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Elite Dragon’s Human Mate

BLURB:
A car crash started it all, ending a normal life for Cassandra and starting a whole new adventure for them both.
Just human
Out of the blue, a truck came around a bend and crashed into me. 
I wasn’t hurt bad, but the driver just left.
I would never forget his face. Or his tattoos.  
I thought I’d never see him again, until with a twist of fate, he becomes my boss.
There is danger at every corner with Antoine around.
He has to protect me and the animosity I felt at first, turns into something else.
Quickly it turns to desire, and every waking minute is spent thinking of him. 
Fantasizing.
Planning.
I have to have him.
Recovering Loner
People suck.
I learned that long ago, and as I aged; life didn’t change my mind.
I kept to myself. 
I stayed out in the middle of the woods. 
Life was quiet and good.
Then I crashed my truck, while being chased by another’s enemies.
That crash changed everything.
I met Cassandra, the human that was going to be more to me than I could realize.
Soon, I started to see Cassandra as more. 
I started to dream about her.
No matter what was going on, I had to have Cassandra. 
I devised a plan, but my inner dragon had other ones. 
My dragon won and Cassandra was mine.
With Danger threatening their new happy lives, Antoine is willing to do anything to keep the status quo.
Anything.
***






Chapter 1

Cassandra
“Are you okay?”
Cassandra may have said that she was okay, but she wasn’t. She felt like her head was hurt and everything was like tunnel vision and her hearing was off. She’d hit the steering wheel head-on, when the car hit her. It left a lasting mark on her forehead.
The driver of the other car had come to see if she was okay, but he didn’t make a move to help her, and he hadn’t said that he was going to call nine-one-one, either. Instead, he said he had to go, and she couldn’t believe it when he stood back up from his crouching position.
“I’m sorry, really I am. I am sure someone will come upon you soon enough.”
Just like that, he was gone. Cassandra hadn’t gotten a good look at him, but she’d seen a tattoo on the inside of his wrist. It was some kind of symbol. He’d handed her a napkin when he’d seen her bleeding, but that wasn’t going to do her any good. Cassandra didn’t know who it was that had come out of nowhere and hit her, and now was taking off.
She closed her eyes and time passed. The only reason she knew that was because it was now light around the car. She’d been driving into an interview early and it had still been dark. Now, though, the sun wasn’t completely up in the sky, but it was up more than it should have been. She checked her phone and cursed. It was not only about dead and had no signal, but it showed that she was already two hours late for the interview. It was one that she’d been looking forward to for some time, the perfect spot, but now Cassandra knew she was going to have to kiss it goodbye.
Cassandra cursed the tall man with dark hair and bright blue eyes. He’d had a calming voice and had even sounded concerned in the beginning. Once she’d realized that he was leaving her, though, Cassandra had felt completely different about the situation.
She looked around, taking stock of not only the car that was at least off to the side of the road, but her surroundings as well. She wouldn’t have to worry about getting hit if someone came down the hill where she’d just crashed into the other guy.
Cassandra felt like she was all in one piece, even though her head was throbbing, and she was sure that it was going to be cut and knotted for a while. It hurt when she touched a certain area, and the blood was an indicator that it was cut. Further inspection made it appear not that deep, but she was still troubled by the amount that had reached her shirt and down the side of her face.
She reminded herself that head wounds just bled more. It wasn’t bad. She tried the door, and it was wrecked. The metal wasn’t going to reopen. Cassandra had to climb over the passenger side seat and then push that door open. She was relieved when it gave way, and she was able to step foot back on solid ground.
Cassandra looked around again and saw no one. All she saw were dark woods around her, and she hoped that someone would pass, though she knew it wasn’t likely. Cassandra lived off the beaten path about twenty miles. She liked the solitude that it afforded her, as well as the sunrises that weren’t disturbed by any kind of noise, except animals that were stirring around. It was peaceful and she loved it, until that very moment. Cassandra wasn’t loving it all that much, anymore.
Now she knew she was either going to have to walk ten miles either way, with her head banging, or she was going to have to sit and wait. Other people lived out there, but they were like her, going into town when necessary. The job that she was interviewing for was going to be mainly remote. She was a writer and did better with quiet, and as long as she had a good wi-fi connection, she could do it anywhere. Now, though, she was going to have to look for another job.
Cassandra was sure that all of her worries were all on one guy. The man who had hit her, checked on her, and then left her. Who does that? she thought to herself.
It was a little chilly. She went to her trunk and was thankful that she had an extra coat in there. Her mind wasn’t made up on whether she was going to walk or if she was going to stay and wait. In the end, it was too cold to make her mind up either way, and she wasn’t even going to worry about it. She was just going to have to wait it out.
She got back in, warmed up, and tried to get her phone to have a few more bars. Cassandra was starting to really get cold and the anger for the man who left her was dissipating. She knew that she was trying her best to stay worked up, because it was warmer that way.
Cassandra needed to get up and move around. Staying huddled in the car wasn’t helping her and when she tried to turn it on to get the heater running, it made horrible sounds like it was going to explode, so she immediately turned it off and swore that she wouldn’t turn it back on.
No longer able to wait around, she got out of the car and hoped that her phone wouldn’t die before she found a place with a little bit of clearing of all the huge Redwoods that filled the area. It was hard to see the sky in some parts, so it wasn’t hard to imagine the difficulty of a signal getting through.
Cursing her luck and that stupid guy, Cassandra started walking toward her house. It was miles away, but at least there was a warm bed waiting for her. She just had to get there. At least it wasn’t too cold for the middle of November. It could be worse, Cassandra tried to remind herself. It didn’t help much at the moment, but she knew it to be true.
She wasn’t far, maybe a few hundred yards, when she heard something that she couldn’t imagine she would hear. Cassandra looked behind her, shocked really, when a tow truck started toward her. Cassandra didn’t know how the coincidence could be so good, but she wasn’t going to question it. It was one of those times in life where someone was looking down on her and had decided to help. In the current circumstances that she was in, it was time for her to accept the universe’s good-natured assistance.
The tow truck stopped by her.
“You look like you need some help.”
Cassandra looked at the name tag on the man’s shirt. There was something odd about it, but she read the name to herself and smiled.
“Yes, Nathan, I would really love some help. Would you mind helping me out? I don’t even need the car taken, just me out of here. You can drop me off at home and I will get someone else to pick it up. I doubt it will be able to move too far.”
“Well, it looks like I have some parts that might help you out.”
Cassandra scoffed, looking back at the beaten car and not seeing how in the world this guy would have what she needed. Anyway, was he going to do it on the side of the road?
“Unless you have a grey door to match, I don’t know how this can be fixed.”
“What if I told you that I happened to have one of those?”
“I would be shocked and wondering if you were some kind of wizard or something.”
She snickered, thinking she was being funny, because that was impossible, but Nathan wasn’t near as jovial as she was. He didn’t seem to get it, or just didn’t see it as humorous.
“Not a wizard, but a car much like yours was totaled and what would you know, there is an extra door in the back. Give me twenty minutes and I will have that other dent popped out and the door changed. You will be able to be right on your way.”
“It was making a weird noise, too. I don’t know if it is going to be safe to drive.”
“Hmmm, it has mechanical trouble, too?”
Cassandra agreed, though she wasn’t sure what was going on. Nathan came out of nowhere and now he looked confused, like he hadn’t known that it was messed up that way, too. He shouldn’t know any of it, anyway.
“Yeah, I think so. Like I said, if you could just maybe take me home, that would be alright.”
He looked like he was wrestling with something. “I was hoping that I would be able to actually help you and set you right.”
“It would help me greatly to get home out of this cold. It’s really windy and it’s cutting right through me.”
“Right, sorry. I don’t feel the cold much. Let me get you into my truck. Since you have mechanical problems, as well, I’ll have to tow it back to the shop. How about I take you home and bring it back when it’s done?”
“Wow, you would really do that?”
He agreed and Cassandra knew that she couldn’t pass up that deal. He was going out of his way to help her and Cassandra was grateful. She’d had a horrendous day so far.
“You never asked me what happened.”
“Well, it looks like you were hit by another car.”
“And he just took off.”
“I gathered that. Come on, let’s get you home where you’ll be warm. It looks like you’re having a bad day.”
Cassandra thanked him for his help and when his hand went to her shoulder, she saw something on his wrist. It looked like a familiar pattern she’d seen before, in that exact same spot.
Cassandra didn’t know what to think. She was already in the truck moments later and knew that she just needed to get home. Her mind was playing tricks on her, surely that is what it was. There was no connection between the two men. She had hit her head. She must have seen something else…




Chapter 2

Antoine
Antoine led the Sachrons into the woods, and he knew that they weren’t far behind him. They were on a crash course and he had to get them away from the town. He had grown rather fond of it and Antoine wasn’t going to have his chaos hurting anyone else there. Nathan had called him when he’d found out that they were close. He’d known that they would come for Antoine, just for helping him.
Nathan had an enemy that took over his life. It had taken over Antoine’s life, too, as the attacks became worse. Nathan had shown himself to be king, and a lot of people didn’t like it. They wanted to destroy him, so he couldn’t have what was rightfully his.
Since Antoine and Nathan were practically family, and definitely friends, Antoine had been added to the list of aggressors. Nathan had a new title, one that made him king of his people, but not everyone was happy about it. Some wanted to take the reign back, before he was able to make some changes that would affect the affluent. Nathan needed to be taken out, and everyone along with him that knew the truth of the bloodlines.
Antoine got the Sachrons out of his hair and away from his home. He called Nathan, to tell him about the attack, as well as to tell him about the girl that he’d hit with his truck. The Sachrons could still be trailing him, so he wanted to take them far away from there, just in case.
Antoine didn’t want to leave the woman out there, he wouldn’t have if he’d had another choice. Since it was Nathan’s drama that caused it all, Antoine figured he could help by checking on her and fixing her up.
He felt bad that he wasn’t going to be able to do it himself. He’d been too keen to check on her, before he took off, but it wasn’t enough, there was still doubt. He didn’t want anything to happen to her, and if she’d needed help, Antoine would have gotten it for the tiny brunette behind the wheel. She’d been hurt, but nothing that was life threatening. The beasts that had followed him were far more dangerous than the cut on her head.
He called Nathan again, after he didn’t pick up the first time. It should have been enough time. He needed to see how she was, make sure that the car was fixed and the human girl was on her way. While he couldn’t take it all away, he could mitigate the damage. Nathan didn’t pick up, though, so Antoine shifted to end his trail and went home. He waited for a call, deep in the woods where he lived.
Antoine didn’t much care for humans and he had lived by the rule of staying away from them as much as possible. He didn’t like to deal with them in any way. There was always something that was going on with them and since he’d never found one that was loyal, Antoine didn’t have much need for humans. It didn’t mean he wanted to do them harm, though. It was also easier to never be caught if he was never seen. Any time he came in contact with humans, he wanted to be as forgettable as possible. Checking on her, letting her see him, had been a mistake.
He called Nathan again on his satellite phone. It was the one way that he could get service as far out as he was. Antoine just wanted to know that she was okay. If something happened to her, she might make trouble for him, like start a police investigation. It was not at all what he wanted or needed. That, and he just felt bad for hitting her and leaving her like that to begin with. It was in bad form, surely.
When Nathan finally answered, Antoine sent him to check on the woman and told him he’d call him back soon. Antoine was anxious but knew that it would take time for what he asked for.
When he called back, Antoine tried to leave the nerves out of his voice, yet it felt impossible. He felt overly concerned, for no real reason, either.
“What’s going on? Was she alright?”
“Yeah, yeah, it was fine. She wasn’t very trusting, and you know she’s your neighbor, right?”
Antoine cursed. He knew that there were a few humans out that far in the woods, but not many. Of course, that would be his luck, that he would have slammed into one of the only ones out there. Yeah, that made sense, he thought to himself.
“Fuck.”
“Yeah, and the car is junked worse than you thought. She was talking about the mechanics of it, and I was floundering, man. You know I don’t know shit about cars.”
Antoine laughed. “Did she know more than you?”
“Probably. I told you that I wouldn’t be good doing this.”
“While I am getting better at being chased down by your friends.”
“Sorry about that.”
“It’s all good. So, what did you do with her?”
“I dropped her off at her house and told her I would get her car in to get it fixed. She was not happy. Apparently, she was on her way to an interview and you just ruined her day, week, month, maybe her life.”
“One of those, huh?”
Antoine had a lot of reasons to not like humans, but the reason that he didn’t like the females, even though many of his kind tried them out once in a while, was because they never shut up. They never stopped talking about things of little to no importance. It almost made him feel better about the fact that he’d ruined her plans.
“No, not at all. It was all running in her head a mile a minute. It was like she couldn’t shut it off, and I couldn’t either. She was projecting, and I will be the first to tell you, Antoine, she wants your balls in the blender.”
“Great. Do you think she’s going to go to police?”
“I don’t know. She’s pissed.”
Antoine groaned. “What am I supposed to do? You know that I don’t want cops sniffing around. They’re going to find this place, and then I’m going to have to move again. Great, just great!”
Antoine was working himself up and feeling helpless. One mistake, one miscalculation, and he was going to have to change everything. Again.
“Why don’t you just give her a job?”
“A job? What the hell am I going to give her a job doing? You know that I barely go into the office. It’s more of a front than anything else. Hell, it’s not really even a proper office.”
“I don’t know. She’s a writer. Have her write on your website and social media.”
“I don’t have a website or social media. I just told you, the business is a front. I do some trading, but really, I just do it when I’m bored.”
“Well, she doesn’t know that. You want to keep an eye on her. If she has a job, she’ll be less mad at the man who, and I quote, ‘Barreled her down and left her for dead.’ End quote.”
“That’s what she said, huh? I thought you said she wasn’t like that?”
“It’s kind of what you did, Antoine.”
“Whose side are you on?”
Nathan chuckled, and Antoine was confused as to why his friend was acting so weird. He shouldn’t be so light-hearted about it. Antoine had almost been run down by a bunch of Nathan’s enemies.
“Are you even going to ask about the damn attack?”
“Why would I do that? I know that you’ve taken care of them, you always do. You’re the most loyal friend I know, Antoine. I won’t forget this or anything else that you’ve done. Just wait until I finally get my title instated. I will make you one of us, if you like.”
“No, I already left my own clan. I don’t need another.”
“I want to help, Antoine. Tell me what I can do.”
“You give her a job.”
“Nope, wife wouldn’t like a pretty little human running around. It’s on you, Antoine. I’m going to give her your number and tell her that you have an opening.”
“What if she recognizes me when she comes?”
“I don’t know, Antoine. Pay well. I’m sure she has a price. Isn’t that what you’re always telling me?”
“Not just humans, Nathan. Everyone. Everyone has a price.”
He got off the phone unhappy, and Antoine was left staring at the phone. He had no idea how he was supposed to be around her, act like nothing had happened between them. He was never good at that sort of thing. Antoine didn’t want to be around her. He would rather just give her some money, but Nathan didn’t think it was a good idea. Give her a job. Why did that feel like such a bad idea?


