going to die, I’m taking the fucker with me. Aurora slowly stands up; my come starts running and dripping off her face onto her chest. Suddenly, she reaches down between her legs and scoops up a large mass of our combined come from her pussy. She proceeds to splat the side of mine and Klaus’s face with it before heading off to the shower. I hear her in the distance, starting to laugh her ass off, then the shower starting.

      I'm not sure if we're in the clear or if she is silently plotting revenge. Dominik walks up and crosses his arms over his chest. He's doing that cocky smirk that I'd love to punch him for. "So, genius, how does it feel to have committed the ultimate fuck up? I mean, seriously, I'd expect that from Alaric or Dimitri, but not you two fuckers." We look back at Dimitri and Alaric, and they are both nodding and laughing.

      I can't help it, but I'm quite concerned for my personal well-being. I shot her, not Klaus. Granted, we’re both wearing her goo on our faces but still, I'm pretty sure I'm going to be toast. Klaus's knot finally releases, and he withdraws slowly. I walk back to the shower stalls, open the first one and turn the water on. I step in and shower off quickly. If I'm going to die, I'm at least going to die clean.
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        * * *

      

      I walk through the castle and it's silent, like scary silent. I'm absolutely paranoid at this point; I feel like I'm being hunted. More than likely, I am; Aurora has a sick sense of humor. She'll get me eventually.

      Do you know what it's like to spend your day living in fear? I do. Trust me, it's not fun. Everyone is prepping for the flight over to Klaus's pack territory. Some of our troops are already en route to meet up with Klaus's brother. Everyone is busy, and all my jobs are complete. I head into the den and start a fire in the fireplace.

      Carefully, I slide my favorite chair closer to the fire so I can enjoy its warmth. I'm not sure at what point I dozed off, but boy, do I feel so much better after my nap. I wake up to find everyone in the den; the babies playing with toys on the floor. Aurora is attempting to teach herself how to knit. Who in their right mind would give her stabby, pointy objects that she could kill someone with?

      Slowly, I rise and stretch, then reach for my phone on the side table. My background is still Aurora topless with her arms shifted. Our messenger app has twelve messages waiting to be opened. I look around at everyone, and they are busy with entertaining the twins. I pop the messages open; the first few are from the splat heard around the world. Fear rises in my gut and my wolf bristles beneath the surface of my skin. I go to the next photo, and it's me creeping through the halls trying to be cautious. I notice now that picture is from Aurora.

      Fuck, she was hunting me. The next image is taken from high above me, looking down as I move my chair into place. My eyes fly up to the ceiling, and there are claw marks in the wood. Again, that image also came from Aurora. I feel a distinct chill run up my spine. Now I’m really getting frightened, there are three more messages left, all from Aurora. The next is Aurora doing a selfie with me sleeping in the background. The last picture is of her nipple next to my mouth while I slept. Ok, so it’s not bad; she just fucked with me knowing my fear would be far worse than she would ever to me.

      I rub my eyes, then look down at the backs of my hands; a brilliant, iridescent blue coats my skin. It’s that color blue the character Mimi—on that Drew show—used to wear. I open up my photo app on my phone, putting it in selfie mode. What the actual fuck?! I have long, fake eyelashes, peacock blue eyeshadow, and Aurora’s signature blood-red lipstick on.

      The room clears out, leaving only me and Aurora left. She’s standing there with her full, pouty lips, smiling at me like the cat that swallowed the canary. I’m feeling ballsy at the moment, so I approach her; I pin Aurora to the wall and kiss her hard. Aurora gasps and runs her fingers through my hair; I just smirk and pull away. “I apparently need to go use your makeup remover; I’ll see you later.” I turn to leave. I can smell her arousal in the air as I walk away. Score one for me; I lived and left her wanting. You can bet your ass she’s going to make me pay for this later, but it will be well worth it.
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      Alaric circles Klaus’s pack lands several times, allowing the babies and I to get a good view of the Black Forest. I scent the different game animals on the wind, and to be honest, I can’t wait until I can go hunting. We land in a field not far from camp; Alaric shifts back and dresses quickly in the clothing I offer him. Our children follow us in their dragon forms as we walk toward the main part of the camp.

      My eyes fall on the American Lycan pack and the Dire Wolves hanging out in a group by themselves. Jayce and Dominik are speaking with their brother Alex, catching up for lost time. Alex is inspecting their mating marks and smiling broadly, proud of his brothers. Personally, I’m not comfortable in large groups, so this gathering is making me quite anxious. Alaric senses my uneasiness and wraps an arm around me, pulling me tight to his side as we make our way through the camp.

      I spot Klaus surrounded by at least eight females, all of them trying to touch him. Nope. I’m not okay with this. It’s cold, and there’s snow on the ground, so what I have planned next really won’t take too much effort on my part. I tilt my head to the side when I spot one of the Black Dragons nearby, I wiggle my fingers at him and he approaches. I push his sleeve up and place my hand on his forearm. Now the fun begins.

      The ground rumbles, and an ice spire erupts out of the ground under Klaus, and elevates him ten feet off the ground. Klaus is basically standing on his very own ice pedestal. I know my eyes have that haunting glow to them; the frost I command coats my hair. I release the Black Dragon male I used for a boost; I really didn't take much from him this time.

      Alaric is trying to soothe me, and I just give him my best death glare. I tilt my head to the side, looking at the females still clamoring up at my mate. I turn my back to the crowd and shift; thank the gods, I wore an outfit I wasn’t fond of this time.

      My beast’s mass dwarfs all the Lycans present. I gained mass from Dimitri’s Great Bear and more dragon characteristics from Alaric. I’m an almost ten foot tall, just about half-ton hybrid, bent on death and destruction. I click my talons together and shake out my armored dragon scale gauntlets. My snow-white fur and scales almost make me invisible against the wintery background. Out of the corner of my eye, I watch the American Lycans, and the Dires flee the scene; they know what's coming next. I focus on the females who are still trying to get Klaus to come down. Dumb bitches don’t even realize I’m here yet.

      Without warning, I focus the full fury of my Alpha powers on the bitches trying to get to my mate. I’m growling, almost foaming at the mouth from rage. I watch him show them his mating bite from me, and still they try. Slowly, one by one, they turn to face me and start crying. I release my grip on that particular power only to howl my summoning howl, ripping the wolf from every single wolf that can hear my voice. The only beings unaffected are my mates and the very old.

      The camp is filled with Lycans of all different shapes and sizes; there's a slight variation in color within the pack. I force the pack to remain as their beasts, and I use the pack link to speak to all of them in their minds. I am Aurora, daughter of Anca Marelup and rightful heir to the Lycan throne. You either stand with me or against me. If you are with me, you have my protection. If you choose to stand against me, you will meet my talons in the pit. Decide now; I will not offer twice. Wolves and Lycans only understand the old rule of only the strong survive. I will battle if I have to; I kind of want to after that long flight. It's been two weeks since my last decapitation. Shit, I sound like I am in a confessional.

      One by one, the Lycans and other assorted wolves kneel before me. Some hesitate, and I mark their faces in my memory. I will watch those five closely. I share that knowledge with my mates, and they agree to keep a close eye on them.

      I release my grip on the pack and return to Alaric's side. Slowly, he removes his fleece and offers it to me. I shift back to my human form and slip on his shirt. I look back at the pack, and here comes Klaus with his mother and grandmother in tow. His mom seems pissed; I guess she wasn't a fan of me forcing the shift to prove who I am. "My Angel, I wish to introduce my mother to you," Klaus says, with so much love and affection.

      His mom looks like the type of woman who should be filed under demon-in-law. Damn, that woman makes my resting bitch face look jovial. "Who the fuck do you think you are coming onto my land like this?" Klaus's mother questions without hesitation.

      My team hears his mom and starts backing away. My own mates start backing away as well. Klaus's grandmother starts cursing at his mother for being disrespectful. Klaus's mother turns quickly and stares down Elsa. "I don't fucking care who this bitch claims to be. She is no Marelup!"

      I start that sadistic laugh of mine as I stare at this insolent female before me. I push up the sleeve on Alaric’s shirt and shove my family brand in her face. She stares at the brand for several minutes then looks back up at me. By this time, my father is by my side and holds his brand next to mine.

      It's amazing how quickly someone changes their tune when they realize they are standing before the harbinger of death. Lucky for Klaus's mom, I promised him I wouldn't kill anyone today. I look over to Klaus, and he seems scared of what I may do. "My love, please make with the introductions. I'd like to eat and shower before the festivities." I'm tired and hungry, and trying my best not to lose my shit and kill his mom.

      "My angel, this firecracker is my mom, Agness. Mom, this is my mate, and queen of the Ice Dragons, and future queen of the Lycans, Aurora Marelup." Klaus finishes the introductions and kisses my cheek.

      By this time, my remaining three mates flank me. My hatchlings sit at my feet, ready to breathe fire. I extend a hand to Klaus's mother, waiting to see what she does. Slowly, Agness shows me her brand then grips my forearm. We hold onto each other silently, our grip firm.

      She attempts to look me in the eyes several times, and she's unable to for more than a few seconds. When she finally gives up and lowers her head, I lunge forward, biting her throat and growl. I wait for complete submission from her. My now extended canines applying pressure, almost to the point of breaking the skin. I hear her wolf whine, and her body goes limp, no sign of struggle or resistance left.

      I release her then grip her jaw, forcing her to look me in my now-shifted eyes. "If you ever pull any of that bullshit again, I'll be having your heart for dinner." I let go of her jaw, and she stumbles backward. Promptly, Elsa starts to beat the fuck out of Agness for her stupidity and disgraceful behavior. I tilt my head several times, watching the entertainment. Softly, I laugh and allow Klaus to lead us to what will be our home, for however long we need.

      The Alpha House is impressive with high vaulted ceilings, carved support beams. These people really take pride in their work. I have to admit, it’s an impressive sight to see. Fuck, I may reconsider my decision to live in the castle after this. Klaus leads us to the back of the house to a room, I assume, in the master suite.

      Quickly, Klaus moves past all of us and locks the door; he moves to the bed and reaches under it, hitting a secret button. The bed raises, and there’s a stairway leading down into the bowels of the house. Klaus raises one finger and makes the shh motion before heading down the stairs.

      Curiosity has definitely gotten the better of me, so I follow.  My children race down the stairs into the room below. Ladon starts to breathe fire, lighting up the room for a brief moment. Klaus finally makes it downstairs and turns on the light switch then hits the button to close the hatch above us. “Okay, so sorry about all the spy activity, but I had this constructed for us for when we need time away from everyone. The pack is nosy, very nosy, so I figured this would be awesome for us to have. We have a heated pool, a shower that can comfortably fit three. Oh! The master bed, wait till you see that!” Klaus is like a little kid on Christmas morning; he can barely contain his excitement.

      Klaus runs over, grabs my hand, and starts dragging me to the back. So I grab Alaric who in turn grabs Jayce, who grabs Dimitri, who finally grabs Dominik. We have literally formed a human chain and are being dragged through the hallways. Finally, we arrive at what Klaus is calling the master bedroom. This room looks like it was built for the sex Olympics. The fucking bed is absolutely mammoth; it can easily sleep all of us no matter what direction we decide to sleep in. There’s a fucking massage table in the corner—what he’s calling an inversion table. I’m already picturing how I’m going to use these items, and it’s not for their intended use. I start rubbing my hands together like one of those cartoon villains.

      “Oh shit, that look concerns me, babe. Where has your dirty little mind gotten to already?” Dominik is the first to question me, and I just smirk.

      “Wouldn’t you like to know? Play your cards right, and you may find out after tonight's celebration.” I wink at Dominik, then head towards the showers.

      “Can someone grab my bags and bring them down here? I don’t feel like socializing yet.” Truth be told, my beast wants to make sure she has total dominion over all the other wolves, and I just can't allow that to happen yet.

      Most of the guys leave except Dominik. I look over my shoulder as I turn on the shower. “Penny for your thoughts, Dom?” I step back under the water, looking at him.

