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      Easton

      My eyes shot open. Something was wrong.

      Lizzy was next to me, tucked under my arm with Avery on the other side of her. Her blonde hair splashed over the pillow like a motherfucking crown, like the queen that she was. Her heart pumped wildly, and a sexy whimper escaped her, making my cock go hard.

      I hovered indecisively between waking her up and letting her sleep. She was obviously having a crazy dream. If she was dreaming about something bad, I wanted to get her up, but I was also hesitant to wake her. What if it was about something amazing?

      She exhaled a breath, drawing my attention to her pouty lips. I touched them softly, thumbing her lower lip.

      What I really wanted was to wake her up and make her suck my dick. Then let Avery fuck her in the ass while I went down on her.

      Shit. I rubbed my eyes. Don't think about that.

      I constantly obsessed over her like this, and it was distracting. A good woman made your dick hard, not your life, and that’s exactly the kind of woman that Lizzy was. Problem was, my dick was hard when my brain should be working.

      She suddenly sucked in a deep breath and jerked, sitting up and dragging the blanket with her. I sat up next to her. "What's wrong?"

      She was clutching the blanket like a lifeline.

      She looked at me, giving me those doe eyes that always drew me in. I was caught up in the moment of having all her attention on me. It buzzed like electricity inside my chest. I absently rubbed at it, studying her face. She was thinking about something  her dream.

      Then Avery mumbled something, drawing her attention away from me to look down at him.  He wrapped his arm around Lizzy's hips possessively, tugging her into him and a soft look came over her face.

      That was one of the things I loved about this woman.

      She wore her heart on her sleeve. She couldn't stop herself from showing her true feelings, at least not to me. I knew her every expression, her every thought, almost. She looked down at him like he hung the motherfucking moon, and it stirred weird feelings inside of me -  squishy ones. I hated that shit but damn it if she didn't make me warm and soft inside.

      Like the fucking marshmallow man.

      She loved him, and that made me love her even more.

      Then she slid out from under him and pranced across the bed and onto the floor. If she knew what I was thinking, that I thought she was prancing across the bed, she’d probably punch me in the arm. She hated when I talked like that, but to me, she pranced all the time. Off to the shower; while we were exercising; when she was hanging out with the pack.

      She couldn’t help it.  She was a fucking sexy vixen whether she was trying to be or not. It was her wolf coming out, I expect.

      It was also hot as fuck.

      She grabbed her shorts from the floor, the ones I’d stripped off her earlier, and yanked them on. I cleared my throat to get her attention, frowning. “Lizzy. What happened?"

      My voice came out deeper than I wanted, but I didn't like that I had to ask her twice. It also bothered me that I couldn’t read her now. I anticipated her every need in an effort to show her what she meant to me. And not knowing what she needed right now made me want to grab her ankle, yank her in the air, and shake her. Just dump it out of her so I could figure out what she needed next.

      "Get up, Eastie. Get dressed."

      A few months ago, I would've hated that she called me that, all because James was the first one to call me Eastie. He was pretty much an asshole, making that an asshole nickname. But coming from her lips, it only gave me that stupid, squishy feeling again.

      I threw the blanket off and put my jeans on, considering her words. She wasn't telling me anything. That was bad news.

      “You're scaring me, babe. What's wrong?" I had to shove my semi-hard dick to the side before I could zip them up. Not right now, buddy. I grabbed my shirt quickly and tugged it over my head; she was already waiting for me.

      "Nothing's wrong. I want you to take me somewhere. I'll tell you why when we get there."

      I frowned. What the hell?

      She paused and came to my side. Now she was looking up at me like I was the center of her world. Fuck if I didn't want to wrap my hands around her ass, yank her to me, and kiss her lips off. Show her how I feel about her.

      Shit. Looking at me like she was lucky to be here, with me, when in reality it was the opposite.

      She palmed my face. "Nothing's wrong. I promise."

      I know nothing's wrong! Because I will kill any problem you have, just say the word.

      I nodded, sighing. "Okay."

      She padded over to Avery, brushing her lips over his cheek as she pulled the covers back up over him. Fucking mothering him, that's what. His eyes opened and he wrapped his arm around her neck.

      "I'll be back, okay? Easton and I are going somewhere." She snuggled into his neck.