***
Antoine got a call later on that evening from Cassandra. He’d started to think that she wouldn’t call at all. It certainly wasn’t prompt.
He had to scramble to get an office and fill it with a few things to make it look legit. Nathan had really put him out there, and Antoine was cursing him most of the day. No more, though, than when she called him and he was left to deal with the mess. Dealing with the woman was far worse than dealing with a few hired assassins. Antoine knew what to do with assassins.
“Antoine?”
“Yes, this is.”
“Hi, um, I got this number from a mechanic in town, and he said that you might be interested in a writer part time for your website and social media?”
It was another thing that Antoine had to set up and by the end of it, he would have been better off just bribing her to shut up. It worked with all other humans. Antoine imagined that she would be no different, but he played the game like he was supposed to. He still wasn’t sure why Nathan had suggested what he had, but he was going to trust him. Nathan dealt with humans far more than he did.
“Yeah, why don’t you come down tomorrow, and we will see about finding you something to do? I am always looking for good, reliable people.”
Antoine had no idea what he was getting himself into, but he had a distinct feeling that he was about to find out, and it was going to be more than he could handle. Men intent on killing him were far less to worry about than an unknown beautiful human whose intentions were unclear.




Chapter 3

Cassandra
Cassandra didn’t understand how her life could change so much in one day. She’d started off the day going in for an interview for a job that she was looking forward to. Then, she got hit, picked up, car fixed, and she had a job to go to in the morning. If she didn’t have a raging headache and a cut on her head, it would have been a pretty good day. It was confusing and Cassandra wasn’t sure how she was supposed to feel about it all.
There was a part of her that was still thinking about the guy that hit her. She knew that he had just left, knowing that she needed help. It was illegal and a part of her wanted to call the police. She told herself that she would after she went to work the next day. They were going to have all kinds of questions, and she just wasn’t ready for all of that. Besides, she’d messed up with one job option. Cassandra knew that her savings told her she couldn’t do that too many more times before she found herself in dire straits.
Cassandra went to bed, thinking about the crash, the man, the tattoo, and how all of it felt just a little bit surreal. What was she supposed to do when reality was even more fictional? Cassandra tried to make sense of it but exhausted herself and just went to bed. The sun hadn’t even gone down, though her day had been full. Cassandra would worry about it tomorrow.


***
Her heart was pounding, and Cassandra opened her eyes to the rush of wind on her face. She was soaring ever higher, seeing all of the city below. It was tiny, like little toys, and Cassandra had the feeling that she was never going to be higher than she was at that very moment.
Her body became aware of movement underneath her, and she looked down. The scales of the blue dragon were smooth against her inner thighs, that held on tight, even as she sat up further. The wind felt good against her heated skin. Why did she feel like she belonged there?
She leaned in and rubbed her body over the hot dragon. Even though the scales were cool, just underneath was lava and it bothered her in the strangest ways to feel it against her skin. Cassandra realized even in her dream that she wanted the dragon she rode, and it alarmed her to feel the heat against the sensitive parts of her.
Whispering her needs into the air around its ear, she told it that she needed him now. The dragon seemed to understand, though Cassandra wasn’t sure about the desire she had. It came out of her mouth, like it was meant to be said, not like she’d actually said it. Cassandra was confused, but more than that, she was dying for more and moved against the bothersome seat beneath her.
“Hurry, or I will find some other way to have my needs met. You will get only a small role if that happens.”
Cassandra felt the desire to hold on all of a sudden, like it was told to her in some way, yet not in words. She had no idea where the thought came from, just that she should follow it. She leaned in all the way and wrapped her arms around the dragon’s neck. It was silvery when she got closer, not just blue. Everything about it was magnificent and she could feel her body responding. It was responding like it was a man and that possibly bothered her more than anything else.
Once they landed, the dragon started to shift into a human being, but before he could turn around, Cassandra was waking up, sweat pouring from her brow. She threw the bed covers off and fanned herself for several moments.
She was shocked by her brazen demeanor, even in a dream. Cassandra didn’t act that way, telling men she wanted them. Just the mere thought of half of it made her blush profusely. Her body was on fire, just like it had been in the dream, and she was trying to pull it together.
“Good, lord. What the hell is wrong with me?”
Cassandra was breathing hard and her words were loud in the silence. Her heart was racing, and she still felt a tingling all over her body. What the hell was that?
She was shaking and she got up, just so that she could figure out why she was being so weird. Cassandra had no idea what was going on with that dream. She knew that dreams were just her mind’s way of working something out, but dragons and mystery men she wanted to have sex with were too far out of her realm of possibility. She didn’t even have a love life, though Cassandra remembered some fantasy romance that she’d read recently. She didn’t remember a dragon in it, but that must be what it was.
Cassandra looked at the clock. It wasn’t even six in the morning, but she wasn’t going to be able to go back to sleep. Not after a dream like that. After a dream such as the one she’d just had, Cassandra needed to take a cold shower to cool off her ardor. There was something about the way she had felt, the way the dragon had felt. It felt familiar.
She pushed it out of her mind, trying to think of something normal when she got in the shower, so that she could orgasm and get it over with. She couldn’t, though. The last thought that flashed through her mind was one of her flying through the air on a beast. That helped her finish with lightning speed and an intensity that took her breath away.
The very idea that she would be turned on by that confused the hell out of her. Cassandra knew that people sometimes developed kinks. Was that how it happened? One dream and now she was a sexual deviant for fantasy characters?
Cassandra laughed out loud, trying to make herself feel better, but to be fair, she just sounded nervous more than anything else. It did nothing to help her mood and only the coffee in her mug helped that. She was full of anxiety about the job she knew nothing about. What was she even supposed to do? The guy did something with stocks, or she wasn’t even sure. It was all just strange how it came to be. In the light of a new day, Cassandra was concerned that it was too strange. Why would anyone hire her out of the blue, without knowing anything else about her?
There wasn’t a lot of time for Cassandra to talk herself out of it, because before long, it was time for her to leave and go to the address that she’d written down. Her stomach was in knots and Cassandra briefly remembered the dream. Usually she forgot them a few minutes after she woke up, but not that one. The last one was a doozy and it had filled her mind with too much. She wasn’t going to be able to think of much more.
When she got to the address, it didn’t look like a business that had been running for long. There wasn’t even a sign outside. It just looked like a small office building and when she got inside, it was sparsely filled with furniture. There were only two desks, and Cassandra couldn’t imagine who would work there as it was.
She was about to turn around and walk away when she heard a voice that almost sounded familiar. Where had she heard that voice before?
“Ah, you must be Cassandra.”
Cassandra turned around quickly and saw the man that she remembered very well. It wasn’t that she’d seen the guy’s face the day before when he’d stopped to see if she was okay. No, it was a feeling, and it came over her in an instant, and Cassandra was sure that Antoine was the same guy she’d been cursing.
At first, she was just too shocked to say anything. The guy was standing in front of her all nonchalant, like nothing was wrong, and she didn’t know how to respond. Then, Cassandra remembered that she needed the job. Was she really supposed to pretend like she didn’t know who he was? Did he think that she was that much out of it or something?
Nothing made sense, so Cassandra just went along with it. She found her head nodding and she took the large, outstretched hand. He barely touched her, before he was pulling back and showing her to the desk she would be using. It was one out of the two and Cassandra looked around.
“So, you don’t have a lot of people that work here, huh?”
He was tall, devastatingly handsome, but his dark blue eyes barely met hers. It was like he was avoiding her, and Cassandra wanted him to meet her gaze. She wanted to be seen. She wanted to get some answers as to why he just took off like he did. Cassandra convinced herself that she would get them, too.
When he waved his arm around, she could see the tattoo on the inside of his wrist. It was much like the one that was on the other guy’s wrist, and she wanted to know what that was about. So many questions…
“Not really. I have been doing it from my house for years, but a friend of mine convinced me that I needed to take it to the next level. So, I did.”
“Looks pretty recent.”
He surprised her by laughing, a rich sound that she decided that she liked.
“Yeah, you could say that. So, what kind of experience do you have?”
She paused and then launched basically into her resume. She’d asked him if he wanted a copy of it, but he had declined. Cassandra felt like he had never given an interview in his life and he was just winging it. The whole time she was rattling off the last few places she’d worked, another part of her mind was trying to piece together the man in front. Why was she here? Why would he obviously give his friend Nathan the go-ahead to give out his number?
“What kind of job were you looking for?”
“Well, I had an interview yesterday for a remote job. It might be helpful to do it that way. Then, you wouldn’t need to keep this ‘office’ up.”
“No, I want you right here where I can keep an eye on you. I don’t think anything would get done another way.”
Cassandra wanted to balk at the idea of working so close to him. He was the jerk that left her bleeding, after he slammed into her. She didn’t want to see him every day, smile in his face… It was already exhausting keeping it up right then, and it had only been a few moments.
Damn, Cassandra wished that she didn’t need the job so bad.
“Right, okay. Just tell me what you’re looking for, and I will get right on it.”
Cassandra had never done a blog before, not about finance. She’d never worked with a guy that was obviously well off, but had slammed into her the day before in his truck and did a runner. So many contradictions. It was strange, and she didn’t know why she sat in the chair like neither of those things mattered. Cassandra wasn’t even sure about any of it, but she knew one thing for certain. He was the man that had wrecked her car the morning before. He’d hit her, then he’d left. Cassandra needed time to wrap her mind around everything.
Antoine gave her several assignments that were already printed up, and she was surprised that they even had substance. Not much else about the office did. He also needed a few letters written. That was more something for a secretary, but Cassandra guessed she was putting that hat on as well. She didn’t know how long the arrangement would last, but she was willing to do it for a little while. If nothing else, Cassandra would learn more about Antoine and why he’d done what he’d done. She was waiting for an apology, though by the looks of him, she wasn’t going to get it. People like him didn’t think about what they did to others.
Cassandra didn’t have a great opinion of Antoine. She wasn’t sure how she was going to go about any of it, but she knew that he had to pay. It couldn’t be just let go. Cassandra would get her information and then she would get the police involved. They’d know what to do.
All Cassandra did was smile and agree. She wasn’t able to say any of the things that she wanted to.


