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      Denver

      Cold, piercing eyes met my stare in the mirror. Bored. Emotionless.

      A small moan reaches my ears, mingling with the loud banging music in the background. A movement by the door caught my attention, and my eyes met Tallon’s. His lips curved into a sneer at the girl at my feet.

      Denise, was it?

      I couldn’t remember.

      She was naked and kneeling on the Italian tiled bathroom floor. Her perfectly shaped breasts brushed my thighs as she choked on my dick. I shoved it in deeper, just to see if she would take it. She gagged, saliva running down her chin as she sucked in a strangled breath.

      I didn’t relent, and neither did she.

      Tired of the game, I pulled out, aiming for her face as I shot my load. She gasped as it hit her face and squealed. “What the hell, Denver?”

      Her voice was high and screechy. Annoying as shit.

      Grabbing my custom-designed hand towel, I cleaned myself off and zipped myself back up. Then I washed my hands. Not bothering to look down at her, I dropped the towel in her face. “Keep it.” I walked out of the room, passing Tallon as he ventured further inside.

      “Denver’s an ass, isn’t he?” Tallon’s smooth voice comforted her, just like I knew he would. She began to cry, and he sat on the floor next to her. “But, are you sure you did it right?”

      God, I hated my life.

      The music blared louder as I entered my smoky living room. Small crowds of people were grouped sporadically around the room and near the wet bar. Billy, our regular bartender, was shoving out drinks as fast as he could make them. Sweat poured down the side of his face, dripping onto the bar as he placed drinks into waiting hands. Weekend after weekend, he fixed drinks for guys and girls with perfectly shaped noses bought by daddy’s credit card, who didn’t even bother to tip him.

      There were two tables set up with groups playing poker, while another group lounged on couches, smoking weed and watching a boxing match on the projector TV so large that you almost expected to feel the spray of blood on your face.

      Ignoring the red-haired bimbo waving her hand at me, I pushed past Billy and grabbed the barely-open bottle of Russo-Baltique vodka, reserved for me and only me, that cost more than some of these people’s monthly paycheck. My eyes scanned the room until I finally found Blaze, tucked in the corner of the sectional sofa, two women on each side of him. They were leaning over, sucking face and fondling each other’s tits, but Blaze wasn’t looking at them. His dick wasn’t even hard. His arms were sprawled out on the back of the sofa, and he was staring at a woman across the room.

      I walked over to him and grabbed one of the girl’s arms, shoving her aside so I could fall to the sofa beside him. The girl made a soft noise as she hit the floor and glared up at me.

      “Sorry.” I gave her an indifferent look.

      “You’re a big dick; you know that, Denver?” her green-eyed friend tried to defend her.

      “How would you know? You’ve never seen my dick.” I smiled smugly and waved my hand. “But by all means, continue, if you want.” I tilted my head to the side, indicating the other end of the sofa. “Just do it over there, so I can talk to Blaze.”

      The green-eyed girl stood up and strode over towards me, sashaying her hips. She leaned over and put her hands on my knees, showing her generous and firm cleavage. They hung down, like perfectly formed orbs. “I’d rather continue with you.”

      When I said nothing, she straddled my lap while her friend stood up and huffed off, flicking her hair behind her. Green Eye’s sharp perfume hit my nose, undoubtedly expensive, and also incredibly repulsive. My nose flared, disgusted with the scent. She rubbed her tits in my face and swiveled her hips, trying to get my now limp dick to show any kind of response. Not interested.

      I turned towards Blaze, who was still staring at the woman across the room. “You got your eye on anyone tonight?”

      Of course, I knew the answer already. Mila was sitting in Mason’s lap — they’d been attached at the hip for ten years, high school sweethearts — and everyone said they were getting married this summer.

      “Yes.” His eyes didn’t leave her face, and I glanced over at her. She’d looked up to see him staring at her, and her cheeks were marred with red. Mason was glaring daggers our way.

      Blaze didn’t flinch. He loved to break the unbreakable, corrupt the incorruptible.

      He did it for fun, just to see if he could.

      And now, he had his eye on them.

      I almost pitied them, if I bothered to care about that shit. They shouldn’t have shown up at my party if they didn’t want us to mess with their lives. It was almost too easy, and I knew by the end of the night, we’d have her sandwiched in between us. Maybe if Mason was nice about it, we’d let him join.

      Green Eyes began kissing my neck, and I grabbed the open-winged eagle top of my Russo-Baltique vodka and yanked it off, offering Blaze the first sip. He grabbed the neck and took a gulp, then it spewed from his mouth, landing on Green Eye’s arm. She didn’t even bother to stop kissing a trail down my chest, her hands snaking up my shirt.

      “What the fuck, Blaze? This shit is expensive.” I gave him a stern look and grabbed the bottle from him, taking a small sip, loving the raging burn down my throat. Anything that burned so harsh was my kind of drink. And vodka like this, you don’t guzzle it down. You enjoy it, sip by sip.

      He wiped his mouth. “You could’ve at least warned me.”

      I smirked. “What would be the fun in that?”

      He grabbed the bottle back and took a sip, slower this time and his eyes returned to his current obsession. I sighed, rubbing my hand over my face. He passed it back to me, and we took turns, relishing in the way the vodka glazed my mind over. Green Eyes had my jeans open now, trying to give my dick some life. I finally looked down at her with a bored expression. “Take a hint, Carley. Go find someone else who wants crabs.”

