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      “Why does it hurt so much?” I gasped as I lay on my back on the ground and tried to catch my breath. Each time I inhaled, I winced in pain and felt like my ribs were on fire.

      “Because you’re fighting the magic instead of working with it,” Nico, King of the Mages explained, gripped my hand, and pulled me up to my feet.

      “It’s not going where I want it to,” I grumbled and dusted myself off. I was trying really hard to learn to create a shield, a magical dome-shaped barrier that would protect me and whoever was inside of it from attack.

      “You’re getting better each session, Ember. Don’t get too upset.” He patted my shoulder and we turned, heading towards the house.

      Outside the front door stood Caleb, King of Hybrids, Prince of the Mages, Dragons, Elves, Sirens, and Wolves, and one of my boyfriends and pack members. He had his hands in his pockets, one leg bent with the foot resting on the doorframe behind him, and a soft smile on his face as he watched me. Tall, muscular, handsome, and more powerful than I think any of us wanted to accept, he was everything you’d expect a royal to be. The late twenty-year-old male was a specimen of masculine perfection.

      My breath caught every time I saw him and my wrist tingled where his mark was. A sign that I was his and that also kept unwanted males from bothering me.

      “Breakfast is ready,” he announced as we approached, kissed my cheek as I walked by, and followed us into the house.

      The giant cottage mansion was owned by his parents, Princess Jolie of the Sirens, King Nico of the Mages, Prince Rhys of the Dragons, Prince Foxfire of the Elves, and Prince Deryn of the Werewolves. It was a place we frequented, especially for training sessions like today.

      “Great, I am starving,” I said, hurried into the dining room, and sat beside Triston, a hybrid mage-shifter who took the form of a tiger, and another one of my boyfriends and packmates.

      He kissed my cheek and put food on my plate. “Did you have a good training session?”

      “I don’t feel like I learned more, but Nico said I’m doing better.”

      “Practice is key,” Triston reminded me. “I’ve been doing more mage training as well and it’s not nearly as easy as shifting.”

      “Speaking of shifting,” Deryn said as he walked into the dining room, a piece of paper in his hand. He shook it over his head, smiling. “I finally found your birth certificate.”

      My fork clanked against my plate loudly as I dropped it and rushed over to try to get the paper from him.

      Caleb was faster and snatched it out of his father’s hand.

      Deryn growled.

      Caleb’s eyes widened and then he started laughing so hard, he bent over and clutched his stomach, the paper sticking out.

      I took the paper from him, nearly ripping it in my haste, and read my birth name: EmberRew Rockwood.

      “Rew? Like … a red eyed white rabbit?” I squeaked.

      Caleb slapped the dining table as he continued to laugh and nodded with tears flowing down his face.

      My elven animal form was supposed to be … a rabbit.

      “What’s wrong with a rabbit?” Nico asked as he took a seat at the table.

      Jolie, Caleb’s mother, walked in. “Rabbit? What? What did I miss?”

      I handed her the birth certificate and walked to my seat, shoving a big bite of food in my mouth with a frown. Really? A rabbit?

      “Your name is cute,” Jolie said. “And how interesting that your debut into royal society was with a red dress.” She winked, trying to lighten my mood.

      “Jolie, I’m a prey animal dating predators. What is that supposed to mean? Is it an omen? Is it a sign that this connection isn’t what we think it is?”

      She pursed her lips. “No, Ember. It doesn’t mean anything like that. It’s just who you are. Does this change how you feel about her?” Her question was aimed at Caleb and Triston.

      “Of course not,” Triston said and put more fruit on my plate. “Just means we know her animal form now.”

      “No,” Caleb said and sat on my other side, kissing my cheek. “It just makes her even more adorable. I can’t wait for you to shift so I can tweak that adorable bunny nose.” He pinched the tip of my nose and I smacked his hand away, giving him a stern glare that only made him smile wider. His bright blue eyes full of mirth.

      This was unfair. A bunny? Why? Why did my parents name me after a bunny? Why couldn’t they have named me after a puma or something? Something predatory!

      “Maybe I don’t have that form anyway,” I countered. “Maybe I’m not a shifter. Not all elves are shifters.”

      “That is true,” Fox said as he walked in. “Not all of us shift, but I can tell you with certainty that you have a second form.”