      Dominik looks down, and I can tell what he’s about to say is really bothering him. “I was so hopeful... I mean... I was happy when we heard you were pregnant. I was happy that either my brother or I had fathered a pup with you.” He sighs deeply, then roughly rubs his eyes with his hands and looks up to me. I hate this look; he’s in so much pain.

      I step out of the water and start to undo the buttons on his shirt, looking at him. I see Alaric is moving to come in to see what was wrong. Through the bond, I reach out to him. Please leave, my love; Dom needs me. He’s hurting because he was sure our babies were going to be his or Jayce’s.

      Alaric’s eyebrows shoot up, then understanding flitters across his features. I’ll tell the others. Remind him we love him, Alaric says before leaving silently.

      “I’m so sorry, Dom. I was honestly sure myself that the baby was either yours or Jayce’s until things progressed the way they did.” I rise up on my tippy toes and gently kiss his lips. Shower sex isn’t going to fix this. He needs my love and attention. It kind of explains why he’s backed off some. I gently remove his belt and free him of his pants and I start pulling him back into the shower stall with me.

      I sit him on the bench and use the shower wand to get his hair wet before I start to wash his hair.“Aurora, you don’t have to wash me. I’m a big boy, I promise!” Dominik smiles up at me. There’s that smile I was hoping to see.

      “You’re right, Dom, I don’t have to. I want to. You need my love and attention; you are hurting enough that you told me. I’m sorry I’m a bad mate and didn’t see it sooner. The babies are a handful; I can only imagine what your momma went through with you and Jayce.” I smile and boop his nose with my finger, leaving bubbles on the tip. I continue to run my nails over his scalp as I work the soap up to a good, thick lather.

      Dominik wraps his thick arms around my waist and rests his head against my stomach. “You're not a bad mate; I just handled the news poorly. As for my mother, she's here if you would like to meet her.” He looks up at me and I can’t help but start to laugh. I am looking down at him between my boobs.

      “Hmm, hopefully it's a warmer reception than I got from Klaus’s mom. I really wish I didn’t promise him I wouldn’t kill anyone.” I smirk, then grab the shower wand and start to rinse his hair for him. I remove every trace of soap, then I select the conditioner to work into his hair.

      “I’m just glad we could save your mom from your dad; he was a real douche canoe. I’m sorry, but he really was.” After calling his father a name, I wince because that was rather insensitive since we watched my dad killed his.

      Dominik suddenly stands and rinses his hair out then looks at me, his wolf surfacing. I stare at the golden glow of his wolf’s eyes; I’m not using any of my Alpha powers on him. I like seeing the guys’ animals in private; it's a trust thing, really. They know I won’t use my strength of will against them.

      “He deserved to die! He cut off your father's arm and held him hostage for over two hundred years. He raped my mother, as well as two of his other mates. He forced himself on any female he wanted because he could.” I watch Dominik's muscles jump and shift under his skin from his wolf’s agitation.

      “That’s not an Alpha; that’s a serial rapist. Who knows how many half-siblings Jayce and I have in the pack.” Oh boy, this has definitely struck a nerve with Dominik. I lower my eyes, feeling bad that I wrecked his mood.

      “Aurora, love, I’m sorry. My dad is a very touchy subject. It's mostly because of how he treated my mom, Jayce, and Alex.” Dominik starts to apply shampoo to my hair and work it into a lather.

      “Then I don’t feel bad for my part in his demise. You’re not your dad, Dominik. You’re a very kind and gentle mate. That is unless I want it a bit rougher at night.” I smile, looking at him. I want him to see how much love I have for him.

      “After we take back my mother's castle when my next heat comes, Alaric is going to head to the Ice Dragon castle and will stay there until my heat is over. All four of you will have an equal shot at being a dad. As long as I nurse the babies, I won't go into heat for a while. For now, Klaus’s grandmother has herbs to help me sleep through the next heat until we are safe to have more babies.” I honestly do look forward to having kids with each of the guys.

      I raise an eyebrow out of reflex, thinking about delivering Dimitri’s baby. Wow, that’s going to hurt. I truly hope and pray my hoo-ha survives. “What thought just crossed your mind, love?” Dominik asks as he begins to rinse my hair.

      “Dimitri’s cub...” I really don’t need to say more; the look on Dominik’s face says it all.

      “Fuck! I didn’t think about that. Oof… Don’t worry, I volunteer as tribute to lick your hoo-ha till it's all better.” Dominik starts to laugh as he finishes working the conditioner into my hair.

      I can’t help but laugh along with Dominik as he massages my scalp. “I’m sure there will be another rock, paper, scissors tournament over this honor too.”

      I look up to Dominik as innocently as I can manage. “Yes, I know all about how you guys fairly decide the nightly sleep order.”

      I lightly tap my chin. “Maybe I should make it easy and take on a sixth mate, so you guys can rotate out in pairs?” I say it jokingly, but by the look on Dominik’s face I know he’s already talking to the others.

      “Sold! We agree a flight shifter, or a tiger would be cool. Alaric says he knows some nice Siberian Tigers.” Dominik says it with such a straight face, I stop breathing from shock.

      All I can do is just double blink, looking at him, then I turn my attention to the other assholes in my family. I focus hard on them and force their asses to enter the bathroom. I stand up and rinse my hair out, then turn off the water and grab a nearby robe.

      I stare at the five of them, and each one looks more guilty than the next. “What the actual fuck are you assholes thinking? It's not like I can go to the corner store and pull a sixth mate off the fucking shelf!” I wouldn’t say I’m angry per se; shocked and taken back is more like it, and it's causing me to lash out.

      Alaric gets all suave and gives me his best smile. “Well, a sixth mate solves many problems. Sleeping arrangements are one. All the chores can be equally and fairly divided. No one is left holding his own cock when we all do our thing.” I raise an eyebrow and start to laugh.

      “You fuckers have been planning this conversation for a long time! I can tell! It’s why Alaric is delivering the proposal!” I’m practically yelling at them, holy fuck! How long have these assholes been planning this coup?

      “How did you know?” Dimitri pipes up, looking like the kid that just got busted with his hand in the cookie jar.

      I shake my head and laugh more. “Y’all fucked up! Usually, you send Jayce with the ideas that may piss me off. Alaric, Klaus, or Dominik doing it is a dead giveaway; you planned this!”

      I wrap my robe tightly around myself as I look between the five of them. “If there’s another suitable mate, I will decide if I accept him.” I exit the room and promptly hear high fives being exchanged behind me. Jerks...

      I shake my head and head into the master bedroom, then into the walk-in closet. Damn, Klaus went all out; my wall is organized and stocked by color. The boys have racks that pull out of the opposite wall. We have a party tonight with dancing and feasting, so I don't want to wear anything over the top. I find a blood-red sweater and pair it with some insulated black leggings. Slowly I move over to the shoe rack and search for cute boots to go with what I'm wearing.

      Hmm... fuck it. I pull out a pair of black Docs and red fuzzy socks. I return to the master bedroom and find my box with my crowns in it. I pull out my great-grandmother's ruby crown and place it upon my head. Perfect!

      The guys are all gathered, having what they think is a quiet discussion. Dimitri keeps shooting down everyone else's ideas. I sneak up behind Dimitri and lean on his back, wrapping my arms around his neck. I kiss Dimitri's cheek then look to the others. "Are we ready to go to the party? Elsa has agreed to watch the twins tonight so we can enjoy ourselves." I smile and arch an eyebrow looking at them.

      "Da, let's get going, boys. Our mate wants to have some fun," Dimitri says. He grabs my arms, which are still around his neck, as he stands up, taking me with him. Quickly, he releases my arms and grabs my thighs, hiking me up his back for a piggyback ride. I start laughing hysterically because I can't wrap my legs completely around Dimitri's waist.

      "Tally ho, D! There's food to be eaten, drinks to be drunk, and music to be danced to!" I reach down and smack his ass, making my hand sting.

      "Don't start nothing you can't finish, baby girl."  Dimitri says before I kiss his cheek and nuzzle his beard.

      "Have I ever not followed through, D?" I lean forward and try to look him in the eye. My eyes shift to that of my beast. Dimitri smiles then kisses my cheek.

      "You do, love," Dimitri tells me. The soft rumbles of his bear can be heard and felt. I can't help but smile, happy that he's finally all mine.

      We make our way through the house and out to where the packs have gathered. There are three food stations, two large bars, and a giant dance floor with a DJ. I slide off Dimitri's back and run to the dance floor. I move my body in time with the bass hits, lost in my own world. I close my eyes, feeling all the beings around me. My link with the packs, as well as the dragons, has grown considerably.

      I can tell the moment that any of my mates approach me; their bodies' vibrations are different from the others. Their aura vibrates, not only with their life essence but also an echo of mine. I feel Dominik’s strong hands grip my hips as he pulls my ass flush with his crotch. I don't bother opening my eyes, reveling in the feeling of the connection that we have at this moment. I feel a second set of hands, also resonating with my essence—it's Klaus. He's in front of me, his hands caressing my face. We move in time with the music, bumping and grinding in a sensual dance just for us.

      The guys eventually break off; I’m left all hot and bothered. I watch them head up to what looks like a makeshift stage. Alaric takes Dominik's position behind me, and I open my eyes to see where my other two mates have gone.

      The music switches to something more American, "SAIL” from Awolnation comes on. Now, I have to say, I've been to a few male reviews in my time, but holy shit, is this hot. Two of my mates are gyrating in time, exactly to the beat of the song they have chosen. I pull Alaric towards the stage, that way I have a front-row seat to the entertainment. They are lost in the music, moving exactly like the guys did in the movie that used this song. I watch them both intently, occasionally they lock eyes with me, and I know the dance is just for me. I did not know either one of them could move like this—you know who's testing that out later.

      The song switches and they slowly remove themselves from the stage. Thunderous applause from the females in the packs greets them. Thankfully, no one now is stupid enough to even attempt to get close to them. My skin hums with anticipation, knowing full well that I will have a private show later. They both approach me and take me from Alaric. Dominik kisses me passionately, pulling me up off my feet and flush to his chest.

      When Dominik finally releases me, Klaus picks me up, allowing my legs to wrap around his waist and starts dancing with me, kissing me tenderly. I feel Dimitri press up behind me, only to steal me from Klaus’s grip. I can't help but laugh at the guy's antics. Poor Jayce is standing off to the side, kicking at rocks. My heart breaks seeing him so upset. I kiss Dimitri and motion towards Jayce; Dimitri nods and slowly lowers me to the ground.

      I blend myself into the crowd and grab two red wine glasses before heading over to Jayce. “What’s a sexy wolf like you doing here all alone? I could just eat you up.” I playfully snap my teeth at him, and he finally smiles. He really enjoys it when we role-play sometimes.

      “Well, I was waiting for my beautiful and lethal mate to want to dance with me. But the others, well, they always get there first.” Jayce lowers his eyes, and I want to cry. I rush over and hug him tightly.

      “I am so sorry, my love! I love you so very much. I hold none above the other; I’m sorry you’re feeling this way.” I kiss his lips ever so softly. I’m crying. I hate feeling as if I’ve wounded my gentle mate. I hate to have favorites, but for my emotional needs, when I feel I need a gentle touch, it's Jayce. It’s always Jayce that guards my heart. He reminds me that I am more than just my animal; he reminds me that my life doesn't just have to be about killing.

      “Shhh, my love, I’m a lot tougher than most give me credit for. I know Dom talked to you; we were both hurt when we realized the baby wasn’t ours. We’re twins, so it really didn't matter to either of us who fathered the child. Genetically there's only one or two genomes difference between us. More than likely, when one of us does father a child with you, it will end up in twins again.” Jayce smiles, looking at me, happy with the possibility of multiple sets of twins.