      “My name’s not Carley. And dragon shifters don’t get STDs.”

      “Do I look like I don’t know that? And did I ask you for your name?”

      Eyes fuming, she jerked up, raising her hand to slap me. I caught her hand and jerked her down to me. “Nobody touches me unless I want them to.”

      Shoving the bottle in Blaze’s chest, I pulled Green Eyes closer. Tears rimmed her eyes, and a couple even trailed down her face. I slid my hand over her stomach, and she sucked it in, gasping. I moved down into her pants and pressed two fingers up inside her. “Is this what you want?”

      Lips trembling, she stared into my eyes. Then she nodded, once, her eyes eager.

      “Well take it, baby. If I’m offering, you’d better take advantage of it while you can.” Instead of pulling back, she closed her eyes, moaning softly, and began to rub herself against my hand. Frowning, I shoved another finger inside, stretching her. She jerked abruptly but didn’t stop. I looked at Blaze, who was rolling his eyes, and I grinned.

      “God, these girls need their daddies slapped.”

      Green Eyes didn’t stop, so I thrummed her clit with my thumb, pressing harshly against it until her whole body tightened, ready for release. As soon as I knew she was about to go over the edge, I yanked my fingers out, wiped them down her shirt, then shoved her to the floor. “You’re pathetic. Get the fuck out of here.”

      She scrambled on her hands and knees towards the hallway, where Tallon and Denise were just walking out of the bathroom, hand in hand.

      These girls disgusted me. All of them. Every single person in this room. I was twenty-six years old, and they all acted like we were still in high school. Every weekend they showed up at my door, whether I’d invited them or not. Just because I partied hard in high school didn’t mean I still wanted their asses still in my life. They came because they thought that being seen with me would rub some good luck on them. Get them promoted at their jobs or give them attention to their families’ political campaign.

      Didn’t they know that associating with me would only bring a soulless corruption into their lives? I was tired of their needy and weak asses. I wanted them out.

      I needed something real, something fulfilling.

      I stood up as the anger inside me belted out, needing some kind of release. My dragon energy pulsed through the room as I knocked the bottle of vodka out of Blaze’s hand. It flew across the room, shattering on the opposite wall. “Get the fuck out of here! Everyone.” I looked at Billy. “The bar’s closed. Done. We’re finished for the night.” People began to stumble from the room, drunk and high. Poker cards and chips fell to the floor as powerful dragon shifters rushed towards the front of the house, desperate to leave. They all knew what I was like when I didn’t get my way. “In fact, don’t bother to come back. Spread the word. The Hoffman house is closed for business. Don’t show up again, unless you’re specifically invited.”

      Heads popped out of the adjoining rooms. I stared down a girl I didn’t even recognize, and she clasped her clothes to her, clearly in the middle of undressing. “You too!” She leaped across the room, not bothering to get dressed, towing some guy behind her.

      Tallon ignored my temper tantrum and led Denise to one of the back rooms, a grin on his face and shaking his head. She glared at me, then gave me a triumphant look before she disappeared into the dark hallway. Like I gave a fuck.

      I also noticed she had the towel clutched in her hand, like a piece of candy she didn’t want to give up.

      I glanced down at Blaze, whose whole body was rigid, his hands clasped tight to the sofa cushion. I growled, turning back around.

      “Mila.” I pointed at her. Mason was pulling her out of the room, but she stopped in the doorway. “You.” I crooked my finger at her. “Come here.”

      “Baby, no.” Mason’s voice was weak, almost begging. “Don’t do it.” She looked at him, hesitating.

      “Mila, come here.” Blaze’s voice was low, commanding. “I want your cunt on my lap.”

      She dropped Mason’s hand and took a step forward, then another, until she was standing in front of Blaze. “Get on your knees, first.”

      I looked her over as she fell to her knees.

      “Good girl,” he said.

      Mason still stood in the doorway, uncertain. I cocked my eyebrow. “You gonna stand there holding your dick or what?”

      He shook his head no, and I tilted my head to the side, my lips spreading up into a grin. I knew it. “Come on, then.”

      Tonight was going to be just like any other night — done in my home, with my things, and exactly how I liked it, regardless of the consequences to anyone else.

      And there was no one in the world I would ever let change it.

      Until her…
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      Chapter 1

      Carrie

      Let me tell you, being on a private plane is every bit as awesome as it looks in the movies. And the fact that I, a small-town girl who never went anywhere, was traveling in this metal can at five hundred miles an hour could only mean one thing.

      We were on a mission to save the next magical generation.

      We were desperate.

      We were fucked.

      Failure was not an option.

      A supernatural child was on the way, one that would rock the world as we knew it to the core. It was time for desperate measures. And boy, were we taking them. Forget about around the clock care and potions and spells. That was child’s play – ignore the stupid pun – and we needed more.

      We were moving heaven and earth to keep her safe, flying to Aerwyna, the dragons’ home and a country in the middle of nowhere. It was ironic that a place that didn’t technically exist was the only place that could keep both Lizzy and her baby safe.

      And I was thrilled to just be here for the ride! Grinning, I pulled out my phone and leaned toward the window, making sure to get the perfect view of the clouds next to my face.

      “Carrie,” Harry Winston gave me a pointed look, exactly like my mother used to.

