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        He will reclaim her at all costs

      

        

      
        Still reeling from Cailyn’s actions, Drocco’s fury consumes him. He calls to arms his army of brutal alphas, determined to reclaim his woman.

      

        

      
        He will ensure Cailyn learns what happens to those who challenge him, no matter the true nature of their connection.

      

        

      
        Abandoned and dejected, Cailyn considers the protection of a rival alpha, but her sense of security is shattered when Drocco’s jealousy and possessive nature proves how far he will go to get her back.

      

        

      
        Suddenly, she is trapped, facing a wild and ruthless monster that cannot be tamed.

      

        

      
        Can Cailyn escape the darkness that Drocco is determined to unleash?

      

        

      
        BEWARE: This story is only for those who love an over-the-top possessive, dark anti-hero who will do anything to have his woman. See author website for full warnings.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        DROCCO

      

      

      

      “How do you intend to find her now?” Torin asked, as they marched out of the dungeon where the hacked and mutilated bodies of the Lox Talent-crafters lay strewn on the blood-pooled floor. “I know you don’t want to have anything to do with the Talent now, Drocco, but they were our best chance of understanding how she could be hiding or traveling.”

      Drocco gripped the handle of his dripping axe tighter, glaring unseeingly down the corridor and ignoring the pain still aching in his shoulder. It had been the only thing that had stopped him from personally executing the Talent-crafters earlier. His shoulder had needed to be treated, patched up, and given time to heal. Over those days, the Talent-crafters deduced that Malloron’s spell destroyed all of the Talent-disabling charms in the palace. But that information did not save them. “They were not our best chance for anything,” Drocco said, his voice hard. “They were not as skilled as Malloron, and I have no use for Talent-crafters who are lesser skilled than my enemies.”

      “You gave them three hours to examine that spell, Drocco,” Torin said, evenly. “They asked for at least a week.”

      “That is of no consequence!” Drocco bellowed, his anger spiking. “They were simply not skilled enough. We need crafters who can protect us from him.”

      “Agreed,” Torin said, his voice low. “But now we have no protection at all.”

      Drocco halted abruptly and turned to him. “That spell could have killed my Omega, Torin. It could have killed me. It could have done unimaginable things to everyone in this palace. It could have disabled the entire Lox army and left the Empire defenseless.”

      “Then you should have waited for their assessment,” Torin replied, his gray eyes boring into Drocco’s. “I know you don’t want to hear it, Drocco, but your eagerness for answers is what caused this.”

      Drocco stepped closer to him, a dangerous glint in his eyes. “The Talent-crafters admitted that they wouldn’t have been able to deduce the effects of the spell before it was cast. They couldn’t even recreate it in the five days it took to treat my shoulder. No matter when I used it, it would have had the same result, except my Omega may have been pregnant or bonded to me instead, which would have been worse!” The thought drove his anger to a hot peak. “They failed in their duty to the Lox Empire and they suffered the consequences. Do you disagree?”

      Torin was quiet. “No.”

      Drocco turned and continued to march down the corridor, determined to do whatever necessary to find Cailyn.

      His fury could be felt across the entire Empire. Households were searched, carriages were stopped, buildings and factories were destroyed, citizens were questioned fiercely and some imprisoned. The Lox descended upon every territory within the Eastern Lands intent on watching everyone and everything, and citizens did not respond well to it, particularly those still loyal to the late King of Ashens. Protests began, and although they were stamped out almost immediately, deaths occurred.

      Drocco didn’t give a fuck. He wanted Cailyn back. If every single person in the Eastern Lands had to die for that to happen, so be it.

      Someone had to have seen Cailyn in Ashens the day she escaped, and he wanted the Empire to feel the pressure until she was found. Of course, no one beyond Torin and his generals knew they were actually searching for his Omega. They only knew that the Lox had an interest in finding a certain female with deep brown eyes and copper-colored hair, who was of great importance to the Empire. Every young woman fitting her description had to be brought in, and Drocco looked upon each one of them himself before allowing any to return to their families. As he progressed through them, Drocco’s agitation grew hotter. The longer they took to find her, the farther away she could get, especially now that she could use the Talent again.
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        * * *

      

      Two weeks trickled by and Drocco hardly slept. He spent every waking moment seething that his Omega had dared to attack him, while also battling a desperation to find her that he couldn’t control.

