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    Chapter 1 – Megan 
 
      
 
    The upbeat tune of Hawaiian-themed music and the crash of ocean waves against the dock lulled Megan Thorne into a state of relaxation for the first time in over a month. She clutched her purse close to her side, her baggage at her heels while navigating the tightly-pressed bodies of other would-be cruise passengers. Their combined energy and excitement rivaled hers, and a smile crept up on Megan's face with each slow step in the line toward the cruise ship, the Evanescent. 
 
    "The ship name is almost too romantic, don't you think?" Megan laughed, nudging her shoulder into Tracy's side—her best friend. 
 
    "Too real, in my opinion. I might live in Hawaii, but my last memories on a cruise are vague at best ..." Tracy chuckled. "But don't worry, the memories we make over the next two weeks won't be fleeting, I'll make sure of that. We'll have them for the rest of our lives." 
 
    Megan's grin widened. "If that's what you're aiming for, we'll have to be careful with the cocktails." 
 
    "Girl, careful and cocktails don't mix well; at least, they won't on this trip. Not for me, and especially not for you—you've been through enough shit these last few weeks, you deserve a couple of party nights." 
 
    "Good thing I have you to guide me, huh?" 
 
    Megan was lucky to be going on this trip at all. She wasn't exactly in the financial situation where she could just splurge on a Hawaiian cruise and disappear for a month without worrying about paying her bills, but thankfully, Tracy was the complete opposite. Her family was wealthy, and maybe they weren't exactly bathing in $100 bills, but Tracy had the means and desire to float Megan for most of their month-long trip. 
 
    "It's my treat," Tracy said. "Can't leave my BFF to drown in family drama. Trust me, I've survived the sharks in my own family long enough to know exactly what you're going through." 
 
    Even though Tracy said not to worry about it, Megan still had every intention of making it up to her one of these days. Probably not in raw cash, but that wasn't the only currency between friends. 
 
    Right now, all Megan wanted was time to rest away from her family who would rather cannibalize everything she loved rather than cooperate with each other. While she preached kindness and love, most of them would punch a kid in the throat for a $10 bill. 
 
    Yeah, Megan wasn't exactly on good terms with them ... but she tolerated them, for the most part, because she had to. But last month, her favorite grandfather died, and that was when the wolves had come out to ravage his corpse before his body was even cold. 
 
    The line proceeded ahead, and the closer they came to the ship, the stronger the salty scent of the waves below permeated Megan's senses. A large wave crashed against the docks of the Port of Los Angeles, sending a cascade of sprinkling droplets across all of those lined up closest to the water. The mist dampened Megan's skin and her purple and orange sundress, and she spread her arms wide, closing her eyes to take in the cool breeze. 
 
    Up closer, it was easier to appreciate just how massive the Evanescent was. Boasting a length of over 1,000 feet and a height of over 300, it blocked out the horizon with its sleek white hull, decorated with a pattern of amber and pink hibiscus flowers along the side. 
 
    Finally, Megan and Tracy reached the front of the line. A man in a white suit jacket and a black and white sailor's hat smiled up at them. "Good morning! Do you have your tickets?" 
 
    Megan produced the tickets for both her and Tracy, and the man quickly scanned them. 
 
    "You're all set." He grabbed them both a lei, slipping the colorful flower necklaces over Megan's and Tracy's necks. "Welcome to the Evanescent! Enjoy your stay." 
 
    Megan grinned, so giddy with excitement that her whole body was buzzing with life as they crossed onto the ship. Only a few feet onto the deck, she and Tracy were already dancing to the rise and fall of the music. 
 
    And just as quickly was their dance interrupted by the telltale buzzing of Megan's phone. Good timing since as soon as they made it to their room, she would have turned it off for most of the cruise just to enjoy herself without any outside interference unless she wished for it. 
 
    She fished her phone from her purse, expecting that it might be Mark or Jayla or another one of her friends wanting to wish her a good trip. Her heart sunk a little when she saw that it was her mom. 
 
    Megan and her mom were in a difficult position. Her grandfather's death had triggered the worst of it, but their relationship had always been strained. They just had completely different outlooks on life, and though Megan loved her mom because she was her mom, that didn't mean she had to love her life choices. 
 
    Still, she was her mom. Megan wanted to give her the benefit of the doubt and believe that, maybe, she was willing to put their differences aside for a few minutes to say 'bye' for a few weeks. 
 
    While weaving through the many passengers on board, Tracy in the lead, Megan answered the phone call. "Hey mom," she said, trying to be as pleasant as possible, "we just boarded the cruise. I only have a few minutes—what's up?" 
 
    "I only need a few minutes to tell you what a disgrace you are to this family," her mother said. 
 
    Megan's jaw tightened. "And here I was thinking you might be capable of being civil for a few minutes before I leave. I'm sorry you think I've failed you, but I don't have time to listen if that's all you called to complain about." 
 
    "You're the one leaving, running away like a child, instead of facing our family. By leaving, you will be personally responsible for letting two-thirds of your grandpa's estate fall into the hands of your aunt and uncle." 
 
    Don't fight back, don't argue, don't contradict. That was the motto that had kept her alive and sane around her family for most of her life. They all had their heads so far up their own asses that they couldn't see the world in any other way but their own. Everyone else was wrong. 
 
    It wasn't worth fighting them. 
 
    But even over the past month, since her grandfather died, it had become harder and harder to keep trucking along in the background. Now everyone tried dragging her into their disgusting legal battle to question the legitimacy of his last will and testament about who should inherit his estate. 
 
    Megan was sick of it. 
 
    "I won't be the one to drag grandpa's memory through the mud just so you can earn a few more dollars," she said through clenched teeth. "Or worse, participate in the theft of his property. You should respect his will as he wrote it fifteen years ago." 
 
    "That's the problem, Megan!" her mom said. "Grandpa wrote his will so many years ago, long before my brother and sister turned their back on this family. They don't deserve a dime. While we were caring for grandpa—" 
 
    "I shouldn't have to remind you that you also disappeared on him. Instead of caring for him when his health starting failing, you ditched him, and me, to party your ass off in Vegas for three years. Don't you think you already blew enough of grandpa's money?" 
 
    "This isn't about money. It's about getting what we deserve. As grandpa's favorite, whoever you back is most likely to win the legal battle." 
 
    "Haven't you realized that's why I left?" 
 
    Megan raised her voice loud enough so that a couple of people in the hall gave her a wary glance. Even Tracy looked back at her with her brow furrowed in obvious concern. 
 
    Megan lowered her voice, trying not to let the heat in her blood blossom into pure rage. "None of you, not even you, deserve a cent more than what grandpa willed to you. You're lucky I convinced him to keep his estate a part of the family at all when you all first started tearing at each other's throats ten years ago." 
 
    "You have no idea what you're talking about, you ingrate," her mom said. While Megan controlled her rage, her mom didn't. Her voice became high-pitched, enraged by Megan's refusal. "You have no idea what I went through, raising you, putting up with my siblings, with Dad!" 
 
    "That doesn't change how you helped rip this family apart and, in doing so, helped rip Grandpa's heart out. By the time he died, he was done with all of you. He wanted to will everything to charity. I think he knew this was going to happen. Maybe I should have let him." 
 
    With that, Megan tapped the 'end call' button on her screen and shoved her phone back into her purse. Her fingers wrung through her dress, trying to squeeze some of her frustration out of her heart, but it wasn't enough. How was her mother so oblivious to everything she did to hurt Grandpa over the years? Everything she did to hurt Megan? 
 
    Sure, her aunt and uncle were worse. They were actively malicious, manipulative, and horrible to Megan and her grandfather. But that didn't excuse her mom's behavior. It wasn't him who taught them to be awful human beings; he and his children were like night and day. He was a saint, and they were demon spawn in comparison. 
 
    And it wasn't like they were fighting over a lot of money, either. A couple hundred grand was more than enough to drastically change Megan's life, but her mom, aunt, and uncle were all set up already. They didn't need more money; knowing them, they would just blow it all on useless crap and end up in the same place a few months later. The opposite of what Grandpa would have wanted. 
 
    Faintly in the distance, the ship's horn blared, the signal that they were taking off. At last. There was a subtle shift beneath her as the ship adjusted to their new speed, and then everything felt still, as if they weren't moving at all. But a quick glance outside of her window showed that they were swiftly gliding away from Los Angeles and toward the time of their lives. 
 
    A place where she wouldn't have to worry about all the bullshit baggage her family always tried to heap on her shoulders. 
 
    Megan's Grandpa was gone, and she would honor him on this trip, not the family that pushed him into his coffin. 
 
    She scowled at the wall, at everyone who looked at her, until Tracy found their shared suite. There, Megan dumped her stuff on the ground next to her oversized bed and flopped down onto the plush but firm surface. The mattress bounced beneath her. 
 
    One, two, three ... she counted each breath, trying to stabilize her breathing, the racing, frustrated thoughts burning through her head, the heat in her blood that threatened to boil over and ruin her trip not even five minutes in. 
 
    Megan covered her face, dragging her pink nails down her forehead, across her eyelids, down her cheeks, as if pulling all of the awful things her mom said to her off of her skin, and then tossed it all onto the floor. 
 
    The exercise had, among many other techniques, made surviving her family possible over the years. Right now, it only felt like she'd made a chip in the paint of disgust and disappointment she had in her mom. 
 
    But Megan didn't go on this trip to get even more upset about her family. Her grandpa was dead, and she got everything she needed from him when he was alive: his love and companionship, countless memories at the beach with him, and in his garden. Though he promised Megan a significant inheritance, she never planned on fighting for it. Dealing with her family wasn't worth it, and in the end, he understood that. 
 
    He mattered a lot more to her than any money he might have given her. 
 
    A few minutes of thinking later, and Megan sat up on her bed just as Tracy pushed the door open. 
 
    She stood in the threshold, a hibiscus tucked behind her ear. Against her short black hair, the bright orange flower stood out like a star. "That's quite a way to start the trip, huh?" Tracy said. 
 
    "It's fine, don't worry about it." Megan sighed. "I'm fine." 
 
    Tracy's brown eyes brightened a bit. "Screw them, right? This trip is about you, not your mom, or your aunt, or anyone. This is your chance to enjoy yourself for once, away from them, outside of their influence." 
 
    "Some cocktails sound good right about now." 
 
    Megan climbed to her feet, and Tracy took her arm in hers. "Fuck yeah it is! Come on, we're going to have a blast." 
 
    By the time they left their suite again, most of the other passengers had either settled in or dispersed toward the top deck. Megan and Tracy were soon amongst them in their sundresses and floppy sun hats, their colorful lei marking them amongst the people who belonged on the cruise. Here, everyone was like one big family, shouting 'Aloha!' at one another just for the fun of it, their shared excitement of going to a gorgeous island, far from whatever craziness they all sought refuge from in the middle of the ocean. 
 
    Tracy had a sixth sense for sniffing out bars. After dodging bikini-clad women and lounge chairs dotting the outskirts of the cruise ship's enormous on-deck pool, they found a long Tiki Bar crewed by two muscular men dressed in nothing but grass skirts and their charming smiles. 
 
    While they waited in line, Megan acknowledged just how many people there were on the cruise. Even with as much space as there was on the top deck, people swarmed about, dancing, swimming, chatting. Families scurried across, hands firm on little children's arms to keep them from running off. Couples cuddled close on two-person seating arrangements, some making out without any regard for being discreet. 
 
    "Anyone catch your fancy?" Tracy said, raising her eyebrows at the two tanned men manning the Tiki Bar, but then she also gestured toward another group of men about their age, all of them in swim trunks, flexing their muscles out by the pool. 
 
    Megan bit her lip, scanning the group and then beyond. "I don't know; there are so many options." 
 
    "A drink or three will loosen your tongue," Tracy joked, and then it was her turn at the bar. She leaned over to give the hot bartender a good look at her cleavage, and he wasn't shy about looking, either. "Hey, could we get two Sparkling Sage?" 
 
    "Sure thing." He winked at her. "I'll put it on your room's tab." 
 
    He turned around to prepare their drinks, and Tracy waggled her eyebrows while trying to not-so-subtly get a peek at his butt. She leaned in closer to Megan and said, "I wish those skirts didn't cover so much. I bet he has an amazing ass." 
 
    Megan snort-laughed. "You're such a dog." 
 
    "And you're a prude! Come on, tell me. Who do you fancy?" 
 
    "I am not a prude," she said, mostly just to avoid the question and to avoid ogling every hot guy on the boat just like every other woman their age was doing at that exact moment. 
 
    "Yeah? When was the last time you flashed your tits at a bartender to get a free drink?" 
 
    "Uh, never! What the hell, don't you dare." 
 
    Megan couldn't keep herself from laughing, even though she wasn't sure if Tracy was serious or not. Thankfully, she didn't make any move to actually take her top off as the bartender turned back to them, two Sparkling Sages in hand. 
 
    "Here you go. Enjoy!" he said, and gave her a look that indicated he totally knew that Tracy had just been staring at his ass. 
 
    They were all giggles as they left the bar in search of an empty table. They found one, only recently freed, in a spot with just enough shade to cover two of the seats. 
 
    "You haven't actually done that, have you?" Megan said as she sat down. 
 
    "Jiggle my tits a little for drinks?" Tracy said after taking her first sip. She smiled, mischievous. "Not since freshman year. Oh, god, just thinking about all the stupid stuff I did back then gives me a migraine." 
 
    Tracy was a smart cookie, just about to start her fourth year at the University of Hawaii, studying psychology. Unlike Megan, Tracy wasn't exactly on the run from her crazy family, but she was the kind of woman who wanted to launch off into the world as independently as possible—which was why she chose Hawaii, which was about as far as she could get from her family in upstate New York while still remaining in the U.S. 
 
    Plus, who didn't want to live on a tropical island where beach parties were a daily activity? It was a wonder Tracy managed to study and keep her grades up at all, living in such a vacation hotspot. 
 
    "Well hey," Megan said, "we're not here to think about the past, but about all the stupid things we can do in the future." 
 
    Tracy grinned. "Damn straight, girl! Now, tell me, which one of these fine gentlemen would you lay?" 
 
    In the nearest crowd of about a hundred or so, there were men of all shapes and sizes, skin colors, and outfits. They varied so much that Tracy and Megan could have made a game out of making up stories for each and every one of them, just like they did on occasion while bar hopping in LA whenever Tracy visited. 
 
    Personally, Megan was a fan of men who weren't super bulky but still had that nice toned, muscular look. There were quite a few of them on the ship, and whenever one caught her eye and smiled, she did, too. But she always looked away before giving them the idea to come on over to her table. 
 
    "There are a couple of cute ones," Megan said, trying to be as noncommittal as possible. She wasn't a huge fan of these games because oftentimes, Tracy ended up calling over the guys that Megan mentioned. 
 
    "Come on, which ones?" 
 
    Megan shook her head, refusing to respond, and sipped her drink instead. The cool, pleasant taste of the champagne cocktail appealed to all of her senses, and she made a satisfied aah sound after. She just wasn't in the mood for men right now—she would much rather spend all of her time on board with Tracy, but she knew that wasn't realistic. Sooner or later, Tracy would find some hotrod that she liked, and they would flirt for hours or days, and maybe they would slip off to his cabin for some alone time. 
 
    "Don't be so boring," Tracy said. She lifted her chin toward a blond guy with bulging biceps. "What about him?" 
 
    "Not my type." 
 
    "I bet you're his type. He keeps looking at you." 
 
    "He's looking at you." Megan laughed.  
 
    "Oh, right." She winked at him, and Tracy and Megan giggled together. 
 
    "I'll bat my eyelashes and chat for fun, but honestly, I doubt I'll find anyone I'll be interested in while we're on the cruise." 
 
    "Why not? Isn't it about time you had a man in your life?" 
 
    Megan shrugged. "Maybe, but I'm not looking. I don't exactly want to bring someone new into my life while my family is keen on ripping out each other's throats. If my mom caught wind of a guy, she would probably do everything in her power to make him think I'm some horrible monster just to get back at me for refusing to back her claim to all of Grandpa's inheritance." 
 
    "No talking about all that bullshit, all right? That's the opposite of what this trip is for," Tracy said. 
 
    "Just saying." 
 
    "Okay, okay, so no flings or hot cruise romances for you; duly noted. But we can still have a bit of fun, yeah? Lighten the spirits a little?" 
 
    Megan's face lit up with a grin, matching Tracy's. "Okay, fine. Just a little." 
 
    Ten drinks, dinner, and eight hours later, Megan was certain that they'd ogled just about every eligible-looking man on the ship. Tracy was relentless in her pursuit of the perfect man-butt, which, she declared, was of national importance. Of course, Megan didn't believe a word Tracy said, but she joined in for the fun of it. Even if there weren't any guys she found particularly interesting, it didn't do any harm to look—and besides, any distraction from the hellhole of a family she had back home was a welcome one. 
 
    There and again, Tracy flirted with the occasional guy that paid attention to her; she was supermodel hot, after all, so that was pretty often. Some even tried to flirt with Megan, especially once she took off her dress to dive into the pool for a bit, but she made it clear she wasn't very interested, and they moved on. 
 
    By the time the sun began to hover on the horizon, steadily sinking down and painting the ocean and sky with streaks of gold, pink, and orange, Megan was nursing a champagne glass filled with water to clear her head. She wasn't quite buzzed anymore, but it had been a day filled with more alcohol than she was used to. 
 
    While Tracy chatted with another woman she'd befriended over the last few hours, Megan closed her eyes and listened to the rise and fall of the waves against the ship, and to the mindless chatter of seagulls and Tracy and the other passengers nearby, thinning out now as the sun sank and the cool of night fell over the ship. Maybe it would be time to hit the hay, too, so they could catch an early morning and see what else the cruise offered besides an endless supply of booze. 
 
    The gentle ocean breeze picked up, prickling Megan's skin and whipping her hair behind her head. She blinked her eyes open in surprise at the relentless gust. 
 
    The sky was dark, but not just from the coming night. Black clouds crackled with lightning overhead, and Megan frowned. 
 
    "Is that a storm coming?" she said. 
 
    Just that morning, she checked the weather and there had been nothing about a storm throughout the entire duration of the trip. Even just a few hours ago, she could have sworn she heard someone say the rest of the night would be clear and beautiful, just like the morning had been. 
 
    "Weird," Tracy said, crossing her arms across her chest to warm herself from the wind. "It came out of nowhere. Let's go to the cabin just in case—" 
 
    The ocean trembled, deep and horrible, as if the earth had split open and left the water to vibrate in a thousand different directions all at once. Those same vibrations rushed through Megan, making her wobble in place. The waves around the cruise ship became violent and choppy, rocking the enormous, thousand-foot vessel. It groaned and creaked beneath them, and several people on board screamed. 
 
    Megan grabbed hold of her table before the sudden change in weather knocked her over. "What was that?" 
 
    Thunder cracked through the skies, the boat rocked again, the wind plowed into Megan and Tracy. Tracy shrieked and almost lost her grip on the table, but Megan grabbed her arm just as she slipped, keeping her in place. Icy rain pelted them, falling from the angry clouds above and soaking Megan and Tracy to the core. 
 
    That was when the siren went off. A loud, whining sound that screeched through the night, rising and falling above the sound of the wind, thunder, and rain. It shocked Megan to the core. Something was very wrong, and they had to get out of here fast. 
 
    "Attention all passengers, please remain calm and proceed to your cabins immediately. I repeat, remain calm and proceed to your cabins," a voice announced over the ship's speakers. He said something after that, but the speakers went staticky, and all Megan caught was, "... potential earthquake ... tsunami forming ahead ..." before the speaker screeched again and went dead. 
 
    The wind howled in Megan's ears. She could hardly hear her own thoughts, let alone what Tracy was trying to scream at her through the wind. They needed to get to the cabin, or at least below deck, but right now the thought of taking a single step further seemed radically impossible. The wind tore at Megan's dress and hair, pulling and pushing at her body. 
 
    If she let go of Tracy, she would go flying. 
 
    If she let go of the table, they would both go flying. 
 
    The ship shuddered, and Megan tried ducking her head, flattening herself as much as possible to give the wind less surface area to try pulling her away from her safe spot. The table was thankfully bolted to the ship deck and wasn't going anywhere. 
 
    Not yet, at least. 
 
    Megan managed to hoist her and Tracy under the table, where they had a moment of refuge from the wind and rain. The two women gasped and shuddered in the cold, holding each other and their rain-soaked clothes close. 
 
    "This can't be happening," Tracy murmured. 
 
    She looked so pale from the cold, her whole body shaking. Too much adrenaline was running through Megan for her to feel the effects of the cold just yet, but already the iciness of her own skin was starting to creep in on her. 
 
    "Fuck, I almost wish we'd taken those cute guys up on their offer to go back to their suite," Megan said in an effort to lighten the mood a little. They were trapped in this raging storm and they weren't going anywhere. 
 
    It had the intended effect: through her chattering teeth, Tracy laughed. "Yeah, at least we would be inside right now, and warm." 
 
    Although Megan meant it as a joke, she knew very well that if the storm worsened, and they didn't get to a proper shelter soon, they very well might die here. Those waves had been tall enough almost to reach the uppermost deck of the ship—they'd just been lucky so far. 
 
    The truth was that Megan had lots of regrets. She hadn't had a serious relationship in years. Her family despised her as much as she despised them. Besides a handful of friends who she wasn't that close to, besides Tracy, there wasn't really anyone out there to mourn her death. 
 
    Maybe it was better that way; then she wouldn't be leaving anyone behind, disappointed and grieving. But she did wish that, at least once, she'd been given the opportunity to experience real love. 
 
    She didn't want to be one of those people who died before getting the chance to experience real love. 
 
    Megan squeezed her eyes shut. They had to make it through this. 
 
    Around them, the storm ebbed. The boat stopped its violent shaking, the wind lessened its howling. The rain still blasted the ship, but not as fast as before. Megan peeked her head out: this was the chance she'd been waiting for, and she wasn't going to waste it. 
 
    She tugged Tracy's arm. "Come on, this is our chance. We've got to get to safety!" 
 
    They rose from their hiding spot, immediately laying eyes on the nearby storage room behind the Tiki Bar. It was a lot closer than their suite, and that was all they needed for now. Shelter. 
 
    In a moment of luck, the elements battering the ship lessened. Tracy and Megan raced across the deck, picking up enough speed to make it halfway to the storage room. One foot after the other, clinging to one another for dear life. 
 
    And then Megan's foot landed in a puddle, and she tumbled. 
 
    Right then, the sky rumbled, and the boat rocked. 
 
    An enormous wave came over the nearby railing, and ice water covered the deck, dragging Megan and Tracy along with it. She gasped for air, breathing in more saltwater and brine. Megan grasped for Tracy's fingers, but the force of the ocean water tore them apart. 
 
    A scream ripped from Megan's throat as she fell overboard. Somewhere nearby, she heard Tracy's scream through the crashing waves and wind. 
 
    This was how she died. Any second now, she would fall into the water, crushed by the waves or the Evanescent's hull. And she would die loveless and single. At least she wouldn't be alone. But dying with her best friend, both of them drowning, wasn't exactly the most comforting idea. 
 