      “How?” I asked, genuinely curious.

      “Caleb told me,” he said.

      I turned to look at Caleb. “How do you know?”

      He shoved a huge piece of food into his mouth and shrugged.

      “Caleb,” I growled, the sound so deep that I gasped immediately and put a hand to my mouth.

      “Oh, that was hot,” Caleb praised. “When did you learn that? Who are you channeling? Was it Branson?”

      Speaking of Branson. “Where is he?” I asked, looking around.

      “Dad recruited him for a job,” Deryn answered. Deryn’s father was King Daniel of the Werewolves. He’d taken a liking to Branson and even though Branson turned into a bear, he found Branson had werewolf blood and pulled him into the werewolf clan.

      “Oh,” I said and frowned, “maybe I am channeling him. I was irritated, but haven’t been able to growl like that before.” When I’d met Caleb, we had discovered that we had a connection, one unlike anything they’d heard of before. And not just him, but I had a connection with Triston, Branson, and Riddick. Branson and Caleb had marked me, which had strengthened the connection even more and now I randomly channeled aspects of them. My siren blood also meant our emotions got entangled as well.

      I didn’t like it, but it amused Caleb immensely.

      “Caleb, how do you know I can shift?” I asked again, bringing us back to the topic at hand.

      “Your eyes have shifted before,” he answered after drinking some milk.

      “What?” I breathed. When had that happened? Why? How? Had that ever happened before, or was it just part of the marking and connection?

      He nodded. “A few times, but the first time was when you cured all the cursed beings in the park.”

      That was before the marking, so that ruled that part out and the connection had been weak and new then as well.

      “Oh,” I whispered and poked at the food on my plate.

      “Do you want me to work with you on shifting?” Caleb asked.

      My eyes narrowed. “No.”

      “I’ll teach her,” Fox said. “You’re going to tease her too much.”

      Caleb frowned. “I know when to be serious.”

      Everyone at the table laughed or scoffed.

      His eyes narrowed and I could feel his anger.

      “Son, you handle a lot of things very well, but when it comes to Ember, you tease her quite often,” Jolie said, trying to soften the tension in the room.

      “How many bunny jokes would you make during training?” I asked him.

      His lip twitched and he sighed. “Fine, you’re right.”

      “Now that training is over, why don’t we head to the apartments and play some games,” Triston suggested.

      “Wait!” Jolie shouted. “I have important news.”

      Caleb and I both frowned, knowing her news was likely something we wouldn’t like.

      She stood and said, “We’ve decided to take a vacation.”

      Caleb blinked. “What? You don’t take vacations.”

      She scoffed. “Don’t I know it, but now that you’re grown and have your own pack, we’ve decided to take a week to enjoy ourselves. We’re going to leave next Monday and will be gone for seven full days.”

      “So, no training for seven days?” I asked, excitement making my mouth drop and eyes widen.

      “That hurts, Ember. Straight to the heart,” Nico said and pressed a hand to his heart.

      “Seven days of freedom!” Caleb shouted and raised his hands over his head, pumping his fists in the air.

      “Yeah!” Triston shouted and slapped his palms against Caleb’s.

      “If you were living at home, I would ground you right now for being disrespectful,” Fox said.

      “We love you all, but it’s been a very stressful month,” Caleb explained. “We’ve been training like the apocalypse is upon us. We need a break.”

      “You get a break when we dismantle the H.E.,” Nico said sternly.

      I flinched, feeling like I was somehow responsible for my adoptive parents’ and their creation of a terrible organization bent on destroying my kind.

      Caleb reached over and intertwined our fingers. “We know how important it is, Dad. You don’t have to remind us.”

      Nico sighed and ran a hand down his face. “Sorry, it’s been a bad morning already. Caleb, come talk with me in the study.” He stood, kissed Jolie on the cheek, and headed out of the dining room.

      Caleb snagged a piece of fruit off my plate and winked. “Duty calls, bunny girl. I’ll be back soon.”

      Snarling, I flung a piece of cantaloupe towards him, but the quick bastard just caught it and stuffed it into his mouth.

      “Eat more,” Triston ordered and put another spoonful of scrambled eggs on my plate. “You’ve not been eating enough.”