      Wow, that just knocked my world off-axis; another two sets of twins are possible. Fuck me sideways! Well, I did always want a large family, so I guess this is one way to do it. I smile softly at Jayce, rest my head on his chest, and then press my nose under his chin. In one sense, it can be viewed as a sign of submission. To my family, it’s more a sign of trust. I am blessed that my beast is trusted this close to his tender throat. Lightly, I run my tongue up the artery in Jayce’s throat, my beast rumbles in my chest. I nip his jaw then kiss him. “You will be in my bed alone tonight. You need me just as much as I need you.” Jayce’s eyes light up, and his smile shines brighter than the brightest star.

      “Sounds like a wonderful plan, sweetheart. Shall we soak in the bath together before bed? I’ll give you a massage?” Jayce truly knows how to spoil a girl. Fuck, how did I get so fucking lucky? I’m lost in the adonis known as Jayce until I hear Klaus trying to whisper yell at a female to leave him alone.

      Jayce knows the minute my beast awakens. It’s already cold out, but I am making it damn near arctic conditions. I slowly strip off the beautiful red sweater I’m wearing and hand it to Jayce as we approach where Klaus is. The other guys are there, along with an older man trying to reason with Klaus about accepting his daughter. My mates sense my bloodthirsty mood; others feel the temperature drop before they notice me. My eyes have shifted to my beast’s, mercury dragonic orbs lock on the female that’s attempting to touch my mate.

      Klaus is doing his best to keep her at arm's length, but that bitch is slipperier than an eel. Swiftly, I close in; my movements are nothing but a blur to onlookers. I grab the female by her shoulders and throw her a good twenty feet away from Klaus. Quickly, I shift my stance and then my arms to my dragon-scaled gauntlets. I click my talons in agitation, staring the stupid female down. She shifts and charges, her movements seem off as if she’s not moving of her own volition. No matter, I don’t budge one inch. Instead, I remain relaxed; the minute she’s close enough, I raise my hand and hit the dead center of her chest. She’s sent flying backward with her chest partially frozen solid. I just sent icicles through her heart with a single hit. Another female's life wasted; another unnecessary kill on my hands.

      I run and jump up on stage and use my Alpha powers to draw everyone's attention to me. Through the pack bond, I decide to speak to everyone at once. My people! One thing I am not lenient with is someone attempting to poach a bonded mate. I have a feeling she was under the witch Elena’s power. I will be hunting that bitch very soon. For now, do not eat or drink anything unless someone you completely trust gives it to you. She has blood magic and the power to create false bonds and loyalties. I will protect us all the best I can, but you need to help me by protecting yourself the best you can. I’m only one being; I can only do so much. If anything concerns you, please speak to me, or one of my mates, or my father. I watch the pack's response, and one by one they lower their heads slightly to me then go back to the party.

      I hop down off the stage and look at my guys. “It’s begun; I will hunt Elena soon. Up the training on our fighters, pair each Dire with a Lycan. Give each team a dragon to lead them. If we can find the bears, we’ll see if they have the numbers to help.” My eyes move to Dimitri and I smile.

      “I’ve located your clan; we leave in the morning to go see them. Alaric, Dimitri, and I will be riding Dante to get to the bears. I need you and my other mates to keep the camp running as usual and keep the babies safe. Dante will be flanked by Edgar and Marco; I’ll have two War Dragons and a Black Dragon with us.”

      Alaric contemplates the information I’ve just given him and strokes his beard. Having heard their names, the dragons in question arrive and bow to us before awaiting Alaric’s judgment. “I’d prefer you riding Marco and let Dante and Edgar flank him. Size-wise the War Dragons are more maneuverable than Marco’s giant Black Dragon.”

      Alaric crosses his thick arms over his chest then turns to look at the dragon men. “You will be traveling with my heart; protect it with your lives. You will also have my bond mate, protect him like you would your own brother.” The three dragon guards nod, bring their fists to their chests, and bow. Oddly, the three dragons and Alaric slice their palms and shake hands. They just gave their oath in blood. Okay then, I feel a fuck ton safer now.

      The party rages on well into the night, everyone getting to know each other and bonding wonderfully. Dimitri, Jayce, and I slip off by ourselves sometime around one in the morning. Dimitri and I need sleep, and Jayce needs quality time with me. Jayce was kind enough to share his time with me with Dimitri too. We snuggle and fuck until we are tired, morning is going to get here quickly, and we have a mission to complete.
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      Morning has come, and Aurora is asleep with her head on my chest. Jayce is curled up behind Aurora so tightly. I honestly hate disturbing both of them, but I'm kind of anxious about seeing my clan’s descendants.

      Gently, I kiss Aurora’s lips, and I can feel the rumble from her beast. I still get concerned when I hear it; that thing makes me feel small. Slowly, her eyes open, then she rolls to kiss Jayce awake; he immediately pouts because he knows it's time for us to leave. Sleepily, he extracts himself from the bed and heads out of the room. “Are you ready, Aurora?” I ask her softly, my thick accent rolling off my tongue like silk.

      Aurora smiles up at me, then lunges and kisses the tip of my nose. “Yup! Let’s go!” Aurora climbs over me to get to the other side of the bed. Apparently, walking around the bed was too much trouble for her.

      Aurora disappears into the walk-in closet and comes out fifteen minutes later wearing an all-leather outfit. There’s thicker leather on the inside of her thighs and the crotch, like those fancy equestrian pants. Her jacket is perfectly tailored and makes her tits look phenomenal. I watch Aurora struggle with braiding her hair, so I go over to where she is and knock her hands away.

      Aurora smiles up to me sweetly and offers me her brush. Fuck, I think I just got played. She runs over and sits in a chair, waiting for me to come over and braid her hair for her. I do two french braids in her hair, parting it right down the middle. “Let’s go; the dragons are probably waiting for us to arrive at this point.”

      Aurora points over by the door. “My go-bag has been packed and ready since yesterday; I even packed yours, D. You’re welcome!” She sings the last part, like the Hawaiian demigod in that kid's movie she loves so much.

      I can’t help but start to sing the song in my head; Andre and Aurora drove me absolutely nuts with that fucking movie. Andre. I honestly haven’t thought about my best friend in a very long time. I’ve been so focused on revenge and Aurora that I haven't had time to wallow in my grief over his loss. I follow Aurora out where the second biggest dragon I’ve ever seen is lying in the field. This dragon isn’t as big as Nexus was, but fuck, he’s damn close to it.

      Aurora strides up like it's nothing and rubs his nose gently. Alaric is at her side, giving directions as Dante and Edgar make lazy circles in the air waiting for us. I approach the dragon and look at all the spines along his back. There’s one spot before his wings that I’ll fit in.

      “Alaric? Where’s Aurora sitting?” I look over the length of the dragon, then back to Alaric.

      “She’ll be riding up on his head behind his horns, so she can direct him easily. Don’t worry, big guy, she’ll be safe up there.” Alaric smiles, not a single worry in his mind. Me, I’m ready to freak the fuck out thinking about all the danger she’ll be in without me.

      I turn to watch Aurora’s eyes take on that haunting look as she stares up at Marco. His amber eyes glow faintly as he stares back down at her. Fuck, is she talking to him? What the fuck can’t she do these days besides fly? Marco lowers his massive head to the ground and moves his wing forward.

      Aurora steps onto his wingtip and gets lifted up to the crown of horns on his head. I watch her find a comfortable position and sit down like she’s done this a hundred times before. Hesitantly, I move over to his side and look up to where Alaric suggested I sit.

      “Baby girl? How am I supposed to get my fat ass up there?” I look back to where I’m supposed to sit, then back to Aurora. The next thing I know, I get slapped on the back of my head by Alaric. “What the fuck did you do that for?” I practically growl out at Alaric.

      “Brother, Aurora said to do it because she doesn’t like you calling yourself fat. She thinks you’re perfect just the way you are.” Alaric shrugs his shoulders then looks back to Aurora.

      “Climb on Marco’s wing when he extends it, then walk along the bone to his back. Try not to step on the leather of his wing; that will hurt him,” Alaric says, then pats me on the back before backing up.

      Marco extends his wing, and I examine the scales along the bone. They could be used as stairs the way they overlap along the bone. I carefully climb along the scales on his wing bone, being very mindful not to step on his wing's leather. I reach his back, and trust me, I’m fucking thankful I made it up here.

      Great Bears are not known for being the most graceful creatures. My eyes move along the planes of his massive back and see the area where I was instructed to sit. I finally get myself situated when the dragon starts to stand up. I hold onto the spine for dear life. Aurora, on the other hand, is standing up, leaning back against the spine behind her. I see her hands are shifted, and she has a good grip on the horns in front of her.

      Aurora lets out a call that's a true mixture of her dual nature; it’s a cross between a roar and a howl. The moment her call is done, Marco launches us into the air. I feel my stomach head towards my ass from the sheer power of Marco’s take-off.

      Aurora is laughing hysterically, enjoying the wind in her face. I can feel through the bond the worry from Jayce and Klaus; Dominik is playing it cool. Alaric is the only one I’m not really sensing.

      A few moments later, I see exactly why I’m not sensing him; he has shifted to his dragon and has decided to escort us to the edge of the pack lands. Aurora is smiling and waving at Alaric as he flies beside us. With a dragon Marco’s size, we should reach the bear territory's outer edge in about forty-five minutes.

      Alaric roars his goodbye at the edge of the region. Aurora turns her head and calls back to him; I can see a sadness there. I have to admit, I’m a bit jealous of the bond that they share. Alaric and Klaus have the best understanding of her beast’s nature. I have the best understanding of whom she is.

      Marco starts making a clicking noise, and I see Aurora nod. Slowly, that crazy female makes her way back towards me. Aurora is walking down Marco’s back like she would around the porch on the house. “D, we’re getting ready to land. I came back here to help you through the landing. Unlike last time you rode in the carriage box, this is much different. You need to stand up.” Slowly, I slide my way up the spine I’m leaning against, then look to Aurora for the next step.

      “Okay, so here’s the easy part, brace yourself between the spine behind you and the one in front of you. Marco will lower his head before he starts the descent, so that will give you a warning to brace. Alaric said that Marco is going to take every precaution to make the landing as soft as possible.” Aurora leans forward and kisses me softly before she turns and runs back up to her position on Marco’s head.

      Aurora raises her arms over her head like we are on a roller coaster, then it happens. I watch Marco’s head lower, and I feel like the ground is coming out from under me. I hope I don’t embarrass myself by puking. Quickly, the falling feeling lessens, and I’m okay with the speed we are going. I’m guessing Aurora said something to Marco because he changed his approach.

      We land softly on one of the higher hillsides overlooking the forest of my youth. I smile, breathing in the air of my homeland. Things have changed since I was last here; there’s actually a dirt road leading towards where our camp used to be.

      I slide off Marco’s back and look around at the hill's grass and dirt. The bear prints I find are old, but it’s a good sign my people are nearby. I look at my right forearm and roll up my sleeve. I have the brand of my clan and the brand of the house of Marelup as a royal guard. If we find my people, I will have to show them my brands to validate who I am.

      Aurora eventually goes and talks to Marco, and he takes off, leaving us till we need him. “Ready to play hide and go seek, D?” Aurora smiles at me as she adjusts the straps on the backpack she’s brought with her.

      I slowly take my pack off of my back and start to strip. “I’m going to shift so it’s easier for me to track my people. Besides, each family covey has specific markings as their bear. I may be the last of my bloodline, or maybe not. Either way, they will accept who I am much faster as my animal than if we both approach as humans.”

      Aurora nods in understanding as I remove the last of my clothing. I feel her eyes roam all over my body. It’s times like this I am thankful for all the extra training I do.

      Aurora finishes stuffing my clothes into my bag then waits for me to shift. My bones break and realign slowly. Unlike the wolves, unless I’m angry my shift is slow and methodical. When my shift is finally over, I stand on my hind legs and roar, alerting the others to my presence. It’s a cultural thing for a dominant boar to announce his presence before entering another boar’s territory. I lower myself back down to four legs and listen for any kind of a response.

      In the distance to the north, I hear an answering roar. For now, we are welcome in his territory. I swing my head back to Aurora and lie down; carefully, Aurora climbs onto my back. She manages to clip the two packs together, arranging them to rest over my shoulders so she doesn't have to support their combined weight.