    The last thing she remembered before hitting the pitch-black water below was the blaring whine of the storm siren, and then the brush of blue, iridescent scales, glimmering like a mystical fish. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 – Edward 
 
      
 
    The warm sand sunk around Edward's firm body as he lay down on the golden beach not far from his cave home. Above, seagulls cried out, circling in the sky nearby. Behind them, the brightest blue sky, absolutely cloudless, brought him a sense of stunning peace. 
 
    Blue of the sky, blue of the sea. The familiar, welcome scent of the ocean, the sound of crashing waves, the occasional brush of waves lapping at the shore coming all the way up to his bare feet. 
 
    Bliss. Absolute bliss. This silence, the song of nature, the only other nearby presence the permanent heartbeat of his innermost self inside his chest: his dragon half. 
 
    The ocean called to them both. Any source of water, really, but the sea was his home, where he'd been born, where he'd lived his whole life so far. 
 
    On this island, in the middle of nowhere, isolated from all other people ... except for the other dragons inhabiting the island. No outside contact. 
 
    Footsteps crunched in the sand on the nearby hill. At least, it sounded like crunching because Edward's head was against the ground and he had very sensitive hearing. The sound vibrations came from further inland and toward Edward's comfortable nook in the sand. Here came one of those other dragons now, and it wasn't much of a guess as to who. 
 
    "So, about all those other dragons we found. Cool, huh?" Dale said in his usual cheery voice as he jogged down the hill, plopping down in the sand beside Edward, completely oblivious to how he'd interrupted yet another of Edward's few opportunities to relax. 
 
    Edward didn't open his eyes, keen to hold on to as many moments of silence as possible, but then he broke it himself, thinking further about the dragons that Dale hadn't been able to stop talking about. "We won't be able to see them again." 
 
    Dale sighed. "I know, Klein's orders." 
 
    Klein, the eldest of the dragons left on the Rockpool Island, was their leader, the one responsible for upholding the island rules, at least while the Elder Dragons were away—and they had been for the last 25 years. They had only three rules on the island, and one of them was that they made as little contact with the outside world as possible. Klein hadn't been happy to learn that Edward and Dale snuck off the island for a mini-vacation in California without his knowledge, but they were spared from any extreme punishments for at least coming back with very useful knowledge: the fact that another six dragons lived in a small but growing city in California, running a multi-billion dollar tech company. They would be good allies if the Rockdrake Dragons, who lived on Rockpool Island, ever needed help. 
 
    There were so few of their kind left; it had been such a surprise to find so many of them close by like that. 
 
    "It was nice while it lasted, at least," Edward said. "It's comforting to know there are more of us out there." 
 
    "Yeah." Dale shrugged and gave another one of his beaming smiles. "All I really need is you, our friends, and maybe a lover, one of these days, if I can get one to stick around long enough." 
 
    Edward laughed. Dale was his twin brother, and despite them being almost identical in appearance, sharing the same good looks that scored them loads of chicks on the mainland or on the Hawaiian Islands, neither of them ever had much luck with women. They had a lot of sex, yeah, but after a while, that wasn't enough anymore. A real relationship might be nice for once. 
 
    Of course, that was hard when he, Dale, and the other dragons on the island couldn't leave for more than a few days at a time without attracting the attention of their leader, Klein. 
 
    "I'm sure if we had the opportunity, we would find the right ones for us." Edward ran his fingers through his damp, medium-length chocolate brown hair. Since he and Dale were almost identical, down to the same height and muscle mass, and without any scars or birthmarks to identify them, Edward got into the habit of wearing his hair longer than Dale's. That was the only thing that made it possible for anyone but the other dragons on the island to tell the twins apart. 
 
    And sometimes, even the other dragons got them confused. It didn't help that they were close, rarely apart from each other. Stronger together, they always said. 
 
    That would probably change if either of them ever got into a serious relationship, but at this rate, what were the chances of that ever happening? 
 
    Dale crossed his arms behind his head and relaxed in the sand, too. "Sometimes I feel like all the treasure on this island is more of a curse than a blessing, you know what I mean?" 
 
    "Doesn't matter how many pearls, sapphires, diamonds, and gold we have if we can't use it for much of anything, right?" Edward mused. "I guess that's the point. It's supposed to stay hidden, and as the guardians of the island, and its treasures ... so do we." 
 
    "At least we get a cool home, cool friends, and cool magic out of the deal. One of these days, maybe we'll have some freedom, too." 
 
    Knowing Klein, that was wishful thinking. But the magic was definitely a perk of the job. Some dragons, like the ones occupying the island, had their magic enhanced significantly just by hoarding treasures associated with their dragon type. As twins, Edward and Dale were both water dragons, masters of the ocean and all types of water. 
 
    Their magic kept ships from straying too close to the island, from anyone ever coming close to discovering their hiding place. That was why Edward's hoard of pearls and mother of pearl and Dale's hoard of sapphires and turquoise were so important: the magic they gained from their treasure directly impacted their ability to defend their home and their friends. 
 
    "You know, Cali chicks are hot," Dale said. 
 
    "You say that every time we go somewhere new," Edward chuckled. 
 
    "It's true though. There are plenty of beauties in Hawaii, but I don't know, there's something about those Cali girls that makes me wild." 
 
    "Fantasize all you want. Whatever keeps you sane. We won't be seeing any more for a long time, I suspect." 
 
    Dale groaned. "I guess that means you don't want to sneak out with me again?" 
 
    "And risk Klein's wrath? No thanks, not worth it. I have plenty of good memories of pretty women to keep me occupied until the next time we get out." 
 
    Dale was usually the one who liked to sneak out; Edward just followed along for the ride. Part of him liked breaking the rules, just like Dale did, but mostly he just wanted to make sure Dale didn't get up to too much trouble. He tended to do that whenever Edward looked the other way, so better safe than sorry. 
 
    "Come on, don't bail on me now," Dale said. "We can't go see the other dragons again, but we at least can lie low somewhere, find a club, some drinks, and some girls, can't we?" 
 
    "I just don't think it's a good idea. Not so recently after our last trip, especially since Klein knows about it," Edward said. 
 
    He did want to go, actually. Ever since they'd returned, Edward's dragon had been restless, searching for something beyond the sea. He just didn't know what for yet. Maybe he'd missed something important in California and he had to go back and search for it. 
 
    Whatever it was, Edward wanted to get to the bottom of it. Just not at the expense of his position on Rockpool Island, which had been his home for as long as he could remember.  
 
    "It's not like he will even notice. What are the chances that he flies down here to say hi? He never bothers to come this far south," Dale said. 
 
    "I consider it more likely right now than usual." 
 
    Dale was probably right, though. The island was massive, and even divided amongst eleven dragons, they all had more land than they knew what to do with. Since the Elder Dragons were gone right now, however, almost half of the island had been uninhabited for the last 25 years, but that was beside the point. There were still three other dragons currently living on the island for Klein to deal with—all of them living closer to his territory. 
 
    The chances of him noticing Dale and Edward slipping out for a night were pretty slim, but still, it wasn't worth the risk. Not yet, at least. 
 
    Deep inside Edward's chest, a rippling sensation like droplets of water falling on a still surface permeated from the inside out. His eyes fluttered open, and the cool, water-smooth presence of his dragon woke up, eager and energetic as usual. Being on the island—away from humans or anyone else he had to hide his true nature from—had made forging a strong bond with his dragon nature as easy as breathing. Over the course of his life, they'd become one, their desires and dreams the same. 
 
    And right now, they both noticed the sudden drop in air pressure, the unexpected prickle of chilly air. The cool breeze wasn't unwelcome, but the accompanying bone-deep cold was unexpected for their tropical island. 
 
    Dale had noticed it, too. He sat up. "A storm is coming. Can you feel it?" A twinge of excitement crept into his voice. 
 
    "It feels strange, though," Edward said. "Came too suddenly to be natural. Magic must have caused it somehow." 
 
    "Does it matter?" 
 
    Edward smirked. "Nope. Let's go catch that sucker." 
 
    The wind strengthened as he stripped from his clothes, snatching the simple cotton t-shirt and sending it flying. Edward would find it later, or he wouldn't, he didn't particularly care. Next came the crack of thunder and the drumbeat of rain on the tide, the beach, and then, finally, Edward himself as he strode into the water. 
 
    The waves still had that perfect tropical warmth, chilled by the rain. He sluiced onward, sliding easily through the wild waves, which a human would have struggled against and been forced to turn back from. Here, in the sea, thickened with storm currents, was where Edward felt most alive. 
 
    "Whoo!" he shouted, and somewhere behind him, Dale made a similar noise of excitement. 
 
    It'd been a while since the last storm. Caused by magic or natural, didn't matter. It was all about the thrill. 
 
    Deep inside him, his dragon's presence ballooned like helium, ready to burst out and rise into the sky. Its cool, icy essence spread over his skin, turning him blue and hardening his flesh into shiny scales. 
 
    Edward sucked in a breath and dove underwater, embracing the darkness below. With each stroke forward, his legs and torso stretched, becoming longer like an enormous snake, a serpent of the sea, his tail alone taller than he'd been as a man. 
 
    By the time Edward surfaced, he'd been freed of his human constraints. His sinuous body twisted behind him as he launched himself over the waves, the delicate membranes around his fins acting almost like wings and gliding over the choppy sea. His lithe dragon form dominated the water, the perfect merging of both dragon and man. He roared at the thunder clouds with the release of his bestial nature. He was the master of this domain, not the storm. 
 
    In his dragon form, he felt every ocean current within hundreds of miles. Every cloud, every drop of water tumbling into the sea. He was one with the animals below the waves, the whales and fish, the mythical beasts hidden much further below. 
 
    Nearby, Dale had completed his transformation, too, and together they swam through the storm, letting it guide them onward, further from Rockpool Island and deeper into the blackness of rain, wind, and clouds. 
 
    When they were out deeper, Edward dove deeper, immersing himself in the strong ocean currents. And with his magic, he grappled with that natural force, wresting it under his control, leveraging the magic already coursing through the water to make the waves more violent, large enough for the twins to bounce between the white caps and enormous gulfs of water. It was a game they played, making the waters as dangerous as possible before losing themselves to its cold, comforting embrace. 
 
    As water dragons, it wasn't like they could drown. 
 
    Edward dove head-first through the waves, soaking in the cold water, the energy of the sea and wind. This was home, his happiness. As much as he craved the attention of a woman, a relationship to survive with him through the ages, did he truly need one when he had the sea at his back, his brother at his side? 
 
    Vibrations shuddered through the water, not the usual hum of aquatic life or the shift of the sea itself or the storm. It was something large, but unnatural. Manmade. 
 
    Edward poked his head above the water, listening for the vibrations again. Dale surfaced nearby, his head quirked in a way that said he heard the same thing. 
 
    There it was again: a tapping sensation against his scales, a violent shudder that shouldn't have been there. Not during this storm. 
 
    A ship. 
 
    A boat out in this storm? Foolish humans must have a death wish. While Edward and Dale always tried to help whatever humans they found stranded out at sea, seldom did they encounter anyone who had tried to battle a storm. Most humans knew better than to argue with the sky and sea. Why had these ones thought to ignore the lessons taught to thousands if not millions of other seafarers? 
 
    But then Edward recalled how strange the storm was; triggered by magic, not naturally occurring. The humans probably wouldn't have known it was coming until it was too late. 
 
    He met Dale's ocean-blue eyes, and they nodded at each other before diving back into the water, destination set on finding that ship stranded out at sea before it was too late. Since they'd known the storm to be magical in origin and hadn't expected anyone else to be out here, Edward and Dale both used their magic to increase the intensity of the storm for their own enjoyment. 
 
    So if they didn't get to that ship in time, if anyone died ... it would be their fault. 
 
    Edward swam faster, fighting against the current with every swish of his tail and paddle of each of his muscular, clawed legs. The ship's vibrations were getting stronger, tapping against his scales like an out-of-tune musical, driving his senses wild, tugging him in a thousand different directions. 
 
    He burst out of the water, concerned by all the sensations. But when he rose above the surface to see the ship in all its glory, he finally understood why: a thousand sensations for a 1,000-foot long ship. Shit. There had to be hundreds of passengers on that cruise ship, all of them terrified out of their minds. 
 
    The waves rocked the boat like mini-tsunamis, threatening to knock it over. Edward circled around the ship, spreading his magic into the water like little ice particles, trying to control the current around the ship, but whenever he came close, the powers controlling the waves wrested control away from him. 
 
    Never had the water been so strong. But Edward had to save these people. He pushed all of his magic through his scales, lighting up the water around him with a soft blue that wrapped around the ship. 
 
    He felt his hold on the current strengthening, and just before he had it all under control ... snap! 
 
    The ocean sucked away his power. An enormous wave, larger than any other, smacked against the side of the ship and broke any pretense of control that Edward might have had. Somewhere above, in the wind, he heard two women screaming. They crashed into the water, immediately sinking like stones beneath the water. 
 
    They hadn't stood a chance. 
 
    But somehow, they were alive. Edward felt the subtle beat of their hearts still in the water. He reached into the depths with his magic, trying to control the currents to bring them back to the surface, but the water around them wouldn't obey his commands. With each passing second, they sunk deeper, closer to death ... 
 
    With a frustrated growl, Edward dove after them. No one on this cruise would die on his watch. He and Dale would save every last life, even if he had to swim after all of them himself. 
 
    He searched the darkness with his magic, finding them after a hundred feet or so of swimming deeper. The light blue waves of his magic curled around them, wresting them free of the water and into his protection. With his magic, they could breathe as if on land, but both of them were unconscious. 
 
    There, with the subtle blue illuminating her face, Edward's eyes landed on one of the women in his grasp, and the rush of the ocean seemed to slow. She almost looked peaceful, as if she were sleeping, her blonde and blue hair curling around her face as if she were a mermaid. 
 
    When he looked at her, his heart stopped. He'd never seen anyone so perfect, so alluring before. He knew right then that he wanted her all to himself. He had to have her. No other woman would do. 
 
    But he had to save her first. 
 
    Wrapped in the embrace of his magic, he carried both women to the surface. No matter how hard he tried to guide the current to lift them out of the ocean and to the safety of the nearby California beaches, the water wouldn't obey him. But they were safe with him. He would make sure of it. 
 
    Edward burst out of the water, his tail lashing against the waves. Nearby, Dale was still trying to keep the ship upright, slowly guiding it toward the calmer seas toward the shore, but without much luck. 
 
    The storm was wild, completely out of control. When Edward tried to spread more of his magic around the ship, now with Dale's help, they only just managed to urge the current to calm down, the winds to ease just enough for the ship to sail toward safety. 
 
    Together, they protected the ship, sending it off toward the safer stretch of ocean just out of the reach of the storm. Once the cruise ship was stable and moving on its own, and Edward was sure it was out of danger, he turned his attention back to the women in his hold. 
 
    The woman with the blue-blonde hair was in bad shape. She needed medical attention immediately, and though it would have been easier for Edward and Dale to send her off to the ship and let the other humans deal with her, his magic still wouldn't work on her—at least, the water wouldn't guide her to safety. 
 
    Bringing her back to Rockpool Island was an incredible risk: no human had ever set foot on the island before. But if he didn't bring the two of them back, they might die. 
 
    And that wasn't a chance he was willing to take. 
 
    Resigned to Klein's wrath, Edward dove into the water, carrying the two women in bubbles of magic alongside him. So long as they lived, whatever punishment Klein gave him when—if—he found out would be secondary. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 3 – Megan 
 
      
 
    Air pushed into Megan's lungs. Moist lips pressed against hers, warm, not with passion, but urgency. Water surged through her, and she flailed, sputtering up all over a man's face. 
 
    He wiped the water away, and ocean blue eyes blinked back at her. Endless, as dangerous as the sea that almost drowned her. 
 
    She scrambled away across the hard rock, bringing her legs to her chest. "What the hell are you doing, you creeper?" 
 
    "It's okay." He held up his hands in a gesture of peace. "I was just—" 
 
    "Making out with my unconscious body, creep." 
 
    Megan blinked away the crusty sand in her eyes. Her head pounded, and her tongue was bone dry. Ugh, how long had she been out for? The last thing she remembered was flirting with a couple of guys on the cruise, and now she was here ... but where was here? 
 
    She scanned her surroundings, blinking slowly to adjust to the low light. Morning sun streamed in through cracks in the cavern ceiling. The stone walls were dark blue, inlaid with large sections decorated with glossy mother of pearl. For a moment, she stared at them with awe. The largest shells she'd seen before were conch shells, maybe the size of a child's head. These mother of pearls were larger than her, each one with vibrant colorations more detailed and shiny. They were like gemstones glittering in the light, and patterns and shapes were carved into the surface. From a distance, she couldn't see what they were. 
 
    There were also large coral structures, but Megan didn't have a chance to figure out what they were before Tracy launched herself at Megan, wrapping her arms around her. Never had Megan been so glad to receive a hug. She curled her arms around Tracy, too. The first thing that made sense since she'd woken up. 
 
    Now if only she could remember what the hell was going on. 
 
    "Oh my god, you're okay," Tracy said. "He was giving you CPR, you idiot. You stopped breathing." 
 
    "I what?" 
 
    Megan scratched her head, and Tracy eventually eased off of her, giving a bewildered look. "Do you not remember what happened?" 
 
    "I ..." 
 
    A flash of blue behind her eyes. Shiny blue scales, like a mystical fish, but longer, more snakelike. She recalled a creature's enormous blue eyes, and the ocean, and the water in her lungs ... and the cruise ship. 
 
    "Oh, shit," Megan said. "The storm." 
 
    Behind Tracy, the guy who had been giving her CPR moved. Megan looked up and locked her gaze on those bright blue eyes, reminiscent of the creature she'd seen in the depths. No, that wasn't possible. Whatever she'd dreamed up while drowning was just that, a dream. A fantasy her mind conjured up to make sense of a tragedy and shaped by her fear of drowning. 
 
    "We fell off the ship," Tracy said. 
 
    "How did we survive? Where is the ship?" 
 
    "My brother, Dale, and I saved you," the guy said. "The cruise ship is fine. Docked in LA again. I'm Edward, by the way." 
 
    Megan searched past Edward, finding a nearly identical man standing behind him. They were both extremely attractive with their chiseled jaws, bright blue eyes, and sculpted bodies. While they wore different clothes—jeans for Edward, sweat pants for his brother; both conveniently topless—the only real difference in their appearance was that Edward wore his hair longer. Right now it was sopping wet, but she figured it went to his shoulders. 
 
    Even so, with that single difference, Megan felt like she would never mistake them for each other. There was just something about Edward that she couldn't place ... 
 
    A chill coursed through her. 
 
    "If the ship is in LA, where are we now?" Megan said. "Why aren't we with them?" 
 
    "The storm was really bad. It was faster to bring you here and make sure you were okay than to get you back on the ship," Edward said. 
 
    She narrowed her eyes at him. "That doesn't make any sense. We were in the middle of the ocean. The ship was the only safe place. How did we get here?" 
 
    Tracy's eyes widened when she, too, seemed to be picking up on what Megan was insinuating. "You couldn't have been in a boat. How did you get us out of the water? How ..." 
 
    She trailed off, and Megan wasn't sure where to pick up the questions. Something strange was going on here. A freak storm, alive when they should have drowned, in a cave in the middle of nowhere instead of back on their cruise ship, or better yet, in Hawaii or LA. For all she knew, they could be in Hawaii. 
 
    "You're alive, that's all that matters," Dale said. "And we'll get you home as soon as possible, once we know you're both okay." 
 
    Megan breathed deep, trying her best to keep herself from panicking. He didn't sound very convincing. He didn't sound like he was going to let them go at all. 
 
    She and Tracy were both alive. That was a good thing, right? When they'd been huddled under that table during the storm, Megan had been so sure that would be their last day on earth. Now they had a second chance, assuming they weren't about to become the victims of two hot cannibals stranded on a desert island. 
 
    Behind her closed eyelids, she saw a beast with teeth as long as her hands, eyes as large as her head, crowned with white horns, protected with armored scales that shimmered like a fish's. And when she opened her eyes, she saw Edward. He was the creature she'd seen beneath the water before passing out. 
 
    "You're not human," she blurted. "You didn't have a ship. You ... you ... I remember falling beneath the ocean, the blackness, the drowning. And then there was a flash of blue, and you were there. But not as a human. You're a ... a ..." 
 
    She couldn't make herself say the word. Wasn't sure if what she was picturing in her memories was the right word. 
 
    "A dragon," Edward finished for her. "We're both water dragons, guardians of this island." 
 
    "Dragons ... no, that's impossible," Tracy argued. 
 
    "You saw it too, didn't you, Trace?" Megan said. 
 
    Tracy just shook her head and turned away. She might not acknowledge the truth yet, but Megan knew what she saw. She'd been rescued by a water dragon. That was impossible, and yet it had happened. Dragons weren't supposed to be real. They were the creatures you heard about in children's stories, in tales from mythologies that no one believed in anymore. 
 
    "How is that possible?" Megan said, staring Edward down again. 
 
    She needed answers, and he was going to be the one that gave them to her. But the longer she stared at him, waiting for him to respond, the more she noticed him. He wasn't just hot, he was gorgeous by every imaginable definition of the word. His physique was perfect, and Megan had to rip her eyes away from his sculpted abs before she got too distracted. 
 
    "It's a long story," Edward said. 
 
    "One we're better off not getting into," Dale added. "Humans have never seen us before. We only made the exception this time because we couldn't just let you drown. That storm wasn't natural. I don't know what caused it, but ..." 
 
    They were the first humans to see these dragons' true forms. Something about that made Megan happy, like knowing she and Tracy were exclusive members of a club. But that excitement quickly dwindled when she realized what exactly that might mean. 
 
    "So where are we if not Hawaii or LA?" Megan asked. 
 
    "On an uncharted island about 300 miles north of Hawaii," Edward said. "Your ship actually wasn't that far from California, but the storm really blew it off course. As dragons, it made a lot more sense to bring you here. Safer that way for all of us." 
 
    Of course, an uncharted island. So no one knew where they were, and no one would be looking for them. They were as good as dead. Even the cruise ship would presume as such, since they'd fallen into the ocean during the deadly storm. 
 
    "You're not going to kill us, are you?" Tracy whispered, as quiet as a mouse. 
 
    Dale laughed. "After going through all that effort to save you? What would be the point?" 
 
    "Then you're going to wipe our memories, or, or, or keep us as prisoners, or something ..." 
 
    "No, that's not what I was thinking of doing at all," Edward said. 
 
    "Then what are you going to do?" Megan said, rising to her feet. 
 
    "Don't know yet." He turned around and reached into a basket that was hanging from the rocks along the cave wall. A second later, he tossed an orange to both her and Tracy. "You're probably hungry, so eat that, and we'll get you some proper food once we've had a chance to talk about what we are going to do." Then he pointed behind Megan. "There's some fresh water behind you. Drink up; I gather you'll both need it after everything that's happened." 
 
    He and Dale backed away, up the slight incline in the cave and toward a dark passage. 
 
    "We'll be back in a few minutes, hang tight," Dale said, and then they were both gone. 
 
    For a few minutes, neither Megan nor Tracy moved. Somewhere in the cave, water dripped into a larger pool, the splashes echoing throughout. A chilly breeze made Megan shiver, and now that she had a moment to check in with herself, she realized all over again just how thirsty she was. Her stomach growled, and she wasn't sure when she had her last meal. 
 
    Her hands were a bit scraped from crawling on the stone floor away from Edward. 
 
    "Do you think they're going to kill us?" Tracy whispered. "They said they weren't going to, but ..." 
 
