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      Carrie

      The sky darkened and within minutes, it was pouring buckets of rain. Water fell in streams down my hair and face, swallowing my own salty tears with it. Steam oozed from the black pavement around us, surrounding me in its suffocating, sticky heat. Blaze’s arms around my waist, keeping me to his chest, his chin on the top of my head, and his thumb softly stroking my stomach felt like a hot blanket but I didn’t pull away. It was boiling and humid in the oppressive Tennessee summer but his touch was the only thing grounding me.

      I stared down at the gravestone, the rose granite engraved with my mother’s name. Marisol Karina Dominguez Machado.

      “Karina,” I said, swallowing down the lump in my throat. “I was named after her.” Blaze softly moved, rubbing his head back and forth, which I was certain was making my hair an even bigger frizzy mess. It was a soothing motion. “But when I was a kid, everyone started calling me Kari, so Carrie just stuck.”

      He finally spoke, his voice so close to my ear that it made me shiver. “Karina. I like it. Can I call you that?”

      I shrugged. “I kinda like my nicknames.”

      His teeth came down on my ear, biting it softly. “My poisoned butterfly.”

      A soft smile teased the edges of my lips and I took in a deep breath, connecting to my power. My mother’s inheritance. It suffocated, asphyxiated, like the oppressive heat around me, then died. Magic was connected through emotions, and now that she was dead, so was my magic. It made my heart ache that much more. I was drowning in my grief, and my magic sunk into the torment with me.

      Pushing my despair deeper inside, I turned around to face Blaze. I was aware that the water had soaked through my white shirt and that he could see my black, lace bra through it. The rain had come in quickly, turning the sky from sunny to dark and stormy within minutes. “I like knowing how I affect you. That even though you could crush me with your fist, I’m slowly getting under your skin and into your bloodstream.” I stared up into his deep brown eyes, lost in the intense look that met my gaze. “That, bit by bit, you’re becoming just as addicted to me as I am to you.”

      His eyes roamed my face, taking in my sharp nose and the soft, almost invisible freckles that dotted my cheeks. His hand came up to my jaw and he lowered his head, catching my lips with his. He kissed me soft and sweet, as he’d done for the past two months since I’d returned home. Nothing but kisses, despite the new anal plug he’d given me. He didn’t answer my statement but showed me with caresses that what I’d said was true.

      Finally, he pulled away, his eyes not leaving my face and the suffocating feeling in my chest returned. The real truth was, I was seriously, dangerously, obsessed with all three of my guys. They all came with me to Tennessee to attend the funeral for my mamá, and then had stayed when I delayed to take care of family responsibilities. They’d shown me a different side than what I saw in Aerwyna, taking care of me and my family’s needs. They showed me that they cared what our clan could be like if we tried.

      And now, I was hooked to all three of them like a heroin addict.

      “Hannah was named after my great-grandmother.” Blaze’s throat bobbed and he stared down at my hands, playing with the new ring Denver had bought me, twisting it around my finger. “She loved to ride horses and swim in the creek. She was a tomboy.” He looked away from me, facing the woods beyond the old church next to the graveyard. “We didn’t always live near the castle. We actually used to live out in the country and so, as kids, we were always outside. She followed me everywhere I went. Even when,” he paused, his deep voice trembling, “even when it was dangerous for her.”

      I nodded, silent as the grave itself because I didn’t want him to stop.

      “There was this old bridge on the edge of our property line and it went over a deep creek. One day while we were playing, I decided to jump off the bridge and into the water. It was dumb. And dangerous. It was pretty high up and I could’ve been hurt. But I did it anyways and she didn’t hesitate.” He finally looked at me again. “She didn’t wait to make sure that the water was deep enough or that I didn’t land on any rocks. As soon as I jumped, so did she.” He paused, his voice growing deeper and more harsh, pain sparking his eyes. “And sometimes I wonder if she’d still be the same today, if she hadn’t died. If she would have followed me into the guard. If she would’ve partied as hard as I did. If she’d fuck men the same way I fuck girls.” I flinched at the harshness of his words. “What do you think?”

      I stared at him in silence, knowing that he wanted me to refute what he’d said. To convince him that he was better than he said. That he wouldn’t be like this if she hadn’t passed away. That he wasn’t a monster sometimes.

      I wasn’t going to play his game.

      “How did she die?” I asked instead. He would either tell me or he wouldn’t. I wanted to push the envelope.

      It was his turn to flinch. His eyes grew cold and hard and he took a step away from me to look at my mamá’s gravestone.