***
Around lunch time, Antoine got off the phone where he’d been yelling at people consistently for hours. She didn’t know what he was doing and who he was talking to, but he was not happy. Some of the conversation was obviously in code and she didn’t know what they were saying, but since it was coded to begin with, it had to be juicy.
Cassandra didn’t know what to think of her new boss. As soon as she was close to him, her body tingled, much like it had that morning. She chalked it up to the morning messing with her head. It was all messing with her head at this point, and she tried to shake it off.
They took his car, and it was hard to be so close to him. Cassandra tried to pay attention to anything but the thick thighs inches from her own, and the large biceps that seemed chiseled out of clay distracted her. Everything about him was large and she knew that it wasn’t going to be easy to not see him in the way she was then. It was that damn dream. It had jazzed her all up and now she was just going to have to deal with it.
“You’re very quiet for a …”
She looked over at him. “For a what?”
“You know, a woman. I have found that women seem to talk quite a bit.”
Cassandra just shrugged. She could have been rude, it was on the tip of her tongue, but she didn’t want to lose her job on the first day. Antoine was easy to tune out and it hadn’t been bad, even if it wasn’t as peaceful as she was used to. Cassandra also found him not too bad to look at, either. He was rather buff, and she liked watching him pace back and forth while he was on a tense call. His pants would curve around his backside just so…
Her mind was gone again. He was going to think she was thickheaded, if she didn’t pull herself together. Cassandra wasn’t usually like that, at all. She didn’t know what was going on with her but being around Antoine was disconcerting.
When she finally answered, it wasn’t really an answer, but more of a grunt. Cassandra didn’t like the way he said it or what he was implying, so it was better for her if she just shut her mouth.
He stopped on the side of the street, parked, and asked her if she liked sushi. Cassandra didn’t. The idea of it made her vomit in her mouth, but she agreed that she did. She was trying to oblige him, yet he didn’t take the bait. Instead of getting out of the car, he asked her if there was something else that she wanted.
“I bring lunch with me. It’s in my purse. I was going to get a coffee, that’s it. Not a big lunch person. If you like sushi, though, let’s go get sushi.”
“Do you even like it?”
Cassandra met his gaze, wondering why he was pressing it, like he knew that she didn’t.
“Not particularly, no. I mean, it’s raw fish and seaweed. It doesn’t sound good to me at all. They even mess the rice up by serving it cold.”
He chuckled. “I guess you have a point. So, what’s in your purse?”
She took out her bag of pistachios and he just shook his head. “That’s not lunch.”
Cassandra didn’t agree or disagree, but she handed him a couple. “You’d be surprised. They are really good.”
“Well, I can’t live on nuts.”
Antoine shot her a look, like he was waiting for her to say something. “Like I said, let’s get sushi. I know a lot of people that like it.”
Cassandra opened the door and stepped out. She was already nervous about being around Antoine. She didn’t want to stay in that vehicle any longer than she had to. He had a dominate presence that drew her in and probably everyone else as well. As soon as they entered the restaurant, Cassandra could see men and women alike, giving him a look. Cassandra almost felt like she was in there with a celebrity. The hostess and the waitress knew him, too.
“I take it you like sushi a lot?”
He shrugged. “Cold rice, raw fish, seaweed, what’s not to love?”
She shook her head. “All of it.” Cassandra pulled out her nuts and he just looked at her. “You’re really not going to have any?”
“I am really not into raw fish.”
“And if I have them make you something?”
“I don’t think they do that here.”
He waved her off and ordered something in Mandarin when the waitress got back. She was impressed, and a little put off. Cassandra had to remember who this guy was. He was the one that left her behind. No number of good looks and charm was going to change that. She just might need a reminder or two is all.
Cassandra answered the questions that she was asked, but went out of her way not to volunteer any information. She was trying her best to play the charade that they did not know each other, but it was hard. Cassandra had conflicting emotions. She wanted to kiss him, her eyes falling to his lips as he spoke. And then she wanted to ask him what the hell he left her for, after he slammed into her car. She could not go down both routes, she had to pick one, and Cassandra hadn’t decided which one yet.
That in and of itself told her a lot.
“You aren’t listening to me, are you?”
“No, not really. It’s lunch time.”
He smiled and agreed. “You’re right. It is. I don’t know why I am talking about work, anyway. Why don’t you tell me a bit about yourself.”
“Not much to tell. I live up on the mountain.”
“Oh, yeah? I live out that way as well.”
“I don’t think you’re my neighbor. I would remember seeing you at the little store that is out there. It’s the only thing for miles. Everyone goes there.”
“Wilma drops off an order once a week for me.”
Cassandra was surprised that he knew who she was talking about. It made her believe him, even though Cassandra didn’t know where on the mountain he lived. There were only so many places. It was remote and sparsely populated.
“Must be hidden well. I thought I knew everyone up on the mountain.”
“Obviously not.”
And just like that, Cassandra was aggravated at him again. One minute, he could be the most charming man, then the next, he was just a rude jerk and she wanted to push the truth between them.
When lunch was over, she was glad to get back to the office, even if they were still together. At least there, she wasn’t forced to talk to him. He left her alone to do her work and spy on him on occasion. There were also the yelling matches that he had on his phone. They were quite entertaining, as well. Cassandra knew that she had a lot that she wanted to say to him, but she kept it in.
By the end of the day, she was ready to run out the door. He stopped her as she was leaving. He thanked her for coming, and Cassandra still wasn’t sure how she felt about it all. She was building a website that he’d just started and a social media base, that he’d never had before. It wasn’t writing that she was doing, but something else. Cassandra should have walked away. Thanked him nicely for the job and opportunity, but just walked away.
Instead, she told him that she would see him that coming Monday and hurried out of there before she said something to ruin everything. Cassandra still wasn’t sure how she wanted it all to go. Her feelings for Antoine had not become any less confusing.
All she knew for certain was the longer she was around Antoine, the less she thought about the wreck and the more she thought about a kiss.




Chapter 4

Antoine
“So, how is it going with the new girl?”
Antoine cut his eyes to Nathan.
“Do you know how quiet my life was before you came back into it?”
Nathan agreed that he did. “You should be thankful that I pulled you out of your rut. You didn’t go out last night, so I figured things were getting interesting. Cassandra, that human, is pretty. If I weren’t with someone…”
“Well, you are.”
Nathan chuckled and Antoine couldn’t believe that he had been baited so easily. It had only been a week and already it felt like an insurmountable task, just to deny himself the pleasure of the women he wanted. Antoine wasn’t used to being in such a tizzy over a woman, especially not a woman that was a human. He had never really liked them, even though many of his friends had sustained that fetish. Antoine didn’t think it was a fetish. It wasn’t that she was human, it was the woman herself. The rest of it didn’t matter.
“Something has your panties in a bunch. Tell me that you are still staying away, pretending that you didn’t fancy her when you saw her after you wrecked her.”
Antoine wasn’t going to say anything in that way at all. He knew that he would just be wasting his time. It had been a while since the two of them had been around each other much, but his friend knew him well enough.
“She’s human.”
“You have never been with one?”
Antoine shook his head that he hadn’t.
“You should give it a try sometime. It’s a whole different experience and the girls, I swear they are more into it. Does she know that you’re a shifter?”
Antoine disagreed. He hadn’t known how in the world he could make that work, so he hadn’t even tried. “She doesn’t need to know more than she already does. I just want to keep an eye on her for a bit, make sure she doesn’t start trouble for me.”
“Oh, is that what the plan is?”
Antoine growled. “What is it, Nathan? I know that you didn’t come all this way to bust my chops, did you?”
Nathan shrugged and chuckled. “It would have been worth it, but no, I guess I am here for other things as well.”
“Like?”
“Like the attack from the enemy. We know that there is going to be a hard choice to make soon, and we want to know if you are on our side.”
Antoine looked at him strangely. “Seriously?”
“No, we know whose side you’re on, but it’s going to get bad very soon. Some things went down last week, and someone close to the new leader isn’t happy with us. It has invited chaos.”
Antoine didn’t see much difference. It had been chaos for a while.
“So, what’s the plan?”
“Keep your human safe if you’re going to keep her around. Maybe you should do a little traveling. You never know, all that time alone might do you some good.”
Antoine made a disgusted sound. “You really are incorrigible, aren’t you? Do you really think it’s the time for all of that? I have a lot on my plate, Nathan, without worrying about some damn human.”
“I thought things were going well?”
“Yeah, you would think that. It's going fine, but I don't think that it is right to keep this going. She shouldn't be in our world, especially if there are more attacks coming in from the opposition in the Fire Islands. You know that I am here for you until the end, my end if need be, but we shouldn't expect that from a human.”
“You get rid of her if you want to, Antoine, but I really don't think you do. I think that you need to take her up to the cabin and let her stay there for a little while. She would be all safe and sound, under your thumb.”
“Why would she do that? Look, Nathan, you aren’t making any sense now.”
“And you, Antoine, are acting like a damn human. Can you really not think of another way to push the issue and make her see things your way?”
“You know that I don't do that.”
Nathan shrugged. “Well, then, it is probably for the best you don't deal with humans. It's the easiest way to do so. Other species have been using it for years. They have minds that are so easy to push and control. It takes almost no effort.”
Antoine could not hide his distaste for that. Magical beings could enthrall a human. Vampires did it, witches did it in different ways. All species did it in one way or another, and with the shifters, it was just more natural. As dragons, they were dominant and would be deferred to on most occasions.
“I feel like she's more to you than just your human plaything.”
“It was never like that. I just felt bad for hitting her car and I wanted to make it right.”
“You fixed it. Give her some money and be on your way, if you're really doing this out of obligation and nothing else.”
As he said it, he had a smile on his face, and Antoine knew that his friend did not believe it was obligation at all. The truth was it really wasn't. He could have easily left her, before or after he checked to make sure she was alright. He let her see him, which was his first mistake. But after that, Antoine should have just walked away. If she had remembered too much and went to the police, it wasn't like he didn't know several at the top who could get rid of things for him. Hell, the sheriff was a shifter, which was one of the many reasons that he had picked the small town of Lasbo. It wasn't something that was done quickly and without thought.
“You're right, Nathan. I’ll think about it. I want to be ready if you need me.”
Nathan patted Antoine on the shoulder. “Don't let me be your excuse to run away from this woman. You're not as good at hiding your emotions as you think.”
“It doesn’t always turn out good, like it did for you, Nathan.”
“No, but what if it did?”
Antoine refused to comment on that last part. He quickly changed the subject to the battle that was going on in the Fire Islands. Nathan had been found to be its true Alpha once his true lineage was revealed. Antoine was happy for his friend, going from obscurity to the top, but it had not been an easy ascension. The people that were currently running the Fire Islands did not take kindly to being kicked out of their leadership roles, and they were fighting back. There were also some people in their attack force that felt the same way. Nathan not only had just found out his true lineage and his true place in the world, but now he had to fight for it.
Nathan got wrapped up in his own problems, and although Antoine felt a little bad about it, he didn't feel bad enough to take his mind back off of it. Mentioning the human only made Nathan grin and cause him discomfort. He could do without that.
“So, time for the truth, Antoine.”
They were about to set off on their separate ways and Antoine turned back to look at Nathan.
“What truth?”
“You want that human, don't you?”
Antoine didn't answer, but he had a feeling that he didn't need to. While it was true Cassandra had really bound him up, he wasn't sure what he was supposed to do with that. Antoine was not used to feeling such emotions for anyone, let alone a human. It was confusing and troubling. It would be easier if he felt nothing at all.


***
Monday rolled around and Antoine had it in his mind that he was going to get rid of Cassandra. He hadn't figured out a reason why, but he knew that he had to say something. The last thing he wanted was for her to get hurt in the crossfire, and since things were getting more intense, it was best if Antoine got her out of it sooner rather than later. He knew that it wasn't what he wanted, but it was what he had to do.
The problem was, he didn't want to. Antoine did not want other people dictating what he did or didn't do. He was funny that way, and the idea of someone else telling him that he couldn't be with her was enough to bother him. He felt an immediate rebellion inside of him or it was just an excuse. Antoine did not want to get rid of Cassandra. He really enjoyed having her around, even if it was hard on his senses. Being close to her like that was complicated, only because he wasn't supposed to touch her.
They started out like they usually did and after he told her good morning, he went to his desk and for the first time, he truly wished that he had a proper office. Then, he could just shut the door and she wouldn't be right there, ready to bother him with her presence. While he wanted to believe that he was above it all, the last couple of weeks had proven otherwise. He was just as easy to persuade as his fellow people. Maybe there was just something about humans, he wasn't sure, but this human was really getting underneath his skin. He asked if she wanted to go out and have lunch. She hesitated and finally said yes. Antoine told himself that he would get rid of her then.
The lunch time hour felt excruciatingly slow to arrive, and Antoine found himself looking at the clock on the wall way too much. It had been something he had added to the office to look official, but in the end, it became his downfall because he could not take his eyes off of it. It moved so devastatingly slowly, and it was not at all bringing him closer to an inevitability that he didn’t want.
When it was finally time to go to lunch, he had nerves running through him and he tried to prepare himself, laying out what he would say and then trying to guess her reaction. Would she be mad? Would she finally blurt out that she knew who Antoine was? Because he was quite sure that she did.
Antoine didn't know what to think. All he knew was what he had to do. There was no way that he could go with his friend’s other suggestion. He wasn't taking her up to the cabin. That would just make everything worse.


***
When they got to the restaurant, she asked him if he was okay. He looked up, surprised by her question.
“Yeah, why?”
“No reason. I'm just not used to you being so quiet. You haven't screamed on the phone all day.”
He looked at her strange. “Is that something I do often?”
Cassandra grinned. “Yeah, it's quite entertaining. I don't know who you're yelling at, but you definitely like to yell. We need to get some proper popcorn in the office.”
Antoine didn't know what to say to that. He didn't realize that he was so gruff, but when he thought about it, he knew it to be true. What surprised him was instead of her being afraid of it, she found it interesting. Entertaining even.
Why was this woman so different from anyone he had ever known before? She just made it all that much more complicated. Why did she have to be so great?
They got into a conversation and Antoine just let himself get pulled into it. He did not under any circumstances want to fire her. The longer he sat across from her in the midst of a pretty good conversation, the more he realized that he didn't want it to end, at all. But he couldn't let something happen to her, either. That left only one option, and since Antoine had thought it was too ridiculous to even think about, he did not even have a plan. He had no idea how he was going to make it seem possible. It was not like he could just ask her to go stay in the woods with him for no reason. She would never go for it, no woman would.
Then, there was the suggestion that he could just make her want to go with him. He knew many of his kind that got basically anything they could ever want like that, but he wasn't that sort. He not only found it completely distasteful, but he also realized that he didn't want someone if he had to do such a thing to get them. He wanted real attraction and desire, or nothing at all.
So, the idea of him being able to use it on Cassandra was almost laughable. There was no way. He did not want to make her do anything. If he was true to himself and there was something that he wanted from her, but it was so against everything that he believed, he had to fight it with every part of his being.
With that understanding, it was better to get rid of her. Not just for the sake of safety, but for the sake of his mental function as well. He couldn't just pretend like he didn't care about her. He did. Too much, and it was painfully obvious to him.
That left him doing nothing. At the end of the lunch, she was still working for him and they went back to the office. But, he went back feeling like a failure. How hard would it have been just to say the words?
Apparently too hard, he thought ruefully to himself. Cassandra was a human that he needed to get rid of, his life getting ever more dangerous, but he didn't want to get rid of her. He wanted, instead, to pull her closer and never let her go.