    Megan shook her head. "I don't think they will. But sometimes death isn't the worst thing." She held the orange up to the light, and then bit into the bitter flesh to start peeling it. "We should take their advice and eat and drink. At the very least, to keep our strength up for whatever happens next." 
 
    She moaned when she bit into the peeled orange. It was one of the sweetest, juiciest oranges she'd ever had the pleasure of eating. It wasn't a lot of food, but it soothed her parched tongue and put something in her belly. While Tracy worked on hers, Megan searched in the direction that Edward had pointed in for the water, finding cups made from mother of pearl nestled into the rocks beside a tiny pool of crystal clear water. A little stream flowed into the pool, keeping it from falling stagnant. 
 
    Megan gulped from the water greedily, filling her stomach with the sweet water, rinsing out her mouth, washing her face, arms, anywhere else where sand was stuck to her skin. 
 
    And then, at last, she sighed with relief and slumped against the wall. 
 
    For now, they were alive. They didn't know how long for ... but against all odds, Megan felt confident about their survival. There was something about Edward that made her trust him, and it wasn't just that he'd saved her. Under normal circumstances, someone in her position might call him a monster. That's what dragons were supposed to be, right? 
 
    But Megan just felt excited. A real-life dragon. She'd seen him with her own two eyes ... and he'd been magnificent. 
 
    Now it was only a matter of waiting to see what he did with her next. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 – Edward 
 
      
 
    Edward climbed the ladder up to Dale's house in the rocks, dusting off his hands when he reached the top. The structure was made of palm wood, absent of a door, instead covered with a colorful blue, white, and green piece of fabric, which Dale disappeared behind. 
 
    The outside deck, where Edward now stood, was about the size of a small room with dried palm leaves as a roof. Two benches sat side by side, facing the sea, and so he plopped himself down. Compared to most of the other dragons on Rockpool Island, including Edward's in the caves, Dale's house was rather small. The interior consisted of only three rooms, excluding the bathroom, but unlike Edward, Dale had room to expand more into the hills, if he ever chose to do so. But he liked to romanticize what was more or less just a beach shack, and that was his decision. 
 
    Ultimately, Edward's place wasn't that much better, and it was dark because of the caves. But, it was cozy. And now there were two women neither he nor Dale knew hiding inside it. 
 
    And Edward wanted one of them. Ever since he saw the blonde-and-blue-haired woman, he hadn't been able to get her out of his head. And, of course, like an idiot, he hadn't even gotten her name yet. Right now, she was just the beauty he couldn't stop thinking about. 
 
    It had been hard not to admire her supple body while he'd performed CPR on her. Her breasts were just the size he liked, and when he held her, the shape of her felt perfect against him. If it weren't for the fact that he was saving her life, not trying to make out with her, he might have had a hard-on. Wouldn't that have been embarrassing. 
 
    A minute later, Dale swished the fabric door aside, coming out with two glasses of water, one already half empty. Edward accepted one with a nod of thanks, and then gulped down the ice-cold liquid. 
 
    After a long swim like that, where they transformed and used a lot of magic like that, water dragons like them became extremely thirsty. It was part of how their magic worked. 
 
    "So," Dale said after finishing his glass. "What the hell do we do now?" 
 
    From their seated position, they could see the cave entrance, where Edward lived, down below. At least they wouldn't have to worry about the two of them running off without either Edward or Dale noticing, but chances were they wouldn't find the exit anyway. They would have to go through Edward's place first, which they would probably find maze-like and disorienting the first time they saw it. 
 
    "If Klein knew they were here, he would freak out," Edward said. 
 
    "So we're agreed that we have to send them back. I mean, going out and mingling with the ladies and getting punished for that is one thing, but bringing them back here? He would be furious. Like, next-level angry." 
 
    "I know." Edward sighed. 
 
    And yet, he didn't want to send them home. The blue-haired one, at least. He couldn't explain his unusual attraction to her. Maybe it was, in part, because he'd seen her in his dragon form, where he tended to think more like a beast, all primal thoughts of fighting, hunting, sex. His dragon seemed to want her just as much as he did. 
 
    Edward believed it was more than that, though. Exactly what, he couldn't place his finger on just yet. He needed more time, and he wouldn't get it if he sent her off the island. 
 
    If he did that, he might never see her again, and he would be left to always wonder. 
 
    "But ...?" Dale prompted. 
 
    "I don't want to send them back. At least, not if they want to stay." 
 
    "Considering you're usually the stickler for the rules, I can’t believe you just said that. Letting them stay isn't exactly an option." 
 
    Edward wiped the condensation off of his glass with his index finger, letting the cool droplets fall into his palm. "Like you said, it's not like Klein really ever comes down here. He won't notice." 
 
    "We can't exactly let them roam around the island, though. Even on our territories, any of the others could simply see them from just flying around. It wouldn't be safe." Dale put his cup down, stood up, shoved his hands in his pockets. "Wouldn't it be irresponsible to put them in so much danger, especially after we just saved them? Who knows what Klein would do to them. No humans have ever been allowed here, and with good reason." 
 
    "They can stay in the caves," Edward said. "They'll be safe there. Klein hasn't gone there in over ten years." 
 
    "Ed, humans aren't like us. They can't stay in one place for so long without getting bored. If you try to keep them in there, they'll either run away and get caught by one of the other dragons, or they'll be miserable before long." 
 
    Edward sat back. He was trying to argue something futile, and he knew better. It was dangerous for humans here, more so than the rest of the world. Too much out-of-control magic, too many dragons, and not to mention, the treasure. All of it enchanted, not fit for human hands. 
 
    And Dale was right: rules were rules, and no humans on the island was a much more important one than minimal contact with the outside world. Who knew what would happen if too many people knew that the island existed? 
 
    Ah, there it was. The reason for them to stay. 
 
    "We can't just let them go, either," Edward said. Dale made a face, but Edward continued, "no one else knows about this island. They are the first humans ever to set foot here. If we let them go, others could learn about the location." 
 
    "I don't think that will be a problem. They don't seem like the types to have any connections in our world. It's not like other humans are going to believe them, either. Even if they did, our magic would keep them away." 
 
    Edward sighed again. Logic always won out, but still, he didn't want to give up. He wanted to get to know that blue-haired woman in more ways than one. 
 
    "We should give them a choice, then," Edward said. "If they want to stay for a few days, let them. They won't be able to get into any trouble in that time if we keep an eye on them. That way, when we do take them to Hawaii or wherever they're headed, we at least have a chance to tell them more about us and our world. If they know more, they'll be more respectful of our secrets." 
 
    "I don't know ..." Dale shook his head. "Well, there's never been convincing you of anything once you have your mind set to it. So, if that's what you want to do, let's do it. Like you said, we'll probably be fine." 
 
    Probably being the keyword there. 
 
    But for some more time with that mysterious, strong-willed woman, he was willing to risk a lot more than his life.  
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    The women's whispers bounced off the cave walls as Edward approached, but the words were too distorted for him to figure out what they were saying. He approached, making some noise so they knew he was coming and would not think he was sneaking up on them. 
 
    They were huddled together by the water's edge, the part of the cave that went back into the ocean—where he'd swam through with them in tow to bring them to this place. He met the bright green eyes of the blue-haired woman, and he paused in his tracks, just for a moment, before sliding into an easy smile. 
 
    "I never caught either of your names," Edward said. 
 
    "Megan," the blue-haired woman said without hesitation. 
 
    "Megan, what are you doing?" the other woman hissed. "We don't know what they're going to do to us. Don't tell them anything." 
 
    "And my friend here is Tracy." Megan tucked a strand of blue hair behind her ear and stood, reaching out a hand to shake Edward's. "I'm sorry about before, I mean, about calling you a creep. I was scared, and ..." She squeezed his hand tighter. "What I mean to say is, thank you for saving us." 
 
    "Don't mention it," he said with a smile. His hand tingled pleasantly in her hold, and he didn't want to let go. He was disappointed when she drew it away. "We're just glad you're both safe." 
 
    "So ... I guess the big question is what happens now?" 
 
    Edward opened his mouth, momentarily rendered speechless because of the curious sparkle in Megan's eyes. Megan. What a fitting name for such a stunning woman. Just looking at her got his dragon all riled up, hungry for more of her. Now that she was up and moving around, he got a better look at her. 
 
    She was on the petite side, but not so small he would have been afraid of crushing her if he found himself on top of her. He already knew she was strong enough to stand her ground against him, and he was a dragon. That said a lot about her, just the bravery she showed in being here, completely unafraid of him or Dale. More than anything, he thought she just wanted answers. 
 
    Staring at her, Edward had lost track of her question and the topic at hand, which was one of anxiety for everyone involved. 
 
    He cleared his throat, pulling his eyes away from hers. He had to focus, and he couldn't do that if he was looking straight at her. "First of all, I wanted to show you around a little. We decided that you could stay here for a few days, if you wanted," he said. "Otherwise, tonight when the other dragons on the island are asleep, we'll bring you to Hawaii. Regardless, you'll want dinner and a place to rest for a few hours." 
 
    Megan perked up. "There are other dragons?" 
 
    Oops, he hadn't meant to let that slip. But the information would be valuable in helping them decide what to do, so he decided to be honest. If the fact that there were more dragons made them want to leave, that was probably for the best, even if it wasn't what Edward wanted. 
 
    "Yes, and none of them know that you're here. It's important it stays that way. I don't know what they'll do to you if they know you're here ... when you're not supposed to be." 
 
    "Isn't that a good enough reason to go home?" Tracy said. "I want to go back. We can't stay here. Dragons, Megan! They'll eat us alive." 
 
    Megan frowned. "Would they?" 
 
    Edward shrugged. "We don't eat humans, no. That's silly. But that doesn't mean staying here wouldn't be potentially dangerous for you." Again, he met Megan's eyes. Those bright green eyes bore into him, not showing a hint of fear. "In the caves, I can promise you'll be safe. No one else comes down here besides Dale and me." 
 
    He kept his focus on Megan, no matter how distracting it was to stare into her eyes, shimmering like glossy jade. They changed color whenever the light hit them differently. Beautiful, just like the rest of her. Edward tried to project just how badly he wanted her to choose to stay. He wanted her to be here with him, at least for a little while. 
 
    He had to get to know her. Had to figure out why he couldn't stop thinking about her, why she drove his dragon crazy ... and he would much rather for her to stay willingly than have no choice but to make her stay longer against her will. 
 
    "You want us to stay, don't you?" she said. "Why?" 
 
    She read his intentions. He took in a breath of relief. Now he only had to convince her without telling her the whole truth. Just part of it. He couldn't explain what he didn't know. 
 
    "Come on, let's go to my place, and I'll show you where you can sleep, and then I'll tell you more," he said. 
 
    He turned away before they could say no. Partially it was because he was stalling, wanting to spend as much time with Megan as possible, but he really did want to make sure they were comfortable. If they saw the rest of his place before they made up their minds, maybe they wouldn't be so eager to leave. 
 
    At the top of the smooth incline and then around a corner, there was a wooden door. He checked that Tracy and Megan were following him before he pushed it open and stepped into his house ... well, a cave made into a house. 
 
    For the most part, he had kept the cave walls intact, with the exception of the large pieces of mother of pearl that he used for decoration. The interior walls were crafted from dried coral, a mosaic of pastel colors ranging from pinks to blues. The room they came through was the back exit, so it wasn't as grand as the real entranceway, but it still boasted high cave ceilings, which were spaced out with gaps to let in natural sunlight. Where a chandelier might have hung, he had light essence blazing in place of using electricity. Edward loved the touch of magic, which was supplied personally by Klein, who happened to be a light dragon. Creating light that mimicked the sun was one of his specialties. 
 
    Megan and Tracy were silent as they followed him from one room to the next, each grander than the last. Leather furniture, walls inlaid with every gemstone imaginable. Golden treasures hung on display. Awe was written into their features, and Edward felt a hint of pride when Megan took an extra moment to examine each of the mother of pearl carvings on the walls. 
 
    Edward had painstakingly carved each and every one of them himself. It wasn't like he had much else to do when trapped on this island for as long as he'd been. At least fifty years by now, in human terms. 
 
    "There aren't many who know that we dragons exist," Edward said as they walked through the living area, toward the outer caves that he had set up as guest rooms for whenever the other dragons crashed at his place. "But now you do. And while there aren't many more dragons out in the wild ... there is a whole world out there that you don't know about. Magic. Other creatures beyond your imagination. I don't think it's a good idea to send you back out there unprepared, especially now that you've met us. You'll probably see others, or, at least, notice them. It could be dangerous, more so than staying here for a few extra days." 
 
    When he glanced at Megan, he saw the wheels turning in her head, but when she opened her mouth to respond, Tracy took her arm and dragged her away from Edward. 
 
    "Absolutely not," Tracy said. "Didn't you just hear what he said? We're not supposed to be here. Even if they're not going to eat us, we're in danger here. I don't see how learning anything else will change that." 
 
    Megan turned around to face Tracy. "You must have missed the part where Edward said that there are more people like him out there that we better know about. I'm willing to take my chances here if it means we'll stand a chance against whatever else is out there." 
 
    Tracy glared at Megan, and then at Edward. He got the message and raised his hands. "Here's your room. Once you two have taken some time to talk through your options, I'll make you something for dinner. I'll just be in the other room if you have any questions." 
 
    Megan met his eyes again, giving him a nod of appreciation. "Thank you, really. We'll let you know our decision." 
 
    Her words dismissed him, but her eyes didn't. Her body posture didn't. He could tell that she wanted him to stay, and he was glad of it. She wanted to be here. 
 
    Maybe she was just as curious about him as he was about her. 
 
    "I'm not here to pressure you into making a decision either way," Edward said. "Honestly, it would be easier to just dump you in Hawaii and leave you to it, but I think that would be irresponsible. So the choice is completely yours." 
 
    But unless Megan could convince Tracy, the choice that Megan looked like she wanted to make might not matter. 
 
    Edward left the cave and the two women to their privacy, fingers crossed that Megan could convince her friend that they were better off if they stayed for a few days. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 – Megan 
 
      
 
    The cave was less like a cave and more like a luxury hotel. With the way the cave was shaped, it ended up being two-tiered with a flat area near the entrance, and then a set of stairs carved into an upper cave. The frontmost area was decorated with a large woven rug, a couch, and a flatscreen. Huh, it looked like there was electricity here after all, even though in the rest of the cave it had looked like Edward used magic to power the lights. 
 
    By the entrance, Tracy crossed her arms, refusing to move. "We can't stay here, Megan." 
 
    At first, Megan ignored her, moving up toward the second tier where a king-sized bed took up most of the space. What interested her the most, however, was the little hole in the wall that looked outside. She sat on the bench placed beside it and leaned forward to get a better look. 
 
    It was a good thing she wasn't a prisoner here, because it definitely wasn't large enough to fit through. But it was large enough to see the warm, sandy beach outside, and to let the cool summer breeze trickle inside. The ocean waves crashed peacefully on the beach below, and although it wasn't Hawaii, it was, in a way, the vacation she'd been looking for. 
 
    Funny how falling victim to a freak storm, almost drowning, and being saved by a water dragon changed her outlook on her situation back home. All of a sudden, the drama with her family didn't seem so important anymore: she was more worried about surviving until the next day. 
 
    While Edward and Dale didn't seem to be threats, they implied that the other dragons on the island might be. Was Megan crazy for thinking that staying was a good idea? Or was Edward right, that they should be prepared to face whatever other dangers waited out there when they returned? 
 
    While Tracy was scared of what they found here, Megan found herself more worried about what they didn't see. She wouldn't be able to go home after this and just forget that they stumbled onto an island with a bunch of dragons. 
 
    Nor the implications of magic and other magical beings out there, not all of them friendly. 
 
    "We need to stay," Megan said. "Even if it's just for a day or two. I want to learn more about the dragons and their world." 
 
    Tracy crossed her arms. "You don't really believe that they're dragons, do you?" 
 
    "I know what I saw. Are you going to deny what has to be the only explanation for the fact that we're still alive?" 
 
    "But dragons, Megan? I'm not as sure as you seem to be. If there were dragons and magic and other things like them roaming around in LA or Hawaii, don't you think we would have heard of it by now?" 
 
    For a moment, a trickle of doubt came into play. Tracy had a point: if magical creatures were really as prevalent as Edward wanted to lead them to believe, wouldn't other people know about them? 
 
    But what if they were just that well hidden? Or what if the few humans who did know either didn't breathe a word or didn't survive long enough to share their findings? 
 
    Maybe they were lucky to have a chance not to fall into the second category. For all they knew, this could be a test to decide if they were going to spread the word or not. 
 
    "If not dragons, then what do you believe happened?" Megan said. 
 
    Tracy shook her head and sighed. "I don't know ... a boat? A plane?" 
 
    "A smaller boat wouldn't have survived those waves. And you felt the wind, Trace." 
 
    Tracy paced along the wall near the exit. Megan watched her, honestly surprised to find her best friend, who was usually so put together, falling apart at the seams. She wasn't throwing any of her usual psychology tricks at Megan, either. Nothing like 'what trauma in your life leads you to believe that dragons are real?'  
 
    Which meant that, somewhere deep down, Tracy knew what she saw just as much as Megan did. Only Tracy wasn't quite equipped to welcome the truth with open arms, not when science always tried to teach her that there were more likely explanations. 
 
    "Look ..." Megan said, moving down the steps toward her friend. "I know this is hard. Trust me, I'm struggling just as much as you are, here. What's happening around us ... what happened, it's all unbelievable." 
 
    "Yeah?" Tracy laughed and sniffed, and Megan realized she was crying. "Then why am I the one freaking out, and you're calm and steady?" 
 
    "One of us has to be strong, right?" 
 
    "I guess that's always been your job." 
 
    Megan wrapped her arms around Tracy, who was stiff from her worries and fears. They'd been best friends for their whole lives ... and they had to stick together. "I don't think anyone can be expected to stay strong when we were rescued by dragons and taken to a strange island in the middle of nowhere, now sentenced to wait and see what they do with us. But ... I want to be optimistic. I don't think Edward and Dale are out to hurt us." 
 
    "What makes you so sure?" Tracy said. When she let go of Megan, Tracy wiped her tears away. 
 
    Edward's ocean blue eyes blinked into focus beneath Megan's eyelids. The calm, steady nature of them, certain of both safety and danger. He had the appeal of the sea itself, a protector, but he was also one not afraid to kill. And yet whenever she looked into his eyes, she felt so certain he wanted to be a protector, not a killer. 
 
    And when he looked at her, there was something else hidden there. Something she needed to know the truth about. How could he look at her that way, like he'd known her and been in love with her their whole lives, when they'd never met before? 
 
    Because that was exactly how she felt about him. The second she woke up, sputtering water on his face, something clicked between them. 
 
    "I can't explain it, I just am," Megan said. "And finding them, I think it's the opportunity of a lifetime. We would be crazy to leave this place before learning everything we can about them and their world." 
 
    Again, Tracy shook her head. "I don't think I can do that. It's all just ... it's just too different from what we're taught in our world. I don't think I can accept it all as easily as you can. I'd rather just go back to our normal lives. Pretend this never happened." 
 
    "And what if you can't?" 
 
    "That's a bridge I'll cross after reaching it." 
 
    Megan sighed, ran her fingers through her hair in frustration. For a moment, she thought she'd been getting to Tracy, making her see that they couldn't just walk away from this. No matter which way they walked forward, they were going forward, and that was either without the knowledge they needed, or with it. 
 
    Tracy tilted her head. Her mouth wasn't trembling anymore, and there weren't any more tears, although the areas around her brown eyes were puffy and pink from the crying. "I wonder if they're like mo'o," she said. 
 
    The comment pulled Megan out of her thoughts. "Like what? Is that some Hawaiian thing?" 
 
    Tracy shrugged. "The Kānaka people, the native Hawaiians, they tell stories about benevolent water spirits living on the islands called mo'o. They protect the waters from trespassers and will manifest as dragons to do so. Isn't that kind of what Edward said he and his brother were doing?" 
 
    They hadn't said too much about their role on the island, but they did specify that they were guardians, and that they were water dragons. 
 
    "Would it make you feel better if they were?" Megan said. 
 
    She wasn't going to question how this story about Hawaiian dragons would somehow make Tracy believe that Edward and Dale were really dragons, if it helped convince her to stay on the island. Since Tracy had lived in Hawaii for the last couple of years for school, she'd made a point of immersing herself in Hawaiian culture and learning more about the locals. Maybe that was the key to making Tracy see the truth ... assuming Edward and Dale were mo'o, like she suggested they might be. 
 
    "I don't know, maybe," Tracy said. "Apparently mo'o won't attack unless they or their land are threatened. Usually." 
 
    Megan smirked. "You know, if this is really a question of whether to believe them or not, I'm sure Edward would be happy to transform again, while we're both conscious, so we know for sure." 
 
    "I'm good." Tracy leaned against the cave wall, stretching her neck back. "I just need some time, okay? And some rest." 
 
    "All right, then. I'll go talk to Edward, you get some rest, and we'll figure out what to do when I get back with more information, yeah?" 
 
    Tracy nodded, pressing a hand to her head. "That bed is looking really comfortable right about now." 
 
    It was easy to forget that just a couple of hours ago, Tracy had consumed a lot more alcohol than Megan had. It was probably doing a number on her system, especially after all the craziness they'd been through. 
 
    While she rested, Megan went in search of Edward. He had to be around here somewhere still ... and this time, the two of them would most likely be alone. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Without the pressure of moving through Edward's cavern home with eyes watching her, it was a lot easier for Megan to appreciate the magnificence and detail that went into making the place not just hospital, but cozy. The room she was going to share with Tracy was nice, but the rest of this place was something else. 
 
    From the shape of the walls and ceiling, it looked as though the cavern had once been a lot smaller. Someone had taken the time to extend the space within with extreme patience and care. Megan wondered if Edward had done that because he wanted to live here, or because he had no choice. 
 
    She didn't know much about this island yet, or the other dragons here. For all she knew, he'd been forced to live in these caves. But from the beautifully decorated atmosphere, the ornate furniture, and the love taken to etch even the walls with the whorls and patterns of a true artist, she was led to believe that he wanted to be here. 
 
    It almost felt like an invasion of privacy to wander through Edward's home unchecked. She told herself she wasn't snooping, that she was just trying to find him, but she would have been lying to herself. 
 
    Just as badly as she wanted to find him and talk, she also wanted to know more about him. His life, his home—what was he doing here? What kind of person was he? 
 
    Was he truly a dragon, a mo'o, or just a man? 
 
    Did it matter, when just a look was enough to make her stomach flutter in a way no man had ever made her feel before? 
 
    Megan turned into the next room, made oblivious by her thoughts, but then stopped and placed a hand on the wooden threshold when she spotted movement. Dragging herself back to reality and away from thoughts of Edward, she noticed him sitting at a table in the next room. 
 
    For a second she thought it was the kitchen, but she quickly realized she couldn't have been farther from the truth. 
 
    Stacks of beautiful, iridescent mother of pearl covered every surface in the room. The tables—minus where Edward was sitting, facing away from her—the shelves, even some larger pieces lay propped up against cabinets on the floor. In most of the spaces where there was no mother of pearl were well-used tools from drills and chisels and other sharp things she didn't recognize. 
 