      “Tell her goodbye, Karina.” He gripped my hand harshly, pulling me away and towards the parking lot. “It’s time to leave her in peace, and bring your poisoned wings back to Aerwyna, where you belong.”
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      Tallon

      The exact day that we returned to Aerwyna, the story about my dad hit the news, and reporters were waiting for me at the airport. Carrie kept glancing at me in confusion as reporters followed us from the baggage claim to the waiting car. They shouted out questions about my dad - was he still a drunk, did he hit me and my mom a lot, did he kill the horse on purpose? When I ignored them, rushing Carrie towards the car, they turned to Denver - why did his dad hire my dad, did they know the truth and had they helped hide it? Or did my dad deceive them?

      Cool air hit our faces as we left the airport and I rubbed my hand over my face, silently fuming. Denver did this.

      Of course he did.

      There’d been a temporary truce in Tennessee but, apparently, it was over and he was coming out swinging. Denver’s father had sent a car to pick us up and Carrie clutched my hand tight as we ducked down, climbing inside it. My phone had been ringing ever since we got off the plane and I finally pulled it out.

      “Hey.” I answered, my voice tight. Carrie settled in next to me, her hand on my thigh. “Are you okay?” It was my mom.

      “No honey, I don’t understand. I thought us leaving would stop this.” I glared at Denver but he ignored me, staring out the window like some innocent thug. Technically I was supposed to give up Carrie to stop him from leaking the news but I figured us leaving his house would take away his leverage.

      “I know, mom. I’m sorry. But we’ve already got everything packed, right? How did the closing go?” They’d already picked a house and were going to pay cash for it. Their closing was yesterday but we’d been so busy getting ready to leave, I hadn’t had the chance to follow up with them.

      “That’s the thing, Tallon.” She hesitated and my stomach clenched, a feeling that something very bad was coming. I lowered my walls, just a little bit, towards Denver. He was feeling a little bit anticipatory and a lot triumphant.

      “Just say it, mom.”

      “We didn’t get the house.”

      “What?!”

      “Someone else offered to pay them double for it, so they took the other offer instead.”

      “What about the contract?”

      “They were willing to lose the deposit because of the new offer. It’s already been refunded.”

      “Who bought the house?” I stared daggers at Denver, wishing I could laser beam his face off with just my glare.

      It was him. It had to be. Who else would pay double what the house was worth?”

      “I don’t know. They said an anonymous trust bought it, and since it was cash, they never discovered the buyer.” Growling, I clenched my fist, crumpling my cell as anger belted through me. Did he want them to live on the streets? Was he that heartless? “Tallon?” My mom’s voice was breaking up because I’d permanently destroyed my phone.

      “I’ll be home soon, mom. We’ll talk about it when we get there.”

      “We have…” Static. “One week to find…” And she cut out, but I had a feeling I knew what she’d said. Denver’s dad, Drake, had given them one week to find another place to live. With all the news attention on his horses, he wasn’t going to give them any more time. Honestly, I was surprised that he’d given them any time at all.

      Chest heaving, I stared at Denver, as the world around me crumbled. The car suddenly became much smaller. I needed air. I rolled down my window, sucking in deep breaths. I wanted to tear him apart, right here, right now.

      “Tallon?” Carrie’s voice was a sweet balm to my rushing anger. The fact that she was next to me, her hand on my thigh, was the only thing keeping me from losing my shit right now. And the only reason I wasn’t hammering into Denver. I would do it, later. When she wasn’t around.

      I didn’t want her to see that he’d finally managed to get to me. Or for her to see that we couldn’t take care of ourselves. If I wanted her to stay with me, permanently, I needed to prove to her that we could live a life without Denver’s control. That was essential for happiness.

      And the whole purpose of everything I’d planned since I’d decided that we would all be together.

      I knew the guys, knew every button I needed to push to get them in line. Blaze was really close but, apparently, Denver was going to fight back with everything he had. Fuck him. His assholery wasn’t going to stop me. I would make this work.

      “Are you okay? What happened?” She’d overheard parts of the conversation, I could tell by the sympathetic look on her face. I put my palm to her cheeks, stroking it softly with my fingers.

      “It’s okay.” I managed to squeeze the words out without revealing the raging anger inside.

      She frowned, then crawled into my lap, straddling me. Both Blaze and Denver’s attention were on us immediately, and it gave me a sense of satisfaction to see Denver’s eyes finally move to me.

      She kissed my nose softly, then leaned down to my ear to whisper quietly. “Tell me what’s wrong. Maybe I can help you.”

