
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Three is the perfect number.

	 

	 

	Dray is a new member of the Ogorth clan, and he doesn’t feel like he fits in just yet. Everyone’s nice, but with humans now aware that dragons have a human form, the clan is focused on dealing with that.

	 

	Nithe likes Dray, but he’s in love with his best friend, Orion. Since he’s not about to ruin his friendship with Orion, he thinks he might find love with Dray, at least until he realizes Orion likes Dray, too, and it seems like Dray might be okay with that. If Dray holds Orion’s happiness, Nithe will gladly step aside, but before he can, he and Orion are summoned by the queen.

	Orion isn’t surprised when the queen calls for a meeting of clans. Humans are a danger to every dragon clan, not just theirs, and the leaders have to agree on how to deal with them. Orion doubts that can ever happen, but his queen gave an order, and he’ll obey.

	Dray knows he’ll get in trouble if he follows the clan members to the meeting of clans, but he won’t stay back. He’s relieved when instead of being sent home, he’s allowed to stay, but even here, he doesn’t quite belong—not until Nithe and Orion tell him they want each other and him as well.

	Nithe and Orion are busy protecting the queen from other clan leaders, but they’re not the only danger lurking in the darkness of the forest surrounding their camp. Will they be able to protect the queen, the clan, and the dragon they’ve both come to love? Will they be able to protect each other and allow the three of them to find happiness?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Dray felt awkward, and it was entirely his fault.

	Everyone at the palace had been welcoming, even though he’d belonged to another clan until recently. No one seemed to have a problem with that, which had surprised Dray, but maybe it shouldn’t have. After all, the Ogorth clan was the clan who’d agreed to accept him and his mother without questions. It was the clan who’d rescued his brother and the clan who was making sure Dagan had everything he needed to heal fully.

	And Dagan was healing. Without the Ogorth clan, he’d be dead, and Dray and his mother would be left alone to deal with their old clan. Dray had a hard time wrapping his mind around everything that had happened to him and how different the Ogorth clan was from his.

	He looked around, hesitating. He was hungry, and he’d been told that, like every other clan member, he was welcome to go in the kitchen whenever he wanted to grab food. And of course, to attend the meals in the dining hall. It was dinner time, which was why he was hovering there, wondering if he really should go inside.

	Since he’d arrived, he’d stuck with his mother and his brother when he could. He was intimidated by how the dragons here seemed to be watching his every step. He suspected it had a lot to do with the fact that he was new and very little with the fact that he came from another clan, although that couldn’t be the norm, not even here. Clans usually kept to themselves. That had more to do with survival and wanting to make sure they weren’t vulnerable than with anything else, but it meant clans didn’t mingle. There had been no way for Dray to know how different the Ogorth clan would be until he’d arrived, and he found that he didn’t know how to behave.

	People kept staring at him wherever he went. Slavin had assured him it only was because he was a new face and that it would stop soon, but that wouldn’t be soon enough for Dray’s taste. He knew that if he stepped into the dining hall, every single dragon there would spend their meal staring at him, and that wasn’t something he could stomach. He wasn’t a spectacle. He was a dragon trying to build a new life in a clan he didn’t know, and sometimes, it felt impossible.

	Instead of stepping into the dining hall, Dray turned around and headed away from it. He paused in the kitchen, already familiar with the room, and quickly gathered enough food for several people. The dragons cooking didn’t have a problem with that and didn’t try to stop him, which he was thankful for. He already had an excuse if they did, though.

	He was getting food for his brother and Slavin.

	They’d barely left Slavin’s room since they’d arrived, which wasn’t surprising. The healers had told Dagan he needed to rest, and considering what had been done to him, that meant staying in Slavin’s nest. Dagan wanted to explore the palace and meet people, but there was no way for him to do that when he couldn’t walk.

	Dray shuddered at the memory. He hadn’t been there when his brother was tortured, and he was grateful for that, but he’d seen the outcome. The old king had taken a hammer to Dagan’s knees, and it was a miracle he’d be able to walk again. Dray was relieved, even though some days he wondered if that would actually be the case or if the healers were just trying to keep Dagan in a good mood. He hoped for his brother’s sake that he’d heal quickly, but also for Slavin’s, because Dagan was grumpy when he couldn’t move.

