
  
    [image: Dragon Shield]
  


  
    
      Dragon Shield

      Guardians of Chaos 2

    

    
      
        C.D. Gorri

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: C.D. Gorri]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Dragon Shield

      

      

      
        
        Guardians of Chaos Book 2

        by C.D. Gorri

        Edited by BookNookNuts

        Copyright 2021, 2022 C.D. Gorri, NJ

      

      

      

      
        
        To my loyal readers, you are the best! <3

        Xoxo,

        C.D.

      

      

      

      
        
        STOP! Before you go, sign up for my newsletter and get the latest on my releases, giveaways, freebies and more:

        https://www.cdgorri.com/newsletter

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, names, places, organizations, and events portrayed in this novel are either part of the author’s imagination and/or used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, actual events, locales or organizations is entirely coincidental. This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All rights are reserved. No part of this book is to be reproduced, scanned, downloaded, printed, or distributed in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of any materials in violation of the author’s rights. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Description

      

      
        Guardians of Chaos Pledge

      

    

    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Reading on a BUDGET?

      

      
        Beware… Here Be Dragons!

      

      
        Excerpt from Fire Wolf

      

    

    
      
        Join the Pack!

      

      
        Also by C.D. Gorri

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Description

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      He’s the leader of an elite force fighting a supernatural war, she’s been under a magic spell that’s kept her captive for centuries, can they find peace in each other?

      

      Kingston Baldric is a Diamond Dragon Shifter and the leader of the Guardians of Chaos. Holley Mount is a Witch trapped in the walls of the Guardians’ Keep for almost three hundred years. A devoted soldier, Kingston has already paid the ultimate price for duty causing him to seal off his Dragon’s heart for good. But can Kingston resist the call of his fated mate?

      When the Loyalists murdered his beloved Neela to tip the scales in the war to gain control of all magic, he never thought he would recover. Chaos is Baldric’s only release until the day when the Guardian’s own Keep reveals a secret room to him alone.

      In it, he finds the most beautiful woman he has ever seen trapped inside a spell. Holley’s body was imprisoned for centuries, but her mind has been very aware of the beings inhabiting the walls of the Keep during that time. She’s learned much about modern life and longs to be freed to take her place in the real world. Especially when the pull of her mate is so strong.

      Will Kingston accept her after the Fates had already dealt him the harshest of blows? Can Holley keep her freedom without him?
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        I am the watcher in the storm.

        I am the iron shield.

        I protect against those who seek to control the wild nature of magic.

        I am the guardian of chaos.

        To thrive, we must be free.

        From chaos comes creation.
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      200 years ago…

      The cold, gray walls of the dark rectangular room seemed far too close for comfort as Holley slowly blinked into consciousness. Her head pounded. Pain reverberated throughout her entire body.

      How did she come to find herself in this place? Memories tried to break through her bruised mind, but they were foggy. She heard voices whispering around her, but they stopped as her eyes gradually opened.

      “What is happening? Where am I?”

      “Quiet, heathen spawn,” someone hissed followed by a vicious slap to her face.

      Holly gasped at the explosion of pain in her cheek. Frightened did not begin to describe how she felt. It was dark, too dark for her to see. But then a light came, a torch, she thought and squinted against the sudden onslaught to her sensitive eyes.

      “Ah, the Witch awakens?”

      Holley stilled at the sound of the one voice guaranteed to terrify her. It could not be, but it was. Preacher Milton hovered over her with a lantern held high. The glow from the candle was bright, hot too, as he held it close to her face. But that was not why she trembled.

      It was his angry pale eyes that glared at her from beneath the darkened hood of his cloak. The man who’d hit her was sneering beside him. There was something off about his color and his movements.

      His other followers stayed back so she could not make out their faces. A shame, she thought, she would love to have names to go with the hexes she was determined to rain down on their foolish heads.

      The townspeople hated her and for no real reason. They did not know her. Never took the time. But why would they? She was half savage in their eyes.

      Tainted. Unclean. Holley had heard it all. She’d learned not to care, to be unaffected by the stares of those too arrogant to ask questions and too ignorant to listen to the answers.