      Ignoring him, I made a contemplative expression, making sure to catch the right angle of my face before taking the picture. Then I stared at it, trying to decide if I liked or hated it.

      “Carrie. Turn your phone off. I don’t want it to interfere with the cell towers.” Harry’s nasally voice cut through my thoughts, and I slowly turned to face him, certain that the plane wasn’t going to go down because I had my damn phone on. This guy was already annoying, and it was only a couple of hours into the flight.

      I took a moment to take him in. He had on a brown suit, paired with a drab olive green tie, and it made him blend into the tan leather seat. Watching him, I officially declared him a stick-in-the-mud. I could tell there wasn’t a fun bone in his body. He’d already proven that he was all about rules, given that he’d given us a list of them the moment we met him — lame af.

      “It’s on airplane mode.” I showed him the phone, giving him a cheesy grin, determined that he wasn’t going to ruin this experience for me. He met my grin with a hard stare.

      Wow. He’s very concerned that my phone would make the plane fall from the sky! Laughter bubbled from my lips, and I clasped my hand over my mouth, trying not to irritate him further. Who shoved a stick up his butt? I turned my face away, still grinning. Nasal Nose Harry wasn’t going to put a damper on my happiness.

      “Leave her alone, Harry.” Lizzy returned from her trip to the bathroom and settled into her chair across from me. Easton and Hunter, both dragon shifters, sat on either side of her. “She’s flown before.”

      “That’s right.” I nodded. I had. Just not out of the country and on a fancy plane where everything spoke of luxury and class, where we could kick back and feel as if we owned the world.

      “Regulations for …” He was talking again, but I tuned him out, preferring the view of the clouds than looking at his bland face.

      “How are you doing?” Hunter leaned over to Lizzy and nuzzled her neck.

      “Fine.” Lizzy snuggled into his side and put her hands on her belly. She was just starting to show — about sixteen weeks pregnant and already absolutely glowing. Easton reached out to her, pulling her hand to his mouth and kissing her knuckles before turning his face back to the window. Lizzy closed her eyes and smiled. I eyed them enviously, wishing I was in Lizzy’s place. She had five sexy shifter dragons, all vying for her attention, willing to lay down their lives for her. In the dragon world, females were rare, and so the men had grown up used to the fact that they might have to share one woman.

      It was crazy, but it worked. They argued sometimes, but they made it work.

      And also, it was superhot - shit, I’d take three guys. Hell, at this point, I’d take one.

      “What’s it like, being in here when you know what it feels like to fly?” I’d always wanted to know what it was like to fly.

      Hunter tilted his head, thinking. “The same as being in a submarine when you’re a mermaid, I guess.”

      “Oh,” I leaned forward, my eyebrow raised as I tried not to smile. “You’ve been a mermaid?”

      Easton chuckled. “Yeah, that’s the worst analogy I’ve ever heard.”

      “Dragons are the mermaids of the sky, you know.” The edges of Hunter’s mouth lifted in a teasing smile, and then he turned to Easton. “You explain it to her, then.”

      “How about, it’s like riding a bike through the woods when you can sprint through the trees like a wolf.”

      Hunter rolled his eyes. “Yeah, that’s so much better.”

      “It really is more relatable.” Easton shrugged and turned back to the window.

      Lizzy turned towards Hunter, grinning. “You’d look superhot in a bikini, by the way.”

      “Yeah, you would.” Easton laughed, but Hunter softly growled, raking his teeth over her ear, playfully. “Not as good as you do, Princess.”

      She smiled, gripping his hand tightly as they bantered back and forth. It was cute watching them together. Only two of her guys could accompany us today, but even with only them, I was surprised to see how well they all fit together.

      Must be a dragon thing. Or now, a dragon-wolf thing.

      Lizzy and I were wolf shifters, and she was my Alpha. We were from the same pack and had grown closer since she’d gotten pregnant, especially from all the problems that had arisen since then.

      The knowledge of the dragon-wolf-goddess hybrid in her belly, the first of its kind, had spread quickly and sent the supernatural world into a frenzy. The first people to show up on their doorsteps, literally, was the Supernatural Protection Agency, aka, the SPA, and my favorite person, Nasal-Nose Harry, represented them. There were others too, not quite as obvious as the SPA. They sent letters and had come around to spy in the bushes. I even caught someone following behind me at the grocery store.

      Some of them were curious, some too interested for our liking, while others were even angry about it.

      Times were changing. Dragons were officially out and mating with wolves now, and the supernatural world was polarizing on the issue. It became obvious very quickly that Lizzy needed magical protection that only a queen of a supernatural country could offer us.

      

      We spent the next several hours trying to pass the time on the plane. I dozed in and out, then pulled some books out of my bag, reading through them. After a while, my wolf was getting a bit antsy from being in a plane for so long.

      The seatbelt lights came on, and the pilot’s voice sounded over the loudspeaker.

      “We are starting our descent to Aerwyna. Please stay seated, buckle your seatbelts and brace yourself. We’re entering the barrier.”

      As soon as his words were out, the plane trembled and bumped, and dropped downward, towards the sea below us.

      My wolf immediately responded. I clutched the edges of my chair, my wolf growling as we dipped lower and lower. This magic was too foreign for her. Lizzy gasped, and Hunter and Easton both looked at her, concerned.