      Slowly, I start to head in the direction of the roar I had heard. The silver fir trees along the main game trail randomly bare the dominant boar's claw marks. Aurora looks at the marks then back down to me. He’s not as large as I am; if anything, over time, my people may be no bigger than the common brown bear, I say to Aurora through the bond.

      “Do you think he’s smaller than I am, D?” Aurora asks. I’m pretty sure she is just testing me. Her beast rivals mine when I’m on my hind legs.

      It’s safe to say. I believe he’s smaller than both of us, I say to her through the bond again. If my bear were able to smirk, we would definitely be smirking right now. The game trail leads us through some of the most beautiful sections of the forest. Aurora is enjoying our journey; she’s looking in all different directions, catching all the new scents. I can tell she’s trying to resist the urge to hunt the roe deer, as well as the chamois.

      We come up to a water crossing, and I stop then lie down. Aurora takes the hint and slides off my back, taking the bags with her. Slowly, I wade into the water to test its depth. It’s not bad at all, and for the most part, I’ll be able to keep her dry. While I stand in the stream, I notice a good-sized wild trout population swimming in and out of the current.

      Quickly, I plunge my head under the water and catch a medium-sized trout. I whip my head to the side to throw the trout towards Aurora on the bank. She starts to laugh hysterically as she catches the fish when it hits her on her chest.

      “Lunch!” Aurora yells as she moves back a bit, then smashes the trout's head with a rock, ready for me to catch another. I haven’t seen her so happy being in the outdoors in such a long time. I throw three more fish to her, and she’s having giggle fits over it.

      I climb back up onto the bank and shake out my fur, sending water flying everywhere. Aurora is still laughing, now over the water getting to her from way over here. I shift back to my human form and grab my pants from the bag. It felt good to hunt for my mate and to provide for her as my bear. He’s so proud of himself right now it's not even funny anymore. Aurora has shifted her hands and started to use her talons to gut the fish.

      I pull the firestarter out and make a small fire to cook our fish. I turn around to find Aurora already eating one of the fish raw. I just end up double blinking as I watch her; I was not aware that she can still tolerate raw fish.

      “What? I was hungry, and cooking would take too long,” Aurora states, so matter of fact, like it was the most natural thing in the world. I just start laughing and join her in eating my fish raw. I’m just thankful one of her natures just made this trip a fuck-ton easier. We enjoy our meal in relative silence before going and discarding the skeletons far away from where we stopped.

      Aurora cleans up quickly, then walks over to me and kisses my lips softly. "Thank you for lunch, D. I haven't had fresh fish since the last time I went hunting. Trust me when I say fishing is not in my wheelhouse. I missed more fish than I came close to catching. My only really successful fishing trip was in the birthing cavern," Aurora says, shrugging her shoulders.

      "If you want a deer, I'm your girl! Fish, yeah, we'll starve before I catch one." She starts laughing at herself. At least she knows what her strong suit is.

      "Let's get going. It's going to get cold when the sun sets. I'm hoping we find the camp before then." Aurora nods, agreeing with me, so I begin to strip so I can shift and carry her.

      My shift is smooth and comfortable; it feels great to spend so much time as my bear. After I stretch out, I lie down and make it easier for Aurora to load the bags and get back on. Once she's situated, I rise up onto my paws and start walking towards the stream. After having fished the stream, I know where the shallow parts are. I take the higher route to keep Aurora dry. We get to the other side and back on the main game trail. It's not long before the scent of other bears fills my nostrils; we are close to their camp. I can feel it.

      Out of nowhere, I get blasted in the side by something huge. Aurora goes flying, and I can hear her clothing rip as she shifts midair. I hit the ground hard and scent the boar flying towards Aurora. She catches him in her talons and slams his bear to the ground; I can hear bones crack from the impact. Aurora is growling and drooling venom on the male's face.

      I go nose to nose with the male, and his eyes widen in recognition. Immediately he shifts back and looks up at me as Aurora releases him. "You're of the Kovac line! I know those markings!" the man says in Romanian to me.

      I raise my eyes to look at Aurora and explain what's going on through the bond to her. She runs and walks back to the bags and shifts back to her human form. Quickly, she dresses and returns to me with my clothes. I return to my human form and get dressed. "Yes, I am of the Kovac line; my mother was Svetlana, and my father was Beck," I answer him in Romanian, and he nods slowly.

      "They've been dead a long time, my friend. You cannot be their Dimitri. He should be long dead." He continues speaking in Romanian to me.

      I show him the family brand on my forearm and the brand given to me the day I went to work as the queen’s guard. Aurora silently steps up beside me and rests her bare forearm next to mine. She bares the Marelup seal as well as the seal of the Ice Dragon Royal House. The man visibly pales, looking at her markings. Quickly, he drops to one knee and apologizes for attacking.

      Aurora walks over and gently touches the man's chin and raises his eyes to meet hers. Her steel-grey eyes examine him, then look back to me. "Tell him why we are here and that I forgive him. Make sure he realizes you're my mate and your life span was extended because of me. Tell him we seek your descendants," Aurora says, looking back down at the man. Slowly, she releases him, and she returns to my side where I hold her tightly to me.

      Quickly, I relay what Aurora had said to the man before us. He's in shock that I'm almost a hundred and fifty years older than the oldest living Great Bear in our history. He gets up and grabs our bags, offering to lead us to the clan. Aurora is happy with this turn of events and smiles as we head towards camp.

      Everything is almost how I remember it, except the clan is much smaller in numbers these days. My mother's hut is still standing where it was all those years ago. Planks have been changed out and the roof updated, but yet the same shape. A robust woman steps out of the hut, and she reminds me of my mother. I stare for several minutes while the man explains who we are to her and the others gathered.

      Aurora looks up to me, and her eyes shift to that of her beast; I feel a tingle through the bonds as she attempts to pull some matrix shit with me. Aurora blinks twice, and the tingle stops; her attention turns back to the female. "She's of your blood, Dimitri, a grandchild. I can scent it on the wind." Aurora cants her head to the side, looking up to me.

      I'm not sure what's more shocking right now, the fact Aurora just ravaged my mind and learned to speak Romanian in a matter of minutes, or the fact I left behind a child. "Who is your grandmother?" I ask the woman directly.

      "My grandmother is dead, but her name was Irina. Her boyfriend left her pregnant to go work for the wolves." She spit on the ground after saying that. My chest hurt all this time; I had a child and never knew.

      Eventually, her mother emerges, and I see my own eyes staring back at me. My chest tightens as I think about all of the years I missed with my daughter. I watch her run back inside and comes out holding a small canvas. I know that canvas; Irina painted my portrait just before I left to work at the castle.

      Slowly the old woman turns the painting around; there's my face staring back at me. "Papa?" she asks hesitantly.

      I nod my head slowly, looking at her. I'm all choked up from the power and emotion in this moment. She makes it past her daughter and comes over and hugs me without hesitation. I hold my daughter tightly to my chest. I explain a short version of what's happened in the last two hundred and almost thirty years. My daughter, Katrina, tells me her mom was going to tell me she was pregnant the day I left.

      I see tears rolling down Aurora's cheeks as she listens to my daughter's story. Katrina's daughter eventually comes around and starts talking to me about what I've missed. Aurora is silent, watching everyone like a sentinel. I also hear the whispers of her updating the others through the bond. I still have family; that in itself is a miracle.
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        * * *

      

      ~later that night~

      Everyone gathers around the fire to talk, but Aurora remains at a distance. My people blame her people for my leaving and why so many never returned home after the coup. I believe that they sense she's more dragon than wolf, so they sort of relax in her presence. I make sure the entire camp knows who Aurora is and why we are here. I thought wolves were bad about shutting out other species, but apparently, the bears are worse. Slowly, I extract myself from the bears and walk over to the tree Aurora is leaning on. "Are you okay?" I just had to ask.

      "It's just a lot to process.” She kicks off the tree and starts to pace. Her hands shoot up and threads through her long, white hair roughly.

      “I’m the reason you didn’t get to see your daughter born. My people are the reason so many of your people were slaughtered the night of the attack.” Shaking her head slowly, she raises her eyes to look at me. The sadness there makes my chest hurt; by proxy, she blames herself for what happened.

      “I’m not welcome here; it’s okay. I understand why. If you want, I'll have Marco come and get me, or I can call Alaric to me instead,” Aurora says, her tone is broken and full of pain. Here, I thought this would be a joyous occasion, and now I’m having second thoughts.

      Renee, one of the few sows in the camp that holds no ill will towards the wolves, brings Aurora some desserts and candies. They seem to get along well enough. Aurora isn’t used to having a female friend, and Renee is trying to be that friend to her right now. Renee’s three mates take turns bringing drinks and snacks over to them. Each male young and virile, muscles on muscles.

      Aurora doesn’t even notice them at all. I can tell they are trying to be playful with her, and she seems to be lost in her own emotions again. I move back and forth between the family I never got to know and my mate. I’m torn. Both need me, and I can't be in two places at once.

      A roar sounds overhead, and Aurora’s eyes light up. They take on that ghostly glow when she talks to the dragons; it’s frightening to those who don’t know what's happening. Aurora tilts her head back and does that roar-howl of her beast, answering the dragon's call. I know it’s Alaric, and he’s concerned because of how Aurora feels through the bond. A bag falls from the sky, and Aurora catches it and runs off into the night.

      I get up to follow, and my granddaughter grabs my arm scared of what's to come. “Shh, little one, it’s my bond mate, Alaric. He sensed Aurora was upset and came to her the fastest way he knew how.”

      “He’s a dragon?” my daughter Katrina asks. She quickly pulls her daughter to her side, holding onto her tightly.

      “Yes, he’s a dragon, the Ice Dragon King to be exact, and Aurora is his queen. Everyone here shunned her because she’s part Lycan. You should all be ashamed of yourselves.” I make eye contact with each of my descendant's clan. I see the regret in their eyes; I can only hope it's enough to appease Alaric.

      Alaric and Aurora walk into sight, hand in hand, and thankfully she appears to have calmed down. Well, all except both of their eyes are that of their beast. With the light coating of frost on them, I can tell Aurora is in deep conversation with Alaric.

      Dragons and their freaky shit, I think Ellis had it right. It's just weird how hard-wired they are to each other. “Greetings, Dimitri!” Alaric says as he releases Aurora and embraces me. We pat each other's back then step back.

      “I hope your flight was a good one, Alaric.” I can tell he’s mad; I know it's not at me but at my people. At this point, I can’t blame him; I’m mad at them too.

      “It was, Dimitri. It’s just upsetting that my mate is distraught because of how speciesist your people are. Part of me, I want to burn them all to ash. Then again, Aurora tells me you have a daughter and granddaughter here, and both are anti-Lycan,” Alaric says, trying to contain his temper. I can see the struggle he’s having with his beast.

      Aurora moves in front of Alaric and lays a hand upon his chest. Slowly, she brings her free hand up to lightly stroke his beard. “Love? My mother’s Lycan mate did a lot of damage to a lot of species. In some ways, I understand why they have a dislike of the Lycans. But in other ways I don’t, it happened two hundred and twenty-nine years ago, on my birthday of all days.” She drops her eyes briefly. “My poor mother was drugged and unable to fight against Vladimir. I swear I will have my vengeance on him for what happened to my mother and all the other lives lost that day. I will make him suffer a thousand deaths.” Aurora speaks with so much passion that it brings tears to the bear’s eyes who can hear her clearly.

      Alaric leans down and kisses Aurora passionately. You can hear the happy rumble of their beasts. Eventually, Alaric releases Aurora, and she just smiles up at him, content again. “D? What do you say we head to the pit and let your people see who I really am? Maybe let them send four of their strongest boars into the ring with me? I could use the exercise.” Aurora smiles at me sweetly then I see Dante, Edgar, and Marco flank Alaric. Oh boy, Aurora has a plan, and it involves siphoning energy from the other dragons if need be.