	Dray made his way toward Slavin’s rooms. His path crossed with several dragons, and he nodded at every single one of them. He didn’t stop to talk, even though he was pretty sure at least a few wouldn’t have minded. They were curious, which made sense, and they wanted to find out more about him. He couldn’t blame them. He would have done the same if a new dragon had appeared in his old clan, but it still made him uncomfortable. The problem was that he’d never get used to living with the Ogorth clan if he stayed in his room and only stopped for the few people he knew for sure were safe.

	Besides, it wasn’t like anyone would attack him here. He was safe, and he just had to wrap his mind around that and stop being hypervigilant.

	It was something left from living with his old clan for so long, and it would take a while to get rid of that, too. The old king had been nothing like the Ogorth clan queen. He expected everyone in his clan to obey his orders, no matter how little sense they made. Dray supposed that in the king’s mind, they had, but he would always be grateful to the Ogorth clan for welcoming him and making sure he wouldn’t have to get pregnant by force.

	He looked down at his stomach as he walked. It was flat, and it would stay that way. He wasn’t fertile now, but he knew that nothing would happen the next time he was. He wouldn’t be forced to choose someone to have a child with. He wouldn’t be forced to do anything, and that was because the Ogorth clan had welcomed him and given him a new life.

	That was enough for Dray.

	He reached the door of the rooms his brother shared with Slavin. He knocked, waited a moment in case his brother and Slavin were up to something he didn’t want to see, then slowly opened the door.

	“You can come in,” a grumpy voice said.

	Dray found himself smiling. He stepped into the room, closing the door behind himself, and turned to look at his brother.

	Slavin was high up in the hierarchy in the Ogorth clan, and it showed in his rooms, although Dray had been surprised to find out that most dragons here had several rooms to themselves. Back with his old clan, he’d had to share a room with his brother and his mother, at least until Dagan had become personal bodyguard to the king. Then Dagan had been moved to his own room, but Dray had still been with their mom.

	He still lived with her, but now they had extensive quarters. Each of them had a personal room, and it was a luxury Dray hadn’t expected to receive.

	The same went for Dagan. He and Slavin shared Slavin’s suite—three bedrooms, plus a bathroom and a living room. At the moment, Dagan was curled up in the nest in the center of the living room. He was in his human form, since the healers had forbidden him to shift, and that didn’t make him any happier or easier to deal with.

	Dagan sat up, and Dray rushed to his side. “Stay down. You know what the healers said,” he scolded.

	Dagan glared at him. “I also know I’m going to go nuts if I don’t do something. Do you have any idea what it’s like to have to stay here every day? I’m bored.”

	Dray set down the food on a small table next to the nest and looked around. “Where’s Slavin? I thought I’d find him here entertaining you.”

	The question made Dagan even grumpier. “He had a meeting with Morven. Then he was meeting with his brother. He left me alone.”

	Dray looked from the massive TV in front of the nest to the assortment of books, videogame handheld consoles, and a tablet spread around Dagan in the nest. When he looked back at Dagan, his brother didn’t seem amused.

	“I know there are many things I could do, but I’m bored,” he insisted.

	Dray flopped next to his brother in the nest, taking care of not touching his legs. “It makes sense.”

	Dagan blinked. “It does?”

	“You’ve been the king’s personal bodyguard for years, which means you’re used to being with people every day, most of the day. It also means that you always have something to do. When was the last time you spent more than thirty minutes sitting in front of the TV? I’m ready to bet you can’t remember, and that’s because back with the old clan, it didn’t happen. The only reason you stopped moving was to sleep, and it makes sense that now you don’t know what to do with yourself. The fact that you’re stuck here probably doesn’t make things easier.”

	The scowl on Dagan’s face softened. “I knew you’d understand me.”

	Dray smiled and leaned toward his brother.

	They’d always been close. Dagan had taken on the role of protector when they were children, which had never changed. It had almost destroyed Dray to see how worried Dagan had been for him when he’d become fertile and had been forced to choose a partner to have a child with. Dagan had done everything he could so that wouldn’t happen to Dray, and he’d succeeded, although it had come at a high price.

	Dray would never forgive himself if his brother never walked again. Everything Dagan had done had been for him and their mother, and that wasn’t something Dray could ever forget.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“I can’t believe you left him alone,” Orion teased his brother.

	“I didn’t have a choice. Morven needed to talk to me.”