      “Oh, I don’t feel so good,” Lizzy squeaked out, clutching her belly.

      The plane slowly righted itself, the pilot coming back over the loudspeaker to apologize for the problems but I wasn’t listening. Lizzy’s mouth slowly dropped open, as if in pain, a look of dismay on her face.

      “Are you okay?” My stomach churned, instinct telling me that something wasn’t right. This pregnancy wasn’t what I would call a smooth one. The baby had already caused a small earthquake in Tennessee and made everyone sick when her power leaked into the rest of her clan.

      Lizzy nodded, but she squeezed her lips together so harshly she had a white ring around her mouth. “I just feel sick.”

      I knew it wasn’t morning sickness or motion sickness; the baby was causing havoc. The plane shook again, this time more violently than the last and fear gripped me. Not for the first time, I wished my mamá was here. She was the birthing witch in charge of Lizzy’s pregnancy. She should have been on the flight with us, but Nasal-Nose Harry had decided that my mamá needed to fly ahead. Something about witch protocol.

      I had a feeling we were about to get screwed because of some stupid, shitty rule.
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      The magic in the cabin slowly grew, and the power beckoned to my wolf, calling it out. I grit my teeth, clutching the chair as my wolf threatened to burst from me. Sometimes the baby did this – sometimes it drew our animal out when we didn’t want it, and it terrified me.

      Another wave of magic, different magic, came from the two dragons opposite us. It suffocated my wolf, making it easier to breathe. I sucked in a deep breath, giving Easton and Hunter a grateful look but they were too busy watching Lizzy to notice.

      “It feels like she is reaching out to touch the magic around here.” Lizzy was out of breath, her face red with her exertion. Even though my wolf was in check, her power was getting stronger, and I hoped to God it wouldn’t get out of control. I didn’t know what would happen if it did, but we were in a small plane high above the ground. The baby had caused ripples already, ripples that only my mamá had been able to manage.

      I said it before and I would say it again: if something went wrong up here, we were screwed.

      “Maybe it wasn’t the best idea to let Marisol travel ahead,” Lizzy groaned, talking about my mamá.

      In two seconds, Hunter had unbuckled his seatbelt, and he kneeled in front of Lizzy. He ran his fingers through her hair. “It’s okay, Princess. We will get through this together.” He put one hand on Lizzy’s head and muttered something I didn’t understand.

      “I must urge you to return to your seat,” Harry said from his seat in the corner. I had completely forgotten about the man — he had been so quiet during all this, but when I glanced at him, I knew he felt the magic as well. In fact, he wasn’t handling it as well as the rest of us. He was unusually pale but he was ignoring it for the sake of rules.

      “Shut up, Harry,” Hunter growled.

      Easton growled from his seat, a low guttural sound, a warning.

      “I wouldn’t tell him what to do,” I turned to Harry, looking past Lizzy. “Mated shifters don’t take orders from those lower in the hierarchy.”

      Harry glanced at me. I dared him with my eyes to argue with me, to tell me that he wasn’t lower in the hierarchy. But he bit his tongue. Smart man — it looked like he had survival instincts, after all. Instead, he snapped his mouth shut without even lecturing Hunter for telling him to shut up. Everyone knew that you didn’t come between a shifter and his mates.

      The plane shook, and I got up, ignoring Harry’s frustrated glare, and took Hunter’s seat. I could see the baby’s magic flowing around the cabin, a swirling of blue and orange, even though it looked like no one else could see it. It grew stronger as the tension between us grew, bumping against the cabin walls as if it was trying to get out of the airplane. It was going to break the plane in half if someone didn’t stop it.

      Seizing control of my fear, I took Lizzy’s hand, my voice firm. “Lizzy, look at me.” She turned to me, her eyes wide. “Close your eyes and take a deep breath. Remember, your stress worries the baby.”

      She nodded, closing her eyes but her hand on mine was squeezing it tight.

      “Hold your breath for two seconds, then breathe out slowly,” I instructed her. I’d seen my mamá do this a bunch of times.

      She took in a breath and I put my hand on her belly, whispering the words my mamá had said a million times. “Cálmese, baby. Cálmese.” My fingers burned, as magic flowed through the ring my mamá gave me to her stomach. I closed my own eyes, focusing on it. I could feel the magic growing calmer as I continued my chant, gently guiding it back into her.

      I stroked her belly gently while Easton stroked her hair.

      “This is almost over.” I nodded, feeling the pressure in my chest lightening up. Suddenly Lizzy took in a breath, and I felt her relax. I opened my eyes to see her grinning at me.

      “I knew you could do it,” she said.

      I blanched, feeling myself jerk forward as the plane suddenly landed. Hunter grabbed onto the legs of the chair as Easton clung to him, keeping him from sliding across the cabin floor. Lizzy’s protective instincts flared, and she threw her arm across me, keeping me from tipping over. A laugh caught in my throat as I imagined Harry’s satisfied smirk. I was certain I was going to get a lecture about seat belt rules later on.

      The plane quickly stuttered to a stop and with it, the baby’s magical outburst. The magic was sucked out of the cabin immediately as if it had never been here in the first place.

      Hunter jumped up and held out a hand for me while Easton helped Lizzy to her feet. I grabbed his hand, hoping he didn’t notice that mine was shaking.