      Several bulky males laugh and offer to take the “queen” up on her offer. Alaric and I both can’t help but laugh. They have no idea whom they are fucking with. They assume that because she’s female, she’s going to be smaller and weaker. That is their first and last mistake.

      I move to the training pit center and hold up my arms, getting everyone's attention. Aurora, apparently, wants to fight all four at the same time. I can almost bet she has a new move she’s waiting to try out. “Attention bear clan, dragons, and hybrid, this is the challenge ring. We obey the old laws, fight to submission or knock out only. Does everyone understand?” I look between the four boar and Aurora.

      Aurora looks absolutely bored out of her mind right now. Aurora walks up to Alaric and hands him the robe she was wearing. Slowly, she shifts to the form of her beast; her beast's bulk and mass are insane. More dragon features are now very pronounced as she turns to face me. Her entire muzzle is covered in white scales and up around her eyes to protect them. Her heavily scaled arms look like very aggressive medieval gauntlets with almost six inches of razor-sharp talons on the end. Aurora’s legs even have scales on them from her paws to her knee. She starts tapping her talons together as her dragonic eyes regard everyone around her. I use the word regard very loosely; it's more like she’s sizing everyone up, assessing them for strengths and weaknesses.

      All four males make the mistake of shifting at once, and Aurora spins to face them; she roars at them, causing the dragons present to answer her call. All almost ten feet of Aurora’s beast lowers its stance into an attack stance. The bears don't know what to make of her at this point.

      Hmm, let’s see here, an almost ten foot tall, approximately half-ton of heavily muscled and armored white Dragon-Lycan hybrid in the ring. I can only imagine what’s going through their minds right now. Two of the larger males charge simultaneously, and with a quick swipe of Aurora’s talons, she cut both of their muzzles and sent them crashing to the ground. Her eyes lock on the last two, and she charges them. They move, trying to circle her. Aurora, on the other hand, is having the time of her life. The two boar decide to charge again at the same time, idiots. Aurora saw what they were going to do long before they did it. At the very last second, she leaps up and lands on the one boar’s back, causing him to crash to the ground.

      All four male bears are wounded, and Aurora’s fur is still its ghost-white color. I can see how she’s watching them, assessing if they will continue to fight or tap out. Her eyes land on me, and then I look to the boars still attempting to get back into the fight. “I’m going to count to five. If you cannot continue, lie on the ground. If you want to continue, then fucking do something! One … Two … Three … Four …”

      Suddenly, a boar leaps out of the crowd, heading directly at Aurora. She spins just in the nick of time to grasp him by the throat and slam his body to the ground. She starts to growl and snap in his face; her venom is dripping from her canines, some of it landing in his mouth. He starts thrashing as his beast retreats deep within himself because of the toxin. Aurora backs up and narrows her eyes at him as her tail thrashes wildly behind her.

      Apparently, the Alpha’s son thought he had enough strength to take her. Obviously, he was wrong. Now he’s going to be stuck as a human till the venom works its way out of his system. I finally yell five, and the match is over. Aurora looks back to Alaric and then me; we both bow our heads to her and raise our fists to our hearts. Slowly, Aurora looks at the gathered crowd, and one by one they mimic Alaric and me. I guess she earned the clan’s respect in the ring, more by actions than by words. The old Alpha Vladimir would have disregarded the rules and killed all those who challenged him.

      In one round of battle against five opponents, Aurora showed mercy and proved that not all Lycans are bad. Aurora steps up to Alaric and licks his face, then she turns and licks mine. Silly woman. Alaric throws her robe over her beast's shoulders as she shifts back to her human form. The clan Alpha comes to apologize for the way his son attacked out of turn, and Aurora accepts his apology.

      Alaric raises an eyebrow, looking at me, shocked that Aurora is speaking yet another new language. I shrug my shoulders, looking at him. “She pulled some matrix shit with me earlier. Next thing I know, she’s speaking my dialect.” I shrug my shoulders at him again, then go back to watching Aurora greet the clan's people. Finally, they pull their collective heads out of their asses.

      Alaric starts to laugh and shake his head. “I honestly can’t figure out how she does that. Usually, only the ancients can pull that off. Maybe it’s Aurora’s hybrid status that helped; I honestly don't know. We’ll have to remember to ask Nicodeamus about it when we return,” Alaric says as if he’s going to ask about the weather instead of an ability.

      Aurora returns to us and looks back at the gathered bears before facing us once more. “Time to go home; there’s not enough Great Bears to ask them to fight with us. Alaric, love, summon Ellis and his Polar Bears; we’ll need them. The winter storms are almost over; his people may be able to blend in.” Aurora finishes speaking then turns her face to the sky.

      Soon, we hear Marco’s, Dante’s, and Edgar's call. Aurora extends her arms outward just as the snow starts to fall. I don’t know if she sensed the snow or summoned it; either way, we have one last freak winter storm to deal with, and we need to leave. “I’ll fly back on Alaric. Dimitri, you can fly back on Marco; we need to call a meeting of the clans' heads. Soon, I hunt Elena, then we head towards my mother's castle.” Aurora’s tone is cold and detached.

      We watch Aurora walk to the field where the other dragons have landed; she seems to be in deep conversation with them. “What just happened, Alaric?” I had to question him, something isn't sitting right with me.

      Alaric inhales deeply then slowly lets the air escape his lungs. “Apparently, she sent the trifecta to investigate a lead for her. They came back with the news that she needed to hear. She now knows exactly where Elena and the rogue pack are. They apparently have a small force of Wyverns with them. If I know my mate, she’s going to ask those three to pick the best fighters to come and take them out.” Alaric looks back to Aurora then back to me.

      Before I have a chance to say anything, Aurora is yelling that we have to get moving. The two War Dragons take off, and the Black Dragon waits for me. I look at Aurora and Alaric as he jogs to join her. His shift is fast and fluid; apparently, that is one of his gifts from Aurora. I watch them take off, and I head over to Marco. He lowers his wing and stretches his front leg out so I can get on. This is going to prove to be a very interesting flight home.
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      Several nights have had heated discussions as to how we are going to handle the Elena problem. Ellis arrived this morning with over a hundred assorted bears that he trusts. There are not only Polar Bears but also Black and Brown Bears in the mix as well. Dimitri is in charge of getting the bears settled as I lead Ellis to the war room. A den of Siberian Tigers is due to arrive here by the afternoon.

      I push open the double doors, and there’s Aurora at the head of the table; her dress is ice blue and hugging her plentiful curves. She’s not happy that she’s a little thicker after the twins, but fuck, she is hotter now than she was before. Ellis stops in his tracks, and I practically have to pick his jaw up off the floor. At the table is a leader from each species of Dragon, Alex for the Dire Wolves, Klaus for the Lycans, and now Ellis for the Bears as a whole.

      Aurora stops speaking the minute she sees Ellis and runs over and hugs him tightly. The look of fear in Ellis’s eyes is totally worth it. My twins come barreling through the door and start chirping at Aurora, and she releases Ellis.

      Ellis’s eyes moved from me to the twins, then back to Aurora again. “Aw, fuck no! Hell to the no… Bro, what the fuck!” Ellis throws his hands up in the air, and his dramatics catches Aurora’s attention, and now she looks pissed.

      “What do you mean fuck no?” Her arms instantly shift to her armored gauntlets as she stares Ellis down. He just made a huge mistake saying anything that can be perceived as negative about the babies.

      Ellis begins to back up till his back hits the wall. “No disrespect, Aurora... I wasn’t expecting there to be two baby dragons here. I mean, seriously?” He raises his hands up in defeat. I decide to take pity on him and get between him and Aurora.

      “Love, what my buddy is trying to express is that his kind isn't strong enough to shift so young. So it’s a shock that our babies possess the strength to be their animals so very young.” I can tell I’ve got her by the way she’s looking between the babies and Ellis.

      “Fine, only cause my babies are awesome, and they can roast his balls off if I wish it.” Aurora returns to the head of the table, going back to conducting the meeting.

      “Alaric? Was she serious? Do your babies have fire already?” Poor Ellis is scared, and by the time he finishes his question, both babies breathe fire at the same time harmlessly into the air. I’ve never seen a man of color get so pale so quickly. Ellis looks about ready to pass out when the babies run over to sit near their mother.

      Aurora mouths sorry then returns to what she’s focused on. The strike teams have been made, orders are given, and new training regiments are given to prepare for the assault on the castle. Everyone goes to leave, and Aurora stops Alex and Dante from leaving. Aurora’s eyes find me, and she motions to the door.

      “Ellis, I hate to do this, but this part of the meeting I can’t have you in on.” Ellis gratefully nods and exits the room quickly.

      We reassume our seats, and Aurora pulls down a map she had hidden. “We strike tonight. Alex, I need six Dires with toxic bite.” Alex nods, slowly jotting down names on a piece of paper then passing it over to Aurora. Her eyes glide over the paper quickly, and she smiles; Alex immediately takes his leave.

      Next, Aurora looks to Dante and smiles. “She has Wyverns as we suspected. Thank you for that vital information. I want you, Edgar, and five others that would be able to take out Wyverns quickly.” Dante nods slowly, raises his fist to his chest then leaves the room.

      “My love, we need to move Father and the twins to the cavern I discovered under rubble not far from here. I’ll send Jayce and Dominik with him to protect the babies. Dimitri and Klaus will run things here like nothing is happening.” She glances down at her notes briefly.

      “The bear cub I saved from the slaughter will be sent home with one of Ellis’s bears to raise.” Aurora draws in a long-drawn-out breath before exhaling slowly.

      “Sundown, we leave. One thing I learned is that Elena can’t see well at night due to her advanced age.” Aurora smiles and kisses my lips lightly. “Let's kick this party off, love! Time to get revenge!” My mate is entirely way too happy right now.

      "As you wish, my love." I gently kiss her cheek before leaving the room. My twins follow behind me as I start to search for their grandfather. Lucky for me, I find Nicodeamus and the other twins together with a single bag apiece. "I'm guessing Aurora gathered everyone for me?"

      Nicodeamus steps forward and lays his hand on my shoulder. "Yes, we've been given the task of guarding the family's greatest treasure. Which we will do proudly and with honor." Nicodeamus turns and gives the twins a look.

      I know they want to go help hunt Elena. I reassure them through the bond that their job is just as vital. They collectively sigh and nod slowly, finally agreeing that they have just as important of a job as I did. "Marco will be carrying you three. The babies will be clinging to my back for the ride out. It's about time they are treated like the hatchlings they are." My statement makes Nicodeamus smile and beam with pride. A hatchling's first flight is important; they tend to test their wings, some learn to fly, others just enjoy the ride.

      We head outside, and Jayce runs and climbs up onto Marco's neck and sits behind his head, ready to go. Nicodeamus makes his way to join Jayce up by Marco's head. Dominik is hesitant and climbs up to sit in front of Marco's wings. Without warning, Marco takes off, and Dominik screams like a little girl. I can't help but laugh. I look at my twins and smile down at them; they run in circles, getting impatient. Aurora makes it outside just as I pack my clothes into my bag. I love the appreciative look she gives me.

      I run a ways away from everyone and shift into my dragon. The babies walk over, slowly chirping up at me. I lower my head and nuzzle the babies. Aurora joins us and climbs up onto my back, showing the babies the best place between my wings to cling to. I feel Aurora's talons as she strips away loose and dead scales so the babies don't fall off. It feels really nice to have my scales tended to by my lovely mate; my dragon croons his appreciation. My sensitive ears pick up on Aurora's rumbling in reply to mine.

      Once she's satisfied with my scales, she climbs down and moves to stand in front of me. "You carry my greatest treasures on your back. Protect them fiercely, leave no enemy standing, burn them to ash." Aurora steps closer and kisses my dragon's maw, her beast’s eyes looking deeply into mine. Slowly, I rise up and take off into the sky, en route to the hidden cavern.