      She was supposed to be carrying his child and heir by now, not fleeing from him in his own Empire. After she escaped, he sent troops to surround the forest she had disappeared into, but she never appeared. The search of the forest had not resulted in finding her body, which relieved him somewhat, but he couldn’t bear the thought that she was roaming the Eastern Lands.

      It stung to know that she hadn’t softened to him like he’d thought she had. She took the first opportunity to attack and escape. He had allowed himself to believe that their time in his bedroom had been real for her, but instead, he lost himself in her. He said he wouldn’t become a fool for Omega pussy, but that was exactly what happened. He had been tricked by how she made him feel and it incensed him that he allowed himself to be deceived by her yet again. If she wasn’t going to ever accept him, he should break her like the traitor she was, and keep her imprisoned where she would never see daylight again. And yet the thought caused an uncomfortable twinge in his stomach.

      Memories of her tortured him, revolving in his mind constantly; her full lips when she scowled, her expression when she orgasmed, how she bit her lip when she was undecided, and the way she pulled him deeper into her when her legs wrapped around him. He couldn’t go back into his bedroom without smelling her fading scent or seeing her nest, where she had purred for him and clung to him like he was the only thing she cared about. How could he turn his back on the possibility of returning to that state with her? And what did that mean for his future? He couldn’t see himself settling with an inferior woman to raise his family. He just couldn’t.

      He and Torin talked over varying theories of why Malloron chose to craft his spell so that it knocked out the defenses Drocco had against the Talent. Drocco, of course, considered it to be intentional, but Torin pointed out that there was no way that Malloron would know that Cailyn was a Talent-crafter. Even the Lox crafters had no idea that she was the one who created the barrier that kept him from her during her Haze. Malloron couldn’t have known that she would use the Talent; therefore, there was a possibility that he hadn’t intended it or it had done something else that they weren’t aware of.

      Drocco, however, remained bitter. How could Malloron weave a spell that went so wrong? How could his spell just accidentally leave them vulnerable? He wasn’t convinced and Torin had to admit it was suspicious. Either way, they had no way of contacting Malloron now that their Talent-crafters were dead. They arrested and imprisoned all of the Western Land traders that were in the Empire. Most of them worked at the port borders and so their ships were held too. Perhaps once Malloron’s precious trading stopped being profitable, he would contact them.

      Torin strengthened the security around the palace and increased Drocco’s guard, but Drocco didn’t care about any of that. With the mood he was in, he would gladly cut down anyone who dared to even look at him too long.

      As three weeks drew to a close, Drocco spent a lot of time at the Records Keep looking through the Omega research on the top floor. The details that the keeper had put together for him was thorough and wide-ranging, from Omega accomplishments across the Lands to typical pregnancy behaviors. It was fascinating and he found himself reading more deeply.

      At the start of the fifth week, Torin arrived at the keep unannounced.

      “I’m sorry to disturb you, Drocco,” he said, eyeing the many files and parchment sheets laying around the table, chairs, and floor. “But I have some witnesses for you that cannot wait.”

      Drocco rose from his chair. “Bring them in.”

      Torin nodded at the door, and three men of different ages stumbled into the room, their ankles restricted by shackles and their wrists bound together. Simple, faded clothes covered their weathered skin and an odd smell wafted from them as they came to a stop in front of Drocco.

      “You are sea traders?” Drocco guessed.

      They nodded, their eyes wide and a tremble shuddered through all of them.

      “Tell him what you told me,” Torin ordered.

      The youngest of the three swallowed and took a breath. “We work on the sea border, your Imperial Majesty, and there’s always… people bein’ traded on them big ships that go to the Western Lands.”

      Drocco’s eyes narrowed. “Yes, and?”

      “I’m sure I saw…” He glanced at the other men, who nodded at him. “We saw a woman of the description you’re looking for being carried onto one of them ships.”