      He wanted to fuck her again. I could see it in the possessive way he held her, the way his heart stuttered when she brushed her lips over him. That was another thing that was special about Lizzy. Avery wanted her, like, all the time.

      When he first joined our team, he never even so much as looked at any woman. And it wasn’t like he didn’t have any opportunities; they threw themselves at him all the time.

      Women always flocked to Hunter since he was in the entertainment news a lot. The media painted Hunter as an unattainable, rich, playboy, making it so every girl was out to catch him. Everywhere he went, he had women pursuing him, trying to get in his pants and have a baby with him. And then, when he turned them down, which he always did now that he was a grown-ass man, they switched their sights on us. It was annoying as hell.

      But Avery, and even Hunter, had it bad since the very beginning with Lizzy.

      She was the girl who knew nothing about Hunter's money or Avery's sad past.

      A new start for them both.

      And the sexy vixen who brought me to my knees.

      Literally.
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      The smell of the nearby forest filled my nose as we jumped in my metallic-silver Porsche Boxster, a small but powerful sports car. Within hours, I’d regret my choice to take this car, but for now, I loved how it handled Tennessee’s curvy roads. Rolling down the windows, I took a moment to breathe in the fresh air. I loved Tennessee. It was green, beautifully landscaped, and warm, and had a charming feel about it. It wasn’t Aerwyna but it was close. I heard the leaves in the fall were nice too. The only thing I didn’t like about it was that we couldn’t shift whenever we wanted. But I was okay with it; it wasn’t like we didn’t have to deal with it in other countries.

      Besides, it was worth it to be with Lizzy.

      She gave me directions when and where to turn, and I watched her out of the corner of my eye. She was biting her nails, something I'd never seen her do. That made me nervous.

      When we pulled up to some small, open-all-night drugstore, I was completely puzzled. What were we doing?

      She claimed my hand possessively as we walked towards the front door.

      "You gonna tell me yet?" I gave her my sternest look, hoping she’d give in and tell me.

      "Nope." She smiled, bit her lip and shook her head, not taking the bait.

      I sighed and ran my hand through my hair. I hated not knowing what the hell was going on. I liked to be in control of my situation at all times. Going undercover, fighting other dragons, staking out bad guys, transporting the team to the other side of the world... all that shit was easy. If I knew what to prepare for, then I could put things in perspective, figure out a plan of action, and put it into place.

      But this? Not knowing and just having Lizzy lead me around mysteriously? I hated it.

      "Come on, babe.” She hadn't stopped smiling, though she was still chewing on her nail, which told me she was still nervous. "You'll see in a second.”

      "Alright." I shrugged, giving in. I trusted her. She would tell me when she was ready.
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      We walked into the store, and the bright lights were harsh. I blinked, adjusting my eyes. A plump, middle-aged woman with dark black hair greeted us. “Good evening.”

      I gave her an acknowledging nod. People in the south were always so polite. Something I loved and hated at the same time. What if I wasn’t having a good evening? Did I have to smile and reciprocate the well-wishes all the time? Yet, at the same time, it made the transition into living here easier when everyone seemed happy you were here.

      Lizzy pulled on my hand, leading me down the aisle to the condoms. Now I was even more confused. We definitely didn't need any of those. Dragons and wolves didn't get STDs, and we weren't opposed to having babies. Having a little guy or girl in my life would light up my motherfucking world; and would only make my life that much more perfect.

      And then I stopped with the thought. It was a coincidence that Lizzy stopped at the same time. We were staring at the pregnancy tests.

      What the actual fuck?

      My brain stuttered for a second.

      Was this really happening?

      I watched Lizzy intently to make sure.

      She grabbed a box and checked the back, reading the directions, a small smile on her face.

      Oh, hell yes!

      My heart thumped in my chest, and I was immediately alert. Fuck.

      “Give me that,” I growled as I snatched the box out of her hand. Her small smile broke out into a full-blown grin as I rushed to the back of the store, looking for the nearest bathroom.

      “Easton! We need to pay for it first!”

      Damnit! I turned back around and, grabbing Lizzy’s hand, dragged her up to the cashier and threw the box down on the counter.