    It took her stepping closer to Edward and looking over his shoulder, seeing him with a smaller shell and a carving knife in his hand, to realize that it wasn't just a closet stuffed to the brim for no reason. 
 
    She watched him, in silence except for the scrape of his blade, etch an elegant curve into the shell in his hands. The image was new, just started, so whatever he envisioned in the piece, she couldn't see it yet. 
 
    "You're an artist," Megan blurted as the pieces fell into place. "And this is your studio?" 
 
    She had planned to say many different things to him when they came face-to-face again, and these words hadn't been amongst her plans. But they were what felt natural in the moment. 
 
    "It is." He placed the shell and the knife back down, and shifted in his seat to look at her. "I'm surprised you came out of your room so fast. Are you hungry?" 
 
    Megan's stomach clenched at the idea of food, but she was hungry for something else right now: knowledge. And ... being so close, she swore she felt Edward's warmth, smelled the spicy musk of his cologne. It sent a shivering tingle down her spine, awakening a desire she hadn't felt in a long, long time. 
 
    Maybe she was also a bit hungry for him. But this wasn't the time. She bit her lip and shoved those feelings down, as hard as it was. 
 
    "I'm okay, thanks. I just wanted to ... talk," she said, but when Edward raised his eyebrows, she realized that wasn't really enough of an explanation. "Tracy, she's not really convinced about staying. She's worried. Scared, I guess." 
 
    Edward shrugged. "I imagine it's shocking." He tilted his head back, looking straight into her eyes. "Are you scared of me?" 
 
    Looking straight at him, really at him, Megan saw the dragon in his eyes. The creature that was ready to strike at a moment's notice. Someone who was afraid of the truth might have seen that monster and run away, but Megan wasn't that kind of person. She looked deeper, saw the softness in him, an honest man, someone who was far more than just the dragon he shared a body with. 
 
    The potential for far more. 
 
    "I'm not," she said with a smile, and then pointed at the shell he was carving. "So you carved all of those mother of pearls that are hanging around the caves." 
 
    He quirked his head. "I've been on this island for a very long time. Carving these shells has been one of the few things that have drawn my attention, and been able to keep it." 
 
    Megan wondered, briefly, what it took to get his attention. Did she have it? 
 
    "They are very beautiful. But surely there are other things that have caught your eye?" 
 
    "Of course there are." He gave a charming smile, one that made her insides melt, her skin tingle. "But we dragons seldom leave the island. For security reasons." 
 
    "That's ... horrible. So you've lived most of your life locked up here?" 
 
    "Locked up isn't exactly how I would describe it. We all chose to be here. But ... it does get lonely at times." He held up one of the shells he was working on. "At least I have my shells. The other dragons have their hobbies, too. It's so peaceful that we really can't complain most of the time." 
 
    What was it that kept Edward, Dale, and the other dragons he mentioned stuck here in this place? After all the crap she went through with her family, part of her thought that being isolated like that might actually be nice. A pleasant break from all of the insanity. But for years? Maybe not. 
 
    Megan blinked, refocusing on Edward. When did she get so close to him? He was just a few inches away, still sitting relaxed, at his workbench. But now that she was so close, she could see the dark speckles in his eyes, could better appreciate the masculine curve of his jaw. 
 
    He was so hot that just being near him made her breath heavier. Warm desire coursed through her, and he was all she could think about. All of the questions she had for him faded away, as unimportant as the family she left behind. 
 
    "I've been lonely, too," she murmured. 
 
    Something flickered in his eyes. Understanding, desire, everything she felt mirrored back at her. Edward truly was breathtaking to look at; he had the face and demeanor of someone trustworthy. She wanted to spill all of her secrets to him, everything she'd gone through to get to this point. He looked like he would listen. Care. 
 
    And yet, they both wanted something else first ... 
 
    "There's a way we can both fix that." Edward reached out, taking her hand, guiding her onto his lap. A thrill coursed through her, the heat of her need taking over her senses, any pretense of logic. 
 
    He stroked her cheek, gently, before tilting her mouth to his. He left Megan plenty of opportunities to say no, to change her mind, to run back to the safety of the guest room. But all she could think of was this mysterious, sexy man in front of her. His mouth was soft and yet rough with need against hers, desperate for a taste of her. Their lips moved to the flow of their bodies, capturing the hottest essence of their desire, making it clear just how much they wanted each other. 
 
    Ever since she first laid eyes on him, he'd made her all hot and bothered. Deep down, they both shared a loneliness from feeling isolated, and right now, they were each other's best chance at more. 
 
    What exactly 'more' was didn't matter much right then, at least not compared to the warmth of his tongue, his hands snaking around her neck. 
 
    "Megan ..." he murmured against his mouth, his kisses hungry. "I want you." 
 
    "Then take me," she said, and kissed him even harder, their mouths and tongues lashing until they were both breathless. 
 
    Edward didn't hesitate. He hefted her up, and she wrapped her legs around his waist. While they kissed, he carried her through the house, eventually kicking open a door and placing her down on the mattress. 
 
    As soon as she was sitting again, Megan lifted her sundress to reveal her naked body. No bra, no panties, just completely bare ... all for Edward. It had been way too hot for underclothes, and now not wearing any was an advantage. Fewer barriers between her and Edward, nothing left to keep her from what she wanted. Needed. 
 
    Edward's hands were on her hips in an instant, trailing his fingers up her sides, cupping her breasts. He kept his eyes on her face, seemingly watching for any change in her expression. He rubbed her breasts with his palms, and the warmth of his touch set her on fire. A moan rose in her throat, and she arched her neck back, letting the sound run through all of her. 
 
    Never had she needed someone so badly before. It almost seemed taboo, her, a simple human, him, a dragon ... but that just made the prospect of being with him even hotter. More dangerous. He was a creature of myth, so she would let out a bit of her animal side, too. 
 
    He brushed his thumbs against her nipples, and she moaned, leaning back and spreading her legs to give him a better view of all of her. And look at her he did. Edward devoured the sight of her, one of his hands snaking down her stomach and further below to brush against her clit. Megan quivered at his touch, desperate for more of him. 
 
    Since Edward was still topless, Megan finally took the chance to run her fingers along his abs, taking in each of his thick muscles. Touching them was far better than merely looking at them, and she loved the way he shivered at her touch, enjoying every second of it. She could worship his abs, his muscles, his mouth ... his cock. 
 
    Megan wrapped her arms around his neck, pushing her breasts up toward his face. He got the message and buried his nose in them, squishing them against his cheeks while he squeezed them both, kissing the center of her chest. His kisses turned to nibbles as he moved outward toward one of her nipples, gently biting her there. She gasped and her eyes fluttered closed as his hand traveled even deeper, slipping through her folds in search of more of her. 
 
    Fuck. Every sensation was just right, just where it needed to be, at the right time. Edward was damn good at this, working a woman's body ... and Megan craved more of him. She wanted him to touch all of her, to feel him everywhere, to fill her up and make her feel whole in the only way a man could. 
 
    He sucked on her breasts, flicked his tongue, sending waves of heat and sensation coursing through her. She ran her fingers through his hair, pulling him against her, needing more, more. And when she did, his finger slipped inside of her. A moan bubbled from her, filling her with heat, a tiny taste of what was to come. She could just sit there, letting him work her, and he would leave her panting and desperate, exhausted from pleasure ... but she needed more. While he fingered her, Megan undid his pants, searching for the prize hidden beneath. 
 
    Before she even touched him, he was bulging and at the ready. His hot cock burned against her fingers, fluid leaking from the tip. Edward's breath hitched as she stroked him, enjoying the thickness of him in her hand. Throbbing, all for her. 
 
    Edward surfaced from her breasts, a wild look in his eyes. Like he was less man than animal, and she was just feeding into those instincts. He growled and pushed her back onto the bed. 
 
    She sighed into his mouth, and he spread her legs open further, his cock searching for her entrance and finding the target. He rubbed his length against her folds, making sure she was wet enough, ready enough for him. 
 
    And then, without warning, he plunged inside her. In the moment that he slid into her, Megan could feel nothing else. A loud moan erupted from her, so loud she worried that Tracy or Dale might have heard her, but at the same time, she was so wild with lust that she didn't care if they had. Maybe it would be better for them to know that Megan had claimed Edward all for herself, and he'd claimed her. 
 
    That was what it felt like: like they'd laid an invisible claim on each other. It started when they first saw each other, before either of them could put words to the thoughts and desires coursing through them. Edward filled her to the brim with his cock and need, leaving her shaking with pleasure.  
 
    His size had been a shock to her system, but now she needed more. With him deep inside of her, Megan rocked her hips, making sure she absorbed every hint of pleasure he had to offer. 
 
    Her hands were around his neck again, or else she might not have been able to stay upright. "Ugh, you feel so good," Megan groaned. 
 
    "Oh yeah?" Edward grunted. "And here I was thinking the same about you ..." 
 
    He clamped his hands around her thighs and thrust into her. She went wild with the feel of him, the certainty that she'd never felt anything so damn good in her whole life. Megan rocked with the movement of their lust, letting the fire in her core take control of her completely. She burned with need for Edward, for more pleasure, for him to make her burn up completely. 
 
    And with each thrust, he came closer. Megan's fingers dug into his shoulders, and he leaned forward, seeking her mouth with his. When he found her, another moan escaped her lips, the accumulation of everything she felt when she was with him. Such intense feelings, both physical and emotional, that she couldn't bring them to words. Only her body could communicate what she needed to say. 
 
    Edward growled into her mouth. Megan captured the sound, committing his pleasure to memory. With each flick of their tongues, the fire inside her burned hotter, brighter, coming closer to bursting. He thickened inside her, pulsing as they both neared the apex of their pleasure. And when Megan tilted her hips forward, just enough to rub her clit against the right spot, Edward also thrust all the way into her again. 
 
    She gasped and clawed at his shoulders, the fire inside her coming up all at once. It felt like he was burning her alive, but with the fire of the heavens, filling her with such bliss that she collapsed on the bed completely, convulsing with pleasure, and everything went white. His arms wrapped around her, and his groans deepened with hers, joining Megan in the shuddering warmth of climax. 
 
    "Holy gods," she panted when she could finally speak again. 
 
    He kissed her forehead, his warm breath oddly relaxing against her forehead. "Not a god, per se, but I'm happy to please ..." 
 
    Megan chuckled and wrapped her arms around his neck, bringing him down flat against her. Their mouths met again, their kisses light, like butterflies, until Edward pulled back to lie beside her. 
 
    There, he stroked her hair until she dozed off into the best sleep she'd ever had. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 – Edward 
 
      
 
    Edward woke up to Megan's calming scent all around him. He smelled like her, and so did his bed, his pillow ... and she was here, curled up in his arms. He breathed in deep, content. He didn't have curtains on the cave window, so morning sunlight blared through, illuminating the other side of the room. 
 
    They'd slept the whole day and night away. For him, it wasn't a surprise. After he used so much magic, he always became exhausted. There were times where he'd slept for days after. But it seemed strange for a human to sleep that long, especially when she hadn't been injured. Had he been too rough with her yesterday? 
 
    He sorted through his memories of when they had sex. The way she'd moaned like she couldn't get enough of him, how wet and ready she'd been. No, he didn't think he hurt her. But just in case, his hand slid down her side, toward her thigh, feeling for any injuries. He'd grabbed her thighs hard, but he'd managed to be gentle enough with her, it seemed. 
 
    With a sigh of relief, he pulled her closer against him. Her form fit perfectly against him, and he could have held her like this forever, thinking about all the filthy things they could do together. Of what they'd already done. 
 
    His hand traveled further up toward her hips. She squirmed in her sleep, a light sigh escaping her. It would be so easy to ask for more. And from how she'd responded to him yesterday, he was certain she would want more, too. 
 
    A growl escaped him, and he realized he was already hard again at the thought of her. He wanted her again. He couldn't help himself. She was gorgeous and strong-willed and knew how to fuck. While it had only been a few weeks since he last had sex, he couldn't ever recall having sex like he just did with Megan. 
 
    He wanted more. But he didn't want to just take it when he still didn't know her all that well. 
 
    His dragon, though, had a mind of its own. Always the horny bastard, just like him. It wanted him to move his hand closer to her pussy, to brush her clit, to see if he could make her cum in her sleep. That would be one way to make her wake up all soaked and ready for more ... but that was the kind of thing he would want to do with a long-term girlfriend, not someone he'd just met. 
 
    So why was his dragon acting like they'd known each other for far longer? 
 
    Edward shook off his dragon's influence and withdrew his hand from between Megan's legs. She made a sleepy sound resembling disappointment, and he smiled. If things went well, maybe there wouldn't be much for either of them to be disappointed in. He wanted to get to the bottom of the mystery of why he was so attracted to her, and spending more time with her seemed like the best way to find answers. If they happened to spend some of that time fucking, well ... that was better for them both, wasn't it? 
 
    A moment later, he realized that Megan had opened her eyes and was blinking at him with clear confusion. 
 
    "Good morning," he said, and went in to give her a kiss. 
 
    She turned her head to the side, her cheeks going pink. "Good morning, um ..." She pulled herself out of his arms, only just seeming to realize that they were both naked. "Oh, shit." 
 
    Edward frowned. This hadn't been the response he'd expected at all. "What's wrong?" 
 
    "Nothing, I, uh ..." She bit her lip and wrapped her arms around her chest, as if to hide her boobs, but they were a little too big for her to successfully do so. "I just don't normally do this sort of thing, you know?" 
 
    "It's okay. You don't have to worry about it." 
 
    She shook her head and got off the bed, taking the sheet with her to hide her naked body, but when she found her dress, she seemed to forget about hiding her ass and gave him a full view of it while she slipped on her dress. 
 
    Edward watched, conflicted about whether he should or not. He was confused about her reaction when, yesterday, she'd been completely into him. Practically begging for more. He'd been looking forward to spending the day getting to know her better after this, maybe having a little more fun later. 
 
    Since Megan stole the sheets, when she turned around, now clothed, he was completely bare. He was still hard from fantasizing about her, from seeing her ass right front and center ... and now she was staring right at his cock. He throbbed a little in her gaze. 
 
    Right there, he saw that he wasn't crazy: there was desire in her eyes again, just like there had been last night. She bit her lip and looked him up and down, admiring his body. He wasn't ashamed to let her look, even stretched out to give her a better view. But then she averted her gaze altogether. 
 
    He didn't get why she was so embarrassed. 
 
    "I have to go," she said in a hurry, and headed for the door. 
 
    Edward sat up, scratching his head. 
 
    "Well, don't go far," he said just before she closed the door. 
 
    Hopefully she heard him, and didn't forget that she wasn't supposed to leave the caves. Otherwise she would be in a lot of danger from the other dragons who didn't know she was here. 
 
    Edward sighed and ran his hands through his hair. He wanted to follow her, to make sure she was okay, but he sensed that she needed some time alone, so he let her have it. Besides, he needed some time to think, too, after all that. 
 
    He leaned back, closed his eyes, immersed himself in the sound of the ocean waves coming through the window. In the morning, he always went for a swim to cool off; it was a good way to ready himself for the day, too. A bit of exercise, some fun, experience again the joy of being alive. But with Tracy and Megan around, he didn't dare leave the cave unless he had to. 
 
    Megan ... just before she woke up, he'd been so sure about her. Their time together had been amazing, like their bodies were made for each other. Like they were made to make love to each other. And the way he felt around her, just being near, not even just the sex ... he'd never felt anything else like it. 
 
    While they were in the throes of passion, he thought she had felt the same. She'd clearly enjoyed herself. But maybe he'd been wrong about her. Either now she regretted it, or he'd been wrong. 
 
    Edward didn't want either to be true. 
 
    Well ... he'd put off facing her again long enough. Better check on her before she got lost or decided to run off. He slipped on some clothes and wandered through the caves in search of her. It was easy to assume that she would go off to find food, as he knew humans couldn't go nearly as long without eating as dragons could. Edward could have survived weeks without food, but hey, with how many delicious recipes humans came up with, why ever bother going so long without any? 
 
    His suspicions were confirmed when he heard pots clanging and then Megan cursing under her breath. Edward leaned against the threshold, watching her try to untangle the mess of pots and their handles from the rack by the stove. 
 
    "Need a hand there?" he said. 
 
    She jumped in surprise, banging her head on the rack and sending a couple of pots scattering to the ground. She crouched, holding her head. "Ow ..." 
 
    He went over to her, helping to gather the pots. "Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you." 
 
    Their eyes met. Her bright green eyes were as warm as they had been when they first met, speckled with lighter colors like the boughs of an ancient forest. There were a lot of mysteries hidden inside of those eyes, and Edward wanted to learn every single one of them. 
 
    Megan wrapped her hand around a pot handle and stood. "It's okay. Um ..." She glanced at the kitchen, where she'd strewn out multiple food items and cooking utensils. "Sorry for making a mess of your kitchen." 
 
    "It was already a bit of a mess to begin with," he said, slipping into a smile. "What do you want? I'll make you anything." 
 
    She smiled sheepishly, affected by him whether she liked it or not. He liked that. It made him think that maybe he hadn't been so wrong about her after all. Everything she was going through had to be scary, new. He was scary and new to her. 
 
    "Thanks," she said. "I was trying to make an omelet, but, uh, there were a bunch of weird things in the fridge." 
 
    Edward scanned the assortment of ingredients on the countertop: griffin eggs, jellyfish peppers, unicorn milk. He chuckled. "Right, you picked the wrong fridge." There was a second fridge on the other side of the kitchen, closer to the pantry, where he grabbed everything he needed to make her a bangin' omelet. "Normal eggs, normal peppers." 
 
    "Oh! So you do eat regular food," Megan said. 
 
    "Much to your disappointment, I'm sure. We do regular monthly or bi-weekly supply runs. Most of that other stuff is strange gifts I received from a party I went to a few weeks ago. It's all yummy, but not what I usually eat. Trust me, us dragons eat a lot closer to a human diet than you might expect." 
 
    Edward heated up the stove, prepared to make breakfast. 
 
    "I'm surprised," Megan admitted. "But I guess it makes sense, seeing that you're, well, human? At least some of the time? How does that work?" Her face flushed a little. "Sorry, I don't mean to be rude. If that's a too personal question, you can just ignore it." 
 
    "Curiosity is good. Don't worry about it. So, me and the other dragons on the island, we're not really full-blooded dragons. We're shifters, which means we're both human and dragon all the time, but we only show one side of ourselves at a time." 
 
    Megan went back and forth between staring at him and watching him cook. "So ... do you normally stay in your human-looking form, or your dragon one?" 
 
    "Human, mostly." 
 
    "But why, if there are only other dragons on the island with you? Doesn't that form seem more natural?" 
 
    He shrugged. He didn't really have an answer to that. There were times when he felt more like a man than a dragon, and other times where he felt like he was more dragon than man. He couldn't explain how it worked or what made him lean one way or the other. 
 
    "I'm not shy about using either form when necessary," Edward said. "But honestly? It's usually just more convenient to be human-sized. You have no idea how many buildings I've accidentally knocked over with my tail just because of how damn large my dragon form is." 
 
    Megan grinned, and the twinkling in her eyes made him lose all sense of focus. There was still a hint of wariness there, but he didn't think it was because he was a dragon anymore. Unlike Tracy, Megan seemed so willing to accept what was in front of her. Instead of questioning whether or not he was a liar, she wanted to know more about him and what he was. And that meant a lot to him. 
 
    Just like last night had meant a lot to him. 
 
    Now, like this, with space between them, it seemed like some of the hesitation she had displayed when she left the bedroom in a hurry was still in place. He saw it in her eyes. Some kind of conflict, something he couldn't put his finger on. 
 
    "Listen, about earlier ..." Edward trailed off. "I had a lot of fun." 
 
    "I did, too." 
 
    Awkward silence, except for the sizzling of the pan. 
 
    "But, I, well ... I don't usually do stuff like that. I don't want to give you the wrong impression of me, or—" Megan cut herself off. Sighed. 
 
    "I don't regret what happened," he said. "I hope you don't either. If you don't want it to be a big deal, don't worry about it. It doesn't have to be. My lips are sealed." 
 
    A hint of relief washed over Megan, and that relief stung. "Thanks. Really. I ... I don't know what came over me. You're great, and you've been nothing but kind to me, I'm just ... ugh." 
 
    "You don't have to explain yourself. It was just fun, right?" 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Edward said what he thought she wanted to hear, but somehow, he couldn't make himself mean it. He wanted more than just an hour of fun with her. He wanted to get to know her better, figure out why she affected him the way she did. 
 
    But even if they had a good time together, maybe that strangely obsessive attraction he had for her was only one-sided. 
 
    Yet, that didn't explain the lustful look she had in her eyes, hidden beneath everything else. 
 
    Fuck, this woman was going to drive him insane, always guessing, always uncertain ... 
 
    Edward finished the omelet, plated it, put it on the table for her. "Enjoy." 
 
    She scarfed down half of it within a minute. "Oh my god, that's amazing," she said. "Didn't you make one for yourself?" 
 
    He shrugged. "Not hungry." 
 
    Megan ate the last half of it much slower, taking in the bites one by one. "Crazy question, but ... are you by chance a mo'o?" 
 
    Edward laughed. "No. Most mo'o are female, and I've never heard of them leaving the Hawaiian islands. Why do you ask?" 
 
    "Tracy was wondering. She seemed to think that if you were mo'o, you might not be so scary after all." Megan shrugged. "I guess I'll have to find another way to convince her." 
 
    "Speaking of Tracy ... I guess you don't know if she's staying or going yet?" 
 
    "I'd been hoping to talk to you more about dragons first, and then go back to her with more information to convince her, but instead, we ..." She bit her lip. 
 
    Yeah, they had happened instead. Not that Edward regretted it in the slightest, but he hoped it didn't mean that Megan would for some reason change her mind about staying. If anything, shouldn't she want to stay even more? 
 
    He could pleasure her all night long if that was what she wanted. If only she would stay. 
 
    "What about you?" he said. 
 
    She shook her head. He didn't like that at all. 
 
    "I should go find Tracy and talk to her. Once I know how she feels about all this, I'll let you know our decision." She handed him her empty plate. "Thanks for breakfast." 
 
    He nodded and watched her go for the second time that morning, still feeling no closer to keeping her by his side than before. Why was Megan so ... different? Usually the women Edward slept with couldn't get enough of him. By the time he was done with them, they were begging for more of his cock, more time with him, to date him. Some of them, he did go for another round with. 
 
    Some, he would have dated. But he couldn't. 
 
    Now, though, he wondered if it was somehow meant to be that way. Megan was right here, and he wanted nothing more than to find a way to be with her. 
 
    While he brooded over what he was going to do if Megan chose to stay or leave, he cleaned up the kitchen, including putting away all the strange ingredients that she'd pulled out of the fridge. They all came courtesy of the dragons from California, who had shown them a great time before Edward and Dale came back to the island. If only the dragons on Rockpool Island could live a similar life ... one of luxury, but not one that required isolation. 
 
    For so long, Edward had never questioned it. They needed to protect the treasure, their secrets. Now, that secrecy just seemed like a needless barrier. What threat were a couple of humans to their mighty dragon selves, anyway? 
 
    Hurried footsteps sounded down the hall, and Edward turned in time to find Megan rushing back into the kitchen, her eyes wild and frantic. 
 
    "Megan? What's wrong?" Edward asked, unable to keep the note of concern from his voice. 
 