Chapter 5

Cassandra
“I feel like you want to talk about something or say something, but you won’t.”
“Is it that obvious?”
“Well, I mean, yeah. You are never this quiet, so there has to be a storm brewing in that thick head of yours.”
“That is probably truer than you will ever know. I have to tell you something, and I don’t know how you are going to take it. I have been trying to figure out how to word it right, but I think any way I say it, is going to sound bad.”
“Well, just spit it out. It can’t be that bad.”
He looked at her dubiously and it made Cassandra wonder if she was going to eat her words. Maybe it could be that bad.
“Let’s just say that one of my clients has gotten some bad news, and they are looking to attack me because of it. I need to either fire you or put you into hiding for a week or so. Maybe more. I don’t know how long it’s going to take for things to calm down.”
She paused and then looked ahead. Cassandra had been expecting many things, but not that. More danger? What was it with this guy?
“Are you serious? I mean, I thought you dealt with people’s money.”
“I do, and sometimes I lose their money, and they are not happy with me about it.”
“Wow, I never would have thought that hiding out from a client was something that you’d have to do. I don’t know what to say.”
He chuckled, if not a little bitterly. “Trust me, I know how you feel. I didn’t know what to say about it, either. I don’t know what to do. I could just pay you and you don’t have to come in. You can do it all from your home if you want.”
It was everything that Cassandra thought and even said that she wanted, but now that it was available, of course, she didn’t want it. She wanted to be with him, get closer to him, and she didn’t like the idea of breaking away from that. However, how could she just go along with him? Obviously, it would be strange, and she couldn’t agree to that, either.
“I guess I will work from home. When is that going to start?”
“Maybe the rest of the day. Although, I have some errands I have to do first. Would you mind staying around for a few minutes, so I can run out, and we’ll lock up when I get back?”
She looked unsure when they got back to the office. “Are you sure you want me to stay here, after what you just said? I mean, you have me wondering if I will be okay here alone.”
“I am working on an abundance of caution, but I figured you would want to finish that article you started earlier. It’s up to you, Cassandra.”
She agreed to stay on for a while, though she felt exposed when he left her there alone. Cassandra didn’t quite buy the full story, but that was all she had to work from. Something was going on, but Cassandra didn’t know what it was. She didn’t even have a guess. There was a lot of arguing on Antoine’s side when he was on the phone. Maybe that was who he had pissed off. He talked like he ran more than just a small finance company. Cassandra hadn’t believed that from the get-go.
Once he left the office, she did feel weird being alone, but it was his warning that did it to her. She heard several cars pull up, and though it was for the building next door, she could have sworn that it was bad guys that were coming for her. Antoine made her paranoid and Cassandra didn’t like the feeling of that at all.
The next time she heard the door slam in the parking lot, she didn’t get up to look, figuring it was just someone for the other place. When the door opened suddenly, she physically jumped. It was the man from the tow truck that had helped her before. He wasn’t in his uniform this time, though. Instead, he was dressed in a suit. He looked like a businessman, maybe even one that worked for the mob. He was wearing gold and diamonds around his neck in the shape of a flame. She didn’t know what to think, but Cassandra wasn’t given time for all of that.
“Cassandra, we’ve got to get out of here.”
“What?”
“They’re coming?”
“Who, the ones that are pissed at Antoine?”
Nathan looked confused for a minute. “No, they are my enemies. Come with me now. I thought that Antoine was here, but it’s just you?”
She agreed and he grabbed her hand. Cassandra wanted to take the rest of her stuff, but she wasn’t allowed. Nathan had her get in the car and then he raced off, telling her not to look behind her. Of course, Cassandra looked. She couldn’t fight the temptation, and she didn’t know what to think. It was getting darker earlier, but there was a large shadow and then a fireball that used to be the office. She was standing there only a few moments before, and now the whole place was engulfed in flames. A cold shiver ran through her, along with the realization that she could have been killed.
“Wow, you really saved my ass.”
“I can’t believe that Antoine left you there alone. He knew this was going to happen.”
“He knew that they were going to burn his office down?”
“No, I mean, he should have known that they were going to plan something. I thought he was going to fire you.”
“He said that he wanted to, but then told me that I could work from home. You can just take me there.”
“I don’t think your house is far enough back in the forest. Maybe you should stay with Antoine for a while or get out of town completely.”
“Get out of town? I don’t really have many relatives that I can stay with. What is going on?”
“That’s Antoine’s place.”
“You said it was your problem.”
Nathan sighed. He was driving fast and erratic. She was gripping the dashboard with a knuckle-white grip, though she didn’t know where they were going. She didn’t ask him to stop, after seeing the fire and knowing he’d saved her from something that she hadn’t even seen coming. Cassandra was trusting of them both, though Nathan was the man who’d saved her before.
“Yes, it is my problem. I got something willed to me and now other people are pissed off.”
“Sounds like you need to go to the cops.”
Nathan turned to her. “Sometimes things happen, and we should, but something tells us not to. This is one of those things.”
Cassandra wasn’t sure what he meant, but she felt like it had something to do with Antoine and the wreck.
“You weren’t there that morning by coincidence, were you? He sent you because you’re not a tow truck driver.”
Nathan agreed. “No, not really. Although, I thought I did pretty good.”
“So, what do you do?”
“A little of this, little of that.”
Cassandra rolled her eyes. “So, he sent you?”
Nathan agreed. “He felt bad but couldn’t stop then. He wanted to, but he had to keep going or you would have been in more trouble with who was on his tail. So, he sent me and wanted me to fix it for you. Antoine doesn’t like to owe anyone, and he doesn’t wrong anyone, without going out of his way to make it right.”
Cassandra nodded, though she couldn’t relax. Nathan was driving like a maniac and she just held on. What else could she do? Nathan had given her a lot to think about and like always, choices were few and far between.


***
After ten miles or so, Nathan was going out by her house on the mountain and she asked him what they were doing.
“I thought you said that it wouldn’t be good to stay at my house?”
Cassandra was ready to listen to him now. After the fire and the idea that it could have been her, she was all about asking what they thought should happen.
“I am taking you to Antoine’s house. He lives up this way, too, not too far from you, but deeper in.”
Cassandra did not know what that meant, but at some point, she’d realized that she was just there for the ride. She tried her best to not worry, but she was.
“Is Antoine okay?”
Nathan agreed without looking at her. The driving was getting spotty, as the road was bumpy gravel and dirt.
“Yeah, he’s fine. I have not heard from him. I just heard about the impending attack. I had to make sure that he wasn’t in it, and he wasn’t answering his phone.”
“So, what is this about?”
Nathan shrugged. “Like I said, not my place to say. Antoine will tell you when he’s ready. He will be home soon. All you have to do is make yourself comfortable.”
Cassandra was dropped off at Antoine’s house by his friend and she was speechless. She didn’t know if he was being for real or not, but then he actually left, and she was utterly alone. Cassandra was nervous about what that meant. She believed one hundred percent that she was in danger now. There was nothing like the building she was in moments before, exploding in front of her to do that. Now she knew she was in danger, and Cassandra wanted assurances that everything was going to be okay. There was nobody there to do that for her.
She went in the door using the keys that Nathan had shown her was underneath a fake rock in the yard. Everything about the two men was different than anything she had experienced before. They were secretive and were hiding things from her. Cassandra did not believe for one moment that everything that was going on was because of a will or a company. It felt more dangerous. It felt illegal. Something.
When she got inside, Cassandra told herself that she should just sit down and wait for Antoine to get there. She was in his house, after all, and he didn't even know that she was going to be there. Maybe the two men would talk before he got back to his home, but Cassandra just had a feeling that he was not going to be happy to have her there.
So, she was supposed to wait and be as unobtrusive as she could be. She didn’t want to do anything to piss him off, any more than being there to begin with. That would have made sense. Cassandra stayed on the couch for several minutes, but then she went toward the rest of the house, unable to just wait around and hope that he came back that night.
Cassandra looked around and found that everything was quite neat and put in its place. It was surprisingly a lot like the office that she went to every day. It had very little furniture and everything was there for a reason. It did not look like there was one knickknack on a shelf or on the walls. Antoine didn't seem to have much use for anything that wasn't useful. There was nothing there as a decoration to make it look pretty. It was just the basics, well-made basics, but just the basics. It made Cassandra wonder why he wasn’t like everyone else, surrounding himself with things that he enjoyed looking at.
There was a lot about Antoine that Cassandra didn't understand. Learning that he had sent Nathan to help her just went in line with what she had come to know about him. When Cassandra had first met him, realizing who he was and what he had done to her, she couldn't stand him. Cassandra had needed the job, so she had accepted it, but it hadn't taken long at all for her to realize that Antoine was a different sort of man.
The whole time she had been attracted to him, whether she wanted to be or not, but now Cassandra knew that it was okay for her to feel the fleeting need every time she laid her eyes on him. It was hard for her to deny it, or to lie about the feeling inside of her, making her wish that there was more that could be done. She had held back because he was the guy that left her, but now, she knew that there was more to it. Now, he was dangerous and probably had kept her from some sort of calamity that she hadn't seen coming. Just like Nathan had done.
Cassandra realized quite quickly in the last hour or two that neither man was what they said they were. They weren’t businesspeople. They did not have business issues. Although Cassandra was sure that some of it was true, there was a lot that was missing.
She got to the end of the house and opened the first door. It was a bathroom, and it was much of the same, plain and utilitarian. There was a color scheme of dark blue and grey and everything went well together, but there was no embellishment. No personality.
The next door that she opened was obviously his bedroom and everything that she thought she knew changed immediately. Another layer was added to her understanding of Antoine.
There were hand-drawn pictures all over and stacks of them in every corner. She took a step back because it was that different from the rest of the house. Why would he hide it in that one room?
Cassandra walked in and started to look at everything in front of her. They were really good drawings and she, of course, believed that he was the creator of them. Several of them were still being worked on. One in particular caught her eye and she picked it up. Cassandra gasped when she got a look at the drawing. It was a subject she knew well, since it was her.
“I would have locked this door, if I had known you were going to be dropped off here and snooping.”
Cassandra let the paper go in her hand, like it was fire burning her, and she looked around all innocently. Cassandra didn’t want him mad at her but at the moment, it looked like she had done that very thing. Why was she so stinking good at it?
“Sorry. I was just looking for the bathroom.”
“You already found the bathroom. You left the door open in there, too.”
Cassandra knew that he was right. All of them were closed before, and he could probably tell exactly where she had been because she had left everything open. Cassandra hadn't thought about that. She tried to smile sheepishly. Cassandra had been caught. She wanted to change the subject, so she asked how he was, considering someone had blown up his office.
“I am fine. I'm glad that Nathan got you out of there in time. I never should have left you there by yourself.”
She waved him off like it was no big deal, like she was used to people trying to blow her up.
“Well, everything turned out fine.”
She walked past him to get out of the room as quickly as she could. She had to ask herself something. Why was he drawing pictures of her? And why did she care so much?




Chapter 6

Antoine
When Antoine got back to the office, he hadn't talked to Nathan yet, and all he saw was everything in an inferno. The fire trucks were already there and they were trying to put out the blaze, but it had already passed to the next building, and it would probably pass to two or three more before it was  finally snuffed out. He didn't really care about it too much. It wasn't like he was too committed to the office.
What he was worried about was Cassandra. The first thing that came to his mind was that Cassandra was still in there. He had fought past the fire fighters to look inside. The place wasn’t that big, but she could have been hiding in the back. He had come close to decking one of the firefighters that was holding him back, when Nathan came on the scene and pulled him away.
“She's not in there, man, chill out. You’re making a scene.”
“What?!”
He’d worked himself up. Antoine was not the type of person to lose his cool, ever. He’d learned a long time ago the best way to get through a tough situation was to keep a cool head. In that situation, it felt impossible.
Once he realized that she wasn't in danger, he was able to relax, but the realization that he had freaked out so quickly and so completely was kind of hard for him to get his head around. It's not like Antoine didn't care about people, he did have friends and there were a few family members that he still talked to. But, he had never felt something like the soul-crushing fear that he’d just felt when he thought Cassandra was in the burning building. He didn’t even really know her, so why was he panicking with the thought of losing her?
“Damn, man, I thought you wasn't into the human?”
“It's nothing like that, Nathan. It's just that I didn't want to feel guilty if the human died. That’s all.”
Nathan just kind of shook his head, and even though they both knew that Antoine was lying and just talking shit really, he didn't call him out on it. Antoine was grateful for that because he was already embarrassed enough to have somebody know how quickly he had fallen for her, even though she was human.
Antoine didn't know how to feel about any of it, but he had another shock when he found out that Nathan had dropped her off at his house. Antoine didn’t find that surprise all that good.
“You just left her there, alone?”
“What the hell was I supposed to do? Do you want me to take her back to the house? You know that they could follow her scent right back there. She would never stand a chance and you know it. At your place, it’s so far off, that’s why no one has ever found you out there.”
“How long ago did it happen?”
Nathan told him that it hadn't been long, and that Cassandra had only been there for about an hour. Antoine wasn’t concerned about her getting attacked or anything. He was more concerned about what that was going to mean for the future. How was he going to explain any of it to her? How was he going to stay with her, sleep in the same house with her, and leave the status quo the same?
He asked Nathan what he had said to her and Nathan just kind of shrugged. “I told her that it wasn't for me to say and she seemed pretty willing to take that. I think she was spooked about the way the place went up when she was there minutes before that. You know that first time you almost die feeling that you get? Well, she had it in spades.”
“I think it's even worse for them because they don't heal like we do. They have a longer recovery time, and they are easier to kill.”
“Yeah, she was pretty freaked out about it.”
Antoine just agreed solemnly. He had spent time going through the same thing. He didn’t like the idea that she’d had such a close call.
“I should've fired her when I had the chance.”
Nathan just waved him off distractedly. “You know me, I am not going to judge.”
“Bullshit, you’re judging me right now. And, I'll have you know that whatever it is you're thinking, you're wrong. There will be none of that.”
Nathan just grinned wider and that really aggravated Antoine. “I am the one that’s going to call bull on that. You’re in love with that damn human and, well, a little time alone, it doesn’t take a seer to know what happens next.”
Antoine cursed underneath his breath. There was no way that he was going to agree to that. He had not even admitted that to himself, so he certainly wasn't going to say it to Nathan, not when he was smiling like an idiot.