      A fierceness gripped Drocco. “How long ago?”

      “Going on five weeks, now,” said another, older man with a chunky square beard. “She was wearing the exact dress your Lox warriors have been askin’ about—black with the red collar, and red stitching on the sleeves. Her hair was wild an’ curly too.”

      “The only reason why we noticed her,” added the third and graying man, “was because she seemed unconscious. Since you came into power, your Imperial Majesty, they stopped druggin’ people. Most of the slaves are chained and led onto them ships, but she was being carried. We noticed it and commented that maybe things were goin’ back to how they used to be, and then continued on with our work.”

      Drocco exhaled a breath, a raw anger clawing through his mind, through his every muscle. If she had to be drugged and carried onto the ship, she had not gone willingly. “What ship was it?”

      “We think it was one of the big slaver ships from Eiros,” chunky beard replied. “It was blue—” He turned to the other men who nodded in confirmation. “—and the big blue ships are usually from there.”

      Torin began speaking and the shackles clanged, but Drocco couldn’t pay attention to what was going on, only one thought dominated his mind; Malloron had taken Cailyn. He had dared to use the Talent to steal Drocco’s Omega. Maybe he did know she used the Talent—maybe he didn’t. Either way, if he could organize her capture so quickly after her escape, he had planned it. It explained everything; why he had been so amenable, why he had taken the deal, why he hadn’t yet contacted them about his traders being imprisoned. He had an Omega… Drocco’s Omega. That bastard thought he could challenge Drocco in this way and nothing would come of it? Drocco had no idea the man could be so fucking stupid.

      “Do you want to kill all of his people that we hold?” Torin asked, quietly.

      Drocco blinked, reemerging from his dark thoughts. “No,” he said. Turning on his heels, he left the Records Keep and headed back to the palace.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Lox!” Drocco’s address boomed out across the Great Hall. His army of Alpha quietened and looked up at him expectantly. After spending so long searching for this particular female, they were clearly eager to know what was going on. “Our enemy across the White Ocean, King Malloron, has done the unthinkable,” Drocco thundered, his anger bubbling in him. “He has dared to use the Talent to steal my Omega, your future Empress.”

      A vicious blast of exclamations burst into the hall.

      “She presented herself to me, in her Haze, in front of Lox warriors and rulers of territories in the Empire—she is obviously mine,” Drocco bellowed over the din. “She is our best method of finding the rest of the Omegas, but she is also the mother of future heirs to the Empire you secured. And Malloron had her drugged and forced onto a ship heading for Eiros.”

      The warriors before him snarled and bellowed and gnashed in disbelief, becoming louder as their anger built, shifting on their feet with outrage. The discord made the entire hall buzz with a harshness that matched Drocco’s mood.

      “I do not know what King Malloron seeks to do with her,” he shouted, a dark tone in his voice, “but I am declaring war on Eiros.”

      The hall erupted. Roars and yells came at Drocco from all angles. He held his palm up until the noise quietened somewhat.

      “Obviously the Empire is still under reconstruction, and it would be unwise for it to be left unattended, so some of you will be remaining here to guard what I leave behind.” He lowered his voice. “And I expect my Empire to still stand when I return.”

      The noise rose again, chuckles among the calls requesting to go with him.

      “We crushed many rulers on our way to our victory, and now we will crush another,” Drocco shouted, clenching a fist and rising it into the air. “We are Lox! And we will remain eternally dominant and just.”

      His warriors’ roars blasted at him with the same ferocity of raw anger that burned within him. Drocco snarled back at them, a dark anticipation settling within him. He was going to enjoy destroying that bastard Malloron and he was going to enjoy teaching his Omega the consequence of running from him, as soon as she was back in his bed, where she belonged.
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        CAILYN

      

      

      

      The distinctive frothy suds that swirled over the waves on the White Ocean were only interesting to look at for so long.