    "It's Tracy," she panted. "I can't find her anywhere. She must have left the cave." 
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    "What do you mean Tracy is gone?" Dale said after Edward explained what had happened. "You had one job! You couldn't keep your eyes on two humans?" 
 
    "I take it that means you haven't seen her," Edward said sarcastically. "Will you help me find her, at least?" 
 
    Dale sighed and hopped from the platform where his house was and down into the sandy beach below. "I better, since it's not just your ass on the line, but mine also." 
 
    Megan was standing on the beach, and she scrambled a few steps away when Dale landed nearby. "Go back inside," he said. 
 
    "I need to help. You said she could be in danger out here," Megan said. 
 
    "Yes, and so will you if you stay out here." 
 
    Edward landed beside Megan and grabbed her arm. "She'll be fine. I'll keep her with me." 
 
    Dale gave him a skeptical look, one that had a hint of 'I told you these humans were more trouble than they're worth' and then shook his head. "Fine. You two check the beach where it's safer, I'll check inland, just in case." 
 
    He jogged up the hill, toward the forested landscape beyond, and then Megan and Edward were alone again. This time under far worse circumstances than before. 
 
    Edward tried to remain as calm as possible, because Megan was already panicking enough for the both of them. She was practically hyperventilating. 
 
    He placed a hand on her shoulder. "It's okay. We're going to find her, and no one will know the difference." 
 
    They started up the beach. Going south only resulted in a dead-end, as the upper side of Edward's cave home made the terrain far too difficult to climb for a human. 
 
    "If Tracy went along the beach, she would have gone this way," Edward said, pointing as they walked. 
 
    Further ahead, there was only an open beach, flanked by wild palm and kukui trees. It seemed unlikely that Tracy went this direction at all, but Edward accepted that possibility when he agreed to let Dale go inland. It was safer for Megan in this direction. 
 
    "I don't see any footprints in the sand," Megan said. "They wouldn't have washed away already. Either she traveled on solid earth, or she went in the direction Dale went." 
 
    "We still have to check this way. There are only so many places she would have gone. If she went the other way, Dale will find her quickly. I promise." 
 
    Megan nodded solemnly. Under different circumstances, hiking along the beach with her might have been romantic, but their minds were both focused on more important things. 
 
    Still, as the silence stretched between them, Edward noticed more often how she snuck glances at him when she thought he wasn't watching. He couldn't blame her; he did the exact same thing to her, admiring her gorgeous body at every opportunity. 
 
    How things had been left off between them before still bothered him. He wanted her to stay. He wanted an opportunity to get to know her better ... but right now wasn't the appropriate time to declare that to her. Tracy first, and then he would figure out how to spend more time with Megan. 
 
    They climbed to the top of the hill overlooking the beach, and Megan put her hand flat against her brow, shielding her face from the sunlight while she looked out to sea. She'd been thinking the same thing as him; maybe Megan had decided to take her chances in the water, but she wouldn't have gotten very far. 
 
    "If she went out into the water, she would be back at the shore before long," Edward explained. "The waters here are enchanted. Nothing comes in or out." 
 
    "How many other dragons are on the island?" 
 
    "Besides Dale and me? Right now, there are four others. Only two dragons share borders with our land. Klein, right on the northern edge, and Adonis in the east." 
 
    Megan searched north. "So this really is the direction we have to be worried about." 
 
    "Yeah. The border is just ahead. If she passed through, then—" 
 
    A high-pitched scream echoed through the trees. Birds roosting in the forest screeched and flew away. 
 
    Tracy. 
 
    "Shit," Edward said, but he and Megan were already running. "She went into Klein's territory." 
 
    And Klein was not going to be happy to find two humans on Rockpool Island. 
 
    Things couldn't have gone any worse. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 – Megan 
 
      
 
    Megan's feet carried her forward before she could register what exactly Tracy's scream meant. All she thought of was Tracy, how she was in danger, and now they had to save her. 
 
    And how all of this was Megan's fault. The cruise had been her idea. Her escape from her shitty family. Now Tracy was going to be the one paying the price. 
 
    That couldn't happen. No matter what, she and Tracy both had to make it through this ... 
 
    She and Edward followed the sound of the scream, bounding over hills and rocks and zipping through trees in that general direction. Without Edward, Megan would have tripped and broken her ankle or gotten lost by now, but he was always at her side, keeping her from endangering herself. 
 
    Megan had a lot of thoughts about Edward. Most of them good. Amazing, actually. But everything right then was reduced to the narrow focus of finding Tracy, the strength of his hand on her arm when he helped her keep steady, the dedication he showed in wanting to bring Tracy back safely. 
 
    And a smidge of guilt at how she'd reacted earlier when they woke up in his bed together. She had a great time, really. It wasn't him at all. 
 
    He was a great guy. The problem was her. 
 
    But ... Tracy first. Her relationship issues had to go on the backburner for now. Like they had for most of her life. 
 
    They broke through the trees, coming into a small clearing. Megan charged full ahead before she noticed what was going on—thankfully, Edward was far more situationally aware than she was, and he grabbed her arm and brought her to a grinding halt. 
 
    In the center of the clearing, a golden throne sat on top of a stone dais. At the foot of that dais, lying on her side, was Tracy. It was so hard to tell if she was even alive. 
 
    "Tracy!" Megan called out, intending to go to her, but Edward's hand stayed firm on her arm. 
 
    Instead, he pushed her behind him and launched himself toward Tracy and the throne. Because Megan had been so transfixed and worried about her friend, she'd somehow missed the massive dragon lurking behind the throne. 
 
    Golden scales, gleaming so brightly in the sunlight that it looked like a manifestation of the sun itself. And its jaw was wide open, snapping toward Tracy's prone body. 
 
    Frozen. Megan stood frozen, absolutely incapable of moving a single muscle. If there had been any doubt left in her that dragons were real, they were now all gone. 
 
    So were any myths about humans being the apex predator. 
 
    Yet, still in his human form, Edward didn't hesitate to throw himself at Tracy, shielding her body with his. He threw his arms up toward the golden dragon as it lunged, but armored blue scales popped up on Edward's arm, the skin and muscle bulging to make it appear twice its normal size. 
 
    The dragon bit down, teeth unable to penetrate the scales of its own kind. It hissed and withdrew its bite. Instead, golden, shimmering specks exploded around it, and the dragon shrunk back into the shape of a man. Bronze skin, piercing golden eyes, a look of pure rage etched not only on his face, but in every inch of his naked body as he attacked Edward. 
 
    "How dare you interfere with this execution?" the man said. "This human pest wandered into my territory, where no human has set foot before. She must be eliminated." 
 
    He spoke with such authority that Megan had to believe that he was Klein, the one Dale and Edward had seemed so worried about. Their leader. The one who enforced their laws. 
 
    Of course he would be the one to find Tracy. Just their luck ... 
 
    "It's not her fault," Edward said. "They have no idea what's going on here—" 
 
    "They?" Klein's eyes snapped up, focusing on Megan. She took an involuntary step back. And then he looked back at Edward. "So. You're behind this, are you, Edward?" 
 
    "Just listen to me. This is all one big misunderstanding. There was a bad storm, and they were thrown into the water—" 
 
    "You know what's on the line here, Edward! You know why our laws are sacred! No outsiders on the island. No outsiders! And especially not humans." 
 
    "I was going to send them right home. Back where they belong. They can't harm anyone." 
 
    "You know how they are, those greedy things that would rather destroy our world than rebuild it. They would take what we have here and destroy it and our kind." 
 
    Klein circled Edward, his hands extended, golden claws protruding from his fingers instead of nails. At any moment, he could attack—each finely toned muscle in his body was poised to do exactly that. Edward replicated his stance, but in a more defensive way, adjusting to keep Tracy protected at all times. 
 
    And still, Megan couldn't move. She could only think about how, in any second, her best friend could be dead. The man who was quickly growing on her could be dead, too. Or at least horribly injured fighting one of his own kind. 
 
    And there was nothing Megan could do to stop any of it. 
 
    "Not all humans are like that, and you know it," Edward said. "We don't have to live like this anymore. These women are innocent. They don't need to be executed for some perceived crime they don't even understand!" 
 
    Klein scoffed. "I should have known better than to be so lenient with you and Dale, always sneaking off the island to mingle with humans. Of course you've grown soft. Of course you've lost sight of our purpose, of everything that's at stake. There are so few of us left, and you would put us all at risk just so you can fuck to your heart's content." He took a step back from Edward. Almost indiscernibly, his eyes flicked to Megan. "I will correct that mistake right now." 
 
    In a flash of golden light, Klein disappeared from next to Edward. A streak of light shot toward Megan, arching through the air, right toward her. 
 
    With the threat focused solely on Tracy and Edward, it hadn't occurred to Megan until the instant Klein reappeared in the air, claws extended toward her, that she could die at any moment, too. 
 
    But when she stared her golden-eyed death right in the face, the thought of her bloodied body in the sand wasn't the first thing that came to mind. It was Klein's fear that their kind would be wiped out. 
 
    And just before he struck her down, she fell to her knees and screamed at the top of her lungs, the only thing she could possibly believe that might save her sorry ass: "I'm pregnant!" 
 
    That was all it took. 
 
    Klein's claws declined a millisecond before she became a crimson splatter, and instead it was very human hands that wrapped around her throat. 
 
    "You? Pregnant?" Klein said, his hand clenched around her neck tight enough to make breathing difficult, but not enough to strangle her. He lifted her up, sniffed her, frowned. 
 
    Megan looked past Klein, toward Edward, pleading that he would get the message. The only way to save her and Tracy. 
 
    Tears stung her eyes, prompted by the lack of air, the stress of being so close to death. Her life still hanging in the balance. But through the blurriness, she saw how understanding clicked in Edward's expression. He was beside her in an instant, ripping her from Klein's confused grasp. 
 
    "That's right," Edward said, holding Megan against his chest, protectively, lovingly. "She's pregnant with my child—a dragon child. Killing her would mean killing one of our own kind, a new member of the so few of us that there are." In that moment, despite her unmatched fear, she'd also never felt safer in her life. More cared for. Because even though Megan had lied to save herself, she realized that only someone who cared about her would put themselves on the line in face of certain death for something they knew to be absolute bullshit. 
 
    There was no way Megan was pregnant. She couldn't be. Well ... it was biologically possible, yeah. And technically, when they had sex earlier, it had been unprotected—which Megan had never done before, either. But what were the odds? 
 
    Slim, but not impossible. And right now, those odds were what would decide whether she and Tracy lived. 
 
    The thing was, she didn't need to be 100% sure. She and Edward only had to sell the idea to Klein. 
 
    Klein didn't look at Edward, not yet. He just disappeared in a flash of light, reappearing closer to Tracy. She lifted her head, tried to sit up, only for Klein to grab her arm. She gasped, looking between him and Edward with wide, terrified eyes. 
 
    "If that's so, then you've saved one of your human pets—for now," Klein said. His claws flashed out again, this time toward Tracy's throat. "But assuming you had your way with both of them already, and struck gold twice, you're not going to save this one, too." 
 
    "You can't kill her," Edward blurted. 
 
    For a single, devastating second, Megan worried that would be exactly what he claimed. Thankfully, something entirely different came out of his mouth. 
 
    "She's Megan's best friend. If you kill her, it will cause irreparable harm to Megan's mental and physical wellbeing. I imagine you're not an expert in child birth or humans, oh mighty leader, but I'll warn you right now that any trauma to the mother can cause equal harm to the baby. You wouldn't risk that, would you?" 
 
    Would he? Megan clung to Edward like her last lifeline. Right now, he was the only one who could convince Klein not to kill Megan and Tracy ... and everything depended on a child that didn't exist. 
 
    She held her breath. She wasn't sure if she would be given a chance to release it. 
 
    "Very well," Klein hissed. "But I assure you, if it turns out that you've been lying, my execution methods will prove to be much less merciful. And ..." Klein hoisted Tracy into his arms. "I'll be taking this one with me. Just to make sure you won't run off without consequences." 
 
    Golden light enveloped Klein, and his arms turned into the bulging, golden legs of a dragon, Tracy locked in his claws. His magnificent wings arched above his back, and then he kicked off into the sky, flying further north. 
 
    "Megan!" Tracy screamed. 
 
    This time, when Megan tried to run after her, Edward let her go. 
 
    "Tracy!" 
 
    She ran toward the throne, tripping on the steps and falling onto her knees. 
 
    Tracy was already gone. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 – Edward 
 
      
 
    Ever since watching Klein fly off with Tracy, Megan hadn't said a word. Edward just carried her in his arms back to the caves, while she cried, silently, into his arm. When they got there, he placed her down on the couch, and she turned away, wallowing in her misery. 
 
    Edward should have said something. Anything would have been better than nothing. He should have praised her brilliance about the idea of a pregnancy. He should have reassured her that Tracy would be okay. Klein would keep his word, so long as they kept theirs. 
 
    The issue, then, was that they had to operate under the assumption that Megan was pregnant, and that was more unlikely than she would know. Dragons were notorious for how uncommonly they had children. Not by choice, just genetics. They lived forever, and it took an incredible amount of luck to produce a new one. 
 
    Luck that almost certainly wasn't on their side, at least while they had a ticking time bomb around that was Klein. Edward wondered if Klein knew they were lying and wanted to torture them, or if he genuinely believed it was possible. 
 
    Chances were, it was a bit of both. The chances might be small, but they were so small it wasn't worth the risk of calling them liars. 
 
    Dale barged into the cave a few minutes later, breathing heavily from sprinting across the island, most likely. "What happened? I heard a scream, and then fighting, and then Klein flying off." 
 
    Edward glanced at Megan, hearing her move. She was just sitting up, now with her feet on the edge of the cushion, hugging them to her chest. 
 
    "Klein found her," he said. 
 
    "Shit." He blinked, took a breath, looked between the two of them. "Then is she ...?" 
 
    "No. Not yet, at least." 
 
    "You mean he didn't kill her on sight?" Dale said, disbelief in his voice. "What did you do?" 
 
    Megan stayed silent, which meant this was all on Edward to explain. He sighed. "We convinced him that Megan is pregnant. With my child." 
 
    "She's pregnant?" Dale did a double-take. "No, that's ... you convinced him? So you lied. And he took Tracy as collateral, probably to execute her publicly once you prove to be liars." 
 
    Edward nodded. 
 
    "Do you have any idea how fucking stupid that was?" Dale staggered back, turned around, buried his face in his hands. "Oh, god. You sent her off to die." 
 
    Megan jumped off the couch. "Do you think we had a choice? He was going to kill her right there! He was going to kill me!" 
 
    "At least it would have been quick. Now you have to actually give birth to a child, or she'll just die anyway. You'll die anyway. And, fuck, he'll put Edward and me through living hell just for having anything to do with you and have the audacity to break the rules and then lie about it." 
 
    "Dale, if you want to blame anyone, blame me," Edward said. "It was my idea to try keeping them here. If we'd sent them away as soon as they were both healthy, we wouldn't be in this mess." 
 
    "Damn straight this is your fault." 
 
    Edward almost expected Dale to look angry, but they were twins. They never truly got angry at each other, it wasn't in their nature. They stuck together no matter what, and that was exactly what he saw in Dale's face right then. 
 
    "If Klein said he wasn't going to hurt her, then he'll be true to his word, so long as you're true to yours." Dale looked between Edward and Megan with a tinge of embarrassment. "So I guess that means you two have a lot to talk about. But ... I'll go talk to Klein. Maybe I can convince him not to be so insane about all this." 
 
    "Thanks, Dale," Edward said, and then Dale was gone again, as quick as that. 
 
    Megan was standing awkwardly behind Edward, twisting her fingers. It wasn't the first time that hour that they'd been alone, but it was the first time that they'd been alone where they had to discuss the likelihood and possibility of having a child together. 
 
    Edward had a thousand things to say, a thousand thoughts streaming through his head at that moment, and none of them was good enough. With a sigh, he sat on the couch where she had a moment before, but she stayed standing. 
 
    Under normal circumstances, maybe the prospect of being a dad wouldn't seem so terrifying. Megan seemed like an amazing woman, and he couldn't deny how damn attracted to her he was. But having a baby so soon? Was it even possible? 
 
    "Just yesterday, the prospect of having a stable relationship seemed like an impossible fantasy," Edward mumbled. "Now we have to talk about having a kid. I've never even considered being a dad before." 
 
    Megan bit her lip. "What do you mean, relationships being impossible?" 
 
    Edward raised an eyebrow. "You just saw Klein. You think it would be safe to have a relationship with someone like that around? It's not like I could ever bring a girl I liked back here. And sneaking off the island, with him sticking his nose into everyone's business ... well, it always seemed risky." 
 
    "It'll sound crazy ... but I think I know what you mean." She slowly sat beside him on the couch, inched far enough away that they weren't touching. "Obviously, my family would never have threatened to kill anyone I was with, but ..." 
 
    Edward recalled what she said, the morning when they had sex, about her being lonely. He hadn't been entirely sure what she meant. That night, or just that she was currently single, or she needed some comfort after a scare that could have cost her life. 
 
    Maybe the source of their loneliness was a lot more similar than he thought. 
 
    "But it was enough to keep you from wanting to date, right?" he said. "What did they do?" 
 
    "Well ... they're all awful people, for one. Everyone except for my dad, who was driven from our family because of how fucking insane the rest of them are. Even after he and my mom divorced, he was too scared to reach out to me because of them. I don't blame him. There was also my grandpa, but he's dead." Megan leaned forward, making herself smaller. "Now they're all fighting tooth and nail, trying to claim the entire inheritance for themselves, even when they all have a generous amount allotted to them already. It's just not enough. It's never enough for them." 
 
    Megan's words jumbled and twisted together as she rambled on, but Edward hung on to every word, trying to capture the essence of her pain and lock it inside his heart. He wished he could take it all away from her, so she didn't have to worry. 
 
    "I didn't want to drag anyone into that mess," Megan finished. "The mess that's been my whole life." 
 
    No wonder she was lonely. Isolated in her family, isolated from the world, from finding anyone who could truly care about her. It was a little different on the island ... but it was so similar it hurt. Always afraid that dating someone would bring the attention of Klein or the other dragons. Aching for something more. 
 
    Edward placed his hand on top of Megan's. What if they could be that something more for each other? 
 
    "It was very brave of you, what you did," he said. "Sticking your neck out for Tracy like that." 
 
    Megan shook her head. "It wasn't brave at all. I just saw an opportunity to survive, and I took it. Now you're probably going to tell me that dragons can't have babies, and we'll both die horrible deaths anyway." She laughed. "That would sum up everything quite nicely." 
 
    "It's not impossible." He was looking at her, watching her play with her fingers, but she lifted her gaze and met his again. Like every other time she stared into his eyes, she took his breath away. Her beauty, the resilience, and the pain lingering in her eyes. The bravery and no-shit-taken attitude. 
 
    If he stared at her for too long, he'd suffocate. There were worse ways to die. 
 
    "But ... the chances aren't good." 
 
    He waited, hoping she would fill the silence with the proclamation that would save their lives. Instead, she shook her head. 
 
    "I know you want me to say I wasn't lying, but ... as far as I know, I'm not pregnant. I'm sorry." 
 
    "You don't have to apologize." He chuckled, trying to add a bit of lightheartedness to the room. "Under normal circumstances, I'm sure not being pregnant would be worth celebrating." 
 
    "Yeah, you have a point about that." 
 
    She smiled. She was so damn beautiful she made Edward's heart hurt just looking at her. But the fact that she wasn't pregnant did have one upside. 
 
    He reached out, tentatively touching her face. Her eyes flicked to his, and there was something completely different there from before. Gone was her sadness, now filled with determination, lust, and something more. The fire that had made her so attractive to him in the first place. 
 
    She leaned in closer to him, her mouth just an inch from his. He could taste her breath, the lingering citrus from an orange she ate after breakfast. "I guess we should do something about me not being pregnant." 
 
    And then she kissed him, hard, shoving all of the force of her small body against him. His back hit the back of the couch, and she was on top of him, chest pressed against his. 
 
    Edward was hard in an instant. The press of her thighs against his, her breasts, her mouth ... it was a lot of good things to take in at once. 
 
    Beneath her breath, she mumbled, "what's the best way to do this? Quick and dirty, or ...?" 
 
    At that, Edward sucked in a breath, took his thoughts out of the gutter, and stopped Megan part way through taking her dress off again. He planted his hands on her shoulders. Fuck, why was he doing this to himself? Stopping her right here when he was about to get what he wanted was painful, but he knew he would regret just fucking her and not thinking about the consequences until later. 
 
    "There's something I have to tell you first," he said. 
 
    Megan sighed. "The baby is going to kill me when I give birth, isn't it?" 
 
    Despite himself, Edward smiled. "Nothing like that, I promise. It's just that ... if we do this, you can't be planning to get pregnant, have a baby, and then ... leave." 
 
    Something flickered in Megan's eyes. "You want me to stay." 
 
    His hold on her tightened further. He couldn't quite explain himself, but he did want her to stay. He wanted her to stay just as much as he inexplicably wanted to have a child with her. But saying all that wouldn't be the right thing. 
 
    "Of course I do," he said. "Megan ... had I met you on the island at a bar, I would have wanted to date you, get to know you properly. Damn the island rules. But that's a lot different from ... this." 
 
    "I don't understand. People date, get pregnant, and break up all the time. I want to give this a real shot, especially if it means surviving. But in the end, if it doesn't work out, at least we tried, right?" 
 
    Edward shook his head. "That's not how it works for dragon shifters. Once we're with someone, we mate for life." 
 
    Megan breathed slower, deeper, as she processed this. He wasn't sure if that was a good thing or a bad thing. She had to be considering now what it would be like, to be stuck with him for the rest of her life. Having a child together, having no choice but to make things work between them. Or, alternatively, giving herself up now in hopes that her honestly would bring a swift end to her and Tracy. 
 
    Instead of speaking, Megan leaned forward, kissed him gently. "I'm willing to accept the risks. To put everything I have into making this work. And if we do end up having a child together ... I want to make sure it won't be something I regret." 
 
    Edward kissed her back, slowly and yet hungrily, savoring each flick of her tongue, each sigh against his mouth. He wrapped his arms around her waist, bringing her closer. After a moment, he pressed his forehead against hers, letting their hot breath fill the space between them. "Then we'll do this. I'll make sure you feel like it's the right decision." 
 
    She brushed her lips against his mouth, and then slowly lifted off her dress, revealing her bare chest to him at face height. It was so hard to look at those soft, pink nipples and not immediately kiss them. The only reason he didn't was that as soon as she revealed them to him, she leaned in closer, sucking on his ear. 
 
    "You didn't answer my question. Quick and dirty, or something else?" she murmured. 
 
    Last time, to Edward, had been quick and dirty. If he was to impress Megan, to win over her heart, body, and mind, he was going to take it slow with her. Worship every inch of her. Show her exactly what it would be like to be with him for the rest of his life. 
 
    He kissed her ear in turn. "There's a story in old dragon lore that the more often a woman cums in a single night, the higher chance she has of becoming pregnant." 
 
    Megan smiled, taking his belt in her hands, undoing the buckle. "That sounds like total bullshit." She rubbed his cock, the mound that had formed long ago beneath her legs. "But those are the kind of rumors I'm more than happy to test to see if they're true." 
 
