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      A woman I shouldn’t want but can’t let go of. 

      Primal is book 6 in USA Today Bestselling Author KL Donn’s Kings of the Underworld series.

      Noa Carmichael.

      Saintly, caring, my complete opposite.

      She’s my daughter’s former teacher.

      The epitome of a good woman.

      Too damn good for the likes of me.

      If I could leave her alone, I would.

      I’d walk away and never look back.

      My heart beats for her now.

      My need is an obsession turned primal.

      When she shows up with bruises on her face,

      The time for backing off is over.

      Noa fucking Carmichael.

      She’s mine now.

      My wife. My obsession. My property.

      My name is Carmine Cavanaugh, and the price for hurting my love is blood.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            Carmine

          

          FIVE MONTHS AGO.

        

      

    

    
      “Sir, the door.”

      My head pops up from reading through an email from a client I haven’t heard from in a few years.

      “Who is it?” I ask.

      Dylan glares at me as he turns on his heel. The man has been a pain in my side since my daughter Odette hired him after she and her husband Malice moved out. Dylan runs this house like he owns it, with the attitude to match.

      Getting up from my desk, I make my way to the front of the house, pelting rain against the windows, the only other sound. It’s too fucking quiet these days. Approaching the foyer, the heels of my leather loafers clack against the white marble floors, announcing my arrival, and I’m stopped short when I spot her.

      Noa Carmichael.

      The only woman to make me feel anything since my Juliette died. Noa stirs something in me I can’t ever remember feeling, even with my deceased wife.

      “Noa.” My barkish tone has nothing to do with her and everything to do with losing control of myself when in her presence. “What are you doing here?”

      Her ordinarily bright auburn hair looks dull from the rain, while her soaked coat drags her shoulders down. Her makeup, what little she wears, is running down her face, and she looks like a drowned rat, but still, she’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.

      “Noa?” My tone is sterner this time.

      “Oh…uhm…well.” She strides closer while stumbling her way through an answer. I untie her coat and slide it off her body. That damn dress is soaked through, too.

      “What the fuck are you out in this storm for?” I ask and crouch down, sliding off each of her pumps.

      She inhales deeply, so I look up to see that her eyes are closed and her mouth is moving, but no sound comes out. Standing straight, I notice Dylan spying on us and gesture for him to gather her things. No way she’s going back out until she’s dried off.

      My eyes decide to adventure along her body, taking in her wide hips—fuck, what I wouldn’t give to get my hands on them from behind. Her voluptuous chest—tits big enough to spill out of my hands as I fuck her from behind. And the longer my gaze lingers, the harder my dick grows, imagining her body beneath mine as I fuck her until she passes out. It’s been a long fucking time since I’ve been with a woman. Maybe I’d be less cranky.

      “It’s been too long.” Finally, I catch on to what she’s been mouthing. “I thought…” she stutters, “I thought, after that kiss…” The one seared into my brain that I can’t fucking forget. “Well, you never did anything after.”

      I growl, “Don’t you think that was for a reason?” So I didn’t lose my fucking mind.

      One time between her thighs would never be enough. Not when I’m so fucking feral for the woman. I’d claim her, and she’d become a target for every one of my enemies.

      Her wide eyes, now sad and filled with tears, glance up at me with remorse. “It meant nothing to you?”

      She bites her lip to stop the trembling, and I feel like an asshole. Because it didn’t mean nothing. It was soul-searing and made me feel alive for the first time in fucking years. I can still feel her innocent touch, the tentative way she licked my lips and sucked on my tongue. Hear her tiny sigh when I pulled away.

      That stolen moment in my office almost two years ago is the best thing that happened to me in fucking years. Indulging further isn’t an option, however; Noa is not from my world. She doesn’t understand what being mine would mean and the danger she’d be in.

      I lift a hand, cup her cheek, and step into her body so she can feel all of me. “Does it feel like it meant nothing?”

      Her breathing stutters as she feels exactly what she does to me. Dainty hands, with their French manicure, rise to press against my perfectly tailored dark-blue dress shirt. The tie was dismissed earlier in the day, with the sleeves rolled up and buttons undone to mid-chest.