      After waking up in an oval-shaped cabin, with a small round window looking out onto the glimmering sea, it became clear to Cailyn where she was headed. After her initial anger and attempts to escape the room, she began to get restless. The room held a bed and small table with a lamp and chair, and a small washroom was tucked into one corner. Although it was pretty well furnished, it had no decoration other than the golden rim around the small, high window. The door to her cabin was securely locked, and the only way in or out. There was nothing else to do but watch the sea. Her stomach lurched as the ship swayed and dipped, and although she couldn’t see the port they had left, she had a feeling that it was pretty far away by now.

      Strangely, she couldn’t access any magic, though she could feel it around her. The sensation was odd, and made her increasingly frustrated. Her escape method was staring her in the face, and yet she couldn’t use it. The only good thing was that she suspected her blocks were still securely in place, hopefully that would mean her abductors didn’t know she was an Omega.

      She paced the small cabin room for what felt like hours, wondering what she was going to do when she was finally let out. These types of ships carried slaves of all kinds to and from the Western Lands. But what was surprising was that she had been drugged and dragged in daylight onto a slave ship. It was extremely unusual for a random Eastern Lander to be taken the way she was. She could potentially be in a worse situation than she had been with Drocco if they had actually stolen her to be a slave. She slowed to a stop.

      Drocco.

      A panic rose at the memory of him staring at her so viciously as she drifted away. She squeezed her eyes shut, calming the feeling, while also identifying the same discomfort she had felt at the time—the feeling that she had done something terribly wrong. That feeling had dulled considerably, but she knew that was because of her blocks. She sighed and moved to stand by the window, staring at the darkening sky and rippling waves. It still seemed unbelievable that he, of all Alphas, was her true mate, but it did help her to understand her unreasonable reactions to him. The Mothers would assume she was going back to him, and although Drocco may continue looking for her, the last thing she’d said to him may be true after all—he may never see her again. Instead of the relief she thought she would feel, an odd sensation swept her. Whenever she thought back to the time she had spent as his prisoner, his kiss dominated her mind, the warmth of his arms, his rough hands gripping her, his gruff murmurs in her ear—the dome of safety she had begun to feel with him niggled at her in the recess of her mind and it conflicted her.

      She was deep in thought when the door to her cabin cracked open. She spun around and backed up against the wall, her knees bent, leaning forward, trying to prepare for what may come next.

      A man with a pointy blue beard popped his head through the door. “Are you up?” He widened the crack in the door and slipped in, before closing it behind him and locking it again. He turned toward her, a flask in one hand and a friendly smile on his face as he took her in. He had a boyish look, even though he was clearly a grown Beta male. He wore a long, colorful tunic with black half-pants that were cut in the bobbed style of Western Land wear. His thick blue hair was tied back behind his head, his brown face open and expressive.

      Cailyn was taken aback by his grin and general upbeat demeanor. She remained still and quiet, watching to see what he was going to do.

      “My name is Emric,” the man said, remaining by the door.  He glanced around the room. “Is everything okay in here with you?”

      Cailyn scowled. Why did people who kept prisoners seem to think that their prisoner would be happy to be locked up? “Is that a trick question?”

      Emric’s smile faltered. He dipped his head in a small bow. “I’m just trying to ascertain whether you’re feeling well,” he said lifting his head again. “These journeys can sometimes cause sickness and nausea.”

      “These journeys? You mean across the White Ocean.”

      Emric nodded, confirming what she suspected. “You get used to it after a while, but initially it can be horrendous on the stomach.”

      “Why am I here?”

      Emric lifted the flask. “Would you like some water?”

      Cailyn looked him over carefully for a moment, then realized that she hadn’t had any water since contacting the Mothers. She would have to take the risk of accepting it. “Yes, water would be great.”

      Emric held out the flask to her but Cailyn didn’t move. “Put it down over there,” she instructed, pointing at the table.

      Emric glanced at the short table next to him. “Yes, of course,” he muttered. He placed down the flask and then straightened, a frown on his face. “I hope you realize that you are here as a guest.”

      “A guest?” The urge to laugh and rage both hit her at the same time. “I was drugged and dragged onto this ship. In fact, I remember your voice. You did it! And you expect me to assume I’m a guest here?” She shook her head, disbelief bounding through her. When did this delusion sweep the Lands that captives are guests? “Am I to be sold as a slave?”

