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      Dragon shifter Tyson has been hearing a distant call for months now, a lonely cry that he hopes is his mate. All he has to do is find out where it's coming from. When the mournful voice screams for help, Tyson leaves his home and his brothers in the mountains of Colorado to rescue Myk, another dragon who's in a terrible and dangerous situation. Nursing Myk and his niece and twin nephews back to health, Tyson knows he's found what he's looking for, but he doesn't want to push. He's waited this long. He can wait until Myk is ready to mate with him.

      Myk knows Tyson is the one for him, but he's lost his home and his family, and he's not sure he knows how to convince Tyson he's not shy or fragile. He also knows he's added three more kids to Tyson's rapidly growing family, and he's afraid to ask Tyson to mate with him and have more.

      Tyson and Myk have to fight the past, their own fears, and their deep, stubborn notions of what's right to come together with the kind of love they both know they can make.
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      Tyson woke in the middle of the night, heart racing, a desperate cry ringing in his ears.

      Help me.

      That wasn’t the call he’d heard before. The lonely, mournful nighttime voice had been in his dreams since… Well, since his baby brother Brand had mated, starting a cycle that seemed to have been prophesied for eons. It had called to him with no words to begin with. Then it had begun to morph into the cry of a mate.

      Find me. Love me.

      Now, though, Ty’s skin prickled with a sense of danger, and he felt a tiny crystalline crust appear on his nostrils as his power tried to escape his body.

      “Control yourself, asshole,” Tyson muttered. Unlike his younger brothers, who breathed fire and steam, respectively, Tyson’s inner dragon tapped directly into the earth, and he could breathe shards of crystal that could cut a man to ribbons. Or ruin a perfectly good Persian carpet, and his middle brother Eagan wouldn’t thank him for that. Eagan was the antique hoarder, after all, not Tyson.

      He rolled out of bed, feeling the need to secure the house. He shrugged into his robe, a violently pink affair printed with flamingos. A gift from youngest brother Brand’s mate Devon. Their daughter Arielle had picked it out.

      Tyson wished he could be content with the amazing family he had, who had come to live at his compound high in the mountains of Colorado, farther away from the humans they pretended to be like while their young grew. They had safety in numbers, a fine home, and all the cookies Ty could eat, provided by his brothers’ mates and his housekeeper Helena.

      But that voice.

      Help me.

      Tyson prowled the house, finding nothing so much as a chair out of place. His jewels were secure, even the emerald he had found to put in the amazing golden setting he’d made months ago. He’d been so sure when he found the right stone, he would find the voice…

      But things happened in their own time. Or so his brothers assured him. Tyson was not the patient one. That was Eagan. Or the polite one. That was Brand.

      He was the big one who growled a lot.

      He looked out the window, gauging the time. It would still be dark for hours. He shucked the robe, heading to the kitchen door, which would lock itself after him.

      It couldn’t hurt, right? He would do a few sweeps around the compound, maybe take an hour or two to soar over the mountains. Just to see what he could see.

      Help me.

      That voice wasn’t just in his dreams anymore. Tyson had to find its owner. He had to. It was more than a need now. It was a biological imperative. Whatever was wrong, he had to help.

      It was time to fly.
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      Help me. Please.

      Mykel Halloran dangled from the massive chains that held him, magic drained from him until he was unable to shift, unable to move.

      So he called out to that force, to that impossible promise that kept calling to him, kept reaching for him in his dreams, and he begged. Help me. Please.

      The house was so much bigger inside than it appeared from the outside, like a Tardis from that show his eldest brother Jon loved so—had loved. Jon and Luuk were gone, beheaded along with their mates, and all the babies had been taken with him…

      He let his head fall forward, his back scraping along the rough-hewn stones that made up the vast underground dwelling of these fucking bloodsuckers that had stolen the little ones.

      Nevada was three, and old enough to know what was happening, but the boys—Sydney and Leonard—they were tiny, and they only knew pain and fear.

      Help me! His roar wasn’t even a whisper, but one of the bloodsuckers turned to look at him, a vicious expression on her face.

      “You know, as nice as you taste, you have nothing on the younglings.”

      “No.” The word burst out of him. Goddess, help him and his niece and nephews. These vampires were never going to let them go, so he had to find a way out. Had to. If he could just get out of the chains.

      He could sense the roots of pines all around them, and he knew one was pushing, steady and slow as the energy would allow, toward the place where he was bound to the stone. Roots would beat stone, every time. They dug in, pushed in with tiny hairs and found every crack.