      “My ribs hurt,” I complained.

      “Eat the eggs and then when we get home I’ll make you a smoothie,” he said, trying to offer me something I would enjoy as a treat.

      “Strawberry?” I asked.

      He winked. “Of course.”

      Within seconds I’d shoveled the eggs into my mouth and swallowed them down. “Okay.”

      Jolie shook her head. “The more time I spend with you, the more you remind me of me.”

      “Which only worries us,” Fox said. “We know how much trouble you were, how often danger was attracted to you, and if that amount follows Ember, our poor son is going to be wrought with attacks and angst.”

      “Wow,” she said, drawing the word out. “Is this attack Jolie and Ember day? Did I miss the memo?”

      “Right!” I shouted. “I came here to train and now I’m getting teased and attacked.”

      “You know what! No. Come on, Ember.” She set her fork down, walked to me, pulled me from my seat, and tugged me towards the door. “We’re having a girls’ day. You lot can fend for yourselves, or I guess have a relaxing day without harbingers of destruction around you.”

      “Jolie,” Fox crooned, “that’s not what we meant.”

      She bared her teeth. “No. You. Are. Burnt.”

      With a snap of her fingers, she and I teleported out of the house and into the middle of Leona’s house.

      Leona sat up with a start from the couch where she’d been reading a magazine on her couch. “Uh, hi.”

      “Girls’ day,” Jolie growled.

      Jolie’s eyes brightened. She leapt to her feet, grabbed her purse, and rushed over to grab Jolie’s hand. “Yes!”
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      Girls’ day apparently meant mani-pedis, tea with small sandwiches and scones, a shopping trip at a dress boutique, and lunch at a high-scale restaurant where we didn’t even have to wait to be seated. Talk about epic!

      “This has been the best day ever,” I told them as I sipped on my mimosa and stroked a hand down my new dress. It was a sunny yellow maxi dress with thin shoulder straps that tied into a bow and had a slit up both sides of my legs up to my thighs.

      Jolie and Leona nodded their agreement as they drank their mimosas. They also wore new dresses, and all of us had matching pink flip flops with rhinestones along the straps. Leona had also purchased us all matching silver heart necklaces.

      “There are times it’s essential to get away,” Jolie said.

      “You never did tell me what happened,” Leona said.

      “They were picking on us,” I answered.

      “I may have overreacted a little, but I’m pretty sure that was Rhys’s fault since he was at his parents’ at that time and was likely irritated with one of his family members.” Jolie shrugged. “It worked out in the end.”

      “Why were they picking on you?” Leona asked me.

      “We found out my birth name.”

      Her eyes widened and she gasped. “What’s your name? What’s your animal?”

      I groaned and dropped my head to the table. “Bunny.”

      “What?” she asked.

      “EmberRew is her birthname,” Jolie said.

      “That is adorable! Why are you acting like it’s awful?”

      Lifting my head I said, “Leona, I’m a bunny dating carnivores.” I took a drink of my mimosa to soothe myself.

      She smirked. “Those men already eat you. What are you worried about?”

      I nearly spit out my drink and started coughing.

      “Don’t kill my future daughter-in-law, Leona,” Jolie said and patted my back.

      Grabbing my napkin, I wiped my mouth and shook my head. “You two always catch me off guard with your comments.”

      “You’ll get used to it,” Leona said with a single shrug of her shoulder.

      I was completely ignoring Jolie’s comment, not even wanting to acknowledge it.

      “So, EmberRew, have you tried shifting yet?” Leona asked.

      “No.”

      “Fox offered to teach her,” Jolie added.

      “What about me?” a smooth male voice asked beside us.

      Leona looked over her shoulder as I turned to see who it was.

      Silverowl, one of Leona’s mates, Prince of the Elves, and Fox’s brother, smiled at us. “I apologize for interrupting your day, but my lovely mate mysteriously vanished from our house and I was worried she might have been dragged into mischief by a certain princess.” His eyes darted to Jolie and his smile widened.

      “I think today really is pick on Jolie day,” she muttered.

      “What about you?” Leona asked Silverowl.

      He walked around to her right side, kissed her cheek, and said, “I can teach Ember to shift.”

      “You want to teach her?” Leona asked, blinking rapidly.