      As she touches me, a groan rattles my body, making her jump slightly, but she doesn’t back off. The damn woman has no fucking clue.

      “Whatever you’re afraid of, Carmine, I can handle it.” How I fucking wish that were true. “Please, Carmine, just one night. Pleeeaase.”

      It’s the begging and her liquid honey eyes that do me in. My restraint snaps. I yank her into my arms and smash my mouth onto hers, swallowing her startled yelp as I fuck her mouth with my tongue. Plundering until she whines for more or begs for mercy. I don’t know which, nor do I fucking care any longer.

      I grip the back of each thigh and haul her up until her legs wrap around my waist. Still pillaging her mouth, I make my way upstairs, intent on fucking her good and proper in my bed for as long as possible before I send her home. Because as much as I might think it could happen, there’s no future for us. Someone will always try to attack me, try to hurt me. I lost one wife to this life, I will not lose another.

      “I need you to understand, Noa, it’s only tonight. There is no future for us.” She swallows roughly but ultimately nods as I place her on her feet before kicking the door shut behind me. “Say the words.”

      “Just tonight. No future.” Her heavy breathing makes her breasts jiggle and bounce with each exhale.

      “Turn around,” I order.

      She does so, and I reach for the dress’s zipper, drawing it down her body, stopping short when I notice the scars crisscrossing her back. Asking about them would only be natural, but I can’t get more emotionally invested than I already am. Despite what I said to Noa, for me, this will be a memory to last a lifetime.

      Sliding a finger down her spine, she gasps and shivers, glancing back to watch me admire her body as it’s revealed to me. Fuck me, the dimples on her ass cheeks call to me. I’ve always been an ass man, and hers is near perfection. No, it is. I can’t wait to get my hands on the juicy flesh as I fuck her.

      “On the bed, stay on your knees.” Should I fuck her ass or pussy first? I might have to swap from her cunt right to that tight ass, no pausing. “Bend over,” I demand when she’s in the middle of the bed as I strip off my clothes, popping the shirt buttons while tearing it off.

      Noa remains silent, watching me closely with those cat eyes of hers. They widen as I yank off my briefs, and my leaking dick springs forward.

      “I’m not gentle,” I warn as I grip my cock, stroking violently from root to tip, squeezing so hard that stars dance in my vision, trying to fend off coming too soon. “I fuck hard and give no mercy.” She nods while licking her lips.

      I grab a condom from the bedside table drawer. Aura thought she was being funny when she was home last summer. She’ll never know they were used because I’ll toss all of them in the morning now.

      Spotting a silk tie next to the box, I take that out as well and say, “Hands.” Her eyes widen as she sees what I’m holding, but still, Noa offers me her wrists. Binding them together, I tie the ends to the bedpost so she can’t get away from me.

      Circling around, I crawl in behind her. Her skin is as soft as silk as I rub my palms up her calves, thighs, then spread her legs. Lowering down, I bury my face in her creamy pussy. It’s already soaked for me. With a swipe of my tongue through her lips, I swallow down her nectar, already becoming addicted to her taste.

      I should stop. Untie her and walk away. But I fucking can’t. It’s physically impossible for me to, now that I’ve tasted her.

      Lapping at her cunt like she’s a fresh bowl of cream, Noa remains silent, but her body gives her away. Shivering, squirming, rapidly breathing, and flushing, she’s enjoying it, so I don’t stop, not until I’ve had my fill and my balls are ready to explode.

      I sit back up and push her thighs wider apart, staring at her exposed cleft, mouth still coated in her cream, and inhale deeply. After sliding on the condom, I guide my cock to her tight opening, already knowing it’ll be a struggle to get inside her snug pussy. The woman is curvy in the best ways, but her snatch is about to strangle my dick.

      She whimpers as I slip into her channel. Inhaling deeply, my hips thrust in one powerful push until there’s nowhere else for my dick to go. Noa bites her arm to hide her pain, but I want it.

      “I want to hear you, Noa. I want every last cry, the screams, give it all to me.”

      She bobs her head but doesn’t give me what I want, so my body decides to punish her. Drawing out and slamming back in, I use her hips to keep her in place as I fuck her relentlessly until she finally gives me what I want.