	And Slavin seemed eager to go back to Dagan, which Orion didn’t fully understand. Then he tried to imagine Nithe in Dagan’s position, and he did get it. He’d be just as eager to get to him if he’d been the one tortured instead of Dagan.

	It was a miracle they hadn’t been and that they’d managed to escape from the Eiloren clan at all. But they had, and they were all here, safe and sound. That included Slavin’s boyfriend, Dagan, and Dagan’s family.

	Orion’s thoughts drifted to Dray. He didn’t think he’d ever talked to the other dragon beyond a few words, but he probably should. They were brothers-in-law now that their brothers lived together, and besides, Orion was curious about Dray.

	He supposed he would be curious about any new dragon with the clan, but that wasn’t the case here. He liked Dagan, but he didn’t want to find out more about him, and he certainly didn’t find him cute the way he found Dray cute.

	“How’s Dagan settling in?” he asked to distract himself.

	Slavin raised his hand and moved it from side to side. “It hasn’t been easy. Most of that is because he can’t move. I’m sure if he were able to roam the palace, he’d feel better about living here. As it is, the only people he meets are the healers and our friends, and I think he feels it’s not enough. He wants to become a true clan member, and no matter how many times I tell him he already is one, he feels he needs to do more.”

	“That’s ridiculous.”

	Slavin shrugged. “To us, it is, but we haven’t been through what he and his brother had to go through.”

	Orion was very much aware of that. When he thought about it, he was still horrified at what the king had forced his clan to do. He understood being worried because not many babies were born. That was always the case with dragons, and the Ogorth clan wasn’t any different. They’d been lucky lately—they had three baby dragons roaming the hallways, and Orion knew of at least another two on the way. It was nothing like it had been hundreds of years ago, but children were always celebrated.

	That was why he didn’t understand the thought of forcing a dragon to become pregnant. He understood even less taking away the eggs and children from their parents, but that was what the king had been doing. From what Orion had gathered, Dagan was lucky that he’d been born a while ago, just like his brother. Their mother had raised them, but things had changed as the king unraveled.

	But all of that was in the past. The king was dead, something for which Orion was grateful. If the man hadn’t been, he’d have killed him again after what he’d done. He barely knew the man, but he could see how hurt Slavin was over what had happened to the man he loved. Orion wished he could undead the king and kill him a second time just so his brother would smile again.

	They reached Slavin’s rooms, and Slavin visibly relaxed. Orion found himself smiling, even more so when they walked in and found Dagan and Dray cuddled together in the nest, watching a movie. Dray’s eyes widened and he started getting up, but Slavin raised a hand and shook his head. “You can stay where you are.”

	“I don’t want to bother you.”

	Slavin looked at Dray like he was an idiot. “You’re not bothering me. You’re always welcome here, just like my brother is. Now settle back down and continue watching the movie.”

	Orion suspected Slavin was glad to see Dagan wasn’t alone, after all. Dagan had a lot of nervous energy and only one way to expend it—a way Orion didn’t want to think about. What his brother and Dagan were up to in their nest was none of his business.

	But it had to be hard for Dagan to be stuck in bed and just as hard for Slavin not to be able to do anything more for his mate. Having his brother close to distract him probably helped Dagan more than many things could.

	“And you brought food,” Slavin said.

	“Just in case you didn’t have time to go to the dining hall,” Dray said, looking away.

	He seemed embarrassed, which Orion didn’t fully understand. He supposed it was odd for both Dray and Dagan to be in their position. Orion had grown up with the Ogorth clan and its dragons. He knew every hallway and every single dragon who roamed them. But for Dray and Dagan, everything was new, and they probably didn’t know how to behave. They couldn’t know the small details about the people who lived around them, what would offend them and what would make them smile.

	The nest was more than big enough for the four of them, but Orion and Slavin stayed out of it. Orion was terrified to hurt Dagan accidentally, and he felt better keeping some distance between them. As for Slavin, it looked like he was giving the brothers time to be together, which was sweet.

	But after a moment, Dagan started to complain that he was sitting on his ass all day and he shouldn’t be.

	Dray was quick to point out that his body was doing a lot of things, all of them related to healing. “And I don’t want you to think that you can get on your feet and walk around. If you do, I’ll find out, and you won’t like it.”