      "This will be all." I was trying to circumvent any small talk. They usually asked if you found everything you were looking for or if you needed anything else. Annoying. The friendly cashier took her time ringing it up and I wanted to rip it out of her hands and do it myself.

      Instead, I growled out, "Where's your bathroom?"

      She eyed us cautiously; I could tell she was curious about us. We didn’t have wedding bands on. Lizzy wore the ring we gave her at the cookout, the one made from her mom's diamond. And my fingers were bare. Here in the Bible Belt, having a baby out of wedlock was frowned upon. The shock of it!

      I didn't give a fuck. I just wanted her to give me the motherfucking box.

      She pointed. "Back of the store."

      I threw enough cash on the counter to cover the cost and grabbed the fortune-telling box, tugging Lizzy down the aisle.

      Holy shit. Is this real? If so... I couldn't even think. No, I needed to be patient. Wait for more information.

      I ripped the stick out of the box as soon as we walked into the bathroom. It was a cramped, single-stall space and smelled of lemon cleaner. I scanned the restroom once more as I handed the test to her. She hovered over the toilet and peed on it, and then gave it back to me.

      I didn't even care.

      I clutched it to my chest like it was the motherfucking crown jewels of Queen Aria.

      Was my life about to change in the best way possible?

      Having Lizzy in my life was like a dream come true. And now, her giving us what we'd wanted for so long… I couldn't handle it. My nerves were shot, and my stomach was in knots.

      I leaned against the wall, counting the seconds. I closed my eyes trying to breathe, just like Christian taught us. But it was difficult; I'd never been so nervous in my life, and that was saying something.

      I counted to three minutes, listening to Lizzy pace back and forth. I bet she was biting her nails again. I counted thirty more seconds, just to make sure. And then thirty more.

      "It's time." I couldn't look down. Besides, she should know first. I handed the precious little stick over to her.

      "Let's look together."

      Not happening, Princess. I was too nervous.

      "Just tell me."

      She swallowed hard and looked down. Her hand was shaking.

      I couldn't look at it, so I stared at her face. Tears rolled down her cheeks, and I immediately wanted to wipe them away. Instead, I waited for her response, dying to know the answer.
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      "I saw her, Eastie. In my sleep. She looks just like you. And she has magical powers beyond belief." She showed me the stick; it was positive.

      Astonishment, power, happiness, and protectiveness, all rushed through me at once. I wanted to laugh. I wanted to cry. I wanted to hold that baby in my arms right now and promise that I would always protect her until the day I died.

      I pulled her to me, clasping her tight. My breath came out in shaky puffs. "God, Lizzy baby. I’m so happy. I love you." I cupped her cheeks, pulling her up to kiss her beautiful, luscious lips. “Thank you, my love, thank you.”

      I had so many questions. How did Lizzy see her in her dreams? What did she mean, the baby had magical powers? What kind? How did she know she was mine?

      My baby? My baby had powers?

      I sighed in relief.

      My baby had magic. Certainly, it came from her mother because the magic didn’t come from me.

      Wait.

      It hit me that we were talking about a 'she.'

      Oh, shit. This girl was going to be so spoiled. Every single one of the guys would give her everything she wanted, and I would be on the top of that list. Especially if she inherited her mother's doe eyes, one flutter and I was done for.

      My knees were shaking.

      I needed to get out of this bathroom.

      "Come on. Let’s go."

      She nodded, biting her lip because she was trying to keep control of her emotions. We passed the lady at the counter and Lizzy threw her hand up with the test, grinning.

      "We're going to have a baby!"

      The lady smiled big. "Congratulations!"

      "Thank you!" Lizzy threw this over her shoulder because I was dragging her out of the store and to the car. I opened the door for her, a million thoughts going through my mind.

      We were going to have to put a hold on some of our missions, and definitely take on less dangerous ones. Edward, and the whole kingdom, would be down with that. This was a dragon baby, after all. And a girl!

      We needed to find someone to help Lizzy with the more mundane things with the pack. Should we put her on bed rest?

      That would probably be the best thing to do.

      And a crib. Were the stores open? Could we buy one now? I wanted to get one right this second. Or should we let the baby sleep with us first? Where were we going to put her? We needed to set up her room.