      Noa screams as an orgasm detonates her body. Her sheath squeezes my dick until I nearly black out from pain, but I don’t go over with her, not yet. I want more. I’m greedy for everything I can get from her.

      “Give me more, Noa.” I drape myself over her back. The puckered scars stir my curiosity again, but I still don’t ask. “Cry for me, beautiful, give me the tears.” She must hurt before I provide her more pleasure.

      Wrapping my hands around her chest, I massage her breasts until she tries to pull away from my hands kneading too roughly. Chuckling, my fingers attach to her nipples and twist and tug. My hips continue pistoning in and out of her until that telltale tingle enters my spine, letting me know I won’t last much longer.

      “Come with me, Noa. Serenade me with your voice.” Her head twists to glare at me, and holy fuck is that hot. “Fuck, this pussy is good. Almost too good.” Growling, I bite her throat and groan into her neck as my release torpedoes out of my dick with my soul.

      Her walls begin massaging me with an iron grip; she’s coming too. Biting down harder, she’ll likely scar, but I don’t fucking care. Her cries follow me over, and my hips continue to move, pushing her through the pleasure until we’re a mindless mess, and I collapse to the side, taking her with me.

      I brush her wavy auburn hair off her face, some strands sticking to her lashes, still damp from the rain, but Noa is out cold. Which gives me time to admire her body before getting up to dispose of the condom. As I pull it off, I realize it’s broken.

      “Fucking hell.”

      Tossing it in the trash, I return to Noa and spread her legs, my semen leaking from her hole. I should be pissed, but I’m enthralled because I’ve never seen a more beautiful sight in my life.

      Scooping up the excess, I push it back in with my fingers and massage it into her walls before sliding back to her ass and using the slickness to ease a finger into her tight rose.

      “Ah, fuck.” My dick stirs again, wanting inside her ass. Sadly, that’s not about to happen because that kind of intimacy is only reserved for people who love and trust each other. Noa and I only have tonight, so I use my fingers to pump in and out, enjoying the way she pushes back into me before an orgasm causes her to gasp and moan in her sleep.

      Backing off, I go wash up before untying her and leaving the room. Tonight only, I must remind myself and leave Noa before she wakes and tries to convince me to stay, to explore our elemental connection. It’s better this way. She deserves a life free of pain and worry for her safety.

      In a few months, I’ll discreetly check on her to make sure nothing comes of tonight, but otherwise, I’ll let her go. Even if my heart and head scream at me that it’s a mistake.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            Noa

          

          PRESENT DAY.

        

      

    

    
      “What do we want to do this afternoon?” I can’t help but smile as I observe my class of 12 students, a mix of grades 10-12, in the afternoon after lunch. The special needs class is always one of my favorites. Many of these kids have learning or behavioral disabilities, but they’re the sweetest bunch, and I adore working with them.

      “Art!” one calls out.

      “Math,” another grumbles.

      “Can we finish reading Accidental Magic?” one of the quieter girls asks, holding up the book.

      “I’ve never read that one before. Is it good?” I ask.

      As a substitute teacher, I’m supposed to follow the lesson plan from their regular teacher; however, with this group, that’s not always possible. I know that Mrs. Clarke also deviates from her own plans at times, depending on the class needs.

      Everyone excitedly talks, describing the clumsy heroine and the book’s magical elements.

      “I guess we’ll be reading a chapter before hitting the computer lab?” The cheers all around make me laugh because before this, they all wanted different things.

      As everyone gets out their books and workbooks to take notes, I lead the reading from where they left off last and allow everyone a chance to read a paragraph or two on their own. The educational assistant or I only step in once they’ve asked for help. Some kids will get it with time, and others will still need help.

      After finishing up a chapter and having a quick discussion about it, it’s time for them to move on to computer science, leaving me a class period to take a breather. Which has been rare these days, between caring for my younger siblings over the past year, and now, bringing my own bundle into the world. Honestly, I have no idea what the hell I’m going to do.

      After organizing the kids’ completed work today and putting it in the drawer Mrs. Clarke requested, I tidy up the room and make sure everyone’s belongings are where they should be.