      “I feel like I haven’t been holding up my end of this relationship. I am Caleb’s uncle and I should assist with training his pack just like the others have been.”

      All of Leona’s other mates had been helping train us in some aspect, so his statement did make sense, but we all knew he was the busiest of them.

      Setting my drink down, I smiled at him. “I appreciate your offer, but I wouldn’t want to take up a lot of your time. You are running like four businesses and have duties as prince, too.”

      “I think it’s a great idea,” Leona said. “He needs a break from some of the businesses and he’s better at teaching than Fox.”

      “That settles it then. I’ll meet you tomorrow morning after your fighting training is completed,” he said with a nod.

      “Okay.” Now that we were doing it, I felt nervous. What if I couldn’t shift?

      “What’s your name?” he asked.

      “EmberRew,” Leona answered for me. “Isn’t it adorable?”

      “EmberRew, how interesting,” he said and tapped his chin in thought. “Most times we don’t pick a name so specific as to the color of the animal.”

      Picking my mimosa back up, I let my mind wander to thoughts of next week, when we’d not be training. Would we just hang out? Go somewhere ourselves? I really wanted to travel. To see more of the world.

      “Ember,” Silverowl said, drawing my attention back to him. “I have homework for you.”

      I blinked. “Silverowl, I’m twenty-eight. What do you mean homework?”

      He smiled. “It’s simple, promise. Before tomorrow, I want you to make a list of ten reasons why being a rabbit shifter is actually an advantage.”

      “Really?” I asked. “How is that going to help?”

      “Just trust me, please,” he said.

      “Fine,” I exhaled.

      “Alright, I’ll leave you three to your day.” He set Leona’s phone on the table beside her, kissed her cheek, and left.

      “Now that he’s gone, let’s talk about next week,” Leona said.

      “Next week?” I asked.

      “While Jolie and her men are gone, how would you feel about coming to my house for a sleepover? You and your entire pack.”

      My mouth dropped and I gasped. “Really?”

      She nodded. “I think it’ll be good for you to see how a group like mine interacts, plus it’ll give me more time to truly assess your siren abilities and see if you need training in other areas I don’t notice when we only have a few hours a day together.”

      “Sounds great,” I said with a smile.

      “Plus, you’re going to be bored without me around and need someone to entertain you, right?” Jolie asked with a smirk.

      “Shut up,” Leona grumbled.

      Jolie and I laughed, knowing she was right.

      “So, do you guys want to help me with my homework?” I asked with a smile and put my hands together as I begged. “Please.”

      “Nope,” Jolie and Leona replied immediately, both making the p sound pop.

      I groaned and went to take a drink only to realize it was empty. Glaring at the empty glass, like it was the glass’s fault.

      “Would you like a refill, ma’am?” a waiter asked.

      I looked up and my eyes nearly bulged out of my head. The guy was quite possibly the most attractive man I had ever seen. Surpassing Caleb, Riddick, and Caleb’s fathers.

      Jolie and Leona smirked, which made me blush.

      “Yes, please,” I requested and held out my glass.

      His finger brushed mine and a shock went through me, making me hiss and drop the glass, but he caught it before it hit the ground with preternatural speed. “My apologies,” he whispered and bowed his head before raising his eyes to meet mine, a frown crossing his gorgeous features before he spun around and hurried away.

      “Oh, you are lucky my boy wasn’t here just now,” Jolie teased me.

      “Shut up,” I snapped. “You can’t tell me he isn’t gorgeous.”

      “Oh, he was gorgeous, but far too young for us,” Jolie said.

      Leona scoffed. “Speak for yourself, old lady.”

      “Can I be honest with you two and not have you rat me out to my pack?” I asked softly, clenching my hands in my lap.

      “Always,” Jolie said with a nod.

      “What if I have some connection with other hybrids? What if it’s not just my current pack?” My heart started fluttering as soon as I asked.

      “Are you worried there will be more males you’re connected to?” Leona asked.

      I nodded.

      “Because you think it will upset your current males?” Jolie asked.

      “Because it’s already insane that there are four men wanting a joint relationship with me,” I admitted.

      Both smiled softly and reached across the table to set their hand on mine.

      “Sweetheart, it’s going to be okay,” Jolie whispered.