      Emric’s frown deepened. “I’m very sorry. There has been a misunderstanding. I thought this had been explained to you.”

      His worried expression confused Cailyn somewhat.

      “We know you are the Omega that was being kept by Emperor Drocco.”

      A cold shock blasted through her, her mouth suddenly dry. They already knew.

      “We may have drugged you and dragged you onto the ship,” Emric continued, “but that was necessary to ensure we secured you safely and quickly. We do not intend to treat you like a prisoner. King Malloron would like to host you as a guest in the Western Lands.”

      Cailyn eyed him. “Why?”

      Emric smiled, his face becoming relaxed and open again. “I’m sure you could guess? You’re the first Omega the Lands has ever known in the last one hundred years.”

      “That doesn’t tell me anything,” Cailyn said. “Emperor Drocco kept me locked up. Is that what King Malloron is planning to do?”

      Emric shook his head firmly. “I do not doubt that barbarian did terrible things to you, but you won’t be hurt in the Western Lands. King Malloron is a very generous and thoughtful man.”

      “He’s an Alpha,” Cailyn said, sharply. “I very much doubt that thoughtful is the best way to describe him.”

      Emric smiled again. “That’s where you’re wrong. He is indeed very thoughtful. You’ll see.” Emric looked around the room again. “It seems that you are settling so I will leave you to it. Dinner will arrive shortly, anything you don’t like please let us know. We will try to ensure that your meals are pleasant.”

      “Wait,” Cailyn interrupted. “You haven’t told me anything. Why have I been taken in this manner? Why does the king want to see me and how did you find me?”

      Emric stilled. “I’ll tell you if you tell me your name.”

      Cailyn considered him thoughtfully. “Cailyn,” she said finally. “My name is Cailyn.”

      “Beautiful name,” Emric commented. He sighed and leaned against the door. “The way you were taken wasn’t ideal,” he began. “Initially we were supposed to take you at the palace, but after all of the emperor’s charms were disabled, it was difficult to navigate. It seems as though the emperor had been attacked and there was a panic we hadn’t anticipated. So, much of what we had planned couldn’t happen.”

      Cailyn pushed away the familiar wave of guilt. It went against her nature to attack somebody who wasn’t armed. Of course, Drocco didn’t need to be armed to do considerable damage to her, but it still felt wrong.

      “The information passed through our network that you were no longer at the palace, that you had somehow escaped,” Emric continued. “And we simply searched for you in the most common areas people tended to hide—crowded, busy areas where people are usually too distracted to look carefully at someone’s dress or demeanor. We scoured various locations, then found you at the port. It was easier to simply grab you and drag you onto the ship, since you were so near, than to try to explain anything to you. Also, I couldn’t have allowed you to say no, anyway,” Emric grinned. “King Malloron is indeed a gracious man, but he’s not that forgiving of failure.”

      Cailyn frowned, a realization coming to her. “But how did you know it was me? The emperor locked me up. No one saw me.”

      “I cannot really explain any more,” Emric said, puckering his lips. “You’ll have to ask King Malloron.”

      Cailyn exhaled harshly. “How can you not⁠—”

      “Please,” Emric said abruptly, holding up his palms. “It’s not a question I can answer. You have to ask King Malloron.” He rubbed the pads of his fingers in little circles against his thumbs and looked around the cabin.

      Cailyn watched him closely. Either he was afraid to give her information or he had been told not to tell her. But she needed to find out how they located her. Her blocks had been in place, and they naturally protected her from location spells or anything that a Talent-crafter from the Western Lands could have come up with. Granted, the Western Lands Talent-crafters tended to be more skilled than crafters in the other Lands, but she, nor any of the Omegas from the Compound, had ever had any issue protecting themselves. She resolved to find a way to get Malloron to explain it to her, if he was willing to actually treat her like a person with rights, unlike Drocco.

      “I’m sorry if you were hurt during your capture.” Emric’s voice broke through her clouded thoughts. His eyes were downcast. “That wasn’t our intention at all. We would like you to feel that you are a guest, we value your presence here.”

      “I wasn’t hurt,” Cailyn confirmed. “However I find it hard to believe I’m a guest, when I’m locked in here.”