***
What Antoine hadn't thought about was what Cassandra was going to see when she was inside of his house. He didn't have a lot of visitors over, but even then, he put most of his artwork in his bedroom. As long as she stayed out of there, she wouldn't know that several of his newest drawings were of her. It had to be done from memory, of course, but he had a really good memory and it made Antoine realized then, that he probably was twisted up over that human far more than he realized.
When he walked in and saw her with one of them in her hands, it made Antoine feel weird. It was like she was now privy to a secret that he did not necessarily want her to know about. It was his secret and his secretive nature made it hard for him to share much of anything, especially his innermost thoughts.
He barked at her, even though he didn’t mean to. He couldn’t help it. He had not been prepared to see her with her hands on that picture. He didn’t want Cassandra to know that he had feelings for her. She wasn’t to know those sorts of things. It was bad enough that he felt them at all, worse when he realized that she knew about it.
By the look on her face, though, he knew he’d gone too far and was kicking himself about it. He wasn’t used to being extra gentle with women and humans. He didn’t know how to be extra gentle with them. He wished that he did because of the way she was looking at him.
“Sorry, I don't mean to be a dick.”
“Well, for something that you don't mean to do, you're pretty good at it.”
Antoine just shook his head and smiled. He couldn’t help but agree. He was quite good at it. He had been told that many times before, so it had to be true.
“Really, I am sorry. I'm just not used to having someone in my house.”
“You live here by yourself?”
Antoine agreed and she looked around the place. It was pretty big for just him.
“It seems pretty big for just you to live here all alone.”
“I don't like confined places. This seemed like the best of both worlds. It’s not too big, but there is plenty of room for me to move around. Have you seen the rest of the house?”
“Well, I tried to be good and sit still and just wait for you to get back, but it took you awhile, so I started to snoop around. I hope you don't mind too much.”
Obviously, he minded, but Antoine told her that he didn't. Antoine was already saying that he was being a bit of a jerk and was trying to temper it down. After the day she’d had because of him, Antoine didn't want to make it any worse.
“Anyway, I didn't get past your room before you saw me.”
“Well, let me show you the rest of it then.”
Cassandra looked at him surprised, like she thought he was going to yell at her some more, and Antoine felt guilty for that. He really needed to learn to temper his emotions and his tone of voice. Human women were so much more sensitive to that. He thought if she had been a shifter, Cassandra would have just yelled back at him and that would have been that. There wouldn't have been this fear present in her eyes, and she didn't even know who he really was. Antoine didn’t want to think about how she would look if she knew the truth.
That reminder, that she would turn away from him as soon as she realized what he really was, was enough to push him away. Whatever was going through his mind, possibilities and desires, didn't really matter. None of them would actually happen and the sooner he reminded himself of that, the better off it would be. Antoine knew that there was no future with the human. He had no future with any human, so getting mixed up with one was only going to complicate things further.
He walked to another hallway that she hadn't even noticed.
“I thought that this was the end of it.”
“It is a bit of an illusion. It makes it look a little less rolling. I wanted the room, but I don't always want to be reminded of it.”
“It is quite big here. It would be hard not to notice.”
She made a comment about how empty it all was, and he just shrugged. “I just don't see the point of decorating. I certainly don't see the point of decorating rooms that I’m barely ever in. My bedroom, that's where I sleep and that's probably where I spend most of the time when I’m here. Usually, I'm gone from sunup to sundown. I have what is necessary; there isn't a lot of excess that is needed.”
“You sound very different than pretty much everybody I've ever met before.”
“The culture of consumption is interesting. I just don't have time for it.”
“Well, you wouldn’t want to see my place. It is full of knickknacks. Every time I travel, I can’t help but pick something up to remind me of the trip.”
“I would like to see it sometime.”
Cassandra glanced up surprised, then she walked away quickly, passing him to get out of the room that she now appeared to feel claustrophobic in. Antoine couldn’t help but pick up on all of the unsaid cues that she was sending out. It wasn't just because he was a shifter, either. It had a lot to do with the fact that he was a man, and she was a beautiful woman that called to every fiber of his being.
Antoine didn't know if he was ever going to understand the woman in front of him. Nathan, for some reason, had dropped her off on his lap and he wasn't quite sure why. Maybe he did know. When he had seen the office burning and thought that she was in it, he had probably gotten more truth than he cared to admit. The truth was that Antoine did care about her. Cassandra had wormed her way into his heart in just a couple of weeks, a heart that had sworn he would never fall for any woman, let alone a human. It was so impossible, but it was the situation that Antoine was facing at the moment.
It couldn't be, though. He kept reminding himself of that, while he watched her hips sway from side to side. He had gotten in behind her and she poked her head into another room. It just had more storage, and she did not look impressed at all.
“It all looks pretty much the same.”
“Yeah, I like to keep things simple.”
“I'm starting to see that. I have a feeling that you're not a very simple guy, though.”
Antoine did ask what she meant by that. He was starting to question why he had given her a tour at all. What was he going to gain out of it, besides getting her mind off of the room full of pictures? Or the fact that he had been drawing her as well. She was admittedly always on his mind, so of course she was going to become part of his art. Drawing was how he relaxed, and though he would never sell one, sometimes it felt like it was what he was truly supposed to be doing.
They were walking back to the kitchen when she brought up the picture from the bedroom. It was not at all what Antoine wanted, and he wanted to steer the conversation back to something else, but instead he just nodded his head.
“You are quite good at it, you know. I never could draw much more than a stick figure. It kind of used to bug me because I had a friend that was really good at it. You are, too.”
He thanked her for it, but Antoine did not know why he said anything. It wasn't like he wanted other people to see it. Those were for him to enjoy, and for him to make and enjoy the making of it. That's why he did it, not for anyone else.
“I just do it all once in a while.”
“It seems like you do that more than just once in a while.”
“It keeps me busy at night. I don't have a TV here. I don't know if you noticed that.”
“No, but I guess it makes sense. You probably wouldn't get much reception out here anyway. I barely get any at my place, and you’re way further out than I am.”
“Well, I don't watch it, so I draw at night.”
It sounded pretty lame to Antoine and he wanted to add something to it, but that's all there was. It was just something he did to pass the time and to relax himself. There was really no hidden reason or anything else like that. He drew because something inside of him said that he needed to.
“I really liked the picture of me.”
Antoine was a bit embarrassed that she had seen it, but he was thankful that she had said picture instead of pictures, meaning she didn’t know it was plural. He had certainly drawn more than one picture of her. She had been on his mind for a couple of weeks now, ever since he crashed into her car. Of course, that was all he could draw. Cassandra was the only thing on his mind.
“You are just someone new to draw. I hope you don't mind. You should see it as a compliment.”
“No, I don’t mind at all. Like I said, it's a very good likeness. I think you made me look better than I actually am, though. I appreciate that, or I should say my vanity does.”
Antoine knew that it wasn't true at all. If anything, he had been so frustrated because he was unable to capture her beauty in the picture. It wasn't something that he usually had trouble with, but there was something that just didn't translate. Maybe it was her aura, or maybe it was a twinkle in her eyes, but he didn't think that the picture did her justice at all.
“Maybe you will do a proper one of me one day.”
“A proper one?”
“You know, where I sit for you and don't move or anything, and you can do a portrait or something. You know, all proper like.”
Antoine had never done anything like that, but he made a noncommittal sound about it. She had a lot of ideas that were bouncing around in her head, but that didn't mean that he was going to relate. Antoine couldn’t imagine sitting there drawing her, right in front of her. It was always something that he did in solitude.
“So, would you be able to?”
“Be able to what?”
She sighed and slapped him on the shoulder.
“Geez, you really must be tired or something.”
“Yeah, that's what it is. I'm tired.”
Antoine didn’t want to tell her the truth, that he couldn't think straight when she was around. How the hell was he going to stay with her?
“I'm surprised you haven't asked me about the explosion. I figured that would be on your mind, far more than my drawings.”
“Maybe it would be, if I hadn’t found such a good drawing of me in your bedroom. It leads me to believe all kinds of things.”
“Well, you shouldn't. You know what they say about assumptions.”
Antoine was being abrupt again and he could feel himself losing control. Why did she do that to him? He wanted to be nice to her, really he did, especially when she gave him this pouty look like he had screamed bloody murder at her. It seemed impossible. He got so flustered and things just came out in a burst. His tone was harsh, and she looked like she was ready to crumble. It was not at all what he would have expected, and it certainly wasn't what he wanted.
Cassandra went to the fridge and looked in there to see if there was anything to make for dinner. She asked Antoine if he wanted her to cook anything and he disagreed.
“I already had some chicken out. I'll just make that.”
“You cook?”
“There's no one else around here, is there?”
Antoine pressed his lips together. He really needed to shut his mouth. It was doing nothing but making everything worse. Why was it coming out so badly?
Cassandra walked away and Antoine couldn't blame her. He didn't know why he was being such a jerk, but it was hard for him sometimes. He wasn't very social because he had pretty much given up on humans and shifters alike. The people that he did hang out with knew him for how he was and accepted it. It had been a long time since someone new came around and made him question his social skills completely.




Chapter 7

Cassandra
While doing the tour, Antoine showed her where she would be sleeping and even though Cassandra didn't have anything in the room, she felt like that was the only place she could really be without Antoine around. He wasn’t pleasant, which wasn't much of a surprise, because when she worked for him, he wasn't very pleasant there, either. He was just so gruff, though things were different now. She wasn't just around him because she needed a job. Now, she was with him to keep her safe, as well. It was just a lot to put on someone that she didn’t really know all that well.
He came later to tell her that dinner was ready, and Cassandra realized that she had been sleeping. Her hair was all messed up and she wished that she had brought something with her. She had a brush in her purse, though, so she was able to run it through her hair and feel at least halfway presentable before she went down the hall to the kitchen.
“It smells good.”
“Yeah, I guess.”
He was still in a weird mood and she just kind of kept her distance a little bit, without being too obvious about it. Antoine was up and down and really short with her. She had a feeling that it had to do with the fact that she had seen his drawings, especially the one of her.
Antoine made them both a plate and Cassandra sat down across from him. Surprisingly enough, talking about the office being blown up and people chasing him was easier to talk about than a simple drawing. Cassandra had a bunch of questions, but she didn't get very many answers. It was pretty clear that he was trying not to lie to her, but at the same time, he wasn't trying to tell her anything, either. It ended with a whole lot of ambiguous answers that could have been taken in multiple ways. Cassandra had a feeling that's what he wanted.
“So, basically, you're not going to tell me what's really going on.”
“Yeah, I guess you could say something like that.”
“Alright, so I guess there's really no point in me asking any more questions if you're not going to tell me anything. Do you at least know how long I will be here? I don't have any clothes to wear and as much as I like this outfit, I can't run around here naked while I'm washing it because it’s the only one.”
He gave her this surprising look for a moment, and she saw lust fill his eyes. It was rather clear that his mind went immediately to her nakedness and Cassandra's face was red from even saying it out loud. Sometimes she really didn't have a filter and she wished she did. That was definitely one of those times that she wished she’d worded something a little differently, or maybe it would have been better if she would have omitted it altogether.
“Well, I'm sure that I can pick you up a few things.”
“Can you get me some things from my house?”
“No, I really can't.”
“Why not?”
“Because they might trail me from your house to my house. It will be harder to find my house, but yours may already be on the watch list. We can’t take that chance for clothes.”
“What harm could it do if no one is following you?”
He just shook his head like she didn't understand and that was pretty possible, because Cassandra did not know what the big deal was. Cassandra didn’t get why he was so sure they would track them there.
“Let's just say that these people are very good trackers and if we leave any crumb for them to follow, they will. As you have seen before, you really don't want them coming after you. You definitely don't want them finding us.”
Cassandra could certainly agree to that. She wanted to ask why the people were such great trackers that they would be able to do such a thing, but there was no point in pressing an issue. It was going to be much of the same. Cassandra wasn't going to get any real answers. He obviously didn't want to give them.
“So, I'm basically stuck here with one outfit?”
“You almost got burned alive in an inferno earlier today, just a few hours ago, and your chief complaint is that you only have one outfit?”
Cassandra slumped down in her chair a little bit. “When you say it like that, it seems pretty ridiculous, doesn't it?”
“No, just amusing. You are turning out to be nothing like I thought you would be.”
Cassandra didn't know how to take it, but she was going to take it as a compliment. It was certainly the first one of its kind from him and she was going to take what she could get. Cassandra changed her mind about him left and right. When she first met him, she hated him. When she went to work for him, she disliked him. As time went on, though, other feelings started to take over and they were the complete opposite of where it had all started. Cassandra didn't know if she was coming or going basically. She had no clue what was going to come next. Add in a little bit of danger, and it was like every single nerve-ending in her body was coming to life for the first time. She was afraid of it, the unknown feelings that it caused, but she was also exhilarated to no end.


***
That evening she went to bed pretty early. Cassandra had so much on her mind, so many questions that needed answers, and she knew that they probably wouldn't be answered for at least a while. Her new savior was a very confusing man. She had no idea what was going through his mind, even those she so desperately wanted to know. It was important, she knew that much. He was to play an important part in her life. She knew that for sure, but exactly what he was there for, she had no idea.
Cassandra tried her best to sleep, but it felt futile. Her mind was going a mile a minute, and nothing was going to stop it but real answers. Answers that she just wasn't going to get. Why did that bother her so much? He had come into her life, literally wrecked her life, as well as her car, and now he was messing with her in ways that she had not even thought were possible.
When Cassandra finally did fall asleep, she had another one of her disturbing dreams about dragons and mystery men. It was another hot one, and she woke up breathing a little faster and concerned with her sanity. Why did she keep having such dreams? It made no sense to her, but it worried her. Cassandra knew that it wasn't normal.
Because she couldn't sleep, and because she was so worked up by the dream that she had, Cassandra went to the kitchen and made herself a cup of tea. She had seen it earlier when he was giving her a tour of the place and although she didn't drink tea very much, she knew that chamomile was good for calming. That was certainly what she needed right then. Her life was unbelievable and hard to deal with. She’d been thrown into danger and there was no end in sight.
“Can't sleep?”
His voice was gruff, and she jumped when she heard it. Cassandra had been in her own little world, thinking about the crazy dragon in her dream. She probably needed to see somebody about it. It couldn't be normal to have such dreams. Cassandra almost felt embarrassed about it and had to look away from him. It wasn't like he could read her mind or anything, but in that moment, she was certainly afraid of it.
“I wish you could see your face right now. You have the strangest look on it.”
She waved him off. “Just having some crazy dreams, that’s all.”
“Yeah?”
“Yeah. Like ones that are just way out there. I think it's probably just everything going on. My head is trying to work it out, and it is coming up with some crazy stuff.”
“Sometimes it helps to tell people about your dreams. Maybe I'll be able to help you figure out what it means.”
Cassandra said no to his offer quite quickly and it was quick enough that he looked at her twice.
“That kind of dream, huh?”
He had a grin on his face and again, Cassandra worried that he could somehow read her mind. What he would think of her, if he could?
“I don't know what you mean by that kind of dream. It was just a weird dream. Don't you ever have those?”
“People I know take dreams a bit more seriously. They would probably believe that you were having them for a reason. Everything has a reason, if you look for it.”
“I hope that’s not true. Do you think that's what dreams are, the future?”
He shrugged. “I don't know, I guess it depends on the dream. If it's a good one, I would probably want it to happen. I would be more apt to try and make it so.”
“And if it's a good one, but it shouldn't be?”
“I can't say that I follow.”
Cassandra pressed her lips together and just smiled to herself before she took another drink of the tea. She felt like she had said enough, probably too much. Cassandra finished her tea and practically ran away from him. It was like she couldn't get away from him, no matter how hard she tried.
She went back to lay down, knowing that she wasn't going to fall asleep. She was going to stay up all night, with the dream and Antoine on her mind. It was much of the same thoughts and that was probably worse still.