      “The car is waiting for us,” Harry unbuckled his seatbelt and stood, surprisingly saying nothing about seat belts and instead ushered us out of the plane. Hunter and Easton were at Lizzy’s side guarding her. I followed them, and Harry brought up the rear.

      We piled into two black cars that were waiting for us while Harry arranged for our luggage to be unloaded. Hunter and Easton weren’t going to leave Lizzy’s side, and I had a feeling the three of them wanted to be alone, so I ended up stuck in the second car with Harry.

      

      It was a little tense on the way to wherever we were going to stay. He scooted to the far end of the seat, concentrating on an iPad on his lap, typing down things now and then. No doubt ticking off a to-do list.

      Harry wasn’t my type, at all. Even though I looked pretty innocent, I was attracted to bad boys.

      I’d even gone through a rash of them when I was younger, and that’s exactly what they were — a rash.

      Sure, their wicked eyes made my heart pound, and their tattoos made me want to run my hands all over their branded biceps. Their dirty mouths were made for caressing my lips, and other parts of my body, making my panties so wet I’d taken to bringing extras when I went on dates with certain individuals.

      But they were also self-centered, arrogant, bitter, attention-seeking, and in general, bastards.

      In fact, I had developed a particular allergy to assholes in general. And what do you know? They hadn’t found a cure yet.

      “You know what they say about all work and no play, Harry.” I glanced at his fingers; he didn’t have a wedding ring on. So I winked at him, scooting closer, and traced a circle on the black leather between us. “Makes Jack a dull boy, doesn’t it?”

      He glanced up at me, irritation flashing across his face for a split second. When he saw how close I was, his heart rate picked up.

      “This is a business trip on my end,” Harry stuttered out.

      “So, no mixing business with pleasure?” I scooted closer, almost touching him. He watched as my teeth caught on my lower lip, shifting uncomfortably.

      “No,” he said, but his head bobbed a yes.

      I laughed, squeezing his arm, deciding I would leave the poor man alone. “It’s okay, Harry. I’m just teasing.” I looked into his eyes, noting the way his Adam’s apple bobbed. “Thanks for coming along. Helping us out. I really appreciate it.” Not that we’d had a choice, as the SPA insisted, but he seemed to want to do his job without getting in the way too much. As long as we were doing what he thought was appropriate. And as much as I hated people who were sticklers for the rules, they could be very helpful. Besides, you never wanted on their bad side, that was for sure.

      His eyes narrowed, studying me. I kept an earnest look on my face, dropping the seductive act.

      “I mean it.” And I did.

      “You’re welcome.” He nodded, looking away from me to study the scenery out window.

      I put some space between us to make him more comfortable. “So, good flight, huh?”

      Harry sighed. “I suppose. A little unpredictable, wasn’t it?”

      I chuckled. “Definitely.”

      “You were good back there.”

      I turned back towards him again; it was my turn to study him, to see if he really meant it. I’d always been self-conscious about my powers. My dad was a wolf shifter, and my mamá was the witch of the family. I was a hybrid of the two, but definitely more comfortable with the wolf side of me.

      And, to be honest, I wasn’t even sure why I was here. My mamá had all the power, and Lizzy had her men to protect her. I was basically a tagalong, and his words had brought all those insecurities to the surface.

      I twisted my ring around my finger — the one I used to channel my magic — considering him. I couldn’t read him as well as I would like, but he seemed genuine.

      “Thanks.” He gave me a small smile. “When are we meeting with the Queen?” Another thing I was nervous about — meeting royalty.

      “We’ll see.” He’d already turned back to his iPad.

      “What does that mean?”

      “Queen Aria decides when she’s ready to see someone.”

      I nodded. I guessed royalty had the right to do whatever they wanted.

      Queen Aria was the queen of the dragons. Now that they were officially out of hiding, she was going to write an unofficial alliance between the wolves and the dragons — and had invited Lizzy to help form it. When that alliance was formed, it was going to change everything.

      Once the alliance was written, it would become the foundation of what was proposed to the supernatural world. And then everything else would follow. Mating, children, all of the good stuff. But it was also going to prevent wars from happening and make things easier for generations to come.

      We were quiet the rest of the way there, and I distracted myself by looking out of the window at the city sliding by.

      

      From the air, the city had a dreamlike quality to it, like a fairytale. The mountains towered large and majestic above the city, capped with snow and small rivers that ran like fingers through thick forests.

      Up close, I could see that the city itself was the strange mixture of the past and future, mixing glittering high-rises with ancient castles, the old and the new merging together.

      Even though the sun was beginning to set, I could tell that it was even more spectacular than I’d imagined from the air. The buildings were sleek and modern, the people in the street efficient, hurrying towards their destination without wasting time. Everything was clean and neat, and it wasn’t difficult to see that the dragons took pride in their home.

      “Here we are,” Harry said when the car pulled to a stop, and opened the door, getting out first. I followed him out, looking up at the building that I was going to call home for the foreseeable future.

      It was a large block of a building, with modern touches. The windows were all mirrored so that I couldn’t see into them. The gardens surrounding the place had immaculate lawns and a minimalistic design, a modern variation of the English garden, with neat hedges and trimmed trees that somehow worked perfectly.

      The palace I had seen from a distance looming in the background was larger than life now.

      “Are we on the palace grounds?” I asked when Lizzy, Hunter, and Easton joined me.