      I discover along my flight that Ladon is strong enough to fly with me. I had to slow down to gliding, but it's totally worth it to watch my son's first flight. I reach out through time and space through the bond to allow the others to witness Ladon’s first flight. I feel Aurora get emotional; she's so proud of our son. Nicodeamus is beaming with pride, boasting how his grandson takes after him. I look over my shoulder, and Tiamat is hesitantly spreading her wings. It'll take time, but she will eventually fly.

      Towards the end of our flight, Tiamat opens her wings and lets go of my scales. I turn to watch her falter, then slowly straighten back out. Ladon moves to fly beside his sister, and he’s talking to her, instructing her what to do. I reach out to my family again and share the vision of both babies flying for their first time.

      Ahead of me, I hear Nicodeamus’s dragon roar from the ground his joy and pride. I feel Aurora’s pride and her emotional reaction to seeing her babies fly. I know deep down she wants to fly, but she can’t. Little does she know I ordered her some wingsuits that I’m giving her for this mission.

      My theory is that she can jump off my back and glide into the camp and seek Elena while her forces concentrate on the rest of us. Is it a good plan? Quite possibly, I guess we’ll have to wait and see. In the clearing ahead, I see Marco’s dragon helping to excavate the cave entrance. Dom and Jayce are watching for the babies and me to arrive. Jayce has his mini camcorder, videoing the babies and me. I click and chirp at the babies so that they circle and watch me land first. My twins chirp in response to my instructions and start to circle, watching my every movement. This is absolutely the slowest and most important landing I have ever made in my existence.

      Once I’m on the ground, I shift quickly and dress, waiting for the twins to make their first landing. Ladon takes the lead and begins his circling descent; I’m a bundle of nerves watching my son land for the first time. Usually, I hate landing in fresh powdery snow; I’m very thankful for it for once. Just as Ladon is about to land, he gives his wings a few quick flaps, and his hindlegs touch down first, then his front. I run over and hug my son to my chest, telling him how proud of him I am.

      My eyes turn skyward to watch Tiamat. I thought the fear of Ladon crashing scared me; my daughter's landing scares me to death. Anxiously I watch her lazy circles. Ladon is right next to me, calling to his sister to give her instructions. Tiamat breathes fire, showing her aggravation at her brother's coddling. Tiamat’s circles are getting closer to the ground, and my fucking heart is in my throat.

      One strong flap of her wings, and she stops about six inches off the ground and gracefully drops onto her feet. Tiamat prances over to me, her head held high. She remembered to protect her underbelly, unlike her brother. I scoop up my daughter and hug her tightly; I tell her how proud of her I am. Nicodeamus’s and Marco’s dragons click and purr at the babies, telling them how proud of them they are.

      Dominik and Jayce make it over and kneel down close by. My twins break free of my arms and run over and knock Dominik and Jayce on their asses. Both babies happily chirping and purring to their other fathers. I listen to my bond mates tell my twins how proud they are of them.

      I then hear Dominik’s phone ringing; it's Aurora’s ringtone. “Little ones, your momma wants to talk to you.” Dominik accepts the video call and turns the phone to face the babies.

      I listen to Aurora telling them how very proud she is of both of them. She then focuses on Ladon and tells him he’s a very good brother for talking his sister through everything that made her nervous. Aurora then looks to Tiamat and smiles, and tells her how proud she is of her for working up the courage to try.

      She then instructs Dom to turn the phone to me. Aurora tells me to hurry up and get my scaly ass back there because she has a plan to set in motion. The call suddenly disconnects, and I look to the others.

      Nicodeamus herds the babies into the cavern then instructs Marco to move some of the stones back on either side of the opening. That way, if they are attacked, the enemies will be funneled right where he wants them. My father-in-law is a brilliant tactician. Dominik and Jayce strip and carry their clothes into the cavern with them. I see the glow of both sets of Dire Wolf eyes staring back at me through the darkness. I’d hate to see what would be left of the fool that tried to attack my family.

      Nicodeamus sticks his head partially out of the cavern, inspecting what was done. I hear the click of his ignitor and then see the blue flames lick the ground. The entire area outside of the cavern is a huge skating rink. He then proceeds to make icicle bars to mostly seal off the cavern. There’s enough room for a good airflow, but it's enough to slow any invaders down.

      Once I’m sure my babies, bond mates, and father-in-law are secure in the cavern, I take to the sky, my guards flanking me on the way back to the camp. Tonight's a night of retribution; Aurora is out for blood. To be perfectly honest, so am I. The memories she’s shared with me, and the pain that she buries down deep... I’m ready to burn the world to the ground and hear the screams of my enemies as they burn to death.
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        * * *

      

      The flight back is much quicker than the initial flight out. Aurora is standing in the middle of the field, waiting with the other dragons as we breach the horizon. I notice at Aurora’s feet is the box with the wingsuits in it. Surprisingly, the box looks untouched. I circle the field twice before I land and shift back to human. “Hey, babe, let's get your present on you so we can take off.”

      Aurora looks to me curiously, then back to the box, then back to me again before she tears into the box. In the box, there are four wingsuits, two black and two blue. Aurora squeals and starts trying to slip into the suit. I know for a fact she knows what it is since she’s been begging me to order her a few so she can experience flight. I help her with the final straps and buckles and then have her open her arms to make sure the membranes are properly stretched out for her.

      After several minor adjustments, I send her up with one of the small Gold Dragons so that she can get the hang of the suit. Aurora glides around, catching the thermals, and manages to stay in the air much longer than I had initially anticipated. When she finally lands, she runs up and kisses me passionately. Score one for me.

      I break away from my beloved mate and smile softly at her before shifting to my dragon’s form. Carefully, I lie down, and she quickly climbs up and onto my back. Surprisingly, she sits just before my wings instead of up by my head like she usually does. Is everything okay, love? I question her through the bond, unsure of her decision of where to sit. Did I do something wrong?

      I hear Aurora’s laughter through the bond, and then I hear her. Everything is perfect! I get to drop down out of the sky and kill my enemies when they least expect me. Best day ever! She starts singing the song “Architecture of Aggression” by Megadeth. Yup, she’s in her homicidal mindset for this mission.

      I take off and join the other seven dragons flying towards the camp where Elena is hiding. I see Marco come towards us, and he lines himself up under me. Before I can question Aurora, she runs and jumps off my back and clings to Marco’s Black Dragon. Through my mind's eye, she shows me her plan, and fuck me, it's solid. I didn’t think about the fact that my dragon may be spotted because of its light color.

      Marco expresses his concern and says he’s sorry, but he can’t disobey Aurora. Honestly, I can't blame him; after all, she took down an ancient Black Dragon almost twice his size alone. I watch them take a different path to the camp than the rest of us are. Aurora enters my head again, telling me more of her plan, that the other dragons and I are the distraction. Marco will drop her within gliding distance, then he’s going to lay down a circle of acid around the camp so no one can escape.

      I’m almost stunned at the brilliance of the plan that Aurora has come up with. I know Aurora’s false mate Sebastian had gifted her with a battle strategy, I just didn't realize she would still retain the gift after the bond was severed and he died. It’s quite a curious state of events that I must investigate with Nicodeamus once this mission is over with. I fly with the rest of the assault force and start laying waste to the camp that Elena thought that she had hidden so well. I get the pleasure of briefly watching my mate gliding through the air, then shifting last second to land upon what looks to be the Alpha House. Her giant, white Lycan visible only for the briefest of moments before she leaps off the roof.

      Screams and the sounds of fighting fill the air; white snow turns crimson as my mate goes on her rampage. She calls to me through the bond. Apparently, Elena has a bunker underground and Aurora can’t lift the lid. I land just as Marco starts to lay his ring of acid down around the campsite. Bloodcurdling screams fill the air as unsuspecting rebels step into his black acid fog. I pause in my forward momentum to watch that acid of Marco’s melt the flesh off of whomever it touches. What a way to go!

      A tapping catches my attention now, and I look down to my pissed off, impatient hybrid mate. Fuck! I reach my taloned hand over and grip the stone disk and lift it free of its resting place. Several series of tunnels are below, each leading in a different direction. I watch Aurora look skyward, and then Marco circles and lands next to me. Aurora locks eyes with Marco then motions to the hole. I hear Marco’s ignitor click several times before he lowers his head and starts releasing his acid fog into the tunnels. Smart thinking on Aurora’s part, the fog will creep along the floor and swiftly move through the tunnels. Aurora comes over to Marco’s side and pats his cheek; his ignitor clicks again, and more acid fog comes out, this time thicker. Once that round finishes, he moves away and takes flight again.

      Now, we wait and listen. Eventually, we hear Elena screaming. The acid has found her. Aurora drops down on all fours and lowers her head to the opening. I hear the click of her ignitor, and Aurora breathes her blue flames onto the acid fog. Aurora leaps back quickly as the highly flammable acid ignites and the flames race along the mist. Elena’s screams and cries are muffled then silenced.

      Aurora nods her great wolven head then starts heading towards the building that suspiciously just went up in flames. Once reaching the porch, Aurora kneels down, sinks her talons into the wood, and starts freezing the house, effectively putting out the fire. By the time the house is frozen, I raided a house nearby and stole pants for myself to wear. Aurora looks back at me then proceeds into the house cautiously; I feel like we are walking into a trap with each step we take.

      Aurora pauses and looks around; something catching her attention. I can watch her wolven ears moving in several different directions before focusing on a door. Her talons come up, and she cuts through the burnt door with ease. The scent of burnt flesh permeates the air that drifts up to us. Most of the staircase is missing, and what's left doesn't look safe to climb. Aurora kneels down and motions for me to climb onto her back. Hesitantly I wrap my arms around my mate's thick neck and my legs around her beast’s waistline.

      Without warning, Aurora drops down into the house's basement. Her head scans the area then she backs up a bit. I feel the vibration of her ignitor when it clicks to life, and she starts breathing her blue flames around the room. I follow the path of her flames, and she is burning away the last of the acid fog pockets. Slowly she crouches down, and I slide off of her back and begin to look around.

      Lost artifacts from her mother’s castle are here in what I’m guessing is a safehouse for Vladimir’s secret forces. I hear Dante and Edgar calling for us, so I holler and let them know we’re fine. They leap down and motion to Aurora, still in her beast’s form. “Something still isn’t right; she won't shift back until the area is clear.”

      I motion to the walls, and the look of recognition flitters across both War Dragons’ faces. “We need to secure all the treasures housed here. Send for others to come back and carefully pack this stuff up.” Both guys nod, and we watch Aurora stalk down the hallway in full stealth mode.

      The three of us are no more than ten feet behind her when she raises her tail and crouches low. A muffled moan and whine reaches us. Aurora’s ears flicker, catching the sound. Slowly, her wolven head tilts as she listens to the room carefully. My gut tells me that Elena is in the room. Aurora shifts back to a mostly human form, leaving herself three-quarters of the way shifted. Her taloned hand slashes at the damaged door, sending splinters flying in every direction. Bodies litter the floor and yet somehow, Elena is untouched at the back of the room behind the pile of charcoaled corpses. A guttural growl escapes Aurora’s lips, the reverberations shake the walls in the room. Elena visibly pales, staring at Aurora in her partially shifted form.

      “You killed my son!” Elena yells at Aurora.

      The clicking of Aurora’s talons is the only sound besides our breathing that can be heard. It's almost as if time has stopped. Shaking her head slowly, Aurora begins to prowl the room as the guys and I block the only exit. “You’ve caused so much damage and told so many lies, yet you dare yell at me, witch!” Aurora says witch with so much venom in her inflection the old woman cringes at the tone.

      A brief huff of a laugh escapes Aurora’s lips as she stares at Elena. “You meddled in the Elder God's plans for us, damaged sacred bonds, and falsified a bond for your own benefit.” Smirking, Aurora crosses her armored arms over her ample chest.

      “There shall be no Elysium for you or your bloodline, Elena. I swear on my blood and the blood of my ancestors I will make your bloodline extinct.” Aurora’s long, white tail thrashes violently behind her as she stalks forward. Elena doesn’t bother begging for forgiveness or mercy. Death has come for her in the form of the last Marelup.