      I held her hips, clutching her to me. “It’s okay, my lamb. Just you being here is helping.” It was the truth.

      Her breath came out a soft laughter. “Why must you always lie to me, baby?”

      I looked up into her eyes, still seeing the sadness that had become a permanent fixture in them. She had enough to think about, worry about, now. I wouldn’t bother her with my family problems. “I’m not lying.” I leaned in and kissed her softly, running my hand through her curls. “You are everything that is good in my life right now. I don’t need anything else.”

      She sighed but gave in, and I deepened the kiss, knowing that the other guys were still watching us.

      I didn’t care.

      Honestly, I didn’t. In this moment, she was everything to me. Nothing else mattered.

      The rest of the world could go fuck themselves. We kissed for a little while and then she snuggled into my chest. She was so tiny compared to me. I wrapped my arms around her, closing my eyes, only glimpsing the furious look on Denver’s face. I didn’t need to see Blaze’s face to know that he was giving us a heated look.

      We hadn’t fucked, the three of us together, since that one time, and right now, I was tired of trying to make things happen.

      So, for now, I was just going to enjoy Carrie in my lap, and kicking Denver’s ass when we were alone.

      Then, I was going to take care of my family shit, and in the meantime, give Blaze and Carrie time to spend together. Maybe then, Blaze would get his ass in gear.

      After a while, the car slowly came to a stop and I glanced outside as the divider to the driver came down. We’d pulled up to Max’s office building.

      “Why are we at work?”

      “Sir,” the driver turned to look at me. “Your presence has been requested by your superior. Blaze, as well.”

      “Oh, okay.” Carrie slid back into her seat.

      Anxiety squeezed my stomach, and I couldn’t stop myself from turning to Denver to give him a glare. He just gave me a smug look.

      This was Denver’s doing. My gut instinct told me. Blaze was as surprised as I was, and Denver was back to feeling triumphant.

      “It’s okay,” Carrie tugged on my chin to bring my focus back to her. “I should go see Lizzy in the hospital anyways.”

      I nodded, stroking her hand with my fingers. “Okay, meet me back at my house tonight?” Denver cleared his throat, clearly pointing out that it was his house and not mine, but we both ignored him.

      “Sure.” She smiled, kissing me softly again, then gave Blaze a smile and a wave as he climbed out. Scowling, I tossed my ruined phone at Denver before following behind Blaze.
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      Tallon

      Fuming, I followed Blaze into the office building, my mind churning. I was going to have to find a place for my parents as soon as we left Max’s office, at least somewhere temporary. Which, I was sure wouldn’t be easy. I was certain the media was camped outside the gates to Denver’s house, waiting for them to leave, based off the photos from the news outlets. I wondered how Denver’s parents felt about that. Maybe they didn’t care.

      Actually, they probably loved that they were in the spotlight like this. Any attention is good attention and all that.

      The smell of a cigarette hit my nose and I blinked, suddenly realizing that we were already at the doorway to Max’s office. He was puffing on a cigarette and staring at his computer like he had a personal hatred for it. When we walked in, his eyes moved to us, then widened slightly, like he was surprised to see us. Then he frowned and leaned back, smashing the rest of his cigarette into the already cluttered tray.

      “Boys,” he waved us in, “Come in, sit down.”

      I sat next to Blaze, who gave Max a cool, indifferent look. I had a feeling that if Blaze didn’t like what he was going to say, he was going to throw a fit. I couldn’t let him do that. Blaze might not need this job, but I did. Especially now that things were going to hell with my family. And I needed Blaze by my side, so I had to force him to chill out. I scooted forward, just a little bit, then leaned in, drawing Max’s attention to my face.

      “Yes, sir?” I said. “You needed to talk to us?”

      “It has come to my attention that you’re behind on your paperwork.” He picked up his pen, putting it to his mouth to chew on the end as he studied us.

      I cleared my throat. “Excuse me?”

      His eyes narrowed. “Paperwork. You’re months behind. We have an audit this week. I need you to catch up before the men in suits show up.”

      “Sure, that’s no problem. Is that all you nee—” I moved, as if to leave but he cut me off.

      “Until that’s done, you’re benched. You’re not leaving this office until it’s finished.”

      I stilled.

      “What?” Blaze’s voice was incredulous. “What about Carrie? She received a threat, we should be protecting her.”

      “I’ve assigned Denver as her personal bodyguard. He’ll be fine watching her full time until you’re done.”

      “That’s bullshit. It’ll take us days to finish.”