      “Yeah, Queen Aria set us up in her private guest house,” Lizzy said. “Nice of her, huh?”

      I nodded. Very nice. But the modern guest house was a stark contrast against the almost medieval looking palace that rested at the foot of the mountain, two different eras coming together.

      Just like Lizzy’s baby. The symbolism was beautiful, and it gave me shivers.

      “This way,” Harry said, gesturing with his hand. He was back to his antsy self, eager for us to do the next thing on his little list. Men dressed in white and black uniforms, like formal bellhops, marched from the guest house and unloaded our bags from the two cars while we followed Harry without a single thing to carry ourselves.

      We walked through a lobby with a marble floor and double volume ceilings with paintings against the walls. My eyes bulged. Is that a real Monet in a guest house? I tried to study it as we passed, trying not to be too obvious how enchanted I was about it. We passed a formal sitting room, a casual living room, and a large dining room with dark oak furniture and a wooden chandelier with hanging crystals that glistened in the sunlight that fell through large, full-length windows.

      Finally, we were escorted down a carpeted corridor that led to our rooms.

      Mine was right next door to the suite Lizzy, Easton, and Hunter shared. We were in the lap of luxury; everything was fitted with the most expensive furniture and decorations. Everything matched – light gray walls with darker grey curtains and carpet. The bedspread was white, but there were splashes of color in all the accents. The throw pillows, rugs, and runner looked like they were from India, with bunches of beautiful flowers everywhere.

      It was beautiful.

      I picked up a remote control from my bedside table and slid my fingers over the screen. It had controls for lights, curtains, the shower, and everything else I could imagine. This was going to be fun. I couldn’t wait to try out the shower.

      I didn’t take the time to settle in and play with my new toys. As soon as I was done unpacking, I hurried to Lizzy’s room and knocked on her door, entering when I was invited.

      Hunter sat on a black armchair with one leg thrown over the armrest. His large frame looked almost comical in a chair that was much daintier than he was. Easton sat on top of a desk in the corner, legs dangling, fingers curled around the edge. He was staring at his phone, his thumb typing furiously.

      Their room was decorated in the same monochrome-and-color combination as mine, except it was much bigger. And had a lot more flowers — they were everywhere, several I didn’t even know existed, and it made the whole room smell like a garden. I glimpsed a big bed in the attached room, one big enough to fit several people. I swallowed, averting my eyes. I wasn’t going to think about that right now.

      Instead, I flopped next to her on the couch. Lizzy leaned back lazily, one hand protectively on her belly and one pressed against her forehead.

      “How are you feeling?” I asked her. It was weird how exhausting traveling could be, even though you didn’t really do that much.

      Lizzy smiled at me. “I’m tired, but it’s great to be back in Aerwyna.”

      “I guess I can see why you like it. I haven’t seen much of the city, obviously, but I like the feeling, here.”

      Lizzy smiled. “I was just telling the guys that I wished I could take you out tonight, show you the city, point out all my favorite spots. But I’m exhausted, and I think the baby needs a rest, too.”

      Easton stood up, putting his phone in his back pocket. “That’s why I took care of it for you. You just relax babe; maybe take a bath.” He walked over to Lizzy, kissing her softly. I didn’t look away; I was used to their PDA by now. He turned to me, a mischievous look on his face. “But you need to get up. You’re going out.”

      “What?” I turned to him.

      He gave me a ferocious grin, his eyes gleaming. “What Lizzy wants, she gets. You’re going out.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Carrie

      A chick with skinny jeans and a leather jacket, sleeves pushed halfway up her arms, leaned against the wall a foot up against it. Tattoos peeked out from underneath the top of her shirt, climbing up her neck. She was chewing gum, blowing a bubble and popping it.

      I’d stepped outside of my room after refreshing my makeup and brushing my hair. Despite my protests, Lizzy, Hunter, and Easton all insisted I go out. Lizzy was especially worried that she was holding me back from enjoying the city, and Easton knew just the person to take me out.

      “Carrie, right?” the chick asked.

      I looked at her. “Who’s asking?”

      “I am. Obviously.” She walked to me and looked me up and down without ceremony. She had bright blue eyes, eyes like the ocean. When they landed on mine, it was unsettling in a weird way. “Sawyer, and we’re going to fix that.”

      “Wha—?”

      Without explanation, she shoved me back into my room. “Wash your face.”

      “I just put more make up on!”

      She ruffled through my clothes, throwing them behind her. “Exactly. And that’s your problem. Wash that blue off. It doesn’t go with this decade.”

      “I like it!” I folded my arms across my chest, staring in shock at the mess she was making.

      She turned to me and raised an eyebrow, staring me down. “Wash it off.” Then she walked back out the door.

      “Where are you going?” Was she leaving?

      “I’ll be back,” she called back, not bothering to shut the door behind her.

      I huffed. Ridiculous. I hastily cleaned up her mess and went back to my bathroom to study my makeup in the mirror. I liked the way the blue brought out the brown in my eyes and skin. Sighing, I grabbed a towelette and rubbed it off. After a few minutes, she came back, her arms filled with clothes. Lizzy’s clothes.

      She held up a dress, eyeing me speculatively.

      I stared her down. “I’m not wearing a dress. Besides, my boobs are bigger than Lizzy’s. It won’t fit.”

      She grinned, showing shiny teeth. “I knew you would say that.” She threw two of Lizzy’s dresses on the bed and held up a black crop top and black leather skinny pants.