      And we needed a doctor. One from Aerwyna, for sure. The best available. As soon as I got home, I would search for one. Ask all my contacts in the medical field for recommendations.

      "Babe?" Lizzy said.

      I suddenly realized that Lizzy had been quiet on the ride home. A sadness tugged at my chest - it was coming from her through our bond.

      "Yes, love." I reached out and tugged on her fingers, looping her pinky with mine. "What do you need?"

      Anything for her.

      "Before we tell the rest of the guys, can we stop by somewhere?"

      I grinned. "Already craving pickles and ice cream?" I knew that wasn't it but she was feeling sad, and I wanted to make her smile.

      And she did, for a brief moment. "Actually, can we stop by my parents’ graves? I want to tell them first."
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      I held the silence for her, leaving her with her thoughts as we walked through the old cemetery. This particular one had carried the bodies of Lizzy’s clan for hundreds of years. She was clinging to my hand tight, and I felt a clenching in my chest. I swallowed down my anger at what Elias and Garrett had taken away from her. Fucking motherfuckers. Her parents would never get to see, touch, or cuddle any of our children. I wish I could kill those guys again with my own two hands - watch the life fade from their cold, heartless eyes.

      I stroked her hand with my thumb, hoping to give her some comfort.

      I halted just before we got to their graves, letting her decide if she wanted to do it alone. She looked up at me with those fucking doe eyes. “Will you hold me?”

      “Of course.”

      We sat on the soft grass at the base of their site, and I pulled her into my lap. She pressed her thumbs into the pregnancy test and struggled with her words. Her deep sadness washed over me. It tore me apart that she was so heartbroken at such a happy time.

      I rubbed the top of her head with my chin, caressing her stomach with my fingers. “Just say what’s in your heart. It doesn’t need to be anything poetic.”

      A sob escaped her and I wrapped my arms around her, bringing her in close and biting my lip to keep my own tears from escaping.

      “Hey Mom, Dad.” She finally began, her words coming out in shaky breaths as she struggled to control her emotions. “I miss you guys so much. You have no idea,” she paused. “But I have some good news.” She slowly placed the test on the ground. “We’re pregnant!” Even with the sadness rolling through her, she couldn’t contain her excitement. “This is something we’ve always wanted, and I can’t wait for everyone to see her. She’s so beautiful, and she looks just like Eastie. She has this certain… all-knowing smirk that he sometimes has.”

      Uh, excuse me? Maybe this kid isn’t mine. I didn’t have an all-knowing smirk.

      “And her eyes are so soft and wonderful and kind.”

      Definitely mine. Except when I need to kill someone. Then they were hard, like stone.

      Lizzy leaned forward and lowered her voice to a whisper. “And she’s a wolf and a dragon shifter.” I froze at her words, but Lizzy wasn’t done. “She’s also part-Goddess, just like you, Mom, so she’s pretty badass.” She clasped her hand over her mouth. “Sorry, Dad. I know you don’t like me cussing.”

      I smirked; if her dad only knew how foul-mouthed his child was, or the things she had put in her filthy mouth. At the same time, I was freaking out again - part-wolf, part-dragon, part-Goddess. Holy motherfucking shit. This was big. With a capital B. Like, change our life big. Like, I need to make a phone call as soon as possible, big.

      No, no. I couldn’t call anyone. We needed to discuss this as a clan first.

      All my plans got put on hold, my mind churning. My fingers pressed into her waist as she continued to talk to her parents, wishing they could be with us, and telling them all her hopes and dreams for the baby. I felt such an honor that I could be here for this moment, that she’d chosen me to be here with her and her parents. I laid my chin on the top of her head, putting my worries aside for the time. Just listening to her and stroking her sides with my fingers.

      When she was done, we sat in silence for a long time listening to the birds sing. It would be sunrise soon.

      When she was finally ready to leave, she turned to me and I gave her a hard look.

      “I do not have an all-knowing smirk.”

      She laughed, covering her mouth with her hand. “Oh, yes, you do.”

      I smiled and stood up, pulling her with me. “Come on. Let’s go tell the rest of the guys.”
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      We drove home in a comfortable silence, each in our own thoughts, and a strange energy buzzed between us as we pulled up to the house. My feelings were revved up tight and something pulled me to her. Knowing that Lizzy was carrying my seed turned me the fuck on. I needed to be inside her sweet, sweet cunt. The hunger and need to claim her was feral and ferocious.