      Time slows to a crawl as Aurora moves forward, extending her taloned hands towards Elena. The tips of those long, white, curved talons press into the soft pink flesh of Elena’s skin. As a last-ditch effort to save herself, Elena attempts to shift into her Lycan to try to break free of Aurora’s vice-like grip. Black fur erupts all over Elena’s body as it bends and breaks, trying to transform before she meets her demise. The most sadistic grin crosses Aurora’s lips as she allows her body to fully shift to that of her hybrid beast.

      The guys and I quickly back up as the sound of ripping and whining fills the air. Weakly, Elena’s Lycan tries to fend off the much larger hybrid that has her suspended in the air. Without warning, Aurora’s muzzle comes down and clamps onto Elena's shoulder as her talons sink deeply into the black Lycan’s flesh. The familiar clicks of Aurora’s ignitor fill the air before the roar of the flames can be heard. Within minutes, flames erupt from Elena's body as the scent of burnt flesh fills the air. Her cries suddenly silenced as her lungs are burned to ash. To add insult to injury, Aurora rips Elena’s body in half then proceeds to burn the remains till there’s nothing left. Aurora’s pain and heartbreak pulse through the bond as her memories of all the things that Elena damaged come to mind.

      Aurora faulters shortly after torching the room. Her body betrays her, and she shifts back to her human form without warning. “Guys, we need to get Aurora to the surface. We can send the others to gather the treasures and skulls later.” As soon as I finish speaking, Aurora falls to her knees in front of me. Dante quickly takes off the shirt he was wearing, and we wrap it around Aurora’s shoulders. We make it back to the room we entered from. Edgar has found a ladder that we lean against the wall leaning towards the door. The ladder is about three feet too short. Dante climbs up first, then I follow, holding onto Aurora as Edgar braces my back as we move up the ladder. At the top, I hand Aurora off to Dante. Once she is out of the way, I climb up then help Edgar.

      “After I’m in the air, I send Marco to go get my family from where we hid them.” Both men nod their agreeance, and I back away to shift back into my dragon. I stretch out my taloned hand, and my beloved mate is laid in it. I look down at Aurora; she’s so limp and exhausted. Slowly, I close my hand around her; Dante gently moves her limbs around so that she remains safe and comfortable. Normally, my dragon would not be happy with another male touching our mate. Today is an exception. He knows we cannot adjust her the way Dante can; we both are grateful for his assistance.

      Once Aurora is settled, we take flight and clutch her close to my scaled chest. I wrap my other hand around the hand, holding Aurora to protect her from the cold and wind. I reach out to Dimitri and Klaus, telling them what happened and how Aurora is at the moment. I can feel the slight tug at my strength as I fly with her.

      Baby girl, I know you’re weak. Please wait till we get home. I don’t want to crash and kill us both. I feel the pull lessen then stop completely; I just hope she took what she needs for now. In the distance, I see the camp and the bonfire that the residents have every night. I roar, alerting the pack to my arrival in the field behind the houses. I spot Dimitri and Klaus with torches waiting for me. Elsa and two other females are there waiting as well.

      I circle twice and do the one thing I told my children not to. I land with my hind feet first, then gently my front foot. Dimitri and Klaus rush over, and I slowly open my hand to expose a very bundled Aurora, sleeping soundly. Both of my bond mates are worried and concerned for her. Gently, Dimitri lifts Aurora up. Klaus moves behind him and throws a blanket over her and Dimitri, trying to keep his body heat in for her. Elsa stands there holding a robe out for me as I turn my back away from everyone and shift back to my human form. I am not shy in any way, but I find it rude for the world to see what's for Aurora’s eyes only.

      I slip on the offered robe, and everyone follows Dimitri and Klaus into the house. Klaus directs Dimitri to the master bedroom on the main level, and he lays her down gently. Elsa moves and starts to examine Aurora from head to toe. She shrugs her shoulders then looks back at us. “I don’t think she ate enough before heading out on the mission with everyone. I believe her beast burned through her available fat reserves faster than she anticipated. What happened that was different with this mission than in the past?” Elsa looked to me for answers. Oh, I had answers but not ones I was willing to give her.

      “Not too much out of the ordinary, Elsa. She froze an entire house that was on fire. She managed to kill Elena and several of her followers. Oh, and we found some of the missing treasures from her mother's treasury also.” I shrug my shoulders as if it was no big deal. I know I’m hiding vital information from her, but I'm not sure if we have traitors here as well. Through the bond, I shared the events that actually occurred instead of the edited version I gave Klaus’s grandmother. Dimitri gives me a subtle nod, and Klaus raises both eyebrows then spins to look out the window so Elsa wouldn’t question him.

      Dimitri moves and climbs up onto the bed and lies down next to Aurora. “I’ll keep her warm. You two find food for her; probably fresh raw meat would be best.” Dimitri makes absolute sense with his request. More often than not, Aurora has been eating her meat rare to raw ever since the babies.

      Klaus and I leave to head to the kitchen; we are all on the same page after the last debacle. We are not leaving Aurora alone when she’s in a weakened state. Klaus wasn’t happy with what was in the kitchen and led me across the village over to a house with several roe deer and boar hanging out front. A stout man with a long beard comes out onto the front porch; he looks to Klaus then to me and bows. “M'lord, Alpha, what brings you to my humble home?”

      I smile and slightly bow to him. “Our mate requires sustenance. I was wondering if I could purchase a whole deer from you for her?” Klaus pulls out his wallet and holds out more than enough euros to cover the deer and a bit extra for the hunter's trouble.

      “Put your money away, Alpha, it's no good here when it comes to providing for my Queen. Only the best for her. You need meat, you come to me, don’t feed her that store-bought, chemical shit. My family hunted for Anca; I will be more than honored to hunt for Aurora.” Hanz, I find out his name is, moves to his rack of deer and picks off a plump roe deer and a fat piglet. “This should please my Queen, if not, let me know, and I’ll see what else I can get for her.”

      We thank Hanz profusely, then carry our game home. It’s nice to see that there are old families still faithful to the crown. We make it back home, and the twins must have arrived with my twins and father-in-law while we were gone. Aurora is sitting up in bed with our toddlers sitting on the bed with her. Klaus leaves to go slice up some of the fresh pork and venison for Aurora. I notice in the corner that Marco is sound asleep. “Aurora, did you play vampire with Marco again?” I tilt my head looking at her, and she blushes.

      “Yeah, he told me too! He didn’t like me looking so pale and exhausted. Dominik helped him over to the chair to sit back down.” Aurora adjusts how she’s sitting then looks over at me. “I feel much better now. I’m just curious if I can drain someone to the point of death?” Aurora has that look on her face that lets you know she is seriously contemplating this theory.

      Elsa turns around quickly and stares at Aurora, forgetting for a moment that not only is she queen, but that she is her Alpha too. “How can you think such a horrible thing?! It’s a monstrous thing for such a beautiful woman to think about.”

      Aurora smirks and slowly shifts her body to most of her beast. She moves till she’s nose to nose with Elsa. “Haven’t you heard? I am a monster. A beast of legend, according to the Fae.” Elsa promptly pisses herself and backs up slowly. The stench of fear and urine fills the room. “Don’t let this beautiful visage fool you. Deep down, my beast lurks, ready to destroy anyone who threatens what's mine.” Aurora slides back to where she was previously on the bed; she's completely human again by the time she sits down. Elsa leaves quickly, and the cleaning girls come in and clean up the mess. Aurora is calm, but you can sense under the surface something is bothering her.

      Ladon and Tiamat tackle their mother and start leaving sopping wet toddler kisses. My children have grown so fast because of their mother’s plan to allow them the anonymity of being in their dragon forms in public. Aurora’s plan is solid though, you can’t abduct or harm a child that you have never seen. I watch my children play, and it warms my heart to see them so healthy and happy. I’ve been blessed many times over this past year with a beautiful mate, wonderful bond mates, and two beautiful, healthy children.

      I watch over my family that I’ve made. My legions of dragons wait for orders. We all believe in restoring the last Marelup back to the Lycan throne. The Strigoi have been a thorn in everyone's sides for far too long. Tonight, other packs of shifters arrive for the celebration that we planned for this new alliance's birth.
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      My to-do list is gradually getting smaller. Found Elena and slaughtered her ass, score one for me. Klaus and Alaric seem anxious because of all of the species that have rallied to my cause. I have Jayce in my closet searching for an outfit for tonight. Honestly, I don’t give a fuck. My mates are the only ones I worry about looking good for. Dimitri is at the table by my window, going through some of the treasures recovered from Elena’s camp. The thought that she had some of my mother’s things all this time and she never told me pisses me off to no end.

      Things around me start to freeze, and Dimitri gets up and wraps his thick arms around me, holding me tightly to his chest. I sigh and relax in his grip. Without warning, the big guy scoops me up and carries me back over to the table he was sitting at. He pulls a single necklace out of a velvet pouch and dangles it in front of my eyes. “You should wear this tonight; it was a gift from the Siberian Tiger Alpha to your mother. It’s a promise of allegiance and an offer to become his mate. Vladimir took the necklace and wouldn't allow her to wear it.”

      Dimitri nuzzles my cheek before continuing. “I already told Alaric that I was going to show it to you. Having the tigers on our side would be most helpful. Like you, they can climb walls. Siberian tigers are one of the biggest cats, and thankfully they have the numbers to help us,” Dimitri says and smiles before he places the antique cat-eye pendant in my hand.

      I stare at its craftsmanship; the metal's delicate twists and turns must have taken a very long time to do. By the age and weight of it, I know this was made by hand by someone who was very interested in my mother. I place the necklace back into its ornate pouch; my plan is to put it in the present Alpha’s hands as a sign of goodwill. I don’t want an old promise to weigh down the new alliance. “I will take your suggestions under advisement, love, but I honestly feel I would rather my own be given to me of their free will. The person that gave this to my mom is more than likely either very old or very dead. Either way, I don’t think the new generation would hold to that old promise too willingly. I know I wouldn’t.” Slowly, I stand and then bend to kiss Dimitri’s full lips. I can hear the pleased rumble of his beast as I slowly pull away to go search my closet for Jayce.

      There’s Jayce with the closet torn apart and clothing everywhere. Yup, this was not what I was expecting to be walking into, at least not from him. In the corner of the room, I find Dominik sitting there holding three outfits over his arm. Neither of the boys realizes I’m in there till I clear my throat to get their attention. “So, I see we had a category Jayce hurricane in my closet?” I smile and go to kiss Jayce and then Dominik.

      All I can do is shake my head, looking at the mess they made in my absence. “Do we at least have a clue as to what I’m wearing tonight?” Dominik and Jayce each hold up a separate outfit, and I have no fucking clue which one I want to wear. Then I have a brilliant idea; I reach out through the bond and summon all my mates to the room. Since I have five mates, one outfit will win over the other easily. I kick Jayce and Dominik out of my closet then; I hang the two options up then wait for the others to arrive.

      When I hear the commotion in the bedroom, I know it's time to step out. “Okay, guys, I need your help. The twins picked two beautiful outfits for me to wear, but they can’t agree on which one. Here are five post-it pads with pens. I’m going to wear each outfit and model it for you. Write the number of your favorite down. Fold your post it up and hand it to me when I come back out. I’ll see which one receives the most votes, and that’s the one I’ll wear tonight. Sound fair?” I look between all of my mates, and they nod and smile at me. Okay, the worst is over, now on to the show. I look between the two outfits. Both fit my style, and honestly, I may do an outfit change mid-party just to wear both.

      Jayce’s selection is slinky and silky feeling. Black skin-tight satin stretch pants with rhinestones around the waist and down the legs' outer seam. The shirt is a bodice hybrid with a peasant blouse. The bodice is blood red with black stitching; it makes my breasts look absolutely huge as they almost bubble over the top. The peasant blouse is black and off the shoulder with long flowing sleeves that are long enough to hide if I shift my arms. Oddly for Jayce, he picked out my black Docs to be worn with it. I mean, I love the idea, but it's not a typical choice for Jayce. I put my hair up into a quick French twist, with the rest of my hair flowing out in waves from the top. I place my great-grandmother’s ruby crown upon my head then walk out.