      I crossed my arms. “I don’t have shoes for that kind of outfit.”

      “It’s a good thing I’ve got a spare set in my car.” She threw them at me. “You’ll look great, trust me. And you’ll fit in better.”

      “What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” I looked down at my plaid shirt and jeans.

      “You look like a wolf, that’s what’s wrong.”

      “And what’s wrong with that?”

      “’Cause.” She came to me and started undoing the buttons on my shirt. “Lizzy might get a pass because the Queen backs her up, plus who she’s shacked up with, but most dragons don’t like wolves around here.”

      I gripped her fingers, stopping her. “Fine. But I can undress myself.” I wasn’t shy - growing up in a wolf pack, you got used to being naked, but I certainly didn’t need her to undress me.

      She stood back, holding her hands up in a gesture of surrender. “Be my guest. But hurry, we need to get there before the crowd gets too thick and someone takes my seat.”
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      By the time we left, I had smoky black and silver makeup, Arabian style, she called it, and was squeezed into Lizzy’s tight leather clothes. They clung to every single curve of my body, making my boobs look bigger than normal.

      I eyed Sawyer as we walked towards the parking lot, passing what looked like guards along the way. Noticing my eyes on her, she flipped her dark hair back and gave me a grin. “I like your new look. You look bad ass.”

      Her hair was shaved short around the sides and back, the top long enough and styled so that it hung down the left side of her face to her jaw.

      I sighed. Even though she looked like a sexy female version of James Dean, her features were slim. Everything about her was small and delicate. I wished I could be like that. My Hispanic genes required strong, thick bones, big boobs, and wide hips.

      “Thanks. It feels kinda weird though. Not myself.”

      “Then be someone else, just for tonight.” She shrugged, opening the door to her car. “No one knows who you are and that means,” leaning over, she disappeared into her car, then came back out, “you can be whoever you want.”

      She held out a pair of strappy black heels covered with fake rhinestones. I leaned in to stare at them. Nope, those didn’t look fake. They were real. I took a step back. “I can’t wear those. What if I break them?” They must’ve cost thousands of dollars.

      She pushed them into my arms. “I don’t care; they’re not mine. A friend of mine left them in here. I keep telling her not to leave her shit in my car but she says she forgets.” Sawyer grinned at me, and it made her face light up. She was striking in a very unique way. “Throw them in the lake at the end of the night if you want, I don’t care.”

      Frowning, I slid them on. They actually fit pretty well. “Are you sure?”

      Sawyer shrugged. “I don’t even think she’ll miss them.”

      I swallowed, considering her words. Sawyer had friends who were rich enough that they forgot about thousand dollar Gucci shoes. I wasn’t quite sure I would fit in here.

      “Come on,” Sawyer growled out. “Get in and quit worrying about the shoes.”

      I teetered on the heels as I shuffled around her car, noticing for the first time what kind of car she drove. It was a Porsche race car, although it was an older model, probably from the nineteen-eighties. It was also a bit beat up and painted matte black. A home job? Probably.

      My dad liked to tinker on race cars, so I was familiar with some of them. Back in the day, this one would’ve cost a lot of money but definitely not now, especially in its current condition.

      So Sawyer had rich friends but probably didn’t have money herself. That made me feel a little bit better. I climbed inside, squeezing myself into the bucket seat. The interior was just as old as the exterior, with cracked tan leather seats and one of those hard plastic steering wheels.

      “Are you sure this will take us to—” I cut off. “Where we’re going?”

      “Why?” She popped a bubble. “You think my car’s a piece of shit, or something?”

      I stammered for an answer but Sawyer grinned and tapped the top of the car lovingly. “I’m just kidding. Lennon will get us there. She doesn’t look like much but we’ll be fine. She purrs like a kitty under this crappy hood.”

      “You called your car Lennon?”

      “Yeah, why not?” She didn’t look up at me, popping another bubble while she fiddled with the radio, trying to find the right station. Sweet Child of Mine crackled over the speaker. Old school; I liked it. I relaxed a bit.

      “Let’s go.” Sawyer sucked her gum back into her mouth and turned the engine over. It sputtered to life, and Sawyer revved it a few times for good measure. The people walking past glanced in our direction, frowning. I didn’t like so many eyes on us. Dragon eyes were damn unsettling.

      “You certainly know how to make a scene.” I glanced at a pair of guys watching us. The music was so loud, they could probably hear it down the street.

      “I’m not driving this baby to blend in. It’s not my style.”

      That was an understatement. “I’m getting that.” I turned to her. “So, where are we going?”

      Sawyer pulled out of the parking lot without checking whether the coast was clear and a car honked.

      “Fuck, sorry man!” She stuck her hand out of the window, then muttered under her breath. “Sorry you can’t drive.” She floored it, and the car shot like a bullet through traffic. I gripped onto my handle, praying for my dear life that the other drivers were looking out for us, because Sawyer certainly wasn’t.

      “Wow, your car’s fast.”

      “I got someone to modify the engine a little. It’s not exactly according to the regulations, but they haven’t caught me yet.” She laughed, throwing her head back and shifted the gears with a scrape. She couldn’t drive stick worth shit.

      “Where was it you said we were going?” I asked again when I had realized her erratic way of driving wasn’t altogether unsafe and that I might live to tell the tale.