      He closed his eyes, listening, not just to the trees, but for the deep voice that called back to him, and he heard it. Faint but there. Where? Where are you? I’m looking.

      Goddess yes. Please. Please be real. Help me. There’s a cabin outside Aurora. It doesn’t look like anything, but we’re underneath. Help me.

      I’m coming. Aurora. I know it. I’ll find it.

      He slumped, relief making him weak. Though, really, what were the odds of anyone finding them? What if the voice was his imagination?

      Regardless, the hope led him to call to the roots again, and he could feel the stones begin to crack and split. The creaking sound felt huge to him, but no one else seemed to notice but little Nevada, who looked at him with wide eyes from her cage. He pursed his lips, making the shhh face.

      Please. The babies. Help me. He just kept calling, hoping it would help.

      Babies? He heard the shock, then felt a sudden, blind fury.

      Yes. Please. I know it sounds crazy.

      Hold on to me. Think hard at me. I’ll follow the bond. He could hear the growl in that voice, which was suddenly huge, filling Myk’s senses. He knew his would-be rescuer was close.

      The roots moved again, a rush of power from electric Nevada bolstering him. The roots moved, but more importantly, the stone shifted, the chains loosening.

      Myk closed his eyes, trying to hide the desperate hope that flooded him. They couldn’t see it, and these vamps had swamped their senses with dragon magic, so they had very little perception of anything new.

      The bitch vampire was heading back toward his family, his little ones, and Nevada squealed, the sound pure panic.

      He leaned into the chains, putting everything he had into it. All his magic, all his strength as he roared.

      Seconds later, he heard an answering roar and a ground-shaking thud as something huge and heavy landed on the building.

      The chains came loose, and he surged forward, the heavy chunk of stone obliterating the female vampire’s head.

      Nevada screamed, her shrill little voice enough to break light bulbs, to make sparks fly out of the light sockets.

      “Coming. Coming, babies.” He ripped himself up and headed for the cages. “Be careful. Gonna break it.”

      Nevada shrank back so he could break her lock. Screaming sounded above them, and he could hear timbers and stones tumbling.

      He smashed the front of the cage in, reaching in to scoop up Nevada, and then the twins. There. There, if they died, they’d die together. They clung to him as he fought to make his way out of this torture chamber. He needed to get aboveground.

      I’m here. Come to me if you can.

      I’m coming. He roared as something slammed against his shoulder.

      A vampire appeared to block the door, and he called on his power again, causing a hole to open between the rocks, where the vamp disappeared with a scream.

      “I won’t fail you. I swear. I will not fail you.” He whispered the words, desperate to get his family safe.

      “Myk.” Nevada hid her face against him.

      “I know.” Please. Please help us. We’re coming. Don’t burn us up.

      I’m here. I’m coming to you. The vamps are running from me, so don’t let them hurt you.

      He sagged against the wall for a moment. His unseen ally knew what they were up against. That was a boon. He swung the chains holding him, the heavy blocks holding them, clearing the way. He could barely see, sweat and dirt and dust blinding him. Myk hit his knees, cradling the babies, rocking to move himself up the stairs.

      “No! No! You fucker. I didn’t work this hard to finally get a dragon to lose you!” The deranged screech almost broke his eardrums. He knew that was the head vamp. His name was DiMarco.

      He found his feet, cradling the babies close. Help me. Please promise you’ll take the babies.

      I’ll take you all out of here. I can fly.

      Longing hit him square in the belly. If only he had enough strength to fly away. His power was earth, though, and he’d always been an indifferent flyer at best.

      The important thing was that when this was over, the babies would be safe. He saw DiMarco, the bloodsucker bleeding, shards of what looked like glass covering him. Yes.

      Yes.

      He swung the block, connecting with DiMarco, almost splitting the man in half with the last of his strength.

      A naked man ran down the stairs, lifting DiMarco’s broken, bleeding body up off the floor and breathing a stream of what looked like crystal or salt in his face. The particles flayed DiMarco’s skin from his face, and that vampire body gave up the ghost, dissolving to ash.

      “Protect the babies,” he pleaded. “Please.”

      “Come on! Most of them are dead.” The man came to him, and the chains around his wrists snapped off. “Can you come to me, little one?” the man asked Nevada. “I can help carry you out of here with your…”

      “Uncle.”