      Alaric drops his glass, spilling his drink all over his lap. My sweet Jayce is beaming with pride, looking at me wearing what he selected for me. This outfit reveals all five bite marks from my mates. Strategically, I understand why he did it. The evidence of all five bites would strike fear into the hearts of those that may stand before me. I look at Dimitri next, and he makes the twirling motion with his finger. Slowly I turn, then pause when my back is to the guys. I bend over, stretching my body out so that my ass is on full display. Something else falls, and I look back, and it's Klaus who dropped his glass this time.

      Dominik stands and rushes over to me; I stand up and look up at him, smiling. “Okay, love, Jayce wins. You have to wear this tonight; I understand now why he chose this.” Dominik runs his fingers over my bite marks, sending pulses straight to my core.

      “Look at this brilliance! Our marks are on full display. No one would dare to approach her unless they believe themselves to be a true mate.” Dominik gently kisses his mark then walks away, leaving me wanting.

      “Okay, now that you guys have me all riled up, let's go get this party started, shall we? We have guests arriving as we speak, Dante and Edgar are remaining as their dragons behind where I am sitting for this party. They will be switching out every few hours to keep watch over everything. After the raid on Elena’s camp, I wouldn't be shocked if Vladimir sends forces to retaliate.” I look back towards my mates, and not a single one attempts to argue my logic.

      “Alaric and Klaus will escort me to my seat with my children. Dimitri, you head up security and make sure everything is up to your standards. Jayce and Dominik help Dimitri in any way he needs. I have a feeling before sunrise we will be in the middle of a battle.” Deep down, I am hoping I’m wrong. The little devil inside is screaming, wanting a complete blood bath.

      We make it to the main path and it’s covered in red petals and almost looks like blood droplets covering my path. My children in their dragon forms trot alongside us as we make our way to my makeshift throne. I raise my eyes to see that it's made of skulls similar to the one I had at the American Lycan camp. I look between my mates, trying to hold back my tears that threaten to break.

      Dimitri decides to break the tension. “Baby girl, Klaus, and Alaric made you the throne. Some of the skulls are from this latest mission; the rest came from the original throne. We know that Sebastian's betrayal did some damage with you, but we hope to erase that pain in time. His skull and his mothers are the ones in the front of the arms. Feel free to dig your talons in and cut them if it helps heal your heart.” Dimitri looks down at his feet; he, most of all, knows the pain of his betrayal.

      I hug Dimitri around the neck and kiss him on his cheek. “Would you like to scratch them up a bit too?” I hit a playful tone in my voice as I look up into his hazel eyes.

      “Nu! I’ve already pissed on them both! Then I rinsed them off. Honestly, I felt better after doing it.” Dimitri has a sheepish look after he admits to pissing on their skulls. I can’t help but laugh at his antics.

      “Thank you for rinsing them off for me. I appreciate it. Nu? That translates to no, correct? I get confused. You bounce between Romanian and Russian so often my head spins.” I giggle a bit, looking up at him, letting him know I’m not upset.

      “Da, you’re correct. I can’t help it; it's just so much easier for me, at times, to just use the words that first come to mind. Sorry for the whiplash, my love.” Dimitri bends down slowly and kisses my lips, sucking on my bottom lip. Fucker just made my damn greedy core clench. Fucking party...

      I shake my head lightly, then move back to Alaric and Klaus as we come into sight of our guests. As soon as we are visible, Dante raises his head and roars, announcing our arrival to the clans. I wink at Klaus and Alaric and step away from them. Each step I take from this point on, the ground freezes, leaving a trail of frost behind me. Jayce runs over, and queue's up G-N-R’s “You could be mine" for my walk to the throne. I look over my shoulder at him and wink, approving of the musical selection. The opening line always gets me, and I love it still.

      I march my happy ass up to my skull throne, spin dramatically and sit up straight, looking out over everyone gathered. My children sit on pillows at my feet in their dragon forms, watching the people in front of us. I do a flourish with my right hand and Dante and my children breathe fire at the same time. I see fear in the eyes of some, but most watch and stare in wonder at the sight before them.

      It's now that I decide to test the strength of my Alpha powers. “Welcome one and all.” My sultry tone booms out across the gathering crowd with minimal effort on my part. “Thank you all for making the long journey to get here. My mates, packs, and allies, thank you for coming here.” I maintain the strength and power of the tone of my voice.

      Most are looking at me in wonder. Most times, the Alpha is male and pureblood; I am neither male nor pure blood. I look briefly up to Dante, and he snakes his tail out in front of me. I rest my hand on it then leap up to stand on the flat blade. Slowly he elevates me up and out over the crowd. “I seek additional allies in the hope of taking back my mother's castle in the Carpathian Mountains. I seek to utterly destroy the Strigoi stronghold and return my people back to their ancestral home.” Dante moves me over the crowd, then back to my throne, and gently sets me back down.

      I walk to the edge of my platform and notice new arrivals. I make Alaric aware of the arrivals, and he goes to escort the Siberian Tigers leader to me. The leader is flanked by four men, all of them appearing to be of various mixed bloodlines. Two men distinctly have an Asian appearance, two seem to be more Russian, and the third male is a perfect blend of the two. As they get closer, I slowly move and meet them halfway.

      My father rushes ahead and greets the men in Russian. Part of me is pissed he interfered, but they relax in his presence, and well, I’m kind of a wild card. My father makes introductions so that I am aware that the Alpha’s name is Kazimir. He greets me and attempts to move in to kiss me; my skin quickly coats with frost as I back up and into Alaric. Within seconds my mates surround me, placing a hand on me, offering comfort. Dimitri is the first to speak to me as my father apologizes to Kazimir.

      “My love, he was just trying to greet you,” Dimitri says to me softly. He knows deep down my beast doesn't like strange males near me.

      “You know how I am! I don't like other males touching me. It makes my skin crawl. I can't help it. I’m sorry.” I look over at the tigers and apologize in their native tongue, explaining my issue with touch outside of my mates. It then dawns on my father the grievous error he had made, assuming it would be fine. Nicodeamus leads the tigers off and into the crowd heading towards the food. I pull Dominik with me and plop him on my throne, and I decide to use him as a chair for a while.

      Sometime around eleven in the evening, I hear Dante sound the alarm overhead. Edgar, who is behind me, looks down, and I motion for him to lower his head. Quickly, I scoop up one baby and Dominik grabs the other. We run to Edgar's side and place the babies between his wings and send him into the sky with my children. My other mates are already shifting and battling Strigoi. Most of the clans are shifted and entrenched in battle with the Strigoi as well. I motion for Dominik to shift, and he does so quickly. I run back up, behind my throne and strip out of my nice outfit and proceed to shift. My beast was ready for this, waiting for the attack to come. We climb quickly to the tallest building we can find and look out over the masses, seeking out who appears to be the leader of this rabble.

      Off to the side and far in the back is a man with a large staff and a beard that would make Santa jealous. He appears to be the one in control of the Strigoi. I leap from building to building, searching for Ellis. I find him surrounded by Strigoi and backed into a corner. Silently, I land behind the group surrounding him. With one swipe of my talons, I remove the heads of four. Quickly, I attack the others, ripping their heads from their bodies, leaving a trail of black blood in my wake. I shift back to human speedily, and so does Ellis. I make the shh motion to him.

      “There’s a man on the hill with a Santa beard and a glowing staff. I think he’s controlling the Strigoi. Thankfully, there’s still patches of snow in the shadows on the way up to him. Take some of your men and hit him from the back. I’ll go hit him head-on.” I look at Ellis as his eyes swirl to that of his bear.

      “We’re good!” is all Ellis says before taking off to meet up with his crew. I watch the bear fade off into the blackness.

      Through the bond, I reach out to Dominik and Jayce, their black fur would blend in perfectly with how dark it is right now. When the guys catch up to me, I shift and show them my plan. I’m heading straight for the man, and I want them to come in from the sides while Ellis and his bears attack from the rear. The man will be so focused on me that he won’t have time to brace for the other attacks. We reach the point of no return and charge towards the man. I swear he has a sixth sense because he looks right at Dominik before sending a wall of ice towards him. It’s times like this I pray our bond has gifted my mates with immunity to ice. I don’t stop or slow down as the man attempts to attack Jayce and me both with ice. He doesn’t realize that Ellis is up on his hind paws behind him till it is too late. With one quick swipe of Ellis’s Polar Bears paw, the man’s head goes rolling downhill.

      I nod my head towards Ellis, then move to check my two Dire mates. Neither are injured, more so in shock that the ice didn’t harm them or stop them. Gently with my talons, I remove what ice is stuck to their fur. Honestly, they made out a lot better than I had anticipated. I have something I really want to try, but I had to wait till we got back in the privacy of our bunker. I walk around with the twins to find the rest of our family stacking Strigoi heads in a pile in the center of the camp.

      Slowly, I draw in a deep breath, close my eyes and reach out, sensing all of the dragons. I feel my group's heartbeats, then I sense the faster beating of my babies’ hearts. Gently, I give them a slight tug and reach out to Edgar to tell him the babies will fly to me. Soon I sense the excitement of my children's flight as they make their way back to me. I reach up carefully with my taloned hands to pluck both babies out of the air. I snuggle my hatchlings to my beast's body.

      Out of nowhere, a white Siberian Tiger comes out from the tree line. He’s not aggressive; he looks at me curiously and starts to circle, making my mates assume aggressive stances. Alaric has already shifted back to his dragon form and has summoned the babies to him. The tiger lowers his head to me then shifts back to his human form. I have to admit he’s beautiful, but I’m not interested.

      The Alpha Kazimir comes running from out of the tree line. “My Queen, please spare him! He’s my only son!” Kazimir skids to a stop and drops to his knees before me.

      To be continued……

      Book 4 of the Aurora Marelup Saga - Attack

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Find me!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Serenity’s Reader’s Group

        Serenity’s Instagram

        Serenity’s TicTok

      

      

    

  

images/00011.jpeg
) N
A7

Chapter Five
a urora





images/00010.jpeg
S\ AN
- W=t
= e
g "
NGzt

Chapter Four

Dimitri





images/00013.jpeg
Chapter Se
_Dominik





images/00012.jpeg
Chapter Six
Alaric





images/00015.jpeg
Chapter Nine
@aric





images/00014.jpeg
Chapter Eight

Aurora





cover.jpeg
BOOK THREE OF
THE AURORA MARELUP SAGA





images/00020.jpeg
{

Chapter Srourteen

efurora





images/00017.jpeg
=

— ‘4

S ) o
X

Chapter Eleven
a'urora 7





images/00016.jpeg
Chapter @en
e





images/00019.jpeg
Chapter hirteen
Alaric





images/00018.jpeg
> YN/
=1 =
NG g
T

Chapter @welve

_Dimitri





images/00002.jpeg
The Aurora Marellup Saga [jook 3

Written BY:

ety Ty





images/00004.jpeg
S'.' o
S

I\
[ ]
Yy
“\\'unu‘i””

‘Musical gInspiration Provided BY
AWOLnation - SAL
Johann Sitrauss — [lue Danube
Ernst @nschutz = Oh Tannenbaun
)R Yoo e i
Queensryche ~ Silent Lucidity
Ginuwine ~ Fony
GNR - Novenber Rain
Skillet ~ JZeel Invincible
R
~ Megadeth — Architecture op Aggression





images/00003.jpeg
Adult Supervision Required

Reverse Narem R@ance/ Mg choose?
6]-FueﬂZ atedj‘(\ates
J“\ediumjzast [urn
~NMultiple Foints op View
JY\QY\—)V\ate Orgy
Pregnaney

Blood and Gore





images/00006.jpeg
Chapter One

Aurora





images/00005.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg
Chapter @wo

Alaric





images/00009.jpeg
= =
W

Chapter dhree

}Qaus