    Edward ran his hands up her sides, taking in the softness of her skin against his rough hands, paying careful attention to how she shivered when his hands crossed her stomach, leading up toward her breasts. He carefully kneaded them, coaxing every little bit of sensation out of them, manifesting as a moan in her throat. 
 
    He tilted her face to his, silencing her next one with his mouth. Even if he was with Megan again because of reasons now out of their control, he couldn't deny just how glad he was to have her here with him again. This time not so taken away by lust and greed that he couldn't take his time with her. He could let herself become lost to her own lust and pleasure first, and once she was so far gone that she couldn't walk or think straight, then he would claim his from her. 
 
    Their tongues danced to their sighs, the natural rhythm of their bodies. They were made for each other, fitting perfectly against one another. As they kissed, Edward's hands increased their tempo, squeezing and rubbing, claiming her nipples. With his hands, first, and then his mouth. He lapped at them both until they hardened, until her sighs turned into desperate panting. Until she ground against him, already losing control of herself. 
 
    Nothing would bring him more satisfaction than to see her thoroughly pleased, so much so that she came back asking for more each time. And if she really did end up getting pregnant, it was better for the both of them. 
 
    Megan lifted Edward's cock out of his pants, and he throbbed in her palm. Right there, it was hard for him not to just lift her up and plant her down on top of him. From the glint in her eyes, he thought that was what she wanted him to do ... or at least what she expected. 
 
    Instead, he curled one arm around her side, pushing his mouth harder against hers. His other hand went to her clit, brushing it light enough to make her shiver with anticipation. Megan rocked forward, revealing her whole pussy to him, but he wasn't going to dig in just yet. He worked her clit a while longer, speeding up and slowing down based on her responses. 
 
    Finally, when she whined and arched her back, she twitched and shivered, going between gasping and shuddering silence. Edward smirked and kissed her neck, murmuring, "one down." 
 
    She pushed harder against his thumb, and he wiggled his fingers down into her folds, caressing the silky smoothness around her entrance. Megan was already gushing and he'd barely touched her. He really did want to see how many orgasms she could have in a single night. 
 
    He teased her entrance, slipping his finger in and out to the movement of her body, her cries. Meanwhile, she stroked his cock, making it more difficult for him to focus on her, blasting him with moments of pleasure so extreme he had to lean back a little, sigh, thrust his hips into her hands, let her take control. 
 
    He would throb in her hands, and then she would shift her hips down over his finger, slipping him deeper inside her. He took the cue to rub her inner walls, caressing them until she squeezed and gushed around him, and then again, and then again after two fingers. After her fourth orgasm, she was trembling and gasping, hardly able to keep her grip on his cock; hardly able to stay up straight at all, really. 
 
    "Getting tired?" He kissed her, grinning against her mouth.  
 
    She could only gasp in response, but the look in her eyes showed pure wanting. She shook her head; as much as she could, at least. Her body betrayed her, but she still wanted his dick inside her. To prove her point, she tried to lift herself on top of him, but he'd turned her whole body to gelatin. 
 
    He breathed in her moans, nibbling on her lip while he lifted her up. 
 
    "Let me help you with that." And then he put her down on top of his cock. 
 
    Her eyes rolled back, and she gasped as if she'd never felt anything better in her life. Maybe Edward was projecting: even compared to their last time together, the feel of her was out of this world. She squeezed around him as he pushed inside, rocketing hot pleasure through him. His whole body tingled with her touch, her scent, her taste. 
 
    A husky growl escaped him, and he wrapped his arms around her, pushing her head over his shoulder. She panted into his ear while he held her up, thrusting into her like a wild animal. The sounds of their lovemaking were the ultimate pleasure, fueling the burst of lust lighting Edward up like a candle. He was burning up with need for her, and the only way to cure himself was to fuck her brains out. 
 
    Megan's cries of delight only spurred him on. Maybe it was the prospect of making a child that drove him so crazy he couldn't control himself. But he knew that with any other woman, none of that would have mattered. There was just something about being with her that reduced him to his wildest, animalistic self. Driven only by his need to mate, to create a child, to protect her no matter the cost. 
 
    To love her. 
 
    Maybe it was crazy to say he'd fallen in love with her when he first saw her there, suspended by his magic underwater. But in his heart, he wondered if it was true. Because right now, that seemed like the only thing that explained just how wild she drove him. 
 
    The fires of desire thickened inside of Edward, eating him from the inside out. He was a volcano on the verge of erupting, and each time Megan rose and fell on top of his dick, each sigh and moan, every time she rocked her hips with her own share of desperation ... it all threatened to push him over the edge. To crack the armored surface of the earth keeping his seed protected. 
 
    Now he wanted to share it with her. His heat, the burning essence of his love, the spark that would fill her with new life. 
 
    Megan squeezed him. Her pussy around his cock, but also her arms around his neck, threatening to strangle him with the intensity of her next orgasm. She let out a choked cry, too exhausted to keep up her moans. And with her quivering on top of him, she shattered the last barriers between them. She burned him up past the point of no return, and with an enormous groan, he shoved himself harder into her, jerking as he burst inside her, filling her up. 
 
    Edward finished, gasping, blinking away the surprise about his ferocity. He'd lost himself in Megan again. She stayed on top of him, panting from her exhaustion, until he lifted her off and took her in his arms. He held her close against him as he brought them onto their sides, locking them together on the couch, seeking the sweet relaxation of sleep. 
 
    After this stressful day, they both deserved it. But mostly, he just wanted more time to hold the woman who, he hoped, would be the mother of his child. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 – Megan 
 
      
 
    As far as Megan knew, there was no concrete proof that having multiple orgasms during sex increased the chances of her becoming pregnant with a dragon baby, but Edward was keen to treat it as a scientific fact. And honestly? She was happy to let him. 
 
    She'd never had such damn good sex in her life as she did with Edward. Multiple times a day—as often as possible, really—they had mind-blowing sex, and each time it seemed like he was intent on outdoing the time before. So far, he'd succeeded. 
 
    Megan woke up that morning with his mouth on her clit, exhausted from another late-night session, but she eased into the feel of his mouth, his cock, his warm, comforting embrace, and words of reassurance. 
 
    It had been a few days since the freak storm that knocked her and Tracy off her cruise, and, of course, since she lied about being pregnant with Edward's child. Thankfully, Megan arrived on the island during the most fertile part of her cycle. If she had any chance of getting pregnant for real and saving her life, it was now. 
 
    But there were only a few days left until her period would start ... and then they would know for sure if they needed a contingency plan or not. She hoped that Edward's theory about dragon pregnancies was right. 
 
    It was just still so strange, waking up every day, hoping with every ounce of her being that she would end up pregnant. With anyone else, the hope would have been the complete opposite. 
 
    Megan squeezed Edward's hand as they walked barefoot on the beach. Warmth coursed through her at his touch, a familiar comfort, a connection she didn't understand yet. He was a steady stone, despite the chaos around her. 
 
    On the upside of her situation, being found out meant that she could enjoy the island with him. A lot of the time, they hung out in silence, simply enjoying each other's company, basking in the strange warmth that they felt when around each other. For Megan, though, part of her silence was just that she was worried that anything coming out of her mouth would sound negative. 
 
    She was afraid, and she couldn't help it. 
 
    But she was glad to have Edward here with her. She quickly found that as the days stretched on, she was lucky to have him with her. Even in their silence, he always seemed to know exactly what would cheer her up, what would keep her from breaking down into gloom and doom mode. 
 
    "Has there been any news about Tracy?" Megan stopped in the sand, right at the spot where the tide swelled, touching her toes, and then fell back into the sea. 
 
    "Dale wasn't able to get an audience with Klein. It seems like he's locked himself up in his palace at the northern tip of the island ever since the incident." Edward rubbed a calming thumb in circles around her palm. "But a dragon's word means a lot more than you think. Right now, we have no reason to believe she's in any danger." 
 
    "But what is he doing to her up there?" 
 
    "She's his prisoner ... but it's not like we have a dungeon here. I imagine she's locked in a far more luxurious room than any I could offer you, doing pretty much whatever she wants as long as it doesn't involve leaving." 
 
    Megan relaxed a bit at that. She'd come to trust Edward very quickly. He always seemed to have her best interests at heart. And besides, he knew a lot more about dragons than she did. If he believed that Tracy was okay, then Megan had to believe that was true until proven otherwise. 
 
    It wasn't like she wanted to dwell on thoughts of Tracy potentially being locked up in a dungeon cell, starving, while Megan went around fucking Edward in every conceivable position, on every piece of furniture in his cave home, trying every trick that might possibly make her pregnant. 
 
    In the moment, she was often able to forget about the fear, about Tracy, and just focus on the pleasure. But after, she almost always felt guilty. 
 
    But guilt, stress, all those negative emotions, they wouldn't be good for a baby. So instead, she tried to become as carefree as possible, focusing on her health, and Edward, as much as possible. 
 
    Once she was pregnant for real, her life would change drastically. 
 
    Edward pulled her closer. The waves lapped at their feet. "I'll go try talking to Klein. It's been a few days now, he might have calmed down. I can't say he'll be any more reasonable than before, but maybe I can at least talk to him and make sure Tracy is okay." 
 
    "You would do that for me?" 
 
    "Of course." He kissed her on the forehead. "I'm on your side. I'll fight to the death for you"—he fell to his knees, pressing his face to her stomach, kissing it, too—"and our child." 
 
    She threaded her fingers through his hair, comforted by his dedication. "I'm not pregnant yet. At least, I don't know for sure." 
 
    "But you have a good feeling, don't you?" 
 
    Since yesterday, her body had started to feel a bit different. She tired more easily, her nipples were often sore. She was noticeably hungrier. But that very easily could have just been from the excessive amount of sex. Going from barely anything over the past few years to multiple times a day had to wear on the body a bit, no matter how much she was enjoying herself. 
 
    "I'm cautiously optimistic, but not enough that I think it's a good idea to stop trying yet." 
 
    Edward rose to his feet again, a grin playing on his lips. "And that has absolutely nothing to do with how damn good it feels, right?" 
 
    Her cheeks warmed, and his grin widened. That was answer enough. 
 
    Of course she enjoyed herself. Edward was a god under the sheets ... even if she didn't want to enjoy herself, it would have been impossible. But when she was with Edward, it was so easy to let the rest of the world slip away, focusing on just the two of them. Even now, leisurely strolling on the beach, it was almost like a vacation. 
 
    If only it wasn't for the enormous golden dragon that wanted to kill her and her friend. 
 
    In the corner of her eye, she observed Edward. When they first met, she had the impression that he was a nice, friendly guy, happy, and yet with a spark of loneliness that she'd connected with. Now, that loneliness was gone, and she had to admit that by his side, she felt a lot less lonely, too. 
 
    Even before the prospect of a child had been thrown into the mix, Edward had shown interest in her. Otherwise, they wouldn't have slept together in the first place. But now things were different. 
 
    Megan wanted to believe that she was the reason why. But what if it was just the child that he cared about, and not her? 
 
    Women were a dime a dozen for hot men like him. She didn't know a lot about his history, but she doubted that he often went without someone to keep him comfortable unless it was by choice. 
 
    A dragon baby, however? They were supposed to be rare. An addition to a depleted race of dragon shifters. Of course he would prize that far more than her. 
 
    Wasn't that only natural? 
 
    Even when Edward looked at her as if she were the sun, she couldn't ever get that thought out of her head. What if it all changed when she gave birth? What if she didn't get pregnant at all? 
 
    Would he still defend her, like he said he would? 
 
    She heard Edward's voice, distantly. She blinked away her thoughts, returning to reality. 
 
    He wore a look of concern. "Hey, are you okay?" 
 
    "Sorry. I zoned out." She smiled, trying to brush aside his worry. "I was just thinking about the baby. With my family as shitty as they are, I refused to have a boyfriend because I didn't want them to harass him. But now there's you, and if we have a child ... it's kind of unavoidable." 
 
    "I'm not afraid of some humans," he said. "And they could never turn me away from you." 
 
    She smirked. "Of course I trust that you could handle yourself. They better watch their backs around you, even. But what about a child? I don't think I would want my family to know at all. A baby would only become ammo against everyone else, in their eyes ..." 
 
    "You were really close to your grandfather, weren't you?" 
 
    With a sigh, Megan sat down on the beach, shuffling forward enough to bury her feet in the wet sand. When the waves came up, they brushed her ankles. "He was really the only family I had. After he became ill, he wanted me to stay with him as his primary caretaker. I wouldn't have trusted anyone else in the family to do it, anyway. So I did. For the last couple of years, it was just the two of us, most of the time." 
 
    Caring for her grandfather had been her life, her work, her reality. And she'd done it gladly. For much of her life, he'd been like a father to her when hers had bailed. But after her grandpa died, Megan had been left scrambling. She organized his funeral, his affairs, and then her family had come, trying to pick at his legacy like the vultures they were. 
 
    And Megan had failed them. She hadn't been able to keep them from doing what they wanted. Her uncle wrested control of the power of attorney and her power of executor over her grandpa's estate by arguing that she was too young, that there was no legal reason to overlook his own children. He hadn't been able to secure power for himself, but now all of that rested in the hands of a lawyer. 
 
    Maybe Megan was failing her grandpa by running away instead of fighting for what he wanted ... but she also believed that he would have preferred for her to do what she needed to do to make sure she was okay in the end. Battling her family for months more, or potentially even longer, would have had done untold damage to her mental health. 
 
    Instead, she was here with Edward, on an exotic island beach ... if it wasn't for the threat of 'get pregnant or die' she really might have upgraded her life. 
 
    "I miss him, but I like to think that he's somewhere else now, running around, kayaking, doing all the things he loved, not stuck in a wheelchair in a dusty house," Megan said. 
 
    "I'm sure he is. And wherever he is, I'm sure he knows just how lucky he was to have an amazing granddaughter like you." 
 
    "What about your family? Do you have any?" 
 
    "Dale, obviously. But as for my parents, or grandparents ... I don't know. The island is my home, the Rockdrake dragons my kin, at least as close as we can be. I've never had anyone else." 
 
    "So you've always lived on the island?" 
 
    He shrugged. "No. I did live in Hawaii for a bit ... I think. Those memories are fuzzy. Maybe they're my imagination. Functionally, I've been here my whole life, yeah." 
 
    "You don't talk about the other dragons here so much, though. I haven't even seen any of them besides Klein. Why is that?" 
 
    "We're all friends, but for dragons, friendship is complicated. Especially when you live forever like we do. After we've known each other for so long, we don't really have that drive to spend all of our time with each other. Whenever it strikes us, we'll hang out, and it's just like old times. Doesn't matter if it's been a week or two years. Or, heck, a decade." 
 
    Megan forgot that dragons lived for so long. Really, most of the time, she didn't really even think of Edward as a dragon. He did everything like a human would ... except for the fact that he could transform into a dragon whenever he pleased. Most of the time, he didn't even bother using his magic, though she always thought it was incredible when he did. 
 
    "I see." Megan tilted her head. "Isn't that lonely, too?" 
 
    "Not really. I mean, sometimes, which is why Dale and I usually made a point of sneaking out to Hawaii whenever possible. But for the most part, dragons are solitary creatures, with the exception of their mates, or their direct families." 
 
    "And our child would be like you." 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    Of course, she'd known all along that her child with Edward would end up like him ... a dragon shifter, a being of immense power that she could barely comprehend. But she was still so early on in her dragon education that reality hadn't really hit until right then. 
 
    She wasn't scared to have a dragon baby. In fact, she found the idea exciting. The scary part was whether it would happen or not, and what failure would mean. 
 
    "Are all of the dragons on the island water dragons, like you?" 
 
    "Dale and I are the only ones," Edward said. "Klein is a light dragon. Adonis is fire. Everyone is different, really. It all comes down to the treasure we—" 
 
    Edward cut himself off, pursing his lips. That was the first time he'd mentioned treasure, and Megan had to wonder if that had something to do with how Klein reacted to Megan and Tracy's presence on the island. He'd mentioned a purpose, how humans were greedy and would take it from them. 
 
    "Is the treasure the reason you're stuck here?" she said. She hoped she wasn't pushing too far. 
 
    He rolled his shoulders back. "Technically, I shouldn't be telling you this ..." He looked down at her stomach, and then deep into her eyes. In those blue irises, she saw the sea reflected back at her, more alive than the ocean itself. They always captivated her ... she couldn't explain it. "But if things go our way, then you'll be here for the long haul, too, so you should know the truth." 
 
    She waited. He breathed in deep. 
 
    "All of the dragons here, we protect a sacred treasure associated with our element. Together, with those treasures all in one place ... they produce for us unlimited wealth. Gold, jewels, anything and everything precious that you can imagine." 
 
    Megan thought back to the cave, trying to figure out if she'd seen Edward's treasure. She didn't think so. But she did see an excessive amount of mother of pearl and, when she started paying more attention, actual pearls. On everything. Just the other day, he gave her a dress with dozens of high-grade pearls sewn into the neckline. It had been a stunning revelation, to say the least. 
 
    "Your treasures are the pearls and the mother of pearl, I take it," she said. 
 
    "It's not extravagant like diamonds and gold, I know, but they're what make me happy. And it's not like I need all that treasure to live. I'm happy with my caves ... as long as you are." 
 
    The caves had taken a bit of adjusting to—the feeling that they were always underground, underwater, sometimes, but it didn't bother her anymore. Besides, the interior of Edward's caves was more lavish than anywhere else she'd lived before. 
 
    And that look of concentration he got when he was carving those glimmering shells, as if his imagination was a portal into another world, one that only he could fully see ... Megan wouldn't trade that for all the riches in the world. His happiness was stunning, and it had only blossomed over the last few days, at least when it wasn't laced with his underlying worry for Megan. 
 
    "So these treasures, they're what you protect here on the island," Megan observed. "Wealth in exchange for your protection. And ... isolation." 
 
    "I don't think it needs to be as extreme as it is. Maybe ..." When Edward trailed off, he placed a hand on top of Megan's. "Maybe you and I, we can show him that. And then things will get better not just for us, but for all of the other dragons. None of us will have to be completely alone, as long as the treasures themselves are safe." 
 
    Some of what Klein said was starting to make sense, at least. Some of the reasons why the dragons here were more or less trapped, like Edward, but she did wonder what good those treasures could do for the world if they were used carefully, not just locked away and hidden. It wasn't her place to suggest that. Maybe one day, if she ever solidified her position here as the mother of a dragon, but until then ... 
 
    "What if nothing changes? I won't be trapped here, will I?" 
 
    "Of course not. I wouldn't always be able to go with you wherever you want to"—he sounded really disappointed when he said this, or maybe it was because she asked the question in the first place—"but the island is my responsibility, not yours. But ... I do hope you won't want to leave." 
 
    She cringed at her own insensitive question. "I don't mean it that way. I just don't want to not have the choice, is all." 
 
    Truthfully, she couldn't see herself wanting to leave Edward's side. As long as she was safe, and so was their child ... he, and this island, were all she really could ask for. Life here was so much simpler than in California. She didn't have to worry about the thousands of things that brought her stress before, she could just live. 
 
    With Edward. She just wanted to know for sure if he wanted her. The question was at the tip of her tongue, but she couldn't bring herself to ask it. She needed to know, and yet ... she couldn't. 
 
    Edward kissed her on the forehead. "I should head over to Klein's before it gets too late. Are you just going to sit out here, or do you want to go back to the cave, or ..." 
 
    Megan tilted her head back, their lips meeting. Her heart fluttered, and with his mouth on hers, she felt complete. All her worries washed away. But when they broke apart, those worries came rushing back again. If only they would stay gone. 
 
    "I'll stay here. It's so nice ... maybe I'll nap in the sun." 
 
    She lay back into the sand, closing her eyes, listening to the sound of the crashing waves wash away the sound of Edward's footsteps receding on the beach. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 – Edward 
 
      
 
    There were two mountains on Rockpool Island, one on the eastern side of the island's center and the second in the absolute north. A long time ago, Klein had poured molten gold on top of the mountain, encasing the uppermost planes in shimmering gold that caught the light. 
 
    And then, on top of the endowed peak, he built a palace worthy of dragon kind. Only winged creatures such as them could reach it: there were no paths down to the lower reaches of the island, and so when Edward arrived in search of Tracy on Megan's behalf, he landed on the golden stretch in front of the palace that acted as a landing strip. 
 
    The blue coil of his tail whipped around as his claws hit the ground, almost cracking into a nearby archway. Seeing as it was enchanted gold, chances were he wouldn't have even cracked it had he hit it, but better not to risk pissing of Klein when Edward needed something from him. 
 
    Once properly balanced on the landing strip, he placed his change of clothes on the ground and then called to his magic. The scales on his skin dissolved one by one, leaking a cool sensation through his body and shifting his bulky arms, his long, snakelike body back into that of a man's. 
 
    He cracked his neck, flexed his arms, and then changed into his clothes. Normally he wouldn't bother, but he was going to inquire about Tracy, and it was better for him to be clothed for that. Especially since he had Megan now, and he didn't want to risk compromising what could be something good by showing himself off to her best friend. 
 
    Ahead, the golden palace doors loomed over him, large enough for a dragon to enter the entrance chamber within. Much of the palace had been built with dragons in mind, not humans, so from this smaller form, everything seemed excessively large. But from Klein's perspective, the choice made sense. 
 
    At times, he was more creature than man. 
 
    An enormous dragon was shaped into each door panel with rubies for eyes. Edward raised his hand, sending a pulse of water magic through the air to push the doors open. They groaned and creaked, welcoming him into the high-vaulted interior, where the walls were panels of shaped gold or sparkling crystal, filled with inner light magic. 
 
    The crystal panels illuminated the grand hall, but there were also orbs of floating light high above, flickering around like large fireflies. There were three doors: one to the right and one to the left, which would lead to the western and eastern wings of the palace, shaped over the other mountain peaks. The third door, leading into the throne room, was already open. 
 
    Of course, Klein was expecting him. And Edward had come prepared. 
 
    He strode into the throne room, summoning all the confidence he could muster. On top of a golden dais sat an enormous throne. It wasn't nearly large enough to seat a dragon, but it was still far larger than a man required. In it, Klein lounged lazily, wearing a robe of pure gold silk. One leg draped over the arm of the throne while he picked at a bowl of fruit. He merely tilted his head in Edward's direction when he entered. 
 
    Edward bowed his head as a sign of respect. Even though the dragons didn't follow a formal clan system on Rockpool Island, they still all looked to Klein as their leader. 
 
    "Hello, Edward." Klein plopped a grape in his mouth, crunching noisily. "It has been a while since you last graced these halls with your presence." 
 
    Edward searched upward, where more motes of light circled around panels of hanging crystals, dotting the room with specks of light, most of them bouncing off of golden walls and floor and reflecting elsewhere, filling much of the hall with beams of light. 
 
    "Last time I was here, your light contraption was just a wild idea, and the wings of the palace just another schematic at your desk." Edward nodded his approval. "You've been busy." 
 
    "It has been a decade." 
 
    "Time flies, doesn't it?" 
 
    Klein's lips curled into a smile. "It flies much faster when you have a human pet to play with." 
 
    Edward's hands curled into fists. How dare he refer to Megan that way? Or Tracy, for that matter. Any woman, as if they were lesser beings, for the fact that they weren't dragons.  
 
    "Oh." Klein laughed. "I did not expect to receive such a reaction. Now, I wonder, which upsets you more: that I interrupted the makings of your harem by taking this black-haired woman, or that I called your woman a pet?" 
 