      As soon as I put the car in park, I climbed over the seat and she settled into my lap; we both weren’t ready to go inside yet. I traced my fingers up over her thighs and raked my teeth over the outer shell of her ear.

      “This is the best thing you could ever give me, baby,” I whispered, running my fingers up her stomach now, then to the tips of her breast. They were so perky and perfect. She moaned as I played with them, pressing her chest out, urging me on.

      Suddenly, she shuffled in her seat, turning to straddle me, and put her knees on either side of my hips. “I fucking love you, Eastie.” She pressed her lips to mine and ground her sweet, soft pussy on my thickening shaft through my pants, moaning. Shit. It felt like heaven. Her pussy was so soft and inviting. So perfect in every way. “I need you to play with me. Show me how much you want me.”

      She was staining my pants with her cream and I loved it.

      She was also going to make me lose my motherfucking load too early if she kept that up. My hand landed on her hip, squeezing it tight. I wasn’t going to let that happen. She deserved to come first this time.

      “Stay still, Princess.” My voice came out a growl, underlined with need and desire.

      “Yes, baby.” She stroked my cock one more time, unable to stop herself. I gripped her hip hard, squeezing it tight.

      “Stop,” I growled, and she froze. “Put your hands on my chest.”

      She did and power coursed through me. It was sweet heaven on earth to know that I turned her on so bad that she would comply with whatever I wanted. “Tell me I am the king of your world.”

      “You’re my King. You rule me, baby. Anything you ask, I will do.”

      “Tell me you want me.”

      “Fuck, I need you so bad right now.” She breathed over my ear, nibbling along the outer shell.

      I turned my head, and my lips claimed hers again, those luscious, fuckable lips that were usually wrapped around my dick. I bit them, commanding her without words to open up to me.

      She gasped, and I plunged my tongue inside. I needed to taste her, and I wasn’t only thinking about her mouth.

      I stroked her needy tongue with mine. It tasted like the finest wine, and I was going to gorge on it.  I remembered the first time I saw her, with her sad, sweet eyes. Her world had just burned to the ground, her parents were dead, and her own pack betrayed her. But she was still a fierce warrior, refusing to run away, to let us take the brunt of the attack against her.

      She was trouble from day one.

      And now she was my trouble. Mine.

      I knew that she belonged to us all but, for now, she was going to let me plunge my hard dick inside her.

      I pulled her closer, clasping my fingers to the nape of her neck, ramming my tongue into her mouth. Capturing her every moan, her every breath, pulling her essence into my body to caress and possess. To heal and to fuck.

      You belong to me, I told her with my tongue.

      My dick was so hard that it was straining against my pants, ready to be swallowed up by her hot cunt.

      I released her lips and kissed down her throat, scraping my teeth harshly. “Take off your shirt.”

      While she ripped it over her head, I took mine off, and then my mouth went straight to her nipple. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were perfectly shaped, like soft peaches with round chestnut-brown nipples at the top; just the right size to fit into my mouth.

      I bit the pointy tip, rubbing my thumb over the other one that was poking out - the needy fuck.

      Her head was thrown back, her mouth open, a look of ecstasy on her face. She pushed her breast into my mouth. She wanted more. And I was going to fucking give it to her.

      I suddenly needed her sweet nectar in my mouth; I couldn’t wait any longer. I reached down and pulled the seat down, giving us more leverage to move in this tiny, cramped car. For the twentieth time in the last sixty seconds, I wished I’d picked a bigger car. It was annoying when I wanted her cunt in my mouth, like right now.

      “Take off your shorts.” Clasping her hips, I yanked her up, and she pulled them down in one desperate move. I helped her tear them off her feet, and she straddled my face, folding in between the two black leather, front seats to fit.

      She moaned as I clasped on to the sweetest pussy I’d ever tasted.

      I made love to her cunt, fastening her hips to me by wrapping my arms around her legs, my palms pressed into her back. My tongue flicked her clit, dipping my chin up into her pussy. She was grinding against my mouth, gasping and groaning like I was the motherfucking king of the world.
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