      The fact she was a Witch only made matters worse. Of course, she did not advertise her powers. That would not be wise at all. Granny Rose taught her better than that.

      Oh no. Granny.

      “Why am I here? Where is Grandmother?”

      “Your grandmother has been hanged for your crimes,” he spat, “and since the fires could not take you, Devil-worshipper, this shall be your prison till you die of starvation or the air runs out!”

      He opened his arms wide and multiple lanterns along the walls flared to life, manned by his followers. Holley struggled to sit up, horrified when she realized she couldn’t.

      “You brought me here? To the forest Keep?” she asked, shocked at the preacher’s gall.

      This place was ancient and sacred to her father’s people. Though her dealings with the Lenape tribe were few and far between, she knew the stories. Heard of the strange supernatural beings that had built this place many hundreds of years before Europeans had come to live on this side of the world.

      The Keep had been built long ago by a secret order of Witches and other creatures. Or at least that was what she’d been told.

      Holley played on the grounds surrounding the enormous stone structure when she was a child. She’d visited the castle with her Granny Rose to meet with her paternal grandfather. Traditionally, Lenape children went to the mother’s tribe, but because her mother was a settler, Holley had been all but shunned.

      Only her Grandfather Katonah had agreed to meet with the half-European child to see if she possessed the magic of his line. That had been a cold and eye-opening lesson for young Holley.

      Grandfather Katonah had met with her seven times after that day. He’d explained in stunted terms about the magic of their people, and Holley had listened. The old man had died some years ago now, but Granny Rose made sure she did not forget his lessons.

      Holley had been doubly blessed, or cursed depending on how you looked at it, with magic on both sides. Granny Rose did not possess any particular magical talents, but her mother had. She’d spent her own childhood listening and learning how to make salves, healing balms, potions and the like.

      Two very different traditions and customs, but both told the story of who she was.

      Holley Mount. Native. Witch. Settler. But she was more than that. Holley was a granddaughter and she had loved her Granny Rose with all her heart. Sadness filled her chest and she sobbed quietly for a moment.

      Enough child, it’s not the time to be lost in memories, a familiar voice whispered to her.

      Holley shook her head. Granny was right. She needed to find a way out of this situation. Her eyes scanned the room, but aside from Preacher Milton who was giving orders to his men who seemed to smear paint or was that blood on the walls, there was nothing of any use.

      Beaten and chained to a stone slab deep in the belly of the castle in the pine barrens, Holley was truly trapped. Terror eked its way up her spine. That this place would now be her tomb became quite clear. She struggled against her bonds, but to no avail.

      “You cannot escape,” Milton smiled wickedly in her direction then nodded at his hooded brethren.

      “They’re writing a spell!”

      “Yes,” he hissed and lifted a quill as if he were toasting her.

      Preached Milton finished a symbol with a flourish of his wrist, “Do you recognize this cast? No? Oh well, still, I thought an eagle feather suited the occasion,” he waved the quill still dripping fresh blood and she winced as droplets hit her face.

      Holley suddenly felt as if she’d fallen through ice on a lake and was submerged in some freezing, dark depths she could not see. Her teeth chattered, the cold painful to her, and she screamed her agony.

      “The searing pain you feel would be the blood connection you now have with this spell, but you should know that Witch,” Milton spat the words at her as if they too could harm.

      But what they did was reveal a very terrible truth. The blood they used to cast their magic was hers. Blood magic was the darkest of all arts, Holley knew this and struggled harder against her chains.

      “I have harmed no one! You are supposed to be a priest!”

      “Your very existence is a harm. You are an abomination and since you will not confess-”

      “Confess what? I cannot change my circumstance of birth,” she pleaded, but the hatred in his eyes chilled her to the marrow.

      “Can’t you? Pity. Then you will die here.”

      Holley closed her eyes and pleaded her case to the great Creator. During one of her grandfather’s visits, she’d learned how her ancestors spoke to their kin through the veil between life and death. he’d taught her how to access that plane.

      Pity she never practiced. Relying instead on her healing skills to put food on their table. Poor Granny Rose was gone now, and Holley would follow her into the void. But she was not ready. Not yet.