    "There is no such harem. Megan is to be the mother of my child, I have need of no one else," Edward growled. "You insult me by insulting her." 
 
    "What about her friend?" 
 
    At that, Edward paused. There were several ways this conversation could go. He needed more information about Tracy's wellbeing, but if he didn't tread carefully, he could put Tracy in more danger. Klein was unpredictable at best, currently only bound by his word not to harm her so long as Edward did as demanded. 
 
    "I have no claim over her; she is a free woman. But that does not mean you have free reign to disrespect her. Her only crime is being Megan's friend, and neither of them came to this island through their free will." 
 
    "So you claim. For Megan to bear your child, you must have had her holed up here without my knowledge for some time, hm?" 
 
    Edward didn't confirm or deny the accusation. It was better for Klein to believe that Megan was here longer, as that would make it more plausible for her to be pregnant. But blatantly admitting to breaking even more rules wouldn't go well for him, either. 
 
    "Now the question is"—Klein's voice took on a dangerous tone—"is she actually pregnant, or are you both liars?" 
 
    "She is pregnant." 
 
    "And where is the proof?" 
 
    He hesitated, but went with his gut response. "We haven't done a test yet. But some women just know, and bearing a dragon child is no normal pregnancy. Her body is changing already. I believe her, and so should you." 
 
    Klein tilted his head. "Very well. For now, you have my mercy ... and the promise of a celebration. On the eve of the full moon, we will announce to all the Rockdrake dragons your blessing, the promised birth of a new dragon child." 
 
    "Thank you. We will be ready to celebrate." 
 
    "By that night, I will require concrete proof of the child's existence, mind you." A devious glint appeared in Klein's eyes. "Or, if you don't have it ..." 
 
    The threat was clear: it had been a long time since they had an execution, and Klein was hungry for blood. 
 
    "You have become very fond of this Megan, have you not? An execution would be far too easy. Should you fail, I think I will claim both women for myself. That way, you will learn your lesson for disobeying one of our very few, very important rules." 
 
    Rage spiked inside Edward. His eyes narrowed, his fists clenched and unclenched. His arms flexed, even his dragon bucked against the cage of his body, eager to tear Klein apart for daring to threaten Megan like that. 
 
    "Oh, no need to look so upset. She is pregnant, correct? You have nothing to fear." 
 
    The full moon was in four days. Would that be enough time? He wasn't sure how these things usually worked. Women's bodies, when it came to childbearing, were a mystery to him. Would a test produce a positive result so soon?Edward didn't react visibly, but his pulse still picked up. 
 
    "It's almost a shame she is pregnant," Edward gritted out. "Because for how infrequently you leave your wondrous palace, that would be the only way you would ever get a woman of your own. Fortunately for me, and for them both, by the full moon, you'll be just as lonely as you were before this." 
 
    Klein laughed, flipped his legs around so he was sitting upright in the throne, and not on his side. "So you do still have a little spice in you, after all. I worried that all these years of conspiring with humans had made you soft as well as boring." 
 
    Edward was tired of playing Klein's games. He came here with one aim, and he intended to see it through. 
 
    "I've promised you the demanded proof," Edward said. "Now where is your proof that Tracy is unharmed? I will see her at once." 
 
    "I am a dragon of my word." Klein snapped his fingers, and the door on the right side of the throne room lit up, the cracks shaping the dragon on the surface glowing with liquid light. An inner mechanism clicked, and the door swung open. 
 
    From the other side, Tracy strode into the room. No longer did she wear the disheveled sundress that she arrived on the island with, but a golden, slender-fitting gown. It hugged her breasts, her hips, spiraling down toward the ground in rings of gold and light. 
 
    Her eyes met Edward's, and his stunned thoughts about her transformation were put on hold when he spotted the hint of fear lingering there. He went over to her at once, and she ran toward him, and they met at the edge of the throne room. 
 
    "Edward!" She actually embraced him, which came as a surprise since she hadn't been warm to him since finding out that he was a dragon. "God, I never thought I would be glad to see you." 
 
    Despite himself, he laughed. "That's a strange way to say hello. Are you okay? Dale tried to check on you a few days ago, but Klein turned him away. Has he done anything to you? Has he been feeding you?" 
 
    "I'm okay." She released a breath. "He threatened to kill me just for being on the island, and then he brought me here, and I was expecting to die, but ... he's just kind of locked me in a room and left me to my own devices." 
 
    "So he hasn't hurt you?" 
 
    She shook her head. "Unless his form of torture is locking a girl in a luxury hotel, spa and all, and then planning on taking it away ... well, I guess we'll see. There are worse ways to die, I guess." 
 
    "Megan will be relieved. She's been worried sick about you." 
 
    "And I haven't been able to stop worrying about her. Is she actually pregnant? Why didn't she say anything before?" 
 
    "She is." 
 
    Tracy blinked. "Fuck." Then she looked a little guilty. "Don't take that the wrong way, I'm sure you're excited to be a dad, but it's not usually a girl's dream to hook up with a guy and get pregnant." 
 
    He shrugged. "In this case, it will save both of your lives." And then, in the spur of the moment, he added, "I really do like Megan. I didn't mean things to end up this way. I only wanted to spend more time with her, and now you both have to go through this ..." 
 
    "If it's anyone's fault, it's mine, I guess. I was mad that you two hooked up and left me to rot for a day. So I left, looking for a way off the damn island. Of course, in the claws of a dragon wasn't my preferred method of transport." 
 
    Despite everything, Tracy really did seem to be handling herself pretty well, and it was a relief that Klein was holding his end of the bargain. Although Klein had promised not to hurt her, there had always been that worry in the back of Edward's head that he would do something stupid regardless, or that Tracy would accidentally prompt him to violence. Thankfully that wasn't the case. 
 
    "That's enough quality time, I think." Klein's voice echoed through the throne room. 
 
    Edward hugged Tracy again. "Just hang in there a while longer, okay?" 
 
    "Got it." 
 
    Then she turned around and hurried out of the room, the side door closing behind her. News about Tracy would give Megan one less thing to worry about and, hopefully, she would be able to relax a little more. After a moment to collect himself, Edward faced Klein again. 
 
    "You did not really believe I would hurt her, did you?" Klein said. 
 
    "It's hard to tell what you'll do sometimes, especially when you get it in your head that you've been slighted." 
 
    "This has nothing to do with me, but what our home represents. What we protect here. Never forget that: nothing I do is personal, Edward." Klein smiled his crooked smile. "Except for my plan to take your pets away if it turns out you have compromised the treasures we protect just because you failed to keep it in your pants." 
 
    Edward shook his head and turned away. "I will see you, and the other dragons, in four days, Klein. With good news for all of us." 
 
    As he left the golden palace, Edward's relief about Tracy's safety was only overshadowed by two thoughts: one, his confusion as to why Klein was so vehemently against humans, and yet he was pampering Tracy ... and two, of course, whether four days would be enough for Megan to have a positive pregnancy test. 
 
    Only the next few days would give him answers. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 – Megan 
 
      
 
    After Megan's short nap on the beach, she returned to the secret wonderland inside Edward's caves, and paced the length from front to back until he returned. It'd been days without a word about Tracy, and it was driving her crazy not knowing the fate of her best friend. 
 
    What if Edward went there and Klein wouldn't tell him anything? Or worse, turned him away like he did Dale a few days ago? 
 
    Megan's worrying came to an abrupt halt when her stomach had this sudden bloated feeling. Ugh, she'd been getting that over the last few days, ever since Klein whisked Tracy away. It had to just be stress, but sometimes she got the same feeling right before her period started. 
 
    It was two days off, and she always got it like clockwork. What if this was the first sign that she wasn't pregnant after all? Had she signed her and Tracy's death warrants with her lie? 
 
    The front door opened, and a second later, Edward walked in. His handsome face brightened when he saw her, his eyes crinkling in the way they did only when he was genuinely happy. Strange how just one look at him could whisk away all her worries, replacing them with a sensation of intense warmth instead. 
 
    That happiness flickered into a look of concern. "Are you okay? Did something happen?" 
 
    Megan realized she was holding her stomach. She dropped her hand, holding it awkwardly behind herself as if she'd been caught doing something bad. 
 
    "No, um, I'm fine. I just ..." She shook her head. "Is there any news about Tracy?" 
 
    "She's fine. A little scared about sharing a palace with a dragon who threatened to kill her, but she's probably wiping her tears with gilded tissues right about now." 
 
    Megan scoffed. "Are you being serious, or are you being a jerk?" 
 
    "Sorry." He took her hands in his, rubbing her knuckles like he always did when he was worried. It was one of the few things she was starting to notice about him, and it brought another twang of warmth inside of her, like his touch always did. "I sometimes do that, make dumb jokes at bad times ..." 
 
    "As Tracy would say, it's a coping mechanism. Is she really okay?" 
 
    "I was only being half sarcastic. She did mention something about a spa." 
 
    It was her time to joke around. "A spa? Wow, you've been holding out on me, Eddie." 
 
    The nickname made him smile broadly, and this time, she was the one to whisk away his worries. It felt nice, actually, being able to do that for him the way he did for her. 
 
    She did worry about what he was trying to hide with his jokes, though. Was it something serious that she should know about, or just general worries, like she had? Everything seemed so uncertain right now. For now, she just had to be glad that Tracy was okay. 
 
    "How are you really?" He pressed a hand to her stomach, right where she felt all that bloat, and her head swam a bit. "You were holding your stomach." 
 
    "Just stress, I think. It should go away now that I know Tracy is safe. I hope." 
 
    "I have better news, sort of." 
 
    "Sort of?" 
 
    "Klein is planning a celebration for the child. If we can produce a positive pregnancy test by then, he'll have no reason to doubt us or hold Tracy anymore. She can come back here with us, or go home." 
 
    Relief washed over Megan, and she wrapped her arms around Edward, burying her face in his muscular chest. She breathed in his scent, which was always like the pleasant saltiness of the sea. But as quickly as she took comfort in the news, she realized that the requirement hinged on the fact that she needed proof that she was carrying Edward's child. 
 
    "How long do we have?" She didn't let him go. He wrapped an arm around her, too, running the other through her long hair. 
 
    "Four days. Will that be enough?" 
 
    Her heart stuttered, and if it hadn't been for Edward's steady arms, she might have fallen over. Four days ... four days until she knew for sure whether she would live or die. 
 
    In reality, the first couple of days with Edward would have sealed her fate already. Now that she neared that time of the month, it was probably too late to become pregnant if she wasn't already. 
 
    Still, the fact that it was unlikely didn't mean it was impossible. 
 
    "I think so, a test should be able to report positive by then. At the very least ... if I start bleeding in two days, then we'll know we're screwed." Even as she talked, she was already unbuttoning Edward's shirt, tilting her face up toward his, in search of the kiss that would take away their worry, rush them both toward bliss and pleasure. "But we should keep trying, just in case." 
 
    She expected him to joke about her just wanting him to make her feel good again ... and this time, that would have been more true than all the other times. Being with Edward was like a drug, sending her high above the clouds, spinning out on the pure ecstasy of their bodies. That they were actively working toward having a child didn't make her repulse sex like she thought it would, but somehow made it hotter. He wanted to impregnate her, and she wanted him to. 
 
    At some point, it wasn't just about saving her life anymore. She just wanted more of him. A child would have been proof of a relationship of some kind, wouldn't it? A child would mean she could keep Edward, she wouldn't have to fear him disappearing on her, or waking up one day, and this wonderful time with him all just being a dream. 
 
    Edward's lips met hers, and a lightness spread through her, warming her from the core out. She moaned into his mouth, eager for a taste of him. But even as he kissed her with the rhythm she liked, tilted her head back, stroked her sides in the way that usually made her melt into his arms, her body wouldn't comply. Neither would her mind. 
 
    As she undid the last button on his shirt, he took her hands in his. "You're shaking. Are you really okay?" 
 
    This time, Megan shook her head. She leaned against him, sighing deeply. "I don't know what's wrong with me. I'm sorry ..." 
 
    "Why are you apologizing? You know you don't have anything to be sorry about." 
 
    She laughed, but she really was on the verge of tears. She didn't know where that came from. Gods, why was she so emotional all of a sudden? The burning, prickling sensation behind her eyes faded after a few deep breaths. 
 
    "I feel like I've been coasting on borrowed time. I don't know if, in a few days, I'll be preparing to have a baby or to lose my head. Both options seem ridiculous and impossible at the same time." 
 
    He rubbed her back. "We don't have to have sex again. We might have overdone it a bit over the past few days ..." 
 
    "Maybe a little, but how else were we going to sell this lie to Klein?" 
 
    "There wasn't any other way, but that doesn't mean it should become a chore. When I'm with you, it's more than just wanting to save my own neck, or yours. It's ... intimate, and I want it to stay that way. We shouldn't let fear ruin it. If that means we skip the rest of the night, that's fine by me." 
 
    Megan's eyes fluttered closed, and when she took her next breath, she wasn't sure if it was in relief or disappointment. Or both. "That means a lot to me. Through all of this, you're what's kept me sane. But what if skipping right now makes more of a difference than we think?" 
 
    "Then I'll find another way to keep you and Tracy safe. Fight Klein to the death, if I have to." 
 
    She chuckled. "You're not serious, are you?" 
 
    "Sure I am. The fight would just go on forever, since we're immortal." He smiled and, seeming to sense her good mood, unraveled himself from her and took her hand in his. "Come on, there's something I want to show you." 
 
    He tugged her toward the deeper part of the caves, and Megan followed, for once not worrying about babies or sex, and just enjoying time with Edward. 
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    The water at the lowest part of the cave lapped at the rocks, and Edward guided her closer to the edge. 
 
    "I haven't been down here since you saved me from the storm," Megan said as she observed the water. "What did you want to show me?" 
 
    Edward let go of her hand and finished what she started: he slipped off his shirt, unbuckled his pants, slipped off his boxers. "You'll see." 
 
    She arched an eyebrow at him while he disrobed; while she was a bit confused as to what he was doing, she did appreciate the view. His thick muscles rippled with the casual movements, each one working as a whole to form the shapely body that always had her on fire. 
 
    Just watching him made her tingly all over, the opposite of how she'd been minutes before. If she hadn't been ready for a go with him earlier, she was now. But, when he stepped into the water, she realized that wasn't his intent. 
 
    "Now, get ready to hop on." He winked, and then, without giving her a moment more to process what in the world he meant, he dove straight into the icy cold water. 
 
    A flash of blue appeared deep within the pool. Her eyes widened as, below the waves, Edward's human form reshaped into that of a dragon, draped in the thick, blue essence of his water magic. 
 
    A moment later, his new head poked above the water. Bright azure scales, all of them dripping with water. White, curved horns that looked as elegant as they were dangerous. And blue, swirling eyes, so deep and full of emotion that they threatened the supremacy of the ocean. 
 
    Most of all, within those giant orbs, she saw the man she was starting to fall for. Whether she liked it or not, he was a dragon. She very well could be carrying his child right now. A child that would also be a dragon. 
 
    And honestly? She wasn't afraid, not at all. Everything about Edward thrilled her, this strange life he promised, so disconnected from her old one that she might as well have walked into a new world. 
 
    He was a new world. At least, he opened a door of endless possibilities for her. 
 
    She reached out, eyes wide, and touched his jaw, the firm, wet scales above his enormous fangs meant to protect or kill. Behind his head, along his spine, was a translucent band that went all the way down his back and disappeared into the water. It was like silk to the touch, maybe just as smooth or softer. 
 
    Edward shifted beneath the water, rising a fin to form a bridge between her and his back. Unlike Klein, Edward didn't have wings, probably because he was a water dragon. Instead, there seemed to be a delicate web that attached his fins to his body, which she suspected served a similar purpose. 
 
    She stepped onto him, slipping only a bit as she climbed on top. 
 
    While Megan wasn't scared of him, or dragons, she was terrified of herself. Of what she might become, being with him. 
 
    What if he didn't feel the same way about her as she was starting to feel about him? 
 
    She wrapped her arms as far around his neck as she would allow, excitement thrumming through her. "I can't believe I'm on the back of a dragon." 
 
    Edward couldn't talk in his dragon form, but a ripple of magic coursed through him, enveloping Megan in a surreal warmth. Through the thrill of simply seeing Edward's dragon form for the first time while fully conscious, it took her a moment to realize that his magic had actually wrapped around her like a protective bubble. 
 
    He shifted his weight under her, kicking off from the rocks and toward the wall opposite them. The only way was down. This part of the cave was deep underwater, but just how deep ... she didn't know. From what Edward told her before, she figured it was far lower than she could ever dream of holding her breath to reach. 
 
    "Woah, no, Edward, that's not a good idea—" she started, but then when she realized he wasn't listening to her, she sucked in a deep breath instead. 
 
    And when he plunged beneath the dark water, she squeezed her eyes shut. 
 
    She expected to be sprayed with the cold water, but she felt nothing but a slight chill. No dampness at all. Megan peeked through one eye into the darkness ... only to find it not so dark after all. She opened her other eye with a gasp. Edward's magical bubble illuminated the slim tunnel that he was currently swimming through. 
 
    Seaweed brushed his legs and fins, some strands as long as her arms. Bright, rainbow-colored coral grew all over the ground and up the walls, where pearls the size of fists sat in beds of shells, each glowing a different shade of blue or pink. The view was breathtaking. Megan tightened her hold on Edward's neck, leaning closer to place her cheek against his cool scales. 
 
    She could hear his heartbeat, a steady thumping sound that seemed so foreign beneath the depths of the sea. Even as gorgeous, long-finned fish swam by, their presence was secondary to the connection she felt to Edward, the one that grew into something uncontrollable with every second they were together. 
 
    "It's beautiful," she murmured, figuring that she should say something about the view, but what she really meant was him. 
 
    What they had was beautiful. Started out of necessity, but it had blossomed into something more, hadn't it? All the time, Megan caught herself wondering what it would be like to spend the rest of her life with him. She would learn more about him and his way of life, learn how to be like him. 
 
    They would have a child ... 
 
    The underwater tunnel ended, and Edward swam into the open ocean. Coral still covered the ground and fish still danced around them, but now sunlight streamed from the surface high above them. She held him even tighter as they moved faster through the water, rising up and up, her pulse picking up with their speed. 
 
    And then he burst up from the water, rocketing what seemed like a hundred feet into the sky. An exhilarated cry burst from Megan's lungs, and just when they were about to drop again, Edward extended his fins. The wind caught beneath them, sending them gliding over the ocean instead of plummeting back into it. 
 
    Megan had never before considered being a mother. It had always seemed like one of those things that happened when people were in long-term relationships, which she hadn't been in a long time. But now, she knew that she wanted one. 
 
    She wanted Edward's child. She wanted to be with him—like this—forever. 
 
    The wind whipped through her hair, and she released a contented sigh against his scales. Did he feel the same as her? Did he really want a child, too? 
 
    It was so hard to tell, sometimes, when he was a dragon, and she was a human. But she wanted to believe it was true. That they could be together like this, happy, for the first time in their lives. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 – Edward 
 
      
 
    Edward stood outside the ensuite bathroom. The brown door was closed, and Megan was on the other side. Now was the moment of truth. When she opened that door, they would know whether they would be having a child, or if they would have to find another way to break Tracy free from Klein's grasp. 
 
    There was no way Edward was handing over Megan to him, regardless. He would send her back to Hawaii before ever putting her in more danger. What that meant for Tracy ... he wasn't willing to think that far ahead just yet. But he would find a way to make sure both of them were safe. 
 
    Earlier that morning, when he hadn't been able to sleep, he swam off to the islands to pick up a couple of pregnancy tests for Megan. The party was slated for later that night, and he couldn't wait any longer to learn the truth. 
 
    Was he going to be a dad or not? 
 
    When it came to raising children, he had no frame of reference. There had not been any dragon children on Rockpool Island for as long as he'd lived there, and he avoided human children. He just never expected to be a father, never dreamed of it or even had a particular interest in becoming one. But now, with Megan, everything was different. 
 
    He heard movement behind the bathroom door, and he stopped his pacing just as it opened and Megan came out. 
 
    "Megan? What's the result?" 
 
    She shoved a handful of plastic pregnancy tests into his hand. Before he looked at them, he tried to read the truth in her expression. There was a hint of fear there, but that could mean anything, positive or negative. 
 
    His heart was racing when he looked at the first test. There were two pink lines, but he didn't know what that meant. He looked at the next one: two blue lines. 
 
    "I don't know what this means," he said. 
 
    He looked at the third test, which just straight up said 'pregnant' on the little provided screen. His heart leaped, and he took a sharp intake of breath. He stared at the result for a whole minute in disbelief, not being able to say or think of anything else. 
 
    Pregnant. 
 
    He lifted his gaze to hers. "Is it true?" 
 
    There was a slight smile on her face, one of cautious happiness. She nodded. That was all the confirmation he needed for everything to click into place. His head buzzed with joy, heck, his whole body did. He was lighter than ever before, like he'd become a cloud and was now rising into the sky. He never wanted to come down from his happiness. 
 
    "I can't believe it. I'm going to be a dad?" 
 
    "Yes!" 
 
    Warmth radiated through him, all of it coming from her. Ever since the beginning, he'd wanted her. Needed her. And now, for this incredible gift to be given to them ...  
 
    It was more than just the prospect of having a child. It was knowing, with absolute certainty, that Megan would be his. She wouldn't be going anywhere. At the end of all of this, she would be staying here, with him, on Rockpool Island. And they would have a family together. 
 
    "You have no idea just how amazing this is," he murmured against her hair. "How incredible you are. What you've done for me, for all of us dragon shifters ..." 
 
    Megan squeezed him tighter. "I never thought I would be so happy about a positive test." She laughed, and wiped away tears of joy. "At least I'm lucky enough to be able to have this child with you." 
 
    Edward held her at arm's length and looked deep into her eyes. Their bright green was blurred by her tears, but he swore he saw more than just relief hidden inside them. But it also could have been him: when he looked at her, he radiated warmth and happiness unlike anything he'd ever felt before. Being with Megan had changed him, and now, he was certain of it ... he'd fallen for her, hard. 
 
    The child only solidified things for him. 
 
    She was the most beautiful woman on the planet, and now she was going to be the mother of his child. Edward took her face in his hands, bringing their mouths together. A featherlight kiss, a brush of the lips, that was all he intended; but Megan flicked her tongue against his lips, and that was all it took for him to become a hungry dragon. A surge of passion and desire overtook him, just for a moment, before he was able to get himself under control again. 
 
    They were both breathing heavily when he pulled away. Wanting. The last few days had been filled with so much sex that it felt almost strange not to jump at the urge, but Edward wanted more time to bask in his happiness. 
 
    He still couldn't believe it. A child. 
 
    "We'll be able to get Tracy back now, won't we?" Megan tucked a strand of loose hair behind her ear, which Edward had unknowingly mussed while he kissed her. 
 
    "Klein won't be able to say no. He'll return her to us, and we'll all be okay. We can start planning for the future." Edward stroked her hair. He'd always loved the light blue color, like ocean waves. "There's just one last test. You have to meet the other dragons." 
 
    "They're not all like Klein, are they?" 
 
    "Not at all." He laughed. "Most of them are perfectly reasonable, they're not hardasses about the rules like he is. I think you'll like them. And that they'll like you." 
 