      Emric nodded. “I understand that, Cailyn, but you are locked in here for your own safety as much as anything else,” he explained. “I’m sure you recognize that this is a slave ship. The other cabins are not as comfortable and they hold slaves. It’s a long journey and they occasionally need exercise from their cabins, sometimes they need discipline… It would not be appropriate for you to roam the ship.”

      Cailyn’s eyes locked with his and he seemed sincere, even though the whole situation was just crazy. “I never requested to come on this ship, Emric,” she said evenly. “I’m not here of my own freewill. If you say I have to stay locked in here, then I am a prisoner, whether you see it that way or not.”

      Emric worried his lips as he thought, his brows in a deep frown. “I’m sorry you feel that way,” he said. “I can, of course, understand your point, but I’m under strict orders.”

      Cailyn nodded. Another minion doing the bidding of his master. She had seen plenty of that while out on missions in the Eastern Lands. She walked to the bed and dropped down upon it heavily.

      “I’m sure you wouldn’t prefer to be back with that barbaric emperor,” Emric commented.

      A faint longing crept over Cailyn as she remembered her nest, being in Drocco’s arms, his beautiful, satisfied purr just after they mated… “No,” she said, trying not to stutter. “But that doesn’t make this any less a kidnap.”

      Emric sighed and took her in. “Get some sleep, Cailyn. I’ll ask Helyna to bring in dinner. It must have been very tiring and distressing for you to escape that place, and I’m sure you’ve been in here worrying. Please do rest. Nothing will happen to you if you decide to sleep, I assure you.”

      Cailyn glanced at him warily, but decided that she would indeed take the opportunity to sleep. He hadn’t moved from the door or in any way showed himself to be interested in hurting her. In fact, he seemed sincere and genuine. Maybe he was as deluded as Drocco was, but at least he had not come near her. She opened her mouth to ask about the lack of access to magic and then decided against it. One of the main preservation methods she learned was never to mention the Talent or magic unless someone brought it up. She was heading to the founding land of the Talent, no doubt it would be mentioned sooner or later, and as long as her blocks remained in place, she didn’t have a problem. She nodded at Emric before lying down on the bed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        DROCCO

      

      

      
      “Emperor Drocco, I’m sorry to disturb you.”

      Drocco glanced up from his reading. In the last few days, as the Lox prepared to travel across the White Ocean, he had spent all his time reading as much as he could about Eiros and King Malloron. If the King of Ashens had learned to use knowledge as a weapon, so could he, and he needed everything at his disposal to deal with Malloron and his devious tricks. Additionally, Cailyn’s use of the Talent to attack him had highlighted a strength about the Talent he had suspected but never experienced—it could be used as a weapon in combat. Granted, Cailyn’s use of the Talent had been considered unusual by his Talent-crafters but, since Malloron was highly skilled, Drocco could not underestimate him, even if the very thought of the fucker sent him into a raging dark mood.

      The head keeper stepped tentatively into the room, his blue robe swaying around him.

      “What is it?” Drocco growled.

      “This may not be important, but if you want further data on your Omega, I can try to find some.”

      Drocco straightened. “What do you mean?”

      The keeper closed the door behind him. “The birth of every child born in the Eastern Lands is recorded here,” he began. “If they go missing, we file them separately as potential Omegas. If your Omega was born in the Eastern Lands, it’s likely that we have a record of that birth and it could provide details about your Omega or her family.”

      Drocco rose from his chair slowly, his eyes becoming darker as a tension crept around his chest. If information about Cailyn had been here all along, he needed never use Malloron’s fucking spell. “Why didn’t you tell me any of this before?”

      The head keeper’s brow raised slightly and he took a tiny step back. “I assumed it wasn’t important, Emperor. The most pressing concern the last time we spoke was ensuring that your Omega was responding well to you. I assumed she would tell you about her past once your connection with her had been secured.”

      Drocco’s jaw clenched. “I want all her information. Now. Anything you have.”

      The keeper dipped his head. “I just need her full name and I’ll be able to find her file.”