      Life was strenuous within the settlement of Puritans who hated the likes of her. Holley was shunned and treated as an outcast for her tanned skin and black hair. They had tried to tell her that her Puritan mother had been raped by a savage and died in childbirth as punishment for not taking her own life before she could bring her daughter into the world.

      She understood it was all lies. Granny Rose and her grandfather had taught her that. She even suspected why Preacher Milton hated her so. Though it did not make this any easier.

      “You cannot kill me because my mother did not love you,” she screamed as the cold began to seep inside her very bones.

      “She should have killed herself before you were born! Devil’s whore!”

      “My mother loved my father.”

      “He was a dirty savage!”

      “No. He was a young warrior. Descended from shamans. They loved each other, and I come from that love.”

      “He was a rapist and she a whore!”

      “You are wrong Preacher Milton,” she defied the man who had frightened her ever since she was a little girl.

      “Your soul shall burn for this!”

      His blotchy skin turned beet red in his fury. But what had she to lose? He had killed her grandmother, turned the town against her, and was now set on killing her in this place. The very same castle she used to dream about living in as a child.

      “Look at me, Demon spawn,” Milton hissed as he drew back his hand.

      Holley ignored the stinging on her cheek after he delivered one final blow. She glared at him with hardened eyes. Anger was not an unknown emotion for her. She knew it all too well. Had felt it for the likes of the preacher and those small-minded members of the settlement they’d begun miles away in New Ark.

      Times were changing. Talk of revolution and breaking away from England were all the rage. Holley was a fan of this search for freedom. Although, she doubted those men had the same ideas about it as she.

      She was tired of being told she couldn’t do things because she was a woman, a half-breed, a Witch even. They feared her, cursed her name, and as such Milton was able to slander her to where her murder would go unquestioned. She would never understand how people who’d left their country to find freedom could be so unforgiving of those who differed from them.

      Her heart squeezed with regret as her body trembled violently from the chill. Puffs of white formed from her breath, and she felt tears rolling down the sides of her face. So cold. So dark. Fear threatened to control her mind, but no, she fought against it.

      “Struggle if you will, but I have finally found a way to purge your soul of the evil that inhabits it. My men have traced the images in your heathen books here for you to gaze at until you can see no more. True, you survived my attempts at burning you, and drowning the Devil from your blood, but here you will remain within these walls until you are only a memory!”

      “No! No!” she screamed as the hooded cowards began to fill the gaping hole in the wall with brick and mortar.

      Holley was going to die. Milton was right. Her wrists ached where the manacles cut into her skin. She’d been beaten and bloodied, starved, burned, and drowned, and finally chained like an animal only to be buried alive behind brick.

      She did as he said she would and stared at the runes on the walls inscribed with her blood, wondering at the stupidity of men not for the first time. Closing her eyes to the numbness that had settled over her, Holley knew she did not have long. She chanted the words Granny Rose had taught her.

      She could trace their ancestry back to the Lancaster Witches of England. She had magic in her veins on both sides. Power pulsed through her blood and she used that and the words she remembered to tap into the spirits of the Keep. The manetuwak.

      Hear my call. Answer my need, great manetuwak.

      The room warmed and pulsed as the power that resided therein seemed to take a liking to her.

      Please, spirits of the Keep. I need your help.

      She sensed them listening and wondered for a moment at their origin. Magic in and of itself was neither bad nor good. It was how it was used that determined its affinity.

      As if it knew her doubts, the manetuwak began filling her head with information. Yes, it was built as she’d imagined, by supernaturals. The Keep was for an order known as the Guardians of Chaos. It was created with the intention of aiding and protecting all magic. Yes, it was a positive force, but remained empty as the New World had been overrun by normals far too soon for it to be used for its rightful purpose.

      Abandoned to the piney woods that surrounded it, the Keep had noticed Holley when she and her grandmother had come across its lands.

      Yes, she answered, we took many walks through your woods to collect herbs under the light of the full moon and I fell in love with this castle and built fairytales in my head around it.

      The collecting of herbs was of course, just another mark against her and Granny. The locals called them Witches and had tried and found them guilty.