      Max frowned. “What’s bullshit, is that you haven’t done your paperwork. You think I want to deal with that shit?” He threw the pen at the files on his desk. “No one wants to do it, and yet, you two clowns are the only ones in the office who refuse to do it.”

      “Denver hasn’t done a day of paperwork in his life.” I protested.

      “Denver is caught up with his.” Max said.

      The room was silent for a moment because Blaze and I were too shocked to speak. I’d never seen Denver sit down at a single computer in this office.

      Blaze leaned forward, eyes glaring and anger pulsing into me. Things were about to blow up. “You’re lying. Denver⁠—”

      “We’re just surprised, is all.” I jerked to my feet, knowing the truth. That Denver had somehow weaseled his way into getting this time alone with Carrie. There was nothing we could say, or do, to change Max’s mind. If Denver was willing to kick my parents out and drag my dad’s name through the mud, I was certain whatever he had over Max was serious enough to get Max to do whatever he wanted.

      “I didn’t realize that Denver was done.” I grabbed Blaze’s arm, forcing him up out of the chair and began dragging him out. “We’ll go work on it right now.”

      Reaching for a new cigarette, Max gave me a thoughtful stare as I lugged Blaze’s big body out the door. As soon as we were around the corner, Blaze jerked himself out of my hold and marched towards the computers. The office had several guards stationed in their regular cubicles and the smell of their mixed cologne made me want to gag. A lot of the men who worked as guards were just as rich as Blaze and as spoiled as Denver. And yet, they all felt like inadequate dicks, proven by the way they sprayed their cologne on heavily, as if trying to out-smell the guards next to them.

      And also, one of the reasons I hated being inside the offices. I didn’t have the patience to deal with their ‘I have the biggest dick’ competitions. I walked past them, noticing that most of them were on their phones or chewing on the tips of their pens, staring off into space.

      We were the only ones who hadn’t done our paperwork, my ass. I bet none of these guys had done it, except for Andrew who was a meticulously organized freak. Even now, he was hunched over, typing furiously on his computer.

      Instead of taking a cubicle, I walked past the cloud of cologne and straight to the row windows, with Blaze at my back, grumbling. As soon as we were out of earshot, Blaze growled out. “This is complete bullshit.”

      “Of course it is.” I turned to him. “Denver got to him.”

      “What?”

      “Did you hear my mom on the phone this morning?”

      “Not really. I try not to listen in, unless you’re talking to Carrie.”

      Of course. “Denver bought the house my parents were supposed to buy.”

      “Ass.” He huffed, staring out the window and I followed his gaze. There was a man with a camera, standing behind a tree. “Is it true what they said about your dad.”

      I grunted. “Which part?”

      He shrugged. “All of it, any of it.”

      I watched the guy, who stepped out to glance at our building. “Some of it. He didn’t do it on purpose, and he didn’t kill the horse. He hurt it, accidentally.” I let out a frustrated breath. “I don’t know what the hell the big deal is. It happened years ago, and horses get hurt sometimes.”

      “Yeah, except not because their trainers were drunk. That usually happens during the race or because of the drugs they load them up with.”

      I frowned. “What the hell do you know about horses?”

      He gave me nonchalant look. “I know some things.”

      Scowling, I looked away. “Well, whatever. We’ll just wait it out. It’s not that big of a deal. Tomorrow there’ll be something more interesting to talk about. Like Joanna Kelly’s tit slip or something.”

      “I don’t think so.” He shook his head. “They’ll drag it out all week long, possibly even all month.”

      “What the fuck? Why?”

      “Because Denver’s promised an interview to the magazine who keeps it going the longest.”

      “What?!” I couldn’t stop the shock that rolled through me. “He did that?”

      Blaze nodded.

      “How do you know that?”

      “I overheard two of the reporters talking at the airport. Said something about a big announcement that Denver was making.”

      “Damn. No one will be able to resist that.”

      He nodded, tilting his head towards me. “What do you think that’s about?”

      “Probably has something to do with Carrie.”

      His eyes hardened. “You think he’s going to announce some kind of engagement to her?”

      “I don’t know.” I bit my lower lip, thinking. “But he won’t do it without her permission. He won’t risk her turning him down publicly.”

      “And will she?”

      My head snapped back. “Will she what?”

      “Will she get engaged to him?”

      “No!” I shook my head. “No way. She’s not like that.”

      “But what if he finds a reason to make her?”

      “It’s not happening. Not without all three of us coming together.”

      His eyes bore into me. “Are you a hundred percent certain?”