      “I don’t have a full name. I have her first name, that was all she knew.”

      “Do you know how old she is?”

      Drocco scowled, his eyes burning into the head keeper.

      “O-or if you could guess how old she might be?” the keeper suggested tentatively. “There are a lot of files, Emperor Drocco. I need an idea where to start.”

      “She is naturally built to be smaller than most,” Drocco said. “I cannot possibly make an intelligent guess at her age. She could be twenty, she could be thirty.”

      The keeper nodded and turned toward the door. “All right. I’ll start looking now.”

      “Who will be doing this with you?”

      The man paused. “No one. I assume you would like to keep all information on this private?”

      “Of course.”

      The keeper nodded. “It may take a while, but I should find something.”

      Drocco threw down the file in his hand. “I will join you.”

      The birth records took up a number of rooms on the lower ground floor of the Records Keep. Rows upon rows of shelves adorned the walls, filled with files arranged in date order. Unfortunately, Drocco had no idea how to spell Cailyn’s name. As he thumbed through the Ks in annoyance, he realized he didn’t know enough about his Omega. It was something he had to rectify—there were a lot of things he had to rectify.

      As the days passed, the preparations for travel began to stretch longer than anticipated. Drocco had started the Lox in his home territory, Hallowcryst, and then went on to dominate every other territory, ending with Ashens. Although the Eastern Lands was made up of three main land masses, the Lox had never any reason to cross an ocean. They had no ships suitable for long distance travel, particularly none large enough to carry even half of the Lox across the White Ocean at one time. They were skilled with land travel, sea travel between the different land masses, and port defense, but on the White Ocean they would be vulnerable. They had to find a way to get across safely and quickly without exposing themselves to Malloron, who would no doubt have the knowledge of dealing with hostile ships. Of course, Drocco and Torin debated constantly about varying strategies, and Torin remained frustrated that Drocco spent so much time at the Records Keep.

      After almost two weeks of searching, Drocco finally came close to identifying Cailyn’s birth record. Even though there was an enormous volume of names recorded over the years, there were only five hundred births of Cailyns of various spelling recorded between twenty to thirty years ago. Once Drocco had discounted all who had not been born in Cillford and all who had not been born to farmers, only eight remained.

      The next day, he set out to Cillford, leaving Torin to continue preparing the army for travel. Torin was furious he was leaving Ashens in the middle of battle preparations to travel across the Fengish Sea to a place at least a week away, but it made no difference to Drocco. He needed to find Cailyn’s family. He couldn’t explain the urge, but a curiosity had been building since the moment she said she didn’t know her family name. Besides, they already had their plan for Eiros. Much of the remaining preparations did not apply to him directly, but the Lox.

      Drocco arrived in Cillford a week and a half later. The first farm he located was deserted and run down, surrounded by yellow, dry land that suggested no one had taken responsibility for it in decades. The second one, however, was a thriving farmland that stretched further than he could see with an imposing traditional farmhouse set back thirty paces from the road.

      As the Imperial carriages drew to a stop outside the large farmhouse, a large, stocky man emerged from it and stood on the patio.

      Drocco exited his carriage and headed directly toward him. He had not brought any staff with him other than two of his guards, who followed him to the door.

      “Greetings, your Imperial Majesty,” the man said as Drocco approached. “I’m afraid I wasn’t expecting you. Is there something I can help you with?”

      Drocco looked over the man carefully, recognizing he was an Alpha. He had tanned skin, like Cailyn, though his hair layered through various shades of gray.

      “Yes,” Drocco responded. “I’m here about your daughter, Cailyn, who went missing twenty years ago.”

      The man tensed, and his hazel eyes came alive. “What about her?”

      “I need information about her.”

      “Why?” the man demanded, his tone deepening.

      Drocco remained silent. Yes, this man was definitely an Alpha of the older generation. He didn’t give a shit that Drocco was emperor. To him, Drocco was simply a young Alpha he didn’t have to answer to; however, Drocco had not made his way to emperor by cowing to such expectations.

      When the silence lengthened, and Drocco’s narrowed gaze remained firm on the man, he seemed to relent. “My apologies for my
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