      “Would it be so bad if one or two more came into your life?” Leona asked. “Especially gorgeous ones?”

      “Did you forget that I’ve been a hermit in the woods?” I asked.

      “You’re far too social to have continued that life. I don’t even know how you did it for so long as it was. Perhaps because you had the patients to treat and you could talk to animals?” Jolie tapped her lips. “Is that an elf or a siren ability?” She looked at Leona.

      “I don’t know of any sirens who can talk to animals and make them smarter,” she said. “But we also know that a lot of our history and knowledge is missing.” She shrugged. “Who knows? Perhaps Ember is the next level siren!”

      “Okay, back to reality,” I said and laughed. “I don’t want to mess things up with my pack, they’re great and we’re still learning about each other. Adding more people, even one, would be … hectic.”

      “Darlin’, your life has been nothing but hectic since you uncovered your connection with Caleb and Riddick. I don’t see that slowing down anytime soon.” Jolie patted my hand and both leaned back.

      “Your mimosa,” the hot waiter said, bowing as he set it in front of me. “I’ll go get your meals now as well, but is there anything else I can grab on the way?”

      With him so close, I realized I could sense him, similar to Riddick. I chugged half of my mimosa and looked away from him to try to distract myself.

      “Another round for all three of us,” Jolie said, trying and failing to hide her smile.

      Glancing out of the corner of my eye, I saw him swallow hard, nod, smile, and say, “Of course, Princess. I’ll be back quickly.”
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      Hanging my head in shame, I walked behind Jolie into the house, the hot waiter’s phone number saved in my cell. I still wasn’t quite sure how it had happened, but it had.

      “That is a lovely dress,” Triston said and stood from the couch where he and Riddick were watching Caleb and Fox play a videogame.

      “Thanks,” I said, eyes down and nerves making my heart race.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked as he approached me, set his hands on my arms, and rubbed up and down.

      “Um, I –”

      “Caleb, come talk to me,” Jolie ordered him and walked out of the room.

      He set his controller down, looked at me with an arched brow, and followed after his mother.

      “Want to try to shift?” Fox asked.

      “About that …” How did I tell him? Screw it, I’d just come right out and tell him. We were all adults and I didn’t need to sugarcoat things. “Uh, Silverowl found us at the restaurant and he offered to teach me to shift.”

      Fox gasped and smiled wide. “He’s finally taking an interest, huh? Good for him.”

      “So, you’re not upset?” I asked.

      He shook his head. “As long as you have a good instructor, I don’t care if it’s me or someone else.”

      “Thanks,” I said and breathed in relief.

      “Ready go home after Caleb is done talking to Jolie?” Riddick asked.

      I nodded. “I need a nap.”

      “Eventful morning?” Caleb asked, a neutral expression on his face that worried me as he returned from talking to Jolie and joined us in the foyer.

      “Yes.”

      The expression shifted and he smiled and draped an arm across my shoulders. “Then let’s get you home.”

      The drive to the apartments was tense and Caleb stared out the passenger window without talking the entire way. Completely unlike him. I wanted to ask what Jolie had told him, but wanted to wait until we were at the apartments first. Not that I didn’t trust Ezio, but me telling them about the waiter was our pack’s matter and I didn’t want to bring that up without being alone.

      “Thanks for driving us,” I said and waved to Ezio as I climbed out.

      “Call if you want to go anywhere,” he said and returned my wave.

      Once inside the foyer, I turned to Caleb and asked, “Did she tell you?”

      He returned to the neutral expression. “Tell me what?”

      Sighing, I said, “When we were at lunch, the waiter touched my hand and there was a spark. He gave me his phone number.”

      Triston asked, “Another hybrid?”

      I nodded.

      “You think it’s a connection like we have?” Caleb asked. His neutral expression had me wondering what he was actually feeling, what emotions were going through him? His hands were in his pants pockets and he looked relaxed, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t upset.

      I didn’t think anything was quite like the connection I had with the four of them. “It was a similar type pull,” I said and looked down at my feet.

      “Is he attractive?”

      Flinching, I asked, “Why does that matter?”

      “That’s a yes,” Triston said and chuckled.

      “Are you going to call him?” Caleb asked.