      I shook my head. “Yes.”

      He studied me for a moment, then nodded his head and turned back to look out the window.

      “You really like her, don’t you?” I asked.

      He didn’t answer, just stared out the window, watching the reporter take shots of the building. Then the reporter moved the camera upwards, scanning the windows. I saw the moment he caught us in his lens as he suddenly stopped. Scowling, I gave him the finger and Blaze grinned.

      “Maybe you should give him one of our asses.”

      I smiled. “That could be fun.” I frowned. “Except, I wouldn’t want my mom seeing that.” He shrugged and I turned to him. “Man, I think I need your help.”

      He froze, then turned to me, a questioning look on his face. I rarely ever asked him for help.

      “With what?”

      “If my parents try to buy another house, Denver will just snap that one up too. I need you to buy one through one of your companies, and my parents will just give you the money.”

      “And what about all this,” he waved towards the window, and the reporter taking pictures of our conversation.

      I rubbed the back of my neck. “Is there anything you can do about this?”

      He tilted his head to the side, thinking. “Maybe. I’ll see what I can do. And tell your parents to keep the money. They’ll probably need it for a little while, until things settle down.”

      “No way, man. I can’t let you do that.”

      “Well then I hope they have fun buying a house on their own.”

      I growled. “Fuck you, man.”

      He snarled, grabbing my shirt to pull me close to him. “I’m not doing it for free, I want something in return.”

      I gripped his arm. “What?” I let down my walls to feel his emotions. Like expected, guilt and rage and anger blasted into me. Blaze kept a tight rein on his emotions, on the surface, at least. If I wasn’t an empath, I wouldn’t have had a clue the kind of emotions twisting him inside. He was always raging or tortured.

      He stared into my eyes, scowling. “Not now. You accept my help, and when I need yours in return, I’ll let you know.”

      I swallowed down the knot in my throat, nodding. “You don’t need to help me in order to ask me for a favor.” I rubbed my thumb across his skin in a soothing motion, needing him to know, to understand my sincerity. “I’m always willing to help you. All you need to do is ask.” He searched my face, as if looking for something, some kind of lie in my words. As if… as if he couldn’t believe I was sincere. “I’m serious man. Anything you need, just ask.”

      He leaned in so close I could feel his breath wash over me. “Anything?”

      I nodded. “Anything.”

      His shoulders sagged in relief and he glanced away. When he looked back at me, his emotions were lighter, calmer. “Alright, man. Thanks.”

      I nodded and he let me go, patting my shoulder. “I’ll help you too. Denver’s a dick. He needs to know he doesn’t control this.”

      “This, what?”

      He frowned, pointing between us. “Us together. With Carrie.”

      “So you do want her?”

      His throat bobbed. “I think I need her.”

      “Yes! I knew it.” I grinned, a feeling of achievement washing over me. I’d actually gotten Blaze to admit it. He must really want her. Like, maybe even fucking need her. We turned back towards the window, and this time Blaze flicked off the photographer who was still taking shots of us. Then he laughed, turned and began walking away.

      “Come on, Tallon. We’d better get this done fast, or Max is never going to let us leave.”

      I watched him for a moment, a sinking feeling in my gut that Blaze’s troubles were the beginning of something big.

      We spent the next hour working in a haze of cologne and mind numbing details. With Blaze working at the computer directly behind me, I forced myself to recall particulars of each case and what they lead to, when suddenly a hand clamped down on my arm.

      I jumped in alarm and looked up to see a face hovering over my desk. He was someone from Lizzy’s clan.

      “Hey Christian, how are you?” It wasn’t often that members of the higher echelon of the Authority came into the office, but every once in a while we’d see them roaming around.

      He regarded me with troubled eyes. “Fine, all things considered.”

      “How’s the baby?” Just the thought of that tiny baby made a swell of pride enter my chest, even though I’d only seen photos of her on Carrie’s phone. She was an amazing miracle. She was a dragon baby and, according to late night whispering from Carrie, a powerful one. He beamed at me. “She’s doing really well actually.”

      “Of course,” I leaned back in the chair, noticing his intense green eyes were studying me carefully. Out of the corner of my eye, Blaze’s head was tilted towards the side, like he was listening to us. “She comes from good genes. She’ll pull through.”

      “Thanks, man.” He nodded, running his hand through his hair. “Hey, I needed to ask you something.”

      I leaned forward. “Sure, no problem.”