      “Myk?” Nevada asked.

      “Please, baby. He’s good.” He hoped. Let the man be good.

      “Good. Dragon!” She went easily, making grabby hands at the boys. “Dragon! Go bye bye!”

      “I can’t…” He held out the babies.

      “Hold them close to you. Don’t let them go.” The big guy grabbed him up in the other arm, racing up the stairs. He could have cried, but he was too dry for that.

      “Myk! Myk!” Nevada’s little voice rang out, singing to him. “Go! Go!”

      “No more vamps.” Was the big guy yodeling? They were whisked along, and outside, the guy looked around, heading for a clearing. “Give me some room for a moment. I’ll pick you up in my claws. I don’t think you have the strength to ride my back.”

      He was put on the ground, and he collapsed in a heap, his legs giving out. Save my brothers’ babies.

      The air shimmered like the road in Death Valley on a hot day, and then an enormous dragon appeared, crystalline white and amethyst in color. Probably the biggest Myk had ever seen. The beautiful one clomped over to him, not so graceful on the ground. One huge paw was opened, back to the ground, and a velvety soft snout pushed him, holding his niece and nephews, onto it, a ring of claws closing around him tight enough that no one would fall, not tight enough to hurt.

      Keep them as warm as you can. It’s not far, but it’s high.

      I will protect them with my life.

      He blinked up, tears freezing on his face as they rose into the sky. He would not let his babies fall.
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      Tyson carried his precious cargo to his aerie in the mountains, worried that they would freeze. They were dragons, though. All four of them. They would make it.

      He tested the emergency broadcasting system he’d had with Brand and Eagan when Devon had been kidnapped, hoping they could hear him.

      Brand? Eagan? I need help. The main hall. Start a fire. Get blankets and hot water.

      What happened? Did you find him?

      I did. I did. That bastard vampire DiMarco had him. There are baby dragons, brothers. Three. They look so tiny and sick.

      I’ll get Helena going! That was Eagan, and he blew out a stream of crystal in approval, careful nothing fell on his…his mate? On his cargo.

      He hadn’t had time to even see the man that had called to him, but he’d heard that call, that sheer desperation. The despair.

      He would take them to his home, to his family, and keep them safe. He thought DiMarco and most of his vamps were dead. The few who had managed to flee, he would hunt down as he had time, but they would never hurt another dragon again.

      It took no time to get home, and the smoke was pouring from the chimneys, promising warmth and light.

      His brothers and their mates spilled out of the house as soon as he landed, and he carefully lowered his paw to the ground, opening it so his family could help unload his precious payload. The man that spilled out held three little ones—milky white and painfully thin, two tiny babies and a little girl.

      When Eagan came close, wild eyes—green as the grass itself—popped open, and Tyson heard the man’s mental roar. NO! DON’T HURT THEM!

      No. No, they’re my brothers. I promise. We’re here to help.

      Eagan and Brand had stopped, hands out to their sides, trying to look nonthreatening.

      Help them. Please. Nevada. Sydney. Leonard. Nevada. Sydney. Leonard. Their fathers were Luuk and Jon and their mates, Denver and Rick.

      We’ll help all of you. He nodded at Eagan, then nosed the man out of his paw. Tyson could be far more help as a man now.

      Nevada. Sydney. Leonard. Their fathers were Luuk and Jon and their mates, Denver and Rick. The mantra was pushed into him, the pressure inside his head fading. Nevada. Sydney. Leonard. Their fathers were Luuk and Jon and their mates, Denver and Rick.

      What’s your name? His brother had taken the babies inside, so Tyson scooped up the man as soon as his human body equalized. He raced inside, not wanting him out in the cold any longer.

      “MYK!” He could hear the little girl as she woke up, screaming and roaring out her utter terror.

      Nevada. Myk blinked at him. Just once.

      “Her name is Nevada, Eagan.” He set Myk down on one of the sofas in the great room, where the fire crackled, and where a blanket had been spread out.

      “Shh. Your Myk is right there, Nevada. See?” Eagan soothed her. “You’re safe now, moppet. I swear it.”

      “Myk. Myk. No die!” She sobbed softly. “No more biting. No more. Please.”

      “Shhh. Shhh. Bring her over.” He found that he just wanted to hold Myk.

      She met his eyes. “Dragon?”

      He nodded. “Yes, baby. We’re dragons.”

      “No more bities?” A crystalline tear escaped her little swollen eye.