      Sliding my hands into my hair, I gripped it at the scalp and groaned. “I don’t know! I don’t know how to handle any of this! I don’t want you mad at me. I don’t want to have so many connections. Life was so much simpler when I was a hermit!”

      Turning, I ran up the stairs, ignoring their calls. I opened my apartment door, but two hands slammed against it on either side of my head, keeping it closed and caging me in.

      “Take a breath, sweetheart,” Caleb ordered, his mouth beside my ear, making the hair move with his breath and sending a shiver down my spine.

      Obeying, I took a shuddering breath, hand still grasping the door handle.

      “Why are you so upset?” he asked.

      “Because you’re angry,” I whispered.

      “No.”

      “No?” Spinning around, I came face to face with him.

      His eyes dropped to my mouth before going back to my eyes. “I’m not angry.”

      “Liar,” I accused.

      His lips twitched, but didn’t go into a full smile. “I’m irritated, yes, about the situation, but I am not angry at you or with you.”

      “Huh?” He wasn’t making sense.

      Dropping his head, he rested his forehead against mine and our connection tingled at the contact and my heart slowed as I relaxed a bit. “I’m sorry I made you think I was mad at you. I’m irritated that there might be more hybrids you have a connection to because it means sharing you with even more people, and I feel like I barely get time with you as it is. Plus, it means I need to find this hybrid and see if he is supposed to be part of my pack. The fact that there are hybrids who I should have recognized or found and brought into my pack, but you’re the one finding them bothers me. What kind of king am I to not notice my own people?”

      So it wasn’t just about me, it was his worry about being a good leader.

      Wrapping my arms around his waist, I hugged him tight and said, “You’re doing the best you can and we all know part of the issue is your need to stay in this city while training me to ensure I am ready to travel. If I weren’t a hindrance, you would be out there finding the hybrids and doing what you were before you met me.”

      “You aren’t a hindrance,” he said and shook his head.

      “Come inside, please,” I begged. “Stay with me for a bit.”

      He scooped me up into his arms and buried his nose against my neck. “Yes, my queen.”

      “I’m not a queen.” I giggled, liking the way it sounded coming from his lips, though.

      He didn’t respond, just carried me inside, locked my door behind us, and lay on the couch with me, letting me lay my head on his chest.

      “Too many clothes,” I hissed and stood.

      Instead of teasing me, he sat up and removed his shit, then held his arms open again for me.

      Laying back down, I rubbed my face against his bare chest and smiled. “Better.”

      He stroked a hand up and down my arms and kissed the top of my head. “Definitely.”

      “I don’t want this,” I whispered. “I don’t want there to be more.”

      “We’ll meet with him and verify your connection. Perhaps what you’re feeling has more to do with recognizing a fellow hybrid.”

      “Then what does that say about us?” I asked and tilted my head back to look at him.

      Smiling wide he said, “We are no longer based solely on a connection, are we?”

      Heat bloomed across my cheeks. He was right that now, after being with them for this long, it wasn’t the connection alone that drew me to them. It was their personalities, their minds, bodies, their souls. The way they made me laugh. The way they made me feel.

      “This is your life, Ember. It is up to you to decide what you want to do. Even if that means severing things with all of us and returning to being a hermit. We all want you to be happy, to live your life how you want.”

      Despite only knowing them a month, I knew leaving them wasn’t an option.

      “I don’t want to be a hermit again. I want to help hybrids, end the H.E., and explore the world.”

      He leaned down, pressed his lips to mine, and whispered against my lips, “Then that’s what I will help you do.”

      “Swear?” I asked.

      Tracing an x over his heart, he nodded. “Swear.”

      “And you promise you’re not mad at me?”

      He kissed each of my cheeks before leaning back so our eyes could meet. “I promise I am not mad at you.”

      “But you didn’t even say anything about my new dress,” I teased.

      Smiling, he sat up, helping me sit up as well, then waved at me. “Stand up. Do a spin.”

      “What?”

      “Twirl. I want to see what it looks like as you twirl,” he explained.

      Feeling silly, but embracing it, I stood and twirled in a circle, smiling like a fool.

      When I finished spinning, he was on his feet, and grabbed me by the hips. “You look beautiful and that dress is very pretty. I think we should test out how it looks on the floor.” Sliding his fingers beneath each of the straps, he pushed them off my shoulders.