      “I heard about your parents.” I frowned. “I just wanted to tell you…” he hesitated, “that if they need a place to stay, my mom’s a real estate agent. She’d love to help them find something fast. In fact, she knows of a few homes they could stay in for a few months, if they needed it.”

      “Mmm,” I chewed on my lower lip, a habit I was picking up from Carrie. “You already asked her?”

      He nodded. “Yep. She says she’ll be happy to help.”

      I subtly lowered my walls, just enough to understand his intentions. I knew that he worked for the higher level of the Authority, and so his powers were probably very powerful. I didn’t want him to know I was tasting him. A soft wave of concern washed over me, and nothing else. He genuinely wanted to help.

      I nodded my head. “Thank you.”

      He smiled and turned as James called out to him. “No problem, just give me a call.”

      I leaned by head back towards Blaze. “You’ve got his number, right?”

      Blaze grunted. “Yeah.”

      I turned back to Christian. “My phone broke so…”

      He grinned. “I get it. Just call me tonight, we’ll be ready whenever you are.”

      He waved to me as he left and I turned towards Blaze. His eyebrow was crooked up.

      “Interesting,” I said.

      “You do your voodoo on him?”

      “I don’t do voodoo.”

      “You know what I mean.” He was staring at Christian as he made his way to James, a thoughtful look on his face.

      “Yeah, he’s a pretty good guy.” I couldn’t shake the feeling that whatever sins Blaze needed atoning for, they were going to be the death of us all.
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      Denver

      Your parents could have a brand new house on the river. With their own horses. Twice the size of the other one. I typed the words out to Tallon on my cell, grinning. He wouldn’t get the message until he’d gotten a new phone but that was own damn fault for breaking it. Think about it.

      I grabbed his crumpled phone and threw it out the window, then glanced to Carrie across from me. She was sitting back in her seat, eyeing me speculatively. “What did you do?”

      I gave her a cold look. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “And… he’s back.” She sighed. “It was nice having the real you for a couple months.”

      I raised my eyebrow. “This is the real me, Carrie. Get used to it, because you’re about to see it all the time.” Everything had changed for me, the minute I’d seen that baby born, and then the next minute when I’d tried, and failed, to save her mom.

      First, it had sealed the deal for me. I wanted a baby with her, and I didn’t even care that it wouldn’t be pureblood. And, even though I’d silently claimed a truce between us in Tennessee, I was more determined than ever to make her mine.

      Plus, the sight of her mom dying, in my arms, under my watch, had made a raging fire burn through me. Even now, the choking sensation of my inadequacy flared back up again, and tears sparked in my eyes, threatening to surface. I turned away, squeezing my eyes shut so she wouldn’t see them. So she wouldn’t know of the complete and utter devastation that I felt because I’d failed her so spectacularly.

      I couldn’t save my mate’s mom.

      I was the worst sort of person - I should be able to provide for and protect her, and yet, I couldn’t protect the one person that mattered the most to her. And now, I was determined to prove to her that I could.

      But first, I had to make her mine.

      Use her to break the chains of the Hoffman name, then show her in every way that she was meant to be mine. That I could give her anything she wanted. Anything.

      For now, I’d managed to blackmail my way into getting a couple days alone with Carrie, and I was going to use them to my full advantage. I stooped up and sat next to her, knocking on the divider to the driver. When it lowered, I barked out my command.

      “Take us to 4th and Main.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “I need to go to the hospital.” Carrie protested. “Lizzy is waiting for me.” She scooted away from me to the furthest side of the seat, shifting uncomfortably. I had a feeling I knew why she’d been squirming for the past few days.

      “Lizzy can wait another hour. There’s something we need to do first.”

      She folded her arms and, instead of arguing with me like I thought she would, she stared out the window. “Fine.”

      I frowned. Compliance? This wasn’t what I expected for the next few days. I studied her, noting the way her shoulders sagged. Her eyes moved as we passed houses, then drifted upwards towards the view of the mountains. Was she thinking about her mom? For once in my life, I wished I had Tallon’s empathetic abilities.

      I didn’t want her to think about her mom.

      That was sad and depressing.

      Instead, I wanted her to think about me. A much better topic than death.

      I suddenly jerked forward, surprising her so much that she jumped, and, grabbing her, set her into my lap. She was wearing a lacy black skirt that went to her knees, making it easy for her to straddle me. It also gave me easy access to all the parts I needed. We had a while before we arrived at the Apothecary, and I wanted to see her mocha brown skin, gleaming with sweat and want.

      She grasped my arms to steady herself and I settled my hands on the bottom of her shirt. “Have you ever wondered what my side of the estate looks like?” I unbuttoned her bottom button.