      “I thought a bar crawl would be nice.” She turned onto a busy street, barely scraping by as a row of cars caught up to us. I now knew why it was necessary for her to drive a fast car. It literally saved her life.

      “Really?” I asked. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

      “If you want to see what Aerwyna is really like, then yeah. I mean, I could take you to all the la-di-da places, and you can marvel at the architecture and all that crap, or we can do what the locals do, and you can get a taste for what it means to be a dragon.”

      I raised my eyebrows. Did I really want a taste of what it was like to be a dragon? It sounded like a tall order. Plus, it’d been a while since I’d been out drinking and dancing. But at the challenging look on her face, I steeled myself.

      I was a wolf, for fucks’ sake. I could handle this.

      So I nodded. “Let’s go, baby.”

      She grinned. “That’s more like it.”

      While we drove, she pointed out a couple of things, like a parliament building that had been built in the sixteen hundreds, Lover’s Lane, which she called Idiot’s Lane, where couples walked hand in hand and stared deeply into each other’s eyes.

      And despite her driving, I got a feel for the city. It pulsed with magic that was foreign to me. It reminded me of Lizzy’s guys and how it felt when they were around, but it still wasn’t quite the same. It was a little different, and a lot stronger.

      “Tell me about yourself,” I said. “Do you have a family?”

      Sawyer glanced at me, one eyebrow cocked. “Are we here to tour Aerwyna or delve into the deep and wonderful mysteries of Sawyer?”

      “Come on, you can’t answer a few questions?”

      “I don’t do questions.” She hand rolled down her window and threw her gum out. When she saw me look at her, horrified, she pulled up one shoulder. “Job creation.” She reached into the glove compartment in front of me and rummaged around, finding another stick of gum.

      When her arm brushed against my knee, her magic jolted my wolf, and I growled. My magic flared up and was suddenly all around us in the car.

      “Woah, Furry, don’t get your panties in a twist. I didn’t mean to bump you. Calm down.”

      I narrowed my eyes at her. “Don’t call me furry,” I said tightly.

      She laughed as if I was joking. “You can call me scales in return. It will be a beautiful cliché.”

      She popped the gum in her mouth, yanked on the steering wheel so that we careened around a corner at breakneck speed and finally, she slammed on breaks.

      “Here we are. The watering hole of the masses.”

      I unpeeled my fingers from the door handle, looking up at a sign that said, ‘Crosby’.

      “Is this a bar?” I opened my door.

      “Yeah, it’s as grimy as they get. I love it.”

      She hopped out of the car, and I followed. ‘Crosby’ was spelled out with a neon sign, flickering orange and tacky. The windows were lit, yellow light pouring out into the darkening street, and the sound of laughter floated out of the open door.

      She opened the door and loud music immediately enveloped me. Everyone turned and stared at us.
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      I halted, surprised. I wasn’t used to people even noticing me when I walked into a room, and now, everyone was staring at me like I’d walked in here in my underwear. I glanced down, checking to make sure.

      There was only one man not staring at me. His dark, custom-tailored Westmancott suit and polished wingtip Oxford shoes set him apart from the crowd, catching my eye. But his heated gaze was reserved for Sawyer. And when I say heated, I meant angry.

      “Come on.” Sawyer grabbed my hand, ignoring everyone. Trying to pretend I didn’t notice their looks, I studied the decoration in the bar. Everything was decorated in shades of brown and not all the furniture matched. Smoke hung against the ceiling like an artificial sky and the pictures on the walls were a mess, too, decorated with a mishmash of paintings and photos and posters. It was as if the whole place just didn’t know what it wanted to be.

      Sawyer scoured the crowd, looking disappointed. There was one open seat, right at the bar. As she pulled me through the crowd, I felt eyes on me. I studied everyone’s clothes, now grateful Sawyer had insisted I change. I would’ve definitely looked like a small town girl if I hadn’t.

      I pressed my lips together, scowling as I pressed through the crowd and meeting their glares. The dragons knew that I was a wolf, and they didn’t like it. As soon as we reached the empty seat, a single middle-aged man jumped off his barstool. Giving me a dirty look, he grabbed his half-way filled glass and pushed past me, brushing my shoulder as he walked by.

      “I don’t think anyone here likes me, except that one guy that seems to hate you.” I sat down on the newly vacated seat and she sat next to me, elbows on the bar, studying the bottles behind the bartender. Despite the looks and everything being so damn mismatched in the place, I liked it.

      “Everyone loves me.” She gave me a cheeky look, brushing off my comments. “But you - well, you’re a wolf. What did you expect?”

      The truth was, I’d expected a warm welcome. We were here to create an alliance between wolves and dragons. I knew, of course, that there were probably dragons that didn’t agree with the pending alliance, or dragons who didn’t like wolves. But I hadn’t expected there to be this many of them.

      “I thought wolves didn’t even know about your country.”

      She crumpled a napkin with her gum in it, waving her hand at the bartender. “They didn’t. Not really.”

      “Then why does everyone hate wolves?”

      “Because the only ones that have been in this country in the past the several years are the terrorists.”

      I coughed, surprised at her words, and the bartender walked towards us. His gaze took me in and a frown formed on his face.

      “Hey, Murray.” Sawyer gave him a sweet smile that I suspected was rare. “The usual, please. And for my new friend, too.”
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