      Holley had been hanged, drowned, and burned at the stake. She survived all three attempts at ending her life. Granny was not so lucky, she shuddered once more at the loss.

      Please, I beg you, do not let them murder me. Protect my flesh, and keep my soul tied to thee, oh keeper of my body. Until the time comes when it is safe for me to awaken. Let me see through your walls and hollows, allow me the freedom to take space and shelter inside your heart, great manetuwak. Keep me safe, keep me hidden, as I will, so mote it be.

      Holley felt her own magic rise and swell with each statement and every entreaty. She’d never tapped into quite so much, afraid of the consequences. Above all magic required balance, but this was necessary.

      Her mind raced forward for a moment, it was lit up like the sun, then plunged into darkness. The pain went away. Her bruises and cuts healed as far as she could tell. Holley saw a miracle of stars and swirling clouds and mists. She heard a steady hum fill the spaces around her.

      There was not one being there with her, but she felt the manetuwak’s presence and knew she was cared for.

      Incredible, she thought as peace began to fill her.

      The preacher might have imprisoned her here to die, but she would not perish. She would survive and one day she would walk the forests once more under the light of the moon. Holley would taste fresh air again, she swore it.

      Even as she felt her human body freeze and grow still beneath the power of her entreaty, the spell of the manetuwak or the spirits of the Keep kept her mind focused and awake.

      Until the moment when it was safe for her to awaken, Holley’s body would remain frozen in time within the very walls Preacher Milton used to try to kill her.

      She was part of the great stone construct now.

      Of course, Holley had no idea then that it would take nearly three-hundred years for that time to arrive, but each day she used her magic to try and reach the one man with the power to free her. The one man she had never expected to appear.

      Her mate.
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      “It’s time. You must move on,” Neela’s voice called out to him through the veil.

      He stood there for hours, days, sometimes weeks inside his dreams, waiting to catch a glimpse of his fallen mate.

      Kingston Baldric could only visit that metaphysical place where the realm of the undead met reality in that precarious state between sleep and wake. It was there that he sometimes caught a glimpse of Neela, his fallen mate.

      As time went on, her image began to fade. The vibrant blonde she-Dragon he had known in life was nothing but a pale shadow now. Was he responsible for that too? He could only wonder.

      Their connection was less than it had ever been. The call to move on was too strong for even her fiery spirit. He was helpless to stop it, and yet, he still came to this place seeking forgiveness for sins of the past.

      The vows he made were over, but how could he let go? His heart grew tight and his Dragon hissed. The great beast did not like it there. He hated being so close to death. It was something any near-immortal creature would naturally find repulsive.

      “I can’t. I can’t let go.”

      “You must,” she whispered.

      “Why must I? Without you, I am alone, Neela. So very alone.”

      “You must be strong, Kingston. I am so sorry, so very sorry,” her whispers grew more and more faint with every word.

      He tried to reach for her, but the veil slapped at his still-living soul. It was powerful, as it should be. That barrier would not allow any being with ties to the physical realm entry. Not even a mighty Diamond Dragon. Kingston growled deep in his throat but stopped when he could no longer make out the silhouette of his mate.

      “Neela! Don’t go!”

      “I have to go. It is time. I am sorry for everything. So sorry…”

      “I don’t care about that now. It was never important.”

      “I am sorry,” her whispered voice continued to diminish, “so sorry. Be happy, Kingston, be loved.”

      “Neela! No! No! Noooo!”

      Kingston Baldric, Diamond Dragon, Alpha and team leader of the Guardians of Chaos stationed at the Keep in the Pine Barrens of New Jersey, woke with a start. Sweat beaded his brow and soaked through his sheets.

      His room was unnaturally warm, almost stifling. He tossed off the covers and sat on the edge of the large mattress. He ran his hands over his face roughly, wiping away all traces of that torturous dream.

      Fuck. He’d been to see Neela, or her ghost, as she was now beyond the physical realm. It was not the first time he’d visited his mate in his dreams, but something told Baldric it was the last time.

      His heart squeezed desperately inside of his chest. She’d been taken from him far too soon and there was simply no right way to deal with the loss of one
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