      “Estate?” She gave me a confused look for a brief second, then understanding dawned on her. “Oh, you mean your part of Tallon’s house?”

      I ground my teeth together, scowling. “It’s not Tallon’s house.”

      “It’s not?” She raised her eyebrow, her eyes going straight to my fingers, which were deftly undoing the next button. “Oh, that’s funny. I thought it was.”

      Still scowling, I looked away. “Ha ha.” She was fucking with me. Time to take this up a notch. I yanked harshly on her blouse, ripping the rest of her buttons off, sending them scattering across the seat and she howled.

      “Denver! That’s my shirt.”

      “I’ll buy you a new one,” I huffed, jerking her off my lap to lay her down on the leather car seat, settling myself between her legs.

      “I have a question.” I leaned over to whisper in her ear. “What goes in hard and pink, and comes out soft and wet?”

      She raised her eyebrow. “I don’t know. What?”

      I grinned. “Bubble gum.”

      She bit down on her smile and I ran my nose across her cheek. “Not thinking dirty thoughts, are you, Kid?”

      “Of course not.”

      Liar, liar.

      Her eyebrows furrowed as she watched me pull my tie off. “What are you doing?”

      “Whatever I want, as always.” She unconsciously licked her lips and I slowly smiled. Grabbing her hands, I held them over her head and tied them to the door handle. She didn’t even try to stop me. Interesting.

      I leaned over her, testing. When she didn’t try and stop me, I nuzzled my face into her neck, breathing in her scent.

      “It’s time for you to meet my parents.” I tasted her skin. Mmm. Delicious. I softly made my way down her neck, to her chest, noting with satisfaction that she closed her eyes, tilting her head to the side.

      “Why on earth do you want your parents to meet me, a wolf?” She squirmed under me but her thighs pressed into my side, her hips shifting upwards with need. “They’ll hate me right off the bat.”

      “That’s exactly what I’m planning on. Tell me, should I bring you in on a leash?” I made my way down in between her breasts to her stomach, nipping and suckling. “You’d look so sexy with nothing on but a leather collar around your neck, on your hands and knees, crawling through my living room to meet them.”

      “Fuck,” she whispered, and I glanced up at her. Her chest was heaving, drawing my attention to her tits, which were perking happily. She wasn’t angry. She was turned on, her eyes open, staring down at me heated with desire.

      “You like me tying you up, don’t you, you dirty bitch.” I leaned back up to roughly scrape my teeth across her nipple through her bra. “You want me to control you, to use you.” My hand skirted up her thigh, forcing them spread eagle. “You want to show me your pussy, don’t you?” The smell of her arousal filled the small space and I let out a guttural noise, needing to be inside her. “You dirty girl. You want my hard dick up inside you, don’t you?”

      “God, yes.” Her voice came out breathy and filled with want. “Collar me, Denver. Fuck me with your big dick.”

      I leaned back, scooting down the seat to assess her. Black lace, G-string panties. Soaking wet. I bit my knuckle, groaning. “Shit, Carrie.” I reached forward, yanking them down to her ankles, then shoved them in my pocket.

      “These belong to me now.”

      “Fine. Take them.” Suddenly, coldness entered her voice and I looked up. She fixed me with an icy glare. I gave her a smug look.

      “Is there a problem, Carrie?”

      She scowled. “No, why should I care that you ruin my clothes. Take my shit. In fact, might as well take my house too.”

      “What? Why would I want your house?”

      “So I can live in the streets, just like Tallon, and Tallon’s parents.”

      I shrugged. “I don’t want you living on the streets, but I’ll take that into consideration next time.” I leaned forward and her eyes narrowed in on me. “So, tell me. How’s Blaze?”

      “What?”

      “I mean, is he a good fuck? I heard he likes it rough.” Of course, I knew he liked it rough. We’d screwed girls together all the time in the past.

      “That is none of your business.”

      My stomach churned. So, they were fucking.

      “Anything that has to do with you is my business.”

      “Why the hell would you think that, Denver?”

      I yanked her legs up, pulling them apart, baring her everything to me, even though she squealed in protest, I discovered what I was looking for. A glass anal plug, with a butterfly etched into the end. If I needed any more proof that Blaze was fucking her, it was staring me in the face.

      I growled, a wave of possessiveness crashing over me. Reaching forward, I tapped it harshly and she jumped. “Did you promise this ass to Blaze, Kid?”

      “That’s none of your business.”