***
The next day she got up a little late, and he was already dressed and looking like he was ready to go somewhere. She asked him if he was going somewhere and he agreed that he was.
“I have to take care of some things with Nathan today. I shouldn’t be long.”
“Does that mean that maybe soon I will be able to go home?”
“Are you that quick to want to leave me?”
Cassandra didn't know if he was being for real or not. It had nothing to do with that, she just wanted her clothing and her normal things. Without them, it didn't feel right.
“Really, I just don't want to keep wearing the same thing.”
Antoine chuckled. “We're back to the clothes again, are we?”
She kind of gave him a dirty look and that just made him smile even more. Cassandra did not like how much amusement he was getting out of all of it. Couldn't he see that she was bothered by so much more than clothes?
“Look, since you already know where my bedroom is, why don't you just wear something of mine?”
“Because you're about twice my size for one.”
“Yeah, it's not perfect. I will get you something while I'm out if you want.”
“Can I come with you?”
“No. Not with what I'm going to be doing today. I don’t want you in danger again, Cassandra.”
Again, it was an answer without a real answer. He seemed to do that a lot and she was getting used to it. Instead of pressing the matter, Cassandra knew that she wasn't going to get any more information than she was getting right then.
“I guess I will figure something out.”
He didn't seem to care one way or another. Cassandra tried to tell herself that it didn't matter what she wore. It was just something to cover her up while she was washing her things. She’d seen a washing machine during her tour. She would only have to wear his clothes for an hour or two. It wasn't like he'd be there, anyway.


***
“See, they look good on you.”
Cassandra jumped. “Jeez! You’ve really got to stop doing that. Did anybody ever tell you that you have a knack for scaring the bejesus out of people?”
“Like I said, I don’t usually have somebody here with me. It's actually quite bizarre for me to walk in and smell somebody else in here.”
“Smell me? Are you telling me that I need to take a shower or something?”
He looked disgruntled for a moment. “No, it's nothing like that.” He sighed loudly.
“Never mind, just forget that I said anything.”
That happened a lot. Antoine would say something that made basically no sense to her and then get frustrated with her when she didn't quite understand it. Cassandra really just didn't get what he was talking about half the time. He had a strange way of saying some things. Cassandra wanted to know what he really meant, but Antoine wasn’t good with answers. She didn't want to seem stupid though and ask, so she was unaware too much. She had already put her foot in her mouth more than once.
“Well, I did take a shower.”
He chuckled. “Cassandra, you smell wonderful.”
Then his face tightened up, like he didn't want to say that, either. Cassandra wished for a moment that she could know what it was that he wanted from her.
“So, how did everything go?”
He shrugged and looked weary. “It went okay, not as good as I was hoping, but I guess it's to be expected.”
“So, I'm still not going home yet, am I?”
He agreed that she wasn't, and Cassandra wasn't as bummed as she thought she was going to be. When she got used to her surroundings, and used to Antoine, she was sure that she could make the best of it. Cassandra had a knack for making the best out of any situation and considering that she was alone in the middle of the woods with a hot guy, it didn't seem like it was going to be that hard.
He asked her if she wanted to take a walk and she agreed, just to get over the awkward moment. There seemed to be a lot of weirdness between them and Cassandra didn't know if it was her fault or not. She just had so many feelings and emotions wrapped up in Antoine. He didn't seem to have many emotions at all, but apparently, she had enough for both of them. As much as Cassandra wanted to believe that she had a grip on things, she knew damn well she didn't. The longer she stayed with Antoine, the more she was going to want him. Considering that she already thought about being with him most of the day and all of the night, it didn't look very good for her.
She was able to forget it all for a little while when they went for hike. He seemed to know the woods like the back of his hand and seemed quite happy there. The smile that he had on his face was one of genuine glee and probably the happiest she had seen him since they'd met.
“You were made for this, weren't you?”
“What do you mean?”
“You know, the woods and everything. You just seem like you're very comfortable here. Maybe you’re just a bit more wild than everyone else.”
He relaxed and agreed. “Yeah, you could say that.”
“I didn't really understand why anybody would want to live this far out, but I think I get it now. It is so peaceful. I don't think you could get that anywhere else, not even at my place, and I thought I was pretty far out.”
Cassandra stopped, afraid that she would say too much. He just had this effect on her, one where she didn't know what to think or what to say. Her usual confident self was gone, replaced with unsurety and a desire to give him what he wanted. Cassandra wasn’t too experienced in the ways of men, but she knew enough.
The current state they were in was one of the hardest things for Cassandra to get used to. She didn't understand why it was so easy between them. They didn't know each other, had never met before that fateful day, but then again, it felt like she had known him her whole life.
She also found herself quickly falling for the man. While she told herself that it would do her no good, she couldn't help but feel something. He had awakened a part of her that Cassandra had thought was fast asleep. Now she knew better. Now she knew that all it took was the right man to awaken it.
Since it was awakened, Cassandra had to ask herself, what’s next? And when? When is it going to happen?




Chapter 8

Antoine
Things were definitely changing in Antoine’s household. Not only had Antoine never lived with someone in the cabin, save for a few weeks’ years ago with a cousin, it was a little bit harder to adjust to than he would have thought. He told himself that she was just staying for her safety. It wouldn't be long. All of these were reasons for him not to sweat it, but of course he couldn't stop thinking about it, thinking about her.
At night he could hear her tossing and turning, and although his friend Nathan found it hilarious that he was so bothered by his houseguest, Antoine was less than impressed with the results of it. He felt himself getting even crazier because he wasn't getting the proper amount of sleep. His fantasies had taken over his waking periods, and just as much of his dreams as well. Nothing worked, not even drawing.
Antoine started back to work and even though he was doing it remotely, he found a way to go to meetings to get away for a little while. He was out of the house more than he probably was ever before, and he knew that it was because of his houseguest. Cassandra made it hard for him to think of much of anything else. He didn't know what to say or what to do half the time when she was around. He kept snapping at her, making her come close to tears more times than he cared to admit.
He wanted to think that he had better manners, but then again, he was questioning if that was true or not. At the moment, all he could think most days was about ramming deep inside of her and doing it repeatedly, until neither one of them could walk. How was he supposed to do much of anything else when all he was thinking about was that? It left him feeling rather out of sorts.
The last meeting he had for the week was one with Nathan and of course, he didn't want to talk about work. He was far more interested in what was going on at Antoine’s house. He had a million questions, and all of them were centered on how Cassandra and Antoine were getting along. Wink. Wink.
“You know, it would be easier to answer you, if you weren't grinning so damn big.”
Nathan waved him off. “Dude, I have never seen you all twisted up for a chick before. You know that I'm going to have to say something. We are now in uncharted territory.”
He was joking, but it was true. Antoine was twisted up because of Cassandra and he didn't like it one bit. The more he thought about it, the less he could smile about it. She really had messed him up in the head and he had no idea what he was supposed to do about it. At the moment, all he could think to do was stay away from her as much as possible. That's pretty much what he’d been doing, even though he had been failing miserably and the space between them didn’t seem to be helping.
“What is there to say? I got a damn human staying with me and surprise, she is more trouble than she's worth.”
“So, you've given it a try?”
“What?”
“You know, you fucked her yet?”
His head snapped over so quickly it almost hurt him. Not only was he not digging the way that Nathan was talking about her, but he was also confused by how easily Nathan thought he would do something like that. It went against everything that he stood for. All there was to think about was the fact that she was human. That's all he needed to know to keep him away. Humans, women, they were all the same. Human women were too dangerous.
“Why would you think that I would do that? With a human?”
“Because for one, she's hot as hell.”
While that was true enough, Antoine thought that Nathan knew him better than that. He should know that he was not interested in her like that, or shouldn’t be. He was interested in getting his friends through his time of need and going back to the simple life that he missed so much.
Nathan just shook his head, like he could read his mind and maybe he could. “Look, man. You're making this more complicated than it has to be. You like her, I bet she likes your crazy beasty ass, so why make it more difficult than it has to be? Bang her and get it out of your head.”
Antoine sarcastically thanked him for his help. “Really, you’ve saved me with your wise wisdom. Bang her…”
“No problem, anything I can do to help.”
“So, now that we have my problem solved, I just need to bang her. How about we take care of your problem?”
“Oh, you mean the old leader that wants to kill me, or the military faction that's looking for me as well?”
Antoine shrugged. “Either one of those will do.”
He groaned and told Antoine there wasn't much more to talk about. “Vincent is trying to help me find them. As soon as we do, we will be able to move on to the next plan.”
“And the next plan being?”
His friend smiled in this eerie way.
“Burning them to the ground, obviously.”
Antoine sighed. “I was afraid you'd say that.”
“Was there ever a doubt, though?”
“No, I guess there wasn’t.”


***
Antoine went home a little bit later with his friend’s words on his mind. Just bang her. That's what he kept telling himself and before he knew it, it was all Antoine could hear. By the time he got through the door, he was raging hard and in need of some attention. It had been a long time since he had been so worked up. It was impossible for him to get it out of his mind. Cassandra had cooked for him, trying to help out, and he was thankful for it, but of course he wasn't thinking about that at all. He was far more worried about other things, things that mattered more. Like the sway of her breasts without a bra on. She was wearing one of his shirts again and nothing on underneath. His attention was officially pulled away.
“You're not eating.”
“Just got a lot on my mind.”
“You went to see Nathan, didn't you?”
He agreed. “Yeah, I went to see him a little while ago.”
“Well, was it bad news? Is that why you're troubled?”
Antoine found it amazing that she always seemed to know exactly what he was thinking or at least the mood that he was currently in. Currently, Antoine was troubled, but it had nothing to do with the impending fight that he was not looking forward to. Instead, it was something else. It was the human.
“No, it wasn’t anything like that.”
“Then what was it, Antoine? I feel like you’re keeping something from me. Is it something that I need to know?”
Antoine pressed his lips firmly together, hard enough that the line turned white. He wanted to say many things, but he didn’t trust his voice. It would come out gruff and he would have to witness her looking at him as if he was going to hurt her. He hated that look and he didn’t want to deal with it.
“No, everything is fine.”
Cassandra got up and asked him if he wanted a drink. The whole time she was moving around the kitchen, taking his drink, filling it, all of it, he was watching her tits sway and move with her. He groaned inwardly and tried his best to ignore it and to forget how badly he wanted to do just what Nathan suggested. God, he wanted her so badly it hurt.
She stopped in front of him and he looked up. Her hand was out, and he took the drink from her. Their eyes met for a moment and then he was setting it down. Antoine’s hand snaked out and grabbed her arm.
“Do you really want to know what is wrong with me?”
Her breath had quickened, her damn chest moving up and down at a rapid rate. He couldn’t believe it. She was driving him straight up mad and he yanked her down onto his lap. Her tits were now in his face and her ass was right above his hard length that was full for her. “This is what is wrong with me, Cassandra. I want you so damn bad, but I can’t have you.”
He stretched out and pulled her face close to kiss her, as his hips ground up into her bottom. He heard her gasp and he released both her lips and her body. Cassandra scrambled off of him and she was trembling. That made Antoine feel bad and he got up, frustrated. He’d gone too far, and he knew better. What was he thinking?
“I’ll be back.”
He stormed out and went away from the cabin. He went where no one could see him and shifted into his true form. He needed to remind himself of who he was. Antoine was all wrapped up because of a damn human. He couldn’t let that happen. He needed to fight it, which was made easier by the way she’d looked at him. Her eyes had gotten wide, and she’d been genuinely shocked and maybe even feared him then. Antoine hated the idea of any of it. He only wanted to give her pleasure, forbidden as it may be.


***
When he got back, Cassandra didn’t seem bothered by his actions and she no longer had fear in her eyes. It was curiosity and something more, but Antoine didn’t want to see it. He didn’t believe that it was real, anyway.
“I was wondering if you would let me alter a bit of your clothing to make something for me to wear?”
“Alter?”
“You know, shorten and bring in. You haven’t brought anything else, and I could make your clothes fit me better. It wouldn’t be hard.”
“I’m sorry, it completely slipped my mind. If you give me another day, I promise to bring you some tomorrow.”
“No, it’s fine. I really like that one grey shirt and shorts. Maybe I could just fix those and maybe a few other things?”
“This is what you want to do? I mean, it really is no trouble to go get you something.”
“Really, it would give me something to do. You’re gone a lot and I’m here by myself, no television. Sewing was an old past-time. It could be fun to pick it back up.”
Antoine was mesmerized by her smile and upbeat attitude in the middle of everything that was going on. She was in a bad spot, admittedly a really bad spot, but she was smiling, and she looked like she was making the best of it. That was admirable to Antoine, and for some strange reason, made him even more attracted to her.
“Of course, do what you like. It might be a while still.”
Cassandra smiled and then kissed him on the cheek quickly. It was only a light peck and she was gone just as fast, but he had to stop himself from grabbing her and pulling her in for a proper one. Just that simple touch had hardened him. It was becoming a permanent state when she was around.