      “No more. The bad ones are all gone.”

      “Da? Babies?” Arielle came toddling in holding on to her wolfhound Tiny. Helena followed with a tray, Henri after her with steaming towels.

      Nevada stared at Arielle, eyes wide. “Myk. Myk, wake up. Wake up, please!”

      This little one was going to stroke out, and their Arielle might eat this sweet⁠—

      “Oh. Da! Da! Fix baby! Her sad.”

      “We need to feed these guys,” Brand muttered. “They’re starving.”

      Helena nodded, setting down her tray. “I brought some warm broth, and some bottles of warmed formula. Hello, my dear Nevada. My name is Helena, and I’m going to help you and your Uncle Mykel feel better, hmm?”

      “Wanna go home now.”

      “Yes, sweet girl. You are home. Can you have some soup? It’s good, and then there can be a popsicle.”

      Nevada blinked, eyes huge. “Cherry?”

      “Yes, of course. Arielle there likes pineapple.”

      Arielle nodded. “Napple! You have babies.”

      Nevada nodded.

      “Me too! I have three babies!”

      Those bright eyes went even wider. “Safe? Good?”

      Arielle patted Tiny. “Dogee. ’Tects us.”

      “I want my daddy.”

      Myk hiccuped against him with a sob, and he knew her daddy was gone.

      Helena stroked Nevada’s hair, and the little girl let her. “Let’s get some soup into you, hmm? You’ll feel so much better.”

      “I eat too.” Arielle scooted close, both little ones red-headed. The difference between Arielle’s healthy, clean, glowing curls and little Nevada’s lank, filthy ones was nauseating.

      Nevada looked at her, then Helena. “Enough for me too?”

      “There’s more than we could ever eat,” Helena soothed. “Here, you two settle right here. Do you need help, Nevada? I know you’re tired.”

      Devon had one little one in his arms, dribbling tiny drips of formula in his mouth from a bottle. Ollie had disappeared, presumably to watch the other three kids, but Brand had the other wee one and was doing the same.

      Myk, though, he was growing heavier and colder in his arms.

      Tyson looked at Helena, panicked. “I need help!”

      She came over, shaking her head. “He’s been drained of his magic. Sunshine and water, food and care—those will help, but he needs the will to live.”

      He stroked Myk’s filthy hair. Stay with me. Your babies need you. I need you. Please.

      My brothers… The horror and sorrow threatened to overwhelm Tyson, and he held Myk close.

      I’m so sorry. So sorry you lost them. He understood. It might kill him to lose his brothers, their mates.

      Yes. But I saved the children, right? They’re here? There was a glimmer of hope.

      Yes. All three are here, and Nevada is asking for you. He helped Myk loll his head so he could see Nevada.

      “Nevada.”

      “Myk. Soup. The soup is good.”

      “You’re safe now.” Myk took a deep breath. “Thank you. Thank you for hearing me.”

      “You’re welcome. Would you like some broth? Then we can get you all a bath.”

      Helena appeared at his side with a travel coffee cup with a lid, filled with broth.

      Tyson felt it as Myk tried to remember how to move, how to open and close his fingers to take the soup, and that stress broke his heart.

      He helped Myk raise the cup to his lips, and then kept him from drinking too fast. “Don’t make yourself sick.”

      “I put herbs in it. They will help. I swear.”

      “Okay. Okay.” Myk took a sip, and those cracked lips opened to accept some more broth. “Mmm.”

      “Yes, it’s good. You now, Nevada. Another sip, and then a warm bath, hmm?” Helena stroked Nevada’s hair, spooning another bite in.

      “Bath.” Nevada sighed, sounding so happy. “Please?”

      Arielle rawred. “Tiny no like bath.”

      “That’s because he’s a dog, Danger Mouse.” Ollie was back with a baby monitor in hand. “Tiny, go watch the babies, please.”

      Tiny woofed softly, then headed up the stairs.

      “Okay. I am the bath man,” Ollie said, and since he was Eagan’s mate and they both had a water affinity, that was no lie. “You want to come in, too, Arielle? We can have the big tub.”

      “Okay! I help.” She bounced and smiled at Nevada, who smiled back, the expression so tentative.

      “Just a little more broth, Myk. Then I’ll get you clean, get the rest of the cuffs off you.” He had tools that would remove them. He’d torn off the chains at the connectors.

      “The babies?”