	Dray sounded threatening, but Orion found it adorable, so much so that he had a hard time not smiling. The last thing he wanted to do was to offend the other dragon, so he bit on the inside of his cheek, exchanged a glance with Slavin, and had to look away quickly because his brother seemed to be in the same predicament.

	“I just don’t want you to go,” Dagan grumbled.

	Dray’s expression softened, and he leaned closer to his brother to kiss his cheek. “I’ll come back tomorrow, okay? In the meantime, you need rest. Eat the food I brought. I heard your stomach grumbling, and you need your strength to heal.”

	“Yes, Father,” Dagan teased.

	Dray rolled his eyes, kissed his cheek again, and climbed out of the nest. Orion found himself following him to the door. “I’ll go, too,” he said, looking at Slavin. “I’m sure the two of you can use some time without your brothers.”

	Slavin’s focus was entirely on Dagan, but he nodded. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

	“You will.”

	Slavin wasn’t working as much now that Dagan was in his life. He wanted to spend time with Dagan, which made sense, and to be there for him as he healed. Things would change again once Dagan was better, but this was how life was going to be for now.

	Orion couldn’t say it was a bad thing.

	“Have you eaten?” he asked as he and Dray headed down the hallway.

	Dray shook his head. “I wanted to eat before coming here, but going to the dining hall was too intimidating.”

	Orion might not know how Dray felt, but he could imagine. “We should go now. There will be fewer people, since it’s getting late, so you can eat without everyone staring at you.”

	Dray looked surprised. “You know people stare at me?”

	“I noticed. It’s because you’re new. Everyone will get used to having you around soon, and then you’ll just be one of us, and people will stop staring.”

	“I hope so.” Dray sucked in an audible breath. “All right. Let’s go to dinner.”

	He didn’t have to say it twice.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Dray almost changed his mind when they stepped into the dining hall and saw the group of people gathered in a corner. He hesitated, but Orion didn’t. The other dragon placed a hand on the small of Dray’s back and guided him toward the group. He was smiling widely, so Dray suspected the group was made up of friends and people he was happy to see.

	The same couldn’t be said for Dray.

	“Everyone, you remember Dray?” Orion asked as they reached the group.

	Dray’s eyes were wide as he took in the people sitting around the table. He couldn’t help but stare, which was rude but felt necessary at the moment.

	He’d known about the humans who lived in the palace. He’d even seen them from afar several times, but he’d been too intimidated to talk to them. Besides, it would have been rude to interrupt their day just to say hi.

	But they were humans, and they lived with a dragon clan.

	There were two of them, sitting next to each other. Dray held his breath as Orion started the introductions. “These are Blake and Sheldon. Sheldon is Morven’s partner, and the baby he’s holding is their daughter, Eulalia.”

	She was a cute light green dragon, but Dray’s mind had snagged on the their daughter. Did that mean that Sheldon, a human, was her second father? Dray had a hard time imagining Morven pregnant, but that was because of who Morven was. He was in charge of palace security, a strong dragon who didn’t seem to have weaknesses—and dragons, like every other species, were more vulnerable while pregnant.

	Then the baby dragon looked straight at Dray and shifted. Dray gaped as he took in what had just happened. Dragons usually stayed in their dragon forms for a while after birth, and she was too small to be already shifting. There was also the fact that she looked almost entirely human once she was in her human form. There were hints of her dragon father, but she looked remarkably like her human one.

	“Why is it that people only ever see her?” Sheldon grumbled.

	His brother knocked their shoulders together. “She’s the cutest of you two.”

	Dray cleared his throat. “I apologize. It’s just fascinating. I didn’t know dragons could have children with humans.”

	“It’s okay.” Sheldon smiled down at his daughter. “No one was sure what would happen when we found out Morven was pregnant, but everything came out okay.”

	“She’s beautiful.”

	“Thank you. Why don’t you sit with us?”

	Dray looked back at Orion, who was still standing next to him. He nodded, and Dray settled into the chair in front of Sheldon.

	He looked around the table, surprised to see he recognized at least one face. “Cain,” he said.

	Cain smiled at him. He was holding a baby, and Dray remembered Cain had been pregnant when he’d escaped. He’d been told Cain was okay and had settled down with the Ogorth clan, but he hadn’t seen them yet, and he was glad the man was safe.

	“It’s good to see you,” Cain said.