***
Fuck…
Antoine had just gotten home from an attack he’d helped Nathan with. Several were dead, he was responsible for many of the deaths, and he was running on empty. His body was tired, his mind was wrecked, and the first thing he saw when he walked through the door was a barely-clad roommate that he wasn’t supposed to be touching.
“What are you wearing?”
It came out before he could stop it. The words were gruff and clipped. He was instantly hard, no longer tired, ready to press on. The short skirt was mid-thigh and wouldn’t have been hard at all to get to. Her shirt revealed her stomach. It took him a minute to see that the shirt was actually his grey one, cut up and then formed into an enticing package on her chest.
“You told me that I could use some stuff, remember?”
“Yeah, yeah. Okay. I just didn’t see you doing that. I thought you were going to take up a hem, not cut off a scrap of it and use it for clothing.”
She laughed and did a twirl. “I thought I did good.”
Cassandra was unsure, but he could see that she was waiting for him to say one way or another. If she was trying to get him all uncomfortable and bothered, the clothing was doing its job just fine. He was ready to come unglued. Was that enough?
“It looks great, really.”
Antoine didn’t last very long. Now he had a swishing skirt and swaying tits to look at. Every move was sensual, and he retreated without much thought. Antoine was having a hard time focusing on much of anything. He needed to get away from her. Get some space, before he did something that he was sure to regret.
Cassandra asked him where he was going, but he couldn’t even look at her.
“I will be back later, okay?”
Then he was gone, door slammed, and he was heading for the hills, then the skies. How was he ever going to be able to be around her like that? It seemed impossible. Antoine stayed out for hours, trying to work off the friction caused inside of him. He’d been tired when he first got home, but now he was filled with such energy he couldn’t help but feel the surge of life inside of him.




Chapter 9

Cassandra
“Oh my God. Cassandra. What are you doing?!”
Cassandra smiled at the question. She told him that she was doing laundry. “You didn’t seem to like my clothes that I made, so…”
“Well, I can see that you don’t have them on, but why are you not wearing something else? Why are you on the couch like that, knowing that I was coming in?”
“Well, I remember you saying something about doing my portrait, and I thought maybe now would be a good time.”
Cassandra smiled so innocently and enjoyed the desire that leapt into his eyes. He obviously was not prepared for that answer, and he dropped a bag that was heavy and full of clinking tools down next to him. The door shut quickly, almost slammed, and it made her jump a little bit. For some reason, her whole body was shaking now. He just looked so fierce and maybe her plan was already backfiring. Cassandra had not thought it through, not really. Not like she was thinking about it now.
“If you don't want to, I can leave.”
“I don't think I would be able to let you leave, even if I wanted to.”
“What does that mean?”
“Just what it sounds like. You have really been messing with my head lately, Cassandra. Do you really think that there are no consequences for it?”
Cassandra didn't know if she particularly liked the sound of that. She definitely did not like the idea of consequences or anything like that. She was just trying to have fun, maybe seduce him a little bit, because she could feel this attraction between them. While she waited for him to make a move, he never did, so she decided that it would be good for her to do it.
Now, though, he was looking at her like he wanted to eat her, and it made her shake almost uncontrollably. She had never been so low-grade scared in all of her life. Cassandra had decided that she needed to lay naked across the couch, on one side, with her one leg propped up just a little bit. There was a pillow blocking his view to her most intimate parts, but it wasn't much coverage. And her breasts were out there and standing proud. The cold air had made them harden into tiny nuts.
When she started to insist that she was going to get up and it was silly for her to do it, he stopped her with a very sharp tone.
“You spent all this time getting yourself prepared and arranging yourself in such a way. The least I can do is give you that portrait. I feel like it's one that I'm going to want to keep, though.”
Cassandra could only nod her head in response. He was not leaving much room for her to make any kind of decision. The decision had apparently been made when she had decided to get undressed and lay about like that. What had she expected?
He told her not to move and Cassandra did not think she would be able to anyway. She was so nervous, trembling so much that her shoulders were shaking. He ran off to his room, apparently to get a pad and paper, but he instead came back with an easel and proper canvas. She asked him what he was doing, and his answer just made it all the worse.
“With this kind of subject, I want to make sure that I do it right.”
He had said something like that before, and it gave Cassandra much of the same feelings. She was not acting like herself. She was doing things that were against her better judgment for sure, and definitely not in her comfort zone. Cassandra wanted to believe that it was a good thing, but when he looked at her so intently and drew her for the next hour without making eye contact again, Cassandra didn't know what to think.
In that time, she had become more turned on than she probably had ever been in her whole life. Cassandra could feel the wetness slipping in between her legs and she was thankful for the pillow in front of her.
No sooner had she thought that, but then Antoine was moving from behind the picture. It was the first time that he had done so, and he walked toward her. Her heart started beating even faster than it had been going and she had no idea what he was doing. When he grabbed the pillow and pulled it away, looking down for several moments before he moved back, she could feel her face getting beet-red. Never had she been so embarrassed before. Cassandra wanted to cover up, but he warned her against it, even before she thought to move.
“Just like that, Cassandra. You wanted to be my subject, now do it properly.”
Cassandra had never been so exposed before. She was shaking badly, and she couldn't hide how his words were messing with her. Cassandra tried to keep the pose. She knew that she had to keep the pose, because she had been told to. She wanted to close her legs and cover up her hardened tits, but she did no such thing. Instead, she did exactly as he told her. Cassandra didn't move an inch.
Cassandra spent her time watching Antoine. He wouldn't take his eyes off of her for several moments and as it turned her on further, Cassandra worried that he would say that she was wetter. She was getting wetter by the moment, all the attention on her exposed flesh made it that much worse. Cassandra didn't know how much longer she was going to be able to stay there. She was just about to ask him how much longer he was going to be when he told her that it was done.
“Can I see it?”
Cassandra didn't really think through the request. She didn't think about the fact that she was going to have to walk toward him and that she was going to be completely naked. She didn't have anything close by to cover herself up with and since he had taken away her pillow, it seemed unsanctioned. Once again, she didn't want to make him upset.
She got up slowly and did her best not to reveal how nervous she felt. Cassandra tried to ignore the fact that he was so close. She didn't want him to know what was going through her mind. It would have made everything more difficult.
When she finally looked at it, she saw it was remarkably detailed. Cassandra couldn't believe what it looked like. She was enthralled with it and couldn't take her eyes off of it.
“Is that my copy?”
“Hell no. There's no way I'm giving that up.”
Cassandra asked the next question before she really thought about it. She was doing far too much reacting and not enough thinking things through. It was understandable, considering that she found it difficult to think when he was around.
“What are you going to do with it?”
“I am going to put it up on my wall, of course. Where else would a piece of art like that go?”
Cassandra couldn't hold his gaze. She was properly chastened for thinking that any part of her plan would work. She couldn’t even ask questions without being made to turn red and embarrass herself. What had seemed like an innocent question did not seem so innocent now. Why was it, then and only then, that she realized she was so close to him? All he had to do was reach out and touch her.
Instead of making a move toward her, though, he took the canvas and walked off quickly. He told her to get some clothes on because they were going to have a meal soon.
Cassandra was left alone in the room, trying to figure out what had just happened. She had wanted it to turn out so differently, but obviously that was not meant to be. Her whole body was still on fire, every nerve ending calling out. Cassandra had to go to her room and pull herself together. How could he just walk away from that?


***
The next morning, she was wearing some of her newly-made clothes and she’d purposely put the hem up just a little bit more. He had been the one that said that was what he expected her to do. She noted the look in his eyes, but Cassandra still didn’t get the break in control and protocol that she was looking for. He wanted her, it was obvious, so why couldn’t she have him? Why did he deny them both what they needed?
“I see you were up sewing again last night.”
“Do you like it? I couldn’t sleep and needed something to do with my hands.”
“I do like it, but it isn’t something to wear outside. Just for in here.”
“Just for you?”
Antoine growled under his breath and Cassandra smiled to herself. Whether he made a move or not, it didn’t change how badly he wanted it. She could see it clearly in his expression.
“I don’t think you realize what you’re doing here, Cassandra.”
She shrugged. “I am pretty sure I do. You’re not cooperating, though.”
Cassandra smiled, trying to give him the come-hither look that she’d been rocking for a while now. She needed him, was practically throwing herself at him, and he just swiped her away.
Her confidence was dashed, and Cassandra didn’t try to tempt him any longer. She just ignored the feelings that were dying to come out. She ignored the throbbing that was caused with thoughts of him. Cassandra also tried desperately to ignore the increasingly frequent dreams she was having about dragons and mystery men. She was starting to figure that it was Antoine. He was taking over her mind. But for some reason, he wouldn’t take her body.
Cassandra had done everything she could think to do. She’d gotten literally naked and displayed herself for him, begging him silently to give her what they both needed. It hadn’t worked. She had to seriously consider the fact that she had seen it wrong and Antoine didn’t want her at all.
What else could it be?




Chapter 10

Antoine
Antoine walked in from another rough day and found himself even more bothered than when he’d left. Cassandra had started to wilt in the cabin, and she barely spoke to him, but he swore she was doing everything in her power to get his attention. And she had it, all of it.
Seeing her like that, feeling the pent-up need that had been stalking him for weeks now, he had had enough. Something inside of him snapped and he could no longer pretend like she wasn’t single-handedly driving him to the edge of insanity. Antoine couldn’t take it anymore.
“I can’t keep doing this, Cassandra.”
“Doing what?”
“This, pretending.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
Cassandra was bent over, adjusting something and Antoine could have sworn that she was doing it on purpose. He’d noticed her enticing him for days now and Antoine also could swear that her skirts were getting shorter by the day. He was quite sure if he leaned his head just a little bit to one side, he would be able to see her panties in the current one.
She hadn’t even bothered to stand up and talk to him. She was doing something, organizing papers, something. All he could see was that round ass of hers in the air, calling to him, and he could swear that she was ready for him in all ways. He was off in his senses, not dealing with human women too much. To him, though, Cassandra was giving him all the signs, and he was hoping that today was the day that they could cut through all of the crap and both of them get what they wanted.
“How about the fact that your ass is always in my face?”
Cassandra stood up, feeling the light touch on her hip as she did. She looked behind her, but Antoine wasn’t letting her turn around. His body was now pressed up against hers, making it so that she couldn’t move. She made a whimpering sound and he asked her what it was that she wanted.
“You know what I want. Just a job.”
Antoine second guessed all of the signs. “Are you sure?”
His words were on her neck and she shivered, her body trembling against his in the most delicious way. Her ass went back against his groin and he groaned with the movement. She looked behind her and kissed him softly on the lips. It surprised him that she wasn’t going to pretend anymore. When she said the last bit, he thought for sure that he had been wrong.
“I’m not sure of anything but how good it feels with you so close. I just find myself attracted to you, Antoine. I know that I shouldn’t. You’re definitely off-limits, but I can’t seem to help myself. I need you.”
She tried to turn around again and Antoine stopped her. He was still trying to keep himself together. It was easier said than done. She was writhing against his body and he was so hard from the movement. Antoine had been wanting her since the moment that he’d seen her in the car. He’d been hard-pressed to describe a time where he had been more than ready like he was then. It was practically bursting out of him. He didn’t want to lose control but knew that he would if given half a chance.
It couldn’t go all the way. He repeated that to himself, as he pushed her forward, making their bodies mesh more than ever before. She gasped at the feel of him then and it was like music to his ears. Antoine couldn’t have asked for anything better and the sound emboldened him. He was able to put all of his fears aside and his hands moved around her body. He had waited so long to touch her breasts, always swaying in his face, teasing him. He wasn’t disappointed, either. They were still perky and firm, yet soft to the touch when he mashed them. Cassandra’s whimper was also hot.
Antoine didn’t want to go too far, too fast, but the way she was responding was like a dream, and he couldn’t help himself. He had to have her, needed her badly.
“Good thing this skirt is so short.”
He yanked it up and smacked the ass that was revealed to him. He had been trying to figure out what color her panties were. He never would have guessed that she wasn’t wearing any at all. That bothered him more than he cared to admit.
“Why were you walking around like this?”
“I’ve been walking around like this for days. You just now noticed.”
Antoine pressed his clothed member between her legs, and she whined. It felt hot, an inferno, and he wanted it. Nothing else was going to do, even as he told himself that it had to be that way. There was no time for anything else.
Quickly, he freed his long length and slid it in between her thighs. She gasped again, looking down as he pushed through her legs. He couldn’t believe how wet she was, making it easy to slide in and out as he saw fit. His hands were full of tit and his mouth was on her neck. All worked to bring her to completion quickly. Too quickly for his liking.
She gripped his arms and squeezed as he felt even more fluid on his thickness. A few strokes across almost ended with him inside of her. Antoine fantasized about pushing her the rest of the way down on the table and slamming in deep. He couldn’t decide if he wanted to do it or if he would. She was right there, he was lined up, and a few inches would be all it took.
Antoine had gone into it knowing he could only go so far. If he went too far with her, or any human, it was a step that he couldn’t take back. Antoine didn’t want to believe that she had some kind of hold on him, but there was more proof of that than anything else. He had fought the desire to slide inside of her for too long, and it would have been so easy.
He pulled back, bit her shoulder and moved away, breathing hard and knowing that he’d gone too far.
“I’m going to be out the rest of the day. I will see you later.”
Just like that, Antoine was running away from her and all of the emotions that she brought up inside of him. He knew that if he wasn’t careful, he was going to fall for that human, if he hadn’t already. He had suspicions that he already had, but Antoine couldn’t admit it, not yet.