      Exhaustion weighs down my limbs as I drop into my chair. This pregnancy is really taking it out of me. By the time I get home most days, I’m too tired to cook and do any homework with Joey. My eight-year-old brother has struggled the worst since gaining custody of him and my two younger sisters. Kylie is six and in first grade, and Emma is two and having trouble in daycare.

      Taking a long drink of my water, I hope to revive some energy now that I’ve cut out caffeine for the baby’s sake. After seeing him or her for the first time on a scan I had last week, any thoughts of giving the baby up vanished. It’ll be a hardship, and I might have to seek child support from the father in an effort to help take care of the four of us, but I’m doing this. I’m going to have a baby and be a single mom of four.

      My love for the father and his wishes are the only reasons I haven’t told him. He made it pretty clear five months ago that what we had could only be one night. There was no future waiting for us, and it took me a while afterwards to realize he meant it. I’m still trying to accept it.

      The problem with telling Carmine about the baby is that, despite the darkness surrounding him, he’s an honorable man and will want to marry me. But I don’t want a loveless marriage, especially when resentment could fester and grow, ruining us both.

      Besides, it’s not just the baby or me to consider. It’s my younger siblings, as well. They’ve had a hard life. My mother was barely fifteen when she had me, and I remember the days of adversity. Living in a car after being evicted from some of the shittiest apartments our meager money could rent.

      When she met Matt Bailey, things were better for a while. We moved into his house, and they played the perfect couple. Until she got pregnant with Joey, then the drinking started. He didn’t want screaming babies around, but he didn’t mind me because I knew when to shut up and basically took care of myself.

      When Kylie came along, the beatings began, and because of the pregnancy, I would often try to protect my mom. Despite her insistence that I didn’t. We all learned quickly to stay out of Matt’s way.

      Emma was a surprise none of us expected. Matt would go on rampages for days, sometimes weeks at a time, so it wasn’t abnormal for Mom and the kids to stay with me once I got my own apartment about three years ago. Until one day, he beat my mother so severely that she went into labor two months early and was barely able to call for help. By the time she arrived at the hospital, she’d died in the ambulance and was kept alive long enough for them to perform emergency surgery to deliver the baby. She was merely minutes away from dying, and whenever I think about that, it becomes hard to breathe.

      My sister Emma is the sweetest little girl in the world. I battled for custody of the kids after the charges against Matt were dropped. I was lucky enough to find a lawyer who took our case pro bono due to the circumstances. She herself had been in a domestic violence marriage when she was younger, and fighting for us brought her pleasure.

      With the proven violence towards the kids and me, we were also issued protective orders so he can’t come near us. Not that he cares. It was abundantly clear to the courts that he wanted nothing to do with my siblings, and we were all just fine with that.

      My dream has always been to become a full-time teacher. Taking the substitute/receptionist position at Atalanta Prep was my only option back then because they pay extremely well and their benefits cover everything. I do my best to stay in my lane and not cause a fuss, so there’s never a reason for me to be released from my contract. However, now that I’m pregnant, I’m not sure how that will go.

      I contact the daycare center to check on Emma. She’s in her terrible twos phase, and I’m honestly worried about how she’ll handle a baby in the house. Kylie and Joey are excited but concerned that my focus will shift. I’ve done what I can to reassure them that nothing will change, but they’ll need to see it before believing it, and I understand that.

      My search for a larger yet still affordable apartment has begun because I don’t have enough money to purchase a home. It’s all invested in the kids and daycare, plus I don’t want to move out of the school district because Joey finally feels comfortable in his class, and has made a couple of good friends. Kylie, thankfully, can make friends anywhere she goes, so I’m not overly worried about her.

      I’ve been searching for what feels like months, but everything is either too small, too much, or a substantial change for the kids. The last thing I want to do is disrupt their lives.

      Sighing, my head pitches back in my chair, and I try to focus on my breathing while rubbing my belly, and “peanut” displays his restlessness as he flutters around. During my exam last week, I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to know the baby’s sex, so they put it in an envelope for me to decide later. Honestly, that doesn’t matter so much as their health, and so far, he’s doing well.

      I take my daily vitamins, watch what I’m eating within reason, but I can’t seem to shake my routine salted caramel donut from a bakery around the corner. And I’ve been exercising each day, even when I don’t feel up to it, because it always makes me feel better afterwards.