      “Yes. It. Is.” I ground out, twisting it harshly. She buckled but I held her down with one hand while slowly twisting and pulling the anal plug inside and out, fucking her with it. The inside of her thighs were slippery with want and fuck, I couldn’t stand the smell of her lust any longer. I had to feel her. I slid two fingers up inside her. She groaned, lurching her hips forward to rub against me. I chuckled, then twisted my fingers to rub against her back wall. I could feel the anal plug from this side.

      “Oh God!”

      She was exactly how I wanted her. Trussed up, hands tied over her head, chest pressed outwards. Sweat and need and lust gleaming over her whole body, and eyes only for me.

      “You belong to me, Carrie. So no more fucking Tallon or Blaze. From here on out, it’s just you and me.”

      She laughed, even though tears were streaming down her face, she was so frustrated and turned on. “Is that a command, sir?”

      “Fuck yes.”

      “Too bad you’re not my boss.” She moaned and I pressed harder. “Oh, God, Denver, please don’t stop.”

      “I am your boss.”

      She laughed again. “Yeah, right.”

      I pulled my fingers out of her as she cried out. “Don’t stop, Denver, please.”

      I climbed up her so that we were face-to-face. She opened her eyes to stare at me. “Only good girls get what they want Carrie. And right now, you don’t deserve your orgasm.”

      She scowled then leaned forward, biting my lips harshly. I moaned, gripping her face to kiss her harshly. She responded by opening her mouth, sucking my tongue into her mouth, then biting on it harshly. I yelped in surprise, then gripped her tighter, wishing I could kiss her fucking lips off. God I wanted this woman. She struggled against her bindings, wrapping her legs around my waist, stroking her wet pussy through my pants against my rock hard dick.

      I clasped her harder, pushed her further, kissing her, clinging to her, never wanting to let her go.

      My dragon pulsed inside me, roaring and screaming for me to claim her again. I moved my hand to the back of her neck, digging my fingers through her hair, pulling it roughly, and she moaned into my mouth. Then I yanked it, jerking her head to the side. She growled, her eyes flashing yellow as I shoved her shirt aside.

      “No!” When I didn’t stop, she screamed out. “Fuck you, Denver.”

      She struggled harder, ripping my tie away from the door handle but it was too late. My teeth ripped through the thin skin, blood spurting into my mouth as I bit down onto the nape of her neck. My hands fisted her side, her hair, my hips pumping my hard dick into her stomach. This woman was mine. She belonged to me, and me only.

      She screamed out, coming instantly as I claimed her. Needing her to have more, to be as addicted to me as I was to her, I pushed her skirt aside, and plunged my fingers up inside her, fucking her with them.

      I was going to mark every part of her body.

      She moaned, fucking me back. I slipped my fingers out, running them through her folds, finding her clit. I rubbed against it and she squealed, squirming against me as I forced her to come again.

      She shuddered against me and I kissed her lips, tasting her soft, sensual lips, her sweet tongue. God, I could do this forever. Taste her, claim her, fuck her into oblivion with just my fingers. Show her how good I could be to her.

      When she sagged against the seat, exhausted, I slowed my kisses, pressing my lips to hers softly, then pulled back to stare into her eyes. She was so beautiful, her skin so silky, her lips luxurious. She’d come for me so perfectly.

      Her eyes met mine, surrendering to me so beautifully. “You are mine, Carrie. Mine. Only. You understand?”

      She stared at me for a moment, her eyelashes fluttering, then her eyes slowly bled from arousal to hardened. “I don’t think so.”

      Anger rushed through me, why couldn’t she see it? I slammed my hand against the door. “Fuck, Carrie. Why the hell not?”

      Her lips spread wide, showing sharp teeth. “Because I don’t belong to anybody, except myself.”

      I growled, anger filling me. “That’s not how this works.”

      She growled back, her hands coming up to clench my arms. “You cannot, will not, ever own me, Denver.”

      I stared into her eyes, loving and hating the fire that I saw in them at the same time. “No,” I shook my head. “That’s not how this fucking works.” I jerked back, pulling her skirt down and yanked my torn tie from around her wrists, noting with satisfaction that her wrists were red and raw, my mark on her. I threw it onto the seat. “Come on.” Grabbing her hand, I threw open the door and pulled her out into the street. Like a true professional, our driver had taken us to where I’d requested. Then he’d silently and patiently waited for us to leave on our own terms, even though we were causing a traffic jam.

      “Wait for us here,” I said to him, dragging Carrie across the street towards the small boutique shop. It was time for her to understand how things worked in this world.
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