***
“Are you sure you’re alright to do this, Antoine? You look like you’re a million miles away right now. Where are you? That damn human has been getting to you again, hasn’t she? I told you, you just need to bang her, so you can think straight.”
“No offense, Nathan, but you can keep your nuggets of wisdom to yourself. I don’t expect you to understand.”
“Oh no, I get it. You want her, you don’t want to want her, and that pisses you off. Been there, done that. It could work out.”
“We’re here to attack your new territory. Do you really want to be talking about this right now?”
“I don’t really want to go in there with you, like this. You need to get your head straight. Maybe this isn’t the day for it.”
They were outside of the main village in the Simpico Islands. The foliage from certain trees were red and when the sun went down, everyone said it looked like it was on fire. It had been named the Fire Islands long before it was named something else for map makers. Nathan now was the Alpha of the whole island and the people there, but he was still getting resistance. They were there to take them out for good and end a feud.
“I got this.”
“You don’t. I am serious, let’s go. I don’t want to do this until you fuck that little human, so that we can do this right. I won’t have you handicapped and getting us both killed in the process.”
Antoine wanted to protest, but he knew that his friend was right. He was about useless, and everything that was going through his head at the moment had nothing to do with a major attack that they were in the middle of. He just didn’t want to admit that he had been messed up so badly by a damn woman. It didn’t matter her genus, just that fact alone was embarrassing. The very fact that Nathan knew about it just made it all the worse.
“I don’t want to do that. We can finish this.”
“No, we can’t, and you’re going to do the right thing and go back home. Take her, get her out of your damn system, and call me when you’re done.”
“You’re serious?”
“You know I am, Antoine. I’ve never seen you like this before and I need the guy that is focused, prepared. You’re not either one of those things.”
“She really is messing with my head.”
“I can see that. Go mess with hers.”
Antoine felt a lightness come over him. It was probably because he knew what was going to happen next. She wanted it, had been practically begging him for it. He hadn’t needed permission, but Antoine liked having an excuse. He liked it that in moments Cassandra was going to be his.


***
Antoine was early that evening and he was quiet coming in. She was always so into whatever she was doing and at the moment, he saw her out in the yard, looking at flowers. One of the great things about being so far off in the woods as he was, he didn’t have to worry about neighbors or passerby cars and people spoiling his fun.
“My sister planted those.”
She jumped and told Antoine that he had to stop doing that to her. The clothes were the first thing that he noticed. The skirt she was wearing was much longer, almost to the ground and her shirt was covering everything quite modestly. Antoine started to immediately worry that he’d been too much, went too far, and now he was ready and she wasn’t.
He took a few steps closer and she looked away. “I didn’t even know that you had a sister.”
“There is a lot that you don’t know about me. It’s hard to get to know someone when there is all of this tension between us, though, don’t you think?”
Cassandra agreed, yet she didn’t know what to do about it and said so.
“I think that we have to get rid of this tension first. Then, we would be clear to go further in knowing each other.”
Antoine was so close, and he could see her breathing was faster and she was thinking about something more. He hoped that she was thinking along the same lines that he was.
“Yeah? How do we do that?”
She asked so innocently, Antoine didn’t know if she was just being coy or not. He wanted her to know and consent to what came next. He thought it would be obvious, their time together had led up to it, so why was he having such a hard time knowing now?
“Do you really not know?”
Cassandra had craned her neck up to see him. The smile was back, uncertainty behind it, but desire laced it all. It brought Antoine to the realization that he wasn’t that far off at all.
“No, Antoine, I really don’t. You go hot to cold a lot on me. I don’t know if I am coming or going half the time with you.”
Antoine promised that he was going to make it clear. His lips pressed against hers and she wilted with the touch. Her body molded against his and Antoine had her shirt off and her bra undone before she mentioned the fact that it was freezing.
He chuckled and pulled her toward the cabin. “I guess I had my mind on other things.”
Antoine didn’t give her time to answer or walk on her own for that matter. He was thinking of only one thing now and the more she tried to play games with him, the more he wanted her. Now, though, the games were over and by the look on her face, Cassandra knew it as well.
Once they got inside, they didn’t get far before he was pushing her against the wall from behind. He wanted her just as badly, and this time, he wasn’t just going to slide in between her legs. He had to have all of her this time, or it just wouldn’t do.
“No, Antoine.”
He stopped immediately, not wanting to believe that he’d heard the words he knew he had. She was telling him no and he pulled back. It was one of the hardest things he’d ever had to do in his whole life. Antoine felt physical pain from having to do it and he wasn’t very happy about it.
Cassandra flipped around, peering up at him. He tried to soften his features, but he couldn’t.
“Let’s go to the bedroom, where there is a bed. Wouldn’t that be nice?”
Antoine instantly felt better, knowing that she wasn’t refusing him. A change of location was a quick remedy and he picked her up, threw her over his shoulder and proceeded to take her where she wanted to be. Antoine didn’t care where they went. As long as he got to be with her, that was all that mattered.
He tossed her on the bed like she was a ragdoll and Cassandra scrambled to get right. Antoine started to pull his clothes off, saving himself time later when he wasn’t going to want to waste a second. Her eyes widened at his chest being revealed and she said something about his tattoos.
“We all get them at some time.”
Antoine was undoing his pants while he spoke, pulling them down with no ceremony. He was beyond any kind of reason at this point, had been for days, maybe even weeks. Cassandra had been playing with his emotions and desires and now she was going to see firsthand what it did to him. Knowing that she wanted it, made it all the better.
Their eyes met and he gruffly told her to do the same.
“If you don’t want your creation to be ripped to shreds, take it off!”
Cassandra jumped and Antoine cursed himself. He really did need to get a grip on himself. How was he ever going to give them what they both needed if he was biting her head off every time he turned around?
He approached the bed and watched her scramble to take the rest of her clothing off. The tits that he saw in his dreams and on his wall where he’d put the drawing was now back in view. He couldn’t have been happier and was thoroughly convinced that they were better in person. There was just something missing, like the reality of it all and his ability to put his hands on them.
Her skin was tanned, and she had long legs for her short stature. Legs and tits, that’s all he could see as he moved onto the bed, adding his weight on her when he reached the best position to enter her. Antoine noticed then that she would barely look him in the eyes. There was something shy and innocent about the wideness and quickened breath. What was going on? What had he missed?
“Have you ever done this before? You act like you haven’t. You’re eying my cock like it’s going to attack you.”
“Well, isn’t it?”
He chuckled. “A little.”
She swallowed hard and he prompted her to answer him.
“Yes, I have done it before. Once. And it was very different.”
Antoine wanted to be the first, but he asked the question anyway. He didn’t want to know how it was, so why did he ask?
“What was different about it?”
“It was dark, quick, clumsy. I wasn’t all that into it.”
“And now?”
She looked away. “Now, I am a bit overwhelmed and I wish you would slow down. I didn’t even see the guy naked before and I guarantee he didn’t look like you.”
Antoine was surprisingly satisfied with her answer. He was going to be her first in many ways, and the part he didn’t like was already taken care of. To Antoine, it was the best of both worlds.
“This will be much different.”
Cassandra agreed too automatically and that he found humorous. Humor was the only thing keeping him from ravishing her. She wasn’t ready for such things. He instinctively knew that he was going to have to go slow with Cassandra. He needed to, if they were to have the blissful coming together that he was hoping for. They had to do things the right way.
“I should take my time, get you all juiced up, a few orgasms with my mouth, but honestly, Cassandra, I can’t. If I don’t get inside of you soon, I seriously think I might die.”
She giggled like he was joking, until she felt him press the head in. She stopped and her first reaction was to clench. Even just that small bit made him grit his teeth, knowing it was going to be torture. The next few minutes warming her up was going to cause more of the same painful denial that he’d been experiencing for too long.
He had to close his eyes, feeling the beast start to come out in him. He tried to control it, knowing that she wasn’t ready for it. Antoine wasn’t either. It had never happened before in such a way, not with a woman. It was his other half calling to mate. He wasn’t ready for forever.
Antoine quickly pulled out the tiny bit he was inside of her and he was already regretting that decision. She was ripe for the taking, beyond wet, steaming hot. They both needed this.
“What are you doing?”
He laid down next to her. “I think you should lead, Cassandra, or I am going to be a bit rougher than I want to be. You’re so tight.”
“It’s been a long time….”
He cut her off. Antoine couldn’t hear any more.
“Just come here and climb on.”
She blushed and moved to where he was laying. Cassandra stopped to lean down and lick the head of his hard length. Antoine practically shouted at her, yanking her away from him. “Definitely not the time for that.”
She shook and her body had crushed against his. Antoine could feel every curve and he was finding his new plan even worse. Never had he had such a hard time fighting off the urges of his animal side. It was hurting him to fight it, but he feared what would happen if he just let it go. He was stuck and needed something to take his mind off of what he really wanted to do.
Cassandra sat up, bracing herself against his chest. She lifted up and slowly lowered herself down on top of him. Antoine cried out with the pleasure of it, needing the hotness that was now inundating every bit of him. She felt good, really good, and he moved his hands behind his head. They wanted to take her and slam her down on top of him. That part of him, the beast side, wanted to take her and mate her for life. He wasn’t there yet. He didn’t want to fill her with his seed and children. He wasn’t going to have a choice, though. The more she moved on top of him, the harder it was to resist.
He worried about the surfacing of his dragon. She wouldn’t understand why his eyes were glowing and why parts of him were growing. He had never been with a human, certainly not with one that didn’t know what he was. She would notice that something was off. She would freak out.
Antoine gritted his teeth and closed his eyes. Maybe if he wasn’t watching her ride him, beautiful breasts out, eyes closed, then it wouldn’t be so hard on him. He would be able to think straight.
That wasn’t the case at all, though. With his eyes closed, it just made his other senses heightened. Now, he could feel every inch being buried deep. He stopped her hips for a moment, listening to her whine. “I’m so close, Antoine… Please don’t make me stop.”
Her pleading was done in this tiny voice that really did him in. Antoine pushed her down and made himself go deeper. He was already growing, the beast unable to be held back and she gasped. Could she tell he’d just gotten thicker and longer? Her panting said she did, as well as how she was shaking now above him. It was magical, musical, and then she was crying out in pleasure. He held her down, not having to move an inch. She moved enough for the both of them, trying to get away from him.
“Where are you going?”
“I can’t.”
It was already too late. He was filling her deep and he let go of her. The swelling of his member didn’t allow Cassandra to go anywhere, until he had filled her to the brim. She was now going to be the mother of his children. She was now his mate. He hadn’t thought that would happen. He was just supposed to fuck her, but his dragon, well, his dragon had just chosen his mate.
Once wasn’t enough, though. His dragon was unable to be tamed, once he finally gave into the feel of Cassandra’s milking insides. His beast grabbed her hips and pulled her down on his length that had quickly regrown. She called out in surprise and more pleasure.
“You didn’t think I was done, did you?”
Cassandra didn’t have time to answer, Antoine pushed in before she could. It was deep and fast, and Cassandra was left calling out. She was throbbing around him and Antoine was lost for a moment. He had to grit his teeth to not lose control. Cassandra being on top wasn’t working. He couldn’t handle her the way he wanted to, and it wasn’t going to be enough to be inside of her. He wanted to demolish her for the night, so that she never looked anywhere else for what she needed.
Antoine had to show her that he was all that was on the menu from now on, and he would satisfy her in all ways, once his beast had had his fill. His dragon was ravenous at the moment, never having com out to play before.




Chapter 11

Cassandra
“I don't know what that was, but holy shit.”
“What do you mean? Do you really need help with the definition?”
“No, I don’t. I have done something like that before, but it was nothing like that. At all. It felt like your thing got even bigger in the end there. Like a lot bigger.”
“My thing?”
“You know what I mean.”
“Yeah, I know what you mean. I just find it hilarious that after everything that we just did and after coming five times all over my cock, you’re still shy. How is that even possible?”
As soon as he said the word cock, Cassandra couldn't even meet his gaze anymore. She wasn't used to those type of words and what they had just done was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. Cassandra didn't know what to think of it.
“Well, just because we did it doesn't mean that I can't be a bit shy around you. Especially when you’re as hard as you are. Your thing is getting big again and that makes me shy.”
“I have to say, I really like when you talk dirty. When that pretty little mouth of yours talks about my manhood, there is just something super-hot about it.”
Cassandra could see that he was getting that look of need in his eyes again and it made her nervous. She quickly got up from the bed and told him that she wasn't ready for that. Her whole body was still screaming from his attention. Cassandra needed a break, more than anything else.
“Do you want me to make you something?”
“No. What I'm hungry for is right next to me in the bed. Why don't you just come lay back down, and I will take care of both of us.”
She shook her head and said that she wasn't going to.
“I need to go take a shower, and I know that getting into bed with you is probably one of the worst things that I could do.”
He started to offer to go with her and she added the fact that she needed to take a shower alone. He got this grin on his face and Cassandra suspected that he knew why she was so skittish around him. He was an out of this world lover and even though Cassandra had very little experience, she had a feeling that what had just transpired between them was not normal. If it was, how could anyone be in a bad mood?
“Are you sure you don't need help with me washing your back or something?”
Cassandra shook her head quickly and made him chuckle. “No, I'm pretty sure I'll be okay. You just stay there.”
He made a menacing growl in her direction and it may Cassandra jump and move a little bit faster into the bathroom. She shut the door, almost locking it, but leaving it unlocked just in case. Her whole body was vibrating from the incredible sensations that he had caused in her. She was so relaxed and let the water pour down on her for several minutes. It started to work out the kinks that his lovemaking had caused, so tight that it was going to take some time to chill out. Everything was just happening too quickly.
Antoine knocked on the door a little while later and she assured him that he was not needed. He obviously wanted to give her a hand, but she didn't believe that hand was what was needed. A hand would certainly turn into something more. She couldn't imagine it not.
After a little while longer, she left the bathroom and was a bit nervous to face him. Even though he was right and they had done so much together, that didn't mean that she still wasn't as shy as she had been. Now, it was even worse because he knew intimately what her body looked like. That was a hard pill to swallow.
“I was wondering when you were going to come out. Decided that you were ready to stop hiