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        Dear readers,

        This story was an unexpected surprise that popped in my brain one day, when I was writing The Dragon’s Treasure. You might recall Dev and his brother Nick from that tale. Anyway, this is Devine’s story and I hope to enjoy it!

        Del mare all stella,

        C.D. Gorri
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        Don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter here:

        https://www.cdgorri.com/newsletter
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      Nothing can surprise this six hundred-year-old Dragon, except maybe her.

      

      After the fall of the Blackthorne Clan, Devine and his brother, Nicholas, find themselves in Falk Clan territory. Once they’d cleared up the little—okay, more like huge—misunderstanding, the two brothers are invited to stay with the Falk Clan to adjust to the modern world.

      

      What choice do they have? Vulnerable and without a home, Devine Graystone still had his brother. As the last of their line, they had a duty to carry on. But finding a mate in today’s world seemed an impossible task.

      

      Would loneliness be this QuartzDragon's fate?

      

      Sunny Daye was as bright and perky as her name. But when a girl had hippie Werewolves for parents, she had little choice in the matter—uber cheerful was her norm.

      

      Always looking for the next adventure, she’s stunned when it comes walking through her shop door in the shape of a seven foot tall Dragon.

      

      Can this curvy Werewolf tame a cranky Dragon and change his outlook on life?
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      Devine Graystone froze in place. His heart hammered inside his chest as he waited in the darkness for the signal.

      He heard the seagulls crying and waves crashing against the icy black rock that held the ruins of Castle Blackthorne aloft and the QuartzDragon shuddered. The Isle of Pain was about to explode. He’d heard the rumors and had done nothing to stop them.

      Why would he? This was not the Clan of his youth, and the castle was not home. It should have been a place of warmth and safety. A place where the Dragons could store their hoards, take mates, and raise young. But it was not that. Hadn’t been for many lifetimes now.

      Anger filled his veins as he waited. The revolution was coming, and for his brother’s sake, Devine would be a part of it. He would break the shackles binding the Graystone brothers to that monster, Chief Dragomir. The fleshy beast stalked him down the hallways. Devine could hear him now shouting, at his ruthless minions with him. He was looking for his blade to take out the opposition. He was looking for Devine.

      His Dragon snarled, the beast hated the sorry excuse for a leader. It had been this way for a long time now. Dragomir had bound him to the Clan using blood magic, but those bonds had grown thin. Devine could barely feel the pull, and the moment Nicholas was safe, he would join the attack.

      They used to have a sacred duty. Dragons had been created to fight the Demons who tried to break into this plane of existence from their hellish homes. That had been a noble cause and the reason they lived in that harsh climate. So close to the hellmouth.

      Dragomir had forgotten that sacred duty and other supernaturals had stepped in. Devine felt the dishonor in that down to his bones. All the old Chief cared about was growing his hoard and bringing pain to his people. The coffers had grown thin, and he’d been squeezing his people for taxes. The Clan was falling apart, and the old Dragon Chief was madder than a hatter.

      Devine had heard of those who’d escaped the Isle. Released from servitude, these brothers had been bound to the old bastard for their father’s trespass. No one knew what happened to the brothers Falk, but rumors had spread. Some said Dragomir still held one in secret. Others claimed the brothers were killed by the Chief’s blade.

      The latter was not true. Devine had not gone after any of them. Living far away from the world, supposition was all the Dragons knew. Dragomir ruled with fear mongering. It was the only smart thing the man did, though evil. Always evil.

      Fear of the unknown was the most powerful tool the Chief could wield against his people. It would keep them in line and serving a wicked master. Devine knew that, even if Dragomir was too shortsighted to see it.

      But he would not tell the Chief that. No fucking way. The Dragons needed to escape this place. To leave the rock that stunted their growth.

      Devine needed to leave. He should go now. He should flee. Spread his wings, see the world, find a maiden, build a hoard. But he couldn’t abandon his brother. The sacred oath he’d made to his father had been to stay with his brother. To protect him.

      Though older, Nicholas was stubborn and set in his ways. He would not leave the Chief. Not while the cretin was still breathing. Devine huddled deeper into the shadows. They were close now.

      “We go to see my favorite plaything. Then we shall remind these cretins to whom they serve!”

      Fuck. It was true. The Chief was on his way to torture the prisoner. He who had been kept secret for centuries. Forgotten by most, but the Graystone brothers had heard the whispers.

      Nicholas tiptoed down the hall from the other end and sided up next to his brother. He held his hand out when Dev would have startled, a reflex from his time in battle. He looked at Nick and nodded his head.

      Finally, things were falling in place. He wanted to speak, but Nicholas shook his head slightly. Good thing too, Dragomir had stopped and sniffed the air. The sounds of screams and claws clashing as the few Dragons left began to fight sounded loudly from the floors above.

      “Bloody hell! Come, we will leave off the prisoner and see what this shit is,” Dragomir hissed, and sped the other way.

      Holy fuck.

      It was happening. Too late to stop it. Devine and Nicholas had hoped for this revolution and relished the chance to join in the battle, but it was not wise. Many hated Devine Graystone, as they well should. Dragomir had pushed them all too far. Now they would have to fight to survive.

      “We have to get you out of here, Dev. You were his blade. They will be looking for you,” Nicholas whispered.

      It was true. How many orders had he carried out on the wicked Chief’s command? How many Dragons had he cut down with his spikes? Devine was a QuartzDragon, keeper of the galaxy stone, but he was known as SpikeDragon. A Weapon. A murderer.

      “There he is!” someone screamed.

      “Fuck, they are coming for us, Dev. Let’s go!”

      The sound of roars and snarls that had filled the halls of the castle still echoed in Devine’s brain. Blood, gore, smoke, and death filled his sensitive nostrils. Those could be washed away—but gods, the screams. Would they never end?
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      Devine jumped up in his bed. For one, long, drawn out moment, he could still hear them screaming—the sounds of his Clan folk as they hunted him and his brother in the halls, fighting for freedom from a tyrant.

      Didn’t they know he was following orders? Didn’t they know he was only trying to keep his brother alive? So much pain, regret, and death—countless Dragons had died that day, and the others had fled never to be heard of again.

      Screams of ghosts from the revolution that had freed him and his brother from that monstrous rock still stuck there in the middle of the frozen sea made up the song that woke Devine every single morning he still breathed.

      He supposed he should be grateful, but just like everything else in his life, each day was another sad disappointment. As usual, it took him a moment to realize where he was—safe, I am safe. It was the truth. Devine was safe, his brother too.

      Why am I still here when so many aren’t? Do I deserve to be here?

      He could not answer those questions, but facts were facts. Devine was still breathing. Warm, fed, and safe in their new home on the shores of the Atlantic, with the Falk brothers castle a couple of hundred feet down the lane. He had found those legendary brothers in a roundabout sort of way.

      The property technically belonged to the Falk Clan, but those good brothers had granted Devine and Nicholas a small parcel for themselves, making them members without all the pomp and circumstance of traditional Dragon Clans.

      Theirs was a modern group. The Falk brothers, Castor in particular, had taken Nicholas and Dev under their wings—made them a part of what they were trying to build on the shores of the Atlantic.

      They were the only Dragon Shifter Clan to settle in the new world, and it was so much different from the one they’d been raised in. He still could not believe it.

      Devine did not deserve their forgiveness and trust, but he took it—for his brother’s sake. Devine had no other choice. Dragons were territorial creatures, but the modern world was so close now.

      They could not afford to wage wars against one another. When Dragons formed a Clan, it was best if all dwelled close by. Sometimes, in the same castle, er, house, if possible. And if not possible then as close as they could get without drawing eyes.

      Devine and Nicholas had both agreed trying to add to Castle Falk was not ideal with five wings already, it would be a monstrosity on the Jersey Shore. So, they’d opted for their own dwelling, carving two distinct homes out of the one structure.

      Together and separate.

      The distinct wings of their home were necessary so he and his brother could have some privacy. It was still not a castle, but it would serve them well. Really, it should have been perfect. But as Devine looked out at the stormy seas from his large bedroom window, he felt that familiar hollow nothingness he’d brought with him unintentionally from the Isle of Pain expand inside his chest.

      That feeling of distance between himself and his Dragon was growing daily. A Dragon needed his maiden fair, and his brother was pushing him to find one. But how? And who? Devine was not made for a mate. He would see Nicholas settled, and then, he would fade away.

      That was his destiny, though the knowledge was little comfort as he stood up and paced his bedroom discontentedly. The actual room was fine. Builders before they’d been warriors, he and his brother had spent the better part of the last year constructing the perfect modern beach house with every luxury they could afford.

      Having a nice little hoard of treasures had helped, of course. Dragons were very good at gathering riches, it was part of their nature. Money seemed to flow towards them. In just a year, he and Nicholas had quadrupled their net worth with little help from the Falk brothers. They had enough to live very comfortably without having to work for, well, forever.

      But idle claws were tempted to do the devil’s work, or so his father had always said.

      So, they’d designed and built their home, and Nicholas was making plans for another on the next lot.  Pushy Dragon, he had taken it upon himself to incorporate their business, calling it Graystone Builders Inc. He was taking meetings all week to get the necessary permits. Until then, Devine was on his own.

      Having just finished construction in the last week, Devine was proud of their accomplishments. Materials were new now, and building was not the same as it had been. Learning about modern advances had been educational and had kept their Dragon’s busy. Fast learners, skilled workers, the two of them.

      It was not conceit if it was true. Reasonable? Yes. The Graystone brothers’ were very good at building and their four story home was a testament to that—two separate wings with their own entrances and private garages gave them the opportunity for privacy while the common dining room, kitchen, and large siting room were all shared.

      Done in neutral colors—lots of bone and beige, the house boasted warm hardwood floors, the best modern appliances, heating and cooling amenities, and every floor cabinet had stone countertops, matching the dining tables and kitchen islands, quartz of course.

      Each wing had a master bedroom and bath, several smaller bedrooms with two full bathrooms on every floor, designated home office spaces, theater rooms, game rooms, and parlors with fireplaces. There were small kitchenettes in each wing, and one enormous kitchen on the ground floor where there was also a formal dining room for large parties.

      King-sized beds, sleek furniture, and large, comfortable sofas and chairs were placed thoughtfully throughout bedrooms and sitting rooms. Beach access was private of course, as was the entire strip where they lived with the Atlantic at their door and the intracoastal across the street, behind them.

      All in all, the house was really quite striking.

      Nicholas had insisted on a two level wrap-around porch encompassing the entire structure. Devine had not objected to that, or to the large pool and patio off the side of the house. He’d enjoyed swimming after work when the days had grown so warm, he thought his scales would burn. New jersey had the strangest weather patterns of any place he’d seen. It was damn near tropical in the summer, and cold as the tundra in winter. Strange, but also awesome.

      The pool had been a stroke of brilliance on his brother’s part. The Falk dragonlings had certainly enjoyed breaking in the water slide and diving board for them. It was growing colder now, with the approach of winter, and Devine wondered if they would see the young as often.

      Of all the things he had ever wanted, his own young had been topmost on his Dragon’s list. Of course, that was not in the cards for him. He would never find his mate, simply did not deserve one.

      Rubbing a hand over his face, Devine walked to the large floor to ceiling window that faced the ocean and watched the waves battering against the shore. Winter would soon be here, and he had to prepare. Nicholas was
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