	Orion cleared his throat. “So, you obviously already know Cain. The guy next to Blake is Orran, formerly head of security and now the private teacher of the queen’s son and Blake’s partner. The dragon sitting next to Cain looking at you as if he wants to kill you is Hogan. Don’t worry about the glare, though. He looks like that at everyone except Cain and their son.”

	There was no way the baby in Cain’s arms was Hogan’s son biologically, but Dray was glad to see the baby had been accepted in the Ogorth clan as easily as if he’d always been part of it.

	As Dray watched, the baby, in his dragon form, wriggled his way out of Cain’s arms. He hopped onto the table and rushed toward Sheldon’s daughter, throwing himself into Sheldon’s arms to snuggle next to her. His expression tightened, and after a moment, he huffed in what sounded like displeasure.

	Sheldon chuckled and rubbed the top of the baby’s head. “You’ll get there soon,” he cooed.

	Dray had no idea what was going on, and he looked sideways at Orion. He was surprised to see the other dragon was filling a plate, since he already had a full one in front of him on the table.

	Orion caught him looking and held out the plate. “You should eat.”

	Dray had no idea what to think, but he was hungry. He took the plate and set it down, but he couldn’t look away from Orion.

	Orion rubbed the back of his neck and tilted his chin toward the babies. “We were surprised when Eulalia managed to shift right after she was born. Blue, the queen’s son, shifted too, but he’s older than Lorne. Lorne and Eulalia are about the same age, and Lorne has been frustrated by the fact that he can’t shift with his friends.”

	That explained the huffing. “It’s incredible that she can shift already.”

	“They suspect it’s because one of her fathers is human. She’s closer to her human side than most dragons, and it makes it easier for her to shift.”

	Dray supposed it made sense. Still, even knowing that, he couldn’t help but peek at the little girl. She was still a baby, which was even more evident in her human form. She babbled and slapped Lorne upside the head, and he hiccupped smoke out of his nose. That made Eulalia laugh, and she shifted back to her dragon form and did the same.

	Dray couldn’t seem to look away from the babies or Sheldon and Blake. He tried to focus on the food and the conversations around the table, but it was hard.

	He didn’t think he’d ever eaten a meal with so many people. Back with his old clan, he and his mother tended to stick to their rooms. It was better not to make friends because you never knew who would betray you. That was what made it hard for Dray to truly believe he was safe and that the people around him didn’t mean him any harm. He supposed it would take time and that he eventually would wrap his mind around that and trust the Ogorth clan, but for the moment, he wanted nothing more than to run back to his rooms and hide there.

	But he was here to start a new life. He had a chance few people got. He’d escaped his old clan, and now, he had to make the most out of what he’d been offered.

	Sometimes it was tempting to go back to the old clan. The king was gone, and his son had taken his place on the throne. Kieran was a better person than his father had ever been, and Dray hoped that meant things were looking up for the clan.

	But it wasn’t his home. It had never been, and he didn’t want it to be.

	He might not know what his place was with the Ogorth clan yet, but everyone had made him feel welcome. Even now, he was being included in what was obviously a family dinner. The dragons and humans around the table might not be related by blood, but that didn’t make them any less family.

	And Dray was part of it.

	He was at the periphery, but that could change if he allowed it to. He needed to give himself and the Ogorth clan a chance, and for the first time since he’d arrived, he believed he could do this. Things wouldn’t be easy, and it wasn’t like his life would be perfect now that he was with the Ogorth clan, but it was a step up from his old life and all he’d ever wanted.

	Here, he could make his own choices. He could decide whether or not he wanted a child. That wasn’t something that would have been offered to him with his old clan, and he realized how lucky he was. He wouldn’t waste this opportunity.

	“Everything okay?” Orion asked. His voice was soft enough that no one else heard what he was saying.

	Dray found himself smiling at him. “Everything is perfect.” And for the first time, it truly was.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Nithe rushed into the dining hall, relieved to see he hadn’t missed his friends. He grinned as he made his way toward the long table, his steps faltering when he realized there was a new face there.

	He recognized Dray. He was Dagan’s brother, and even though Nithe and Slavin weren’t related, he’d grown up with him. He’d been Orion’s best friend since their eggs had hatched, which meant Orion was part of his family just like he was part of Orion’s.

	Did that make Dagan his brother-in-law? And what about Dray? What did that make him?