      “They’re asleep. We have a baby, too, so we can put them in with Jasper.” Devon smiled and shook his head. “They’ll need a meal every hour for the next few weeks.”

      “We can all take turns,” Ollie said, holding out his arms to Nevada, who went right to him, much to Tyson’s surprise. “We have lots of experience of late.”

      Tyson lifted Myk in his arms and stood. “I swear to you, my family will take care of yours. Let me help you feel better?” He wanted Myk to feel more comfortable, less like he was just a captive in another place. The chains they’d had on him. Tyson shuddered.

      “A bath. Please. I smell like death.”

      “Anything you want. We won’t be far from the babies if they need you.” He took Myk to the third floor where all their living quarters were. Eagan and Oliver had a huge bath in their quarters, so the kids would go there. He had a nice jetted tub, and when he got there, someone, maybe Henri, had filled it and started the bubbles.

      “I…thank you. I stink.” Myk was half delirious, head swinging back and forth.

      “You’ve had a rough time.” There wasn’t much left of the clothes, and he tore them away. Oh, his wire nippers were right there. “Let me get the cuffs all the way off first. That way we can start your wrists healing.”

      If DiMarco was there, Tyson would tear the fucking vampire apart again.

      “They caught me trying to get the babies. I couldn’t let them just take them.”

      “No. Never. I know who he was. He tried to take my brother’s mate and his child, more than once. He’s dead, and he’ll never hurt another dragon.”

      “Never.” Myk nodded, sobbing as the cuffs fell away. “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome.” He lifted Myk into the tub, easing him down. He had no idea what kind of dragon Myk was, but they could all tolerate far more heat than a human. In fact, they often needed it.

      He carefully began to wash Myk, making sure to keep the touches gentle. That poor dirt-crusted skin was broken in so many places, blood coating the scrapes. His body should have healed, but so much of him had been drained.

      Tyson had to carefully tamp down on his rage. He wasn’t going to let it leak out and scare Myk. Not for anything.

      This was his mate, and he knew it.

      He would do anything to keep him safe.
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      The world was a place of crystal and light, and Myk wandered around inside it, confused and lost.

      He wasn’t sure where he was, what was in the center of this maze. He knew he was frightened, he knew he was hungry, and he knew he needed to find his way out.

      Myk turned in a circle, then shook his head. No. No, he needed help.

      Please. Help me. I need you to find me again.

      He immediately heard the answer, the voice whose name he didn’t remember. I’m right here. You’re safe. Wake up, Myk.

      I’m lost.

      No, sweet one. You’re dreaming. Wake up. Can you smell the oranges?

      Oranges. He inhaled, and the scent of citrus hit him, and he opened his eyes with a gasp. The babies!

      “Shh. They’re all right. They’ve had three bottles each and are sleeping again. Nevada ate solid food for the first time an hour ago.”

      “They’re going to live?” His brothers’ children deserved to thrive.

      “Yes. Oh, yes.” The man sat him up against the pillows, and Myk would swear his whole body would crack. “My name is Tyson. Right now, the boys and Nevada are with my brothers-in-law. Ollie and Devon.”

      “I am Myk. My brothers were Jon and Luuk. Their mates were Denver and Rick.”

      “I promise you, we’ll honor them. My brothers’ mates are recording dragon history. They will put their names down in the books.” Tyson stroked his arm, which had healed some from the chains.

      “They came in, the vampires—a dozen of them. I was up in the mountains. When my brothers called to me—I was too late.” And he was never going to forgive himself for being the one who lived.

      “I’m so sorry.” Tyson reached for a glass with a straw in it, filled with fresh orange juice. “Helena said this would help. Can you take some?”

      “Please. I’m—” He was so thirsty. So incredibly thirsty.

      “Here.” Tyson put the straw between his lips, and Myk sipped, the bright flavor so perfect bursting over his tongue. Oh. It had been so long.

      His belly cramped, and the pure pain of it overwhelming him, but only for a second, because a hot hand covered his belly. Big and heavy, Tyson’s hand seemed to ground him, even though he knew they had to be in the air. A third or fourth floor. He could tell. Still, the walls surrounding him held both wood and stone, things of the earth, and there were plants in the room.

      There was light.

      Sunlight.

      “The babies need sunlight. They’ve never had it.”

      Tyson nodded. “We have them in the conservatory. It’s warm and bright.”

      “Oh, good. Good. Is it too cold outside?”

      “It is up here. The sunroom is so much better
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or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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