      However, the dress wasn’t held up by the straps, so they just fell down my arms and the dress stayed.

      His frown caused me to burst into laughter.

      “I’ve changed my mind. I don’t like this dress. Take it off now.”

      As he reached for me, I ran around the couch, hands out. “Wait, let’s talk about this.”

      He growled and prowled after me, eyes slightly glowing. “Don’t you know you shouldn’t run from a predator?”

      “Only when you don’t want to be devoured,” I teased.

      His eyes glowed brighter and he growled louder as he leapt over the couch.

      Screeching, I turned and ran towards my bedroom.

      I made it just inside the bedroom door before he tackled me onto the bed and started peppering my neck with kisses and nibbles.

      “Caught you,” he growled.

      In a super sarcastic, high-pitched voice I said, “Oh no. Whatever shall I do now that I’ve been caught?”

      He bit into my shoulder and I gasped, which quickly turned into a moan. “Perhaps I should tie you up for running,” he rumbled against my shoulder.

      My heart pounded faster at the thought of being tied up.

      “Oh, do you like that idea?”

      “No,” I lied.

      He sat up and smacked my butt. “No lying.”

      Looking over my shoulder I said, “I don’t think spanking is the way to go to get me to stop doing something.”

      Smirking, he flipped me over, grabbed both of my wrists in one of his hands, and pinned them above my head on the bed. “Let’s try this then.” His other hand reached down, slid up my leg, and rubbed my clit.

      My hips arched and I gasped, but he leaned his head down and bit my throat, which caused me to still.

      His bite turned into kisses as his fingers moved quickly, building the pressure in my lower stomach. The next time he bit into the side of my neck, I orgasmed and screamed his name. Immediately, he plunged two of his fingers inside of me, pumping fast.

      Just as I was about to orgasm again, he removed his fingers.

      I whined and he chuckled against my check, beginning to pump his fingers in and out. Burying his fingers as deep as he could, he curved his fingers until they pushed against my g-spot and moved so quickly, that I barely had time to register my orgasm was building before I was screaming and plunging over the edge.

      He growled softly. “That wasn’t what I’d planned.”

      I arched a brow. “You weren’t planning on making me orgasm?”

      A smirk lifted up one side of his mouth and he said, “No, I’d planned on bringing you just to the edge until you begged me to forgive you for misbehaving and only then would I give you your release.”

      “Well, since your plan is already ruined …” Jerking my arms down, I pulled out of his hold, used my hips to flip us over, and scooted down to remove his pants.

      “That was a nice flip,” he praised as he lay on his back, put his hands behind his head, and smiled.

      “It should be illegal to be so handsome,” I said as I looked down at him, his biceps flexed and on display, and unadulterated confidence as he allowed me to take over.

      Jerking his pants off, I freed his rock-hard erection. Leaning down, I took him into my mouth, swallowing down as much of him as I could.

      He moaned and his hands fisted in the sheets of my bed on either side of him.

      Pulling my hair back, I knelt between his legs, looked into his eyes, and slowly, as slowly as I dared, took him deeper and deeper into my mouth, relaxing my throat to allow him in.

      His eyes stayed glued to mine as I continued the slow, but deep pace.

      I blinked and suddenly I was on my back, dress pushed up above my hips, and he was pressed against my entrance, holding his upper body up on his hands.

      “It’s been too long,” he said, his voice rumbling. Pressing forward just enough the tip of him slid inside. “Okay?”

      I nodded vigorously. “Yes, please.”

      He smiled, dazzling me with it, and thrust his hips forward, burying his full length inside of me.

      The stretch made me gasp and arch my hips up.

      Leaning up, he grabbed my hands in one of his and pinned them above my head. “Be a good girl, stay still, and I’ll give you what you want.”

      “Yes, alpha,” I said, knowing he liked to hear that.

      He thrust his hips forward as he moaned. “Good girl.”

      Before him, I never would have thought being ordered around or told I was a good girl would turn me on, but here I was, drenched as he held me and whispered praises while thrusting harder and faster.

      “Come with me,” he ordered me as his thrusts began to grow more frantic.

      I nodded, not trusting my voice.

      Releasing my hands, he gripped my hips, tilted them up, and shouted my name as I came and shouted his.
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