	Nithe didn’t know, but he kind of wanted to find out. He found Dray intriguing, and the fact that he was cute didn’t hurt. However, it probably wasn’t the best idea to throw himself at the dragon. After what Nithe had seen in the Eiloren clan, he could understand why Dray was wary and needed space.

	“Sorry I’m late,” he said, flopping in the chair on Orion’s other side.

	The dining hall had changed a lot since Blake and Sheldon had arrived. Before, everyone had spent most of their time in their dragon form. The youngest dragons had enjoyed being human, but it wasn’t part of the clan’s everyday life. Everything in the palace had been built for dragons, but that had been impossible for Sheldon and Blake. So, slowly, human furniture and other things had started to appear in the palace. The dining hall wasn’t too different. There were still wide tables and seats for dragons in their dragon form, but there were other smaller tables scattered around for dragons who wanted to eat in their human form, and of course, for the humans who couldn’t turn into dragons.

	Nithe liked it. Some of the dragons in the clan hadn’t been happy about it and hadn’t seen the need for it, but then those same dragons hadn’t been happy when Blake and Sheldon moved in with them. Nithe didn’t have a problem with humans. If anything, he liked them more than he liked many of the dragons in the Ogorth clan. Besides, it would be hard not to like them when he could see how happy Morven and Orran were because of them.

	“Where were you?” Orion asked. He was already reaching for an empty plate at the center of the table. He always got Nithe’s plate ready for him, as if he didn’t believe Nithe could feed himself.

	“Still at work.”

	“Your shift should have ended an hour ago.”

	“It was supposed to, but I was asked to do an hour of overtime. Evangeline was running late.”

	Orion looked like he wanted to find the dragon and ask her why she’d been late, but he wouldn’t. Nithe had worked hard to make sure Orion was fit for company, which included not asking people questions he shouldn’t be asking.

	Nithe looked around Orion and smiled at Dray, who was staring at him but quickly looked away when Nithe caught him. “Hi.”

	Dray’s smile was hesitant. “Hi.”

	“I can’t remember if we officially met.”

	“I don’t think so, but I know who you are. You were with Slavin and Orion at my old clan.”

	“I was. How’s your brother?”

	“He’ll be fine, but he’s not enjoying his forced rest.”

	Nithe snorted. “Who would?”

	“I wouldn’t mind.”

	“Well, I’m not happy unless I’m moving. It seems I’m more like your brother than you are.”

	“Probably.”

	“Stop bothering him,” Orion grumbled.

	Nithe wasn’t surprised Orion had already taken Dray under his wing. He was always like that, making sure the smaller dragons were protected. Nithe was shorter than Orion by a few inches, and Dray was even shorter. Orion’s protective instincts had to be blaring, and the thought made Nithe smile.

	His best friend wouldn’t be himself if he weren’t protecting someone. Usually, that honor came to Nithe, but maybe now that he’d found someone else to focus on, Orion would relax a bit around him.

	Nithe didn’t want Orion to see him as someone he had to protect. He wanted Orion to see him as an equal, which they were. They both worked under Morven as guards in the palace. They were usually partnered, but some days like today, they weren’t. It was odd to spend time away from each other, but Orion had found something to amuse himself with while Nithe was busy.

	Or rather, someone.

	He watched the two of them interact as he quickly ate. If he had to take a guess, he’d say that Orion was interested in Dray. Whether that was because he thought Dray needed protection or something else, Nithe couldn’t say it, but if he kept watching, he’d find the answer.

	It was easy to imagine Orion and Dray together. They were very different looking, but that contrast made them perfect for each other.

	Orion was tall, with broad shoulders and dark purple skin. His hair was cut short because he didn’t have the patience to do anything with it early in the morning, and that was the way it had always been.

	Dray, on the other hand, was much shorter and dark green. His hair wasn’t long, but it was longer than Orion had ever worn it. It looked good on him, as if he’d just rolled out of bed, maybe after spending the afternoon there with someone. His build was slimmer, almost delicate, but not to the point that it looked like he might hurt him if he touched him.

	Nithe cocked his head and tried to imagine them together in Orion’s nest. The image came to his mind way too easily, and he tried to push it away, but it was too late.

	Why did those two look so good together? Was that something that could happen?

	Nithe wanted Orion to be happy, and if that happened with Dray, so be it. It wasn’t like being with Dray would change anything between Orion and
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