    "But if they don't?" She sounded skeptical. "Is that why this is a test?" 
 
    "The test is for them, Megan. If they don't accept you, I'll know who I have to beat up." 
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    The night sky was so bright with the full moon that they could have partied by the ocean without any other external sources of light. As Edward and Megan strolled up the beach toward the party, though, the show of fire and light made the location impossible to miss. 
 
    Adonis, the island's fire dragon, had set a bonfire on the beach, twice as high as any of them in their human forms. Orbs of light shifted around the designated area, similar to those he'd spotted in Klein's mountain palace. It was a fanciful setup, and already the other dragons were dancing around the bonfire, seemingly fast on their way to approaching a mild intoxication. 
 
    Edward held Megan close, not wanting any of the others to spot her before they had a chance to talk to Klein. Klein’s reaction would decide how Edward and Megan had to navigate the rest of the party. 
 
    As they approached the party, Megan tugged on his hand. Her head was tilted to the sky, gazing up at the full moon. "It's beautiful. I don't think I've ever seen a full moon that bright before." 
 
    The moon was always incredibly bright on Rockpool Island, but Megan was right. There was something special about this moon; it illuminated the vast reaches of the sky, stars twinkling around it. And he swore that when he looked closer, it seemed as though there was a dragon hidden on the surface. 
 
    "Even the moon celebrates our child," Edward said. He wasn't sure that was true, but he wanted to believe it. The brighter moon had to be a good sign. 
 
    Turning back to the party, there was a long table set out, filled with mountains of food. Everything from pineapple and pastries to steaks and roasted vegetables. Edward's mouth watered at the sight of it all, but food would come later. First they needed to find Klein. 
 
    He was easy enough to spot: at the table there was only one chair, a smaller imitation of the throne he had mounted on the rocks at the lower edge of his territory. When Edward and Megan approached, his golden eyes shifted onto them. 
 
    "You came after all." He straightened his head to get a better look at them. He wore the same golden robes as he had been last time Edward saw him. "I expected you to abandon the captive woman and make a run for it." 
 
    Megan stepped forward. Edward tried to stop her, but he couldn't. "That's my friend you're talking about. I would never leave her behind, especially not when we have nothing to be afraid about." She tossed a pregnancy test at him. "Here." 
 
    He caught it in one hand, flipping the white piece of plastic over in his hand. 
 
    She hurled another at him. "Here, have another, you ass." And another. 
 
    He caught the second one. The third hit him square in the chest. Before she could throw the fourth, Edward grabbed her arm, pulled him against her. He didn't think her response was unreasonable; far from it, after everything Klein had put them through. But Klein wasn't always the most reasonable man. 
 
    Despite Megan's outburst, he wore an amused smile. "I like her. I do not recall the last time I encountered a woman with such fire. Perhaps she is fit to bear one of our kind after all." He tilted the pregnancy test toward the light. "And so, it seems she shall." He dropped the test into the sand, nonchalantly. "You know, you could have had me perform the test. My light reveals all truths, naturally. No reason to rely on petty human devices." 
 
    "As if I would let you touch her," Edward hissed. His grip on Megan's arm tightened. "Now, where is Tracy? Megan needs to see her at once." 
 
    "Of course." Klein rose to his feet. "But first, an announcement." 
 
    A beam of light appeared at his feet. It solidified, pushing his human form into the air, just so he was standing above the table. Of course, leave it to Klein to find a way to make light solid. 
 
    "Attention everyone." Klein grinned as the music slowed to let him talk. "I suspect your lizard brains took the opportunity to party without question, not going so far as to consider why. And here I am to tell you." He gestured toward Megan and Edward, and a beam of light surged from nothingness, lighting them up for all to see. "Behold, Edward and the woman who will bear his child." 
 
    There were a couple of sounds of surprise from the other three dragons present. Dale was there, too, so everyone currently on the island was there on the beach. 
 
    "Yes. The first dragon baby to be born on Rockpool Island in over three centuries," Klein said. "This is a time of momentous celebration indeed, and so celebrate we shall!" He raised his glass of golden honey wine. "Drink merrily tonight, in the light of the full moon! Drink for the woman who will bring a new child into this world, and thus, who cannot drink for herself." 
 
    Cheers echoed from Adonis, Bram, Xander, and, of course, Dale. Even Edward and Megan both grinned at the positive attention. With or without them, though, Edward's happiness would have been unmatched. Now that he had Megan and a child on the way, a whole new world had opened to him. 
 
    He glanced back at Klein. "Okay, you made your point. Now where is Tracy?" 
 
    "What do you mean? She has been over there since you arrived." Klein gestured to the far end of the table, where Tracy was, in fact, sitting with a small plate of food. She was lounging in the sand, not at the table. 
 
    She was staring in their direction, probably because of the announcement that Klein made. 
 
    "Tracy!" Megan shouted, and in an instant, she was out of Edward's hold, running toward her lost friend. 
 
    Right as they embraced, a rush of warmth moved through him. The two women were happy to find each other again, and he was happy for them—for the last few days since Tracy was taken, Megan had torn herself up from the inside out, even when she said she wasn't. Now, maybe she could relax a little. 
 
    "Wow, got yourself a woman now, huh?" came a voice from behind Edward. 
 
    He turned to find all three other dragons there. The one who had spoken was Adonis, the ruby dragon. His fiery eyes glimmered in the light from the bonfire, a reflection of the magic he was using to keep the flames so alive. 
 
    "She's not just a woman." Edward crossed his arms, staring Adonis down. "She will be the mother of my child." 
 
    Xander, the opal dragon, grinned. "I can't believe Klein let two human women on the island at all. Did you sneak them on? I bet he was pissed." 
 
    "A bit of an understatement. He wanted to kill them both." 
 
    "Yeah, bet he did." Xander snorted. "Bet he went on about how you got soft, right? Then he has no choice but to let them stay anyway because of the baby. Makes me wonder if he's the one going soft." 
 
    Edward thought back to the palace, where Tracy was more or less pampered, despite her confinement. Here at the party it seemed that Tracy was relatively fine. For all Klein's claims about what he would do to Megan and Tracy, he hadn't even come close. It was possible that a soft spot the size of Tracy had grown inside of him. 
 
    His gaze flickered over to Klein, who was watching Megan and Tracy catch up with extreme interest. Maybe something was going on between them after all. 
 
    "Regardless of why, it's kinda nice, don't you think?" Bram, the diamond dragon, said. The others looked to him, wondering. "If he let you bring someone onto the island, won't he be more lenient with the rest of us?" 
 
    "One can hope." Adonis sipped his drink. "By the way, is she your mate?" 
 
    Edward narrowed his gaze on Megan. She and Tracy were laughing, and they hugged again, and it looked like Megan was trying to convince Tracy to do something. 
 
    He smiled, watching them. Whenever he was with Megan, he felt complete happiness, fulfilled in a thousand ways he barely comprehended. His dragon stopped being restless, and he was calm, like a lake, not the raging sea he was used to. 
 
    In a way, she was his anchor. And one day, so would their child be. But did that make her his mate, the woman he was meant to be with? 
 
    Honestly, he wasn't sure. He was falling for her, had already fallen, and he couldn't imagine himself with anyone else. 
 
    "All I know is that I won the fucking jackpot," he said. 
 
    And when Megan rushed over to him a few minutes later, wrapping her arms around him, he felt just that much more sure that she was the one for him. After introducing her to Xander, Bram, and Adonis, Edward and Megan wandered off on their own to dance slow near the fire. 
 
    She rested her head against his chest, and he held her close, his chin on top of her head. They were quiet, just absorbing the other dragons' energy, the heat of the bonfire, of each other. He was so glad the others had been so accepting of her, of them. 
 
    And except for Klein, it wasn't the prospect of a child that made them happy. They were all overjoyed by the prospect of one day being able to find a mate of their own and bring her to Rockpool Island to be with them. Now that Megan and Edward were together ... they couldn't be denied. 
 
    Megan sighed against him and tilted her head up. Her bright green eyes were lighter next to the fire, as alluring as the day they met. After having gone through so much together, faced all these other trials ... now all he wanted was to be with her again, damn everyone else. 
 
    He lowered his mouth to hers, but she didn't quite meet his mouth. "So? Did they pass your test?" she murmured. 
 
    "The others love you." He kissed her anyway, desperate for her soft mouth. "I say that means they passed with flying colors." 
 
    “I’m almost disappointed … I wouldn’t have minded watching you brawl with some of the dragons.” 
 
    “Oh, you will, one of these days. But right now, you’re the one needing all my attention.” 
 
    She smiled and fell deeper into the kiss, lighting a spark on his desire. A growing warmth spread through him. Wherever her body made contact with his, he started tingling with need. He ran his hands up her hips and sides, and with a growl, pulled her harder against him. 
 
    She giggled into his mouth. "Why don't we head back to your place for some fun?" 
 
    He almost scooped her right into his arms then and there, but his eyes fluttered open, remembering the reason they came to this party in the first place. "What about Tracy?" 
 
    Megan lifted her chin, and he followed her gaze to Tracy, who was standing near Klein. His attention was on her, but instead of his usual irritation, he was looking at her with something else. Something ... deeper. 
 
    Huh, maybe Klein was going a little soft after all. 
 
    "She'll be fine," Megan said. "I think despite all the trouble she's been in, she might be developing a thing for your strong, if overzealous, leader." 
 
    Edward scooped Megan into his arms, and she laughed the kind of laugh that would make heads turn. 
 
    "I guess that means we can make as much noise tonight as we want." He kissed her again, and started planning out exactly what he would do to her ... 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 – Megan 
 
      
 
    They didn't quite make it back to Edward's caves. Megan couldn't keep her hands off of Edward, pawing at him and lifting his shirt over his head before they were even within sight of the caves. 
 
    "I can't wait any longer," Megan murmured against his mouth. "I want you to take me right here." 
 
    "You read my mind." 
 
    Edward lowered Megan onto her back in a soft patch of grass just above the beach. The bright moon made it almost like they were out in the day, highlighting the hot intention in his eyes. That deep, ocean blue that she'd fallen for the minute she saw him. 
 
    In an instant, they were in action: seeking desires long needed. While Megan perused Edward's strong abs and biceps, he hiked up her dress, the one he had a tailor in Hawaii make for her with all the pearls sewn into the front. It was almost a shame to take it off so soon, but she craved Edward's touch on her naked body. 
 
    Within a few seconds, it was off her completely, thrown into the grass. Even against the cool night air, his warmth was the only one she needed. 
 
    He grabbed her thighs and earned a moan from Megan. His hands set her skin on fire, and she burned all over, lighting her up like a candle as he kissed her. She'd never been with a man so attentive, so caring, someone who saw to her every need both inside and outside of bed. When he kissed her, it felt as though he received just as much satisfaction from pleasuring her as she did. 
 
    When she moaned, he did, too. An echo that turned into music the longer they touched each other. It made being with Edward feel that much more intimate, as if their pleasure was intertwined. Impossible without the other. 
 
    Right now, Megan wanted far more than simple pleasure. She wanted him to make her world explode. 
 
    His tongue brushed against hers as his hands went deeper beneath her dress. She went without panties, as always—it was just much simpler when sex was always around the corner. Edward's fingers brushed against her inner thighs, and she shivered, moaning into his mouth. She adjusted her hips, spread her legs to give him better access. 
 
    His fingers brushed against her, and she gasped with anticipation. Megan needed him inside of her—any part of him, whatever would bring that spark of pleasure he was always so good at finding deep within her. The spark that always flickered inside her when she was with him. 
 
    Edward kissed her jaw, sucked on her ear. "I could listen to you all day." 
 
    Before she could respond, he was kissing her neck, making the words in her mouth disappear behind a new veil of pleasure. He trailed his soft lips down her neck, her body, painting her with invisible proof of how much he cared about her. He was always this way when they were together, but this time his tenderness eclipsed all other times put together. He moved slowly, worshipped every inch of her skin, making her sigh and shiver. 
 
    He toyed with her clit as he went, kissing her collarbone, breasts. The grass became a cushion beneath her, a pillow that Edward used to lift her into the clouds. This was the first time they would be together since her pregnancy became official. Their first time where they wouldn't be trying to have a child, just enjoy each other's bodies. 
 
    Part of her was afraid it would be different. Not as good, now that their lives weren't in danger? The desperation they had before was gone, the urgency ... but it was replaced with something better. Because she was desperate for Edward's touch, his love, to have him inside her ... but this kind was different. A new kind of urgency, the need to make something new out of what they had. 
 
    What was going to happen to them now that a child was on the way? 
 
    Would things be different between them—would he treat her differently? 
 
    Edward wrapped his mouth around her nipple. A shuddering moan escaped her, lifting her closer to the clouds, the ones she wanted to stay with him in forever. As he slipped his fingers into her, bringing rise to the first of many peaks that night, she realized that yes—things were different, but in a good way. 
 
    She shuddered around his hand, and he coaxed her insides until that heat and warmth he gave her became too much for her to handle. 
 
    "I need more," Megan said. "More of you." 
 
    She ran her hands through his hair as he sucked on her breast, made her insides curl with pleasure. He chuckled and kissed down her stomach, toward her thighs. "Don't worry, we'll get there. But I want to make sure you're taken care of first." 
 
    Megan's eyes rolled back when Edward put his mouth on her clit, his tongue flicking her, gradually, toward another orgasm. Maybe her fear that all of this would end once she was officially pregnant had been a mistaken one. She'd been wrong to think that it was ever just about having a dragon baby and not about the two of them. With each touch, Megan felt that Edward had been in this for both of them since the beginning. 
 
    And when that realization came, it released something inside of her—all of the love she'd been holding back. Everything she felt for Edward, that she'd come to feel for him in the week since almost drowning. Since he'd saved her and made a whole new life for her here. With him. 
 
    His tongue flicked through her folds, dipping in and out. Megan twitched and shivered, her insides stirred up with her lust. Edward's tongue was relentless, licking and sucking until she'd made every sound her throat could possibly make. 
 
    "Edward ..." She gasped and yanked at his hair as another wave of burning heat moved through her. 
 
    She rested her head in the grass, staring up at the full moon behind Edward. Finally, he surfaced from between her legs, giving her a chance to breathe. Megan was tingly all over, breathing heavily from everything he'd done to her, and yet she was always ready for more. 
 
    A moment later, he was looming over her. Megan took his muscular torso in her hands, guiding him down closer to her. Their mouths met with a sigh of delight, but his kiss was like a promise. That this child they were going to have ... it was just the beginning. 
 
    She smiled against his mouth. "I love you, Edward." 
 
    He pulled back to look into her eyes. Reflected in them, those endless blue orbs, she saw her own happiness. His smile was wider than she'd ever seen it before. And then he kissed her again. Slow, at first, but then hungrier, as if he couldn't get enough of her. 
 
    "I've loved you ever since I first laid eyes on you," Edward mumbled. "I never imagined that we would be here so soon, together like this ... preparing to have a child." 
 
    "Me neither, but now I couldn't imagine it any other way. To have you, and this baby ... my life would be complete." 
 
    He cradled her face in his hands, kissing her passionately, stoking the flames of their love. It was such a new thing to them both, to be in love, to be prepared to make a family. And yet with Edward, Megan had the confidence to see it all through. That he was the right choice for her. She didn't have to be afraid of her family scaring him away, of loving and then being left behind. 
 
    Because with Edward, it was forever. Just the two of them, and soon, the child that would light up their lives again. 
 
    Megan slipped her hands downward, across Edward's abs, toward his belt buckle, and finally brought his cock out into the open. He throbbed in her hand, thick with his lust. 
 
    She guided him toward her entrance, and once he wrapped his arms around her, they became one. He slipped inside, slowly, filling her up one delightful inch at a time. Her nails bit into his back at just his first thrust, crying out. Fuck, he felt amazing. Like always, or somehow better. 
 
    Was this what it was like, to love someone and be loved in return? To not realize you were missing something and to be suddenly complete? 
 
    Edward had always been the missing piece in her life. Now, they were together, whole ... unstoppable. Their mouths met in a flurry of hot kisses, more tongue and sighs than lips. With each thrust, the burning heat inside Megan flared, spreading through her whole body. She cried out and grasped at Edward's shoulders as the heat built up, stroke after stroke, kiss after kiss. 
 
    Through all her cries and moans, he kept his rhythm steady, his growls husky, the backdrop to her music. And when that music became a symphony, the fire inside Megan coiled, burning bright and hot, tighter and tighter until she couldn't hold it back anymore. At last, she relinquished herself to him one more time, shuddering and gasping as his length glided in and out, claiming all of her for himself. 
 
    She clawed at his back, bit into his shoulder, went rabid beneath the force of the pleasure he gave her. And when Megan lost herself, Edward's eyes went wild, his hips wilder, bucking like an animal on top of her. While she soared to new heights, he was quick behind her, both of them becoming dragons in the clouds. 
 
    After, when the ringing in Megan's ears faded away, and her raw lust faded into a glowing happiness, an exhaustion of all her energy, she sighed and stretched out in the grass. 
 
    Edward lowered himself beside her, moving the messy hair from her eyes so he could look at her face. Already her eyelids were drooping with exhaustion, but for him, she kept them open a while longer. 
 
    They cuddled in the grass, letting the cool breeze wash away the remnants of the overbearing heat from their lovemaking. Maybe they would sleep out here for tonight, or at least for a few hours. She didn't want to get up, not even for a moment, when she could spend those moments in Edward's arms. 
 
    "For a while I was worried this wouldn't work out," Megan admitted. 
 
    He kissed her cheek, the top of her head. "Why wouldn't it?" 
 
    "I mean, we'd barely known each other for a day when Klein found us out. And then we were expected to have a baby together, and that by doing so, I would have to stay with you with no way out." She played with a strand of grass, curling it around her finger and then straightening it. "Can you blame me for being scared? There was so much emphasis put on the baby that I thought a child was all you cared about, not me ..." 
 
    "But you know that's not true. It's always been about you. A child was secondary. Something we could work on later, if need be. I was always planning a way to keep you, even if we couldn't have a child by Klein's arbitrary deadline." 
 
    "I know that now. I think it took tonight to really get that." 
 
    Edward twined his fingers with hers, locking their hands tightly together. "I realized something tonight, too." 
 
    "What's that?" 
 
    She couldn't see his face, but his head was right beside hers. His warmth enveloped her, made her feel safe. Ready to face anything. 
 
    "Those like me, shifters ... we have one person we're meant to be with. Our mate. When we met, and things spiraled out of control ... I knew I loved you, but I didn't know if you were the one. But for you to have weathered through all of this, just to be here with me, I know you are. We're meant to be together." 
 
    Megan giggled. "I thought women were supposed to be the sappy ones." 
 
    "I'm not afraid of being a little sappy if it lets me keep the woman I love." He wrapped his arms around her, bringing her right up close against his chest. "But I'm serious." 
 
    "I know you are." 
 
    She couldn't claim to understand all of what he was telling her, but to Megan, the details didn't really matter. 
 
    "As long as we're together forever like you promised, then I'm the happiest woman in the world," she said. 
 
    "About that." She felt him grin against her hair. "Dragon shifter mates also become immortal. Like the dragons are." 
 
    It took Megan a second to clue in. Edward was a dragon shifter. She was his mate. "I'm immortal?" 
 
    "Just like our child will be." 
 
    Megan placed a hand on her stomach without realizing it. Edward placed his on top of hers, too. The three of them, one big happy family, with no expiry date. From her confusion grew a satisfied smile. 
 
    "I could get used to that." 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue – Edward 
 
      
 
    After a long and busy month, Edward finally had time to sit in his studio with mother of pearl from the ocean, his chisel, and some quiet classical music. Ever since his daughter had been born, his life had turned into another whirlwind, not unlike when he met Megan. 
 
    But in the past few days, an idea for a carving kept coming to him. A relentless idea, one of those that wouldn't let him go until he finally made his vision a reality. In the shell, about as long as his arm and as wide as a book, he imagined Megan holding their 1-month-old daughter, Clara. 
 
    Ever since they'd been together, Edward had carved Megan countless times into the iridescent shells that always captivated his imagination. But he could never quite capture her perfectly, not the way he wanted to. He could never replace the real her, nor did he want to, but he wanted to capture the joy he felt when he was with her. 
 
    And this piece, he knew it would be the one. 
 
    Edward had scarcely cut one line into the shell when the door to his studio flew open, and Megan was there with Clara in her arms. "Thought to sneak away for a moment, did you?" she said with a grin. 
 
    "I've just had this nagging idea I wanted to carve ... I thought you and Tracy would like some time with the baby, sans any men." 
 
    "You say that like I could ever grow tired of you." She planted a kiss on his mouth, sending waves of shivering warmth through him. He wanted her again, just like he always did. He shoved that animal instinct aside, hushed his dragon's never-ending lust. 
 
    They hugged Clara between them, and when she gurgled and fussed, Megan withdrew to rock her in her arms. "But you know how Clara is ... such a daddy's girl." 
 
    Edward held out his arms, taking his precious baby. She'd become his whole world, the largest piece of what made his life complete. With her and Megan, Edward didn't need anything else in the world. 
 
    "Funny story," Megan said once Clara had calmed down a little. "It seems Tracy might be developing a thing for Klein after all." 
 
    "Oh really? So is that why she hasn't left Rockpool yet?" 
 
    "She might just get off on making him uncomfortable." 
 
    Edward chuckled. Knowing Klein, that was definitely half of the issue—he just wasn't used to humans like the rest of the dragons were. "They're both adults. They'll figure themselves out. If anyone can crack the nut that is Klein, I think it's Tracy." 
 
    "I think so too." Megan kissed his forehead, and then Clara. "'Kay, I'll leave you to it. Aww, she's practically asleep already." 
 
    Clara nuzzled her face into Edward's chest, a little bundle that represented all the love and joy he'd experienced with Megan over the last nine months. He rocked her in his arms, cooing to her as he brought her from the studio and toward the nursery. 
 
    One day he would capture that very same love and joy in his carvings ... but that day wasn't this one. With Clara and Megan in his life, he might never need to. This was only the beginning of a lifetime for them. 
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    THE  END 
 
      
 
      
 
    The “Dragon Treasure Island” Series continues! 
 
    Read the steamy and action-packed story of Tracy and Klein: 
 
      
 
    Gold Dragon 
 
    Dragon Treasure Island Book 2 
 
    (Coming October 20th, 2021) 
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    He threatened to kill me for being here. 
 
    But instead he showed mercy and brought me to his palace. 
 
    Now I’m his prisoner, locked in his luxurious rooms. 
 
    Kept on his island against my will. 
 
      
 
    I want to hate him, I really do. 
 
    And there are moments where I almost manage it. 
 
    But there’s this treacherous soft spot deep inside my belly. 
 
    The spot that stores all of my secret feelings and needs. 
 
      
 
    I desire him. I despise him. 
 
    I can’t stop thinking about all the things I want him to do to me. 
 
    I want him to drag me onto his massive throne. 
 
    I want him to indulge himself in me and take what he wants. 
 
      
 
    But it doesn’t matter what I want, because he’s completely ignoring me. 
 
    His body, his attention, and his adoration are so out of reach. 
 
    I need a way out of this torture before I do something unforgiveable. 
 
    Before I degrade myself completely… 
 
      
 
    … and actually beg him to touch me. 
 
      
 
    Pre-order “Gold Dragon” Now! 
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