      The kids have been enjoying it as well because we make more meals together during the week and, on weekends, we meal prep breakfasts and lunches for the coming days. Daily walks around the block or to the park are also one of their favorite ways to pass time.

      When I’m not overly exhausted on the weekends, we’ve also been able to go to the library for some of the free kids’ activities. Whether it’s gaming for Joey, crafts for Kylie, or story time for Emma, I try to keep them active and social.

      “Knock, knock.” I clench my jaw, trying to hide my irritation at hearing Erin Tuckwood at the door. “Afternoon, Noa.”

      Blowing out a short breath, I get to my feet and plaster on the most real fake smile I can muster before addressing him. “Afternoon, Principal Tuckwood. How are you?”

      Maintaining professionalism is not what he wants. In fact, I believe he’s been working up to asking me out on a date.

      “Noa, I’ve told you, call me Erin. We’ve worked together long enough to be more casual together.”

      My skin crawls.

      He’s right, we have worked together for a long time. Enough for me to know what an asshole he is. Especially to the female student body and his bias towards the school’s sports stars. On more than one occasion, I’ve caught him scolding teachers for failing students, threatening their jobs until they give passing grades.

      “Plenty, I’m sure. What can I do for you?” I refuse to use his name because I’m almost certain that’s what he’s waiting for to ask me out.

      “Can’t a principal check in on his favorite teacher?”

      Gross. Holding back a gag, I give a tight smile. “I suppose as long as everyone feels the same support.”

      His lips thin, and his jaw tightens at my subtle call out.

      “Indeed, well, have a good day, Miss Carmichael.”

      Thank god.

      He leaves just as the bell rings, and I wait for the class to return before walking everyone outside to make sure they get where they need to be.

      Strolling to my car, I sit in it for a minute just to shake off the tiredness before cranking over the stuttering car and heading towards the daycare to pick up the kids. Thankfully, it’s at the school Joey and Kylie attend.

      I’ve barely parked before Joey storms from the building, a sobbing Emma in his arms and a scowl on his face, even Kylie looks pissed off as she carries their bags behind him.

      “What’s the matter?”

      Emma reaches for me as soon as she sees me, and I take her into my arms, where she nearly strangles me as I wait for an answer.

      “That boy bit her again.” Joey grabs Emma’s leg to show me the welt with imprints from his teeth.

      “Good lord.” Anger ignites my veins. This is the fourth time this month, and it’s likely much of the reason why Emma has been having such a hard time lately.

      “Oh, Noa. Good, you haven’t left yet.” Sophie, Emma’s teacher, approaches, remorse written on her face, and the only reason I don’t lose my mind on her.

      “Again, Sophie? This is the fourth time.” Unfortunately, I’m unable to disguise my outrage.

      “I apologize. We’ve kept them separated as much as possible. However, I’ve spoken to the director and expressed how severe the situation has become. I’ve requested the boy be removed from daycare; however, that is going to take a bit of time.” Emma turns her face away from Sophie when the woman tries to smile at her.

      “I don’t think we have time, Sophie. What happens if Emma does it back? Then she’s in trouble, right? This is unacceptable. I’ll be calling the director myself as soon as I get her to calm down.” I’m ordinarily not rude, but as I turn my back on a woman I’ve gotten along with since meeting her, I know she feels my anger now.

      “We won’t have to leave school, will we?” Kylie asks, biting her nails. A nervous habit she picked up while living with Matt.

      “No, sweetheart, no one is leaving school.” I’ll make sure it’s not a concern for any of them. “Any ideas for dinner?” I ask as I buckle Emma into her car seat.

      “Nuggies!” Emma cheers.

      “Pasghetti?” Kylie asks, frowning because she still can’t say the word right.

      “Whatever they want,” Joey says as he helps Kylie with the buckles of her car seat before doing up his own.

      “How about both, and then we’ll have some leftovers for tomorrow night?” Not cooking tomorrow sounds divine. “Maybe we can watch a movie tonight?”

      Kylie and Joey get excited about that, then start talking about what they want to watch while Emma mumbles along with them. My shoulders sag with relief on the drive to the grocery store. I just really need to put my feet up tonight, so playing a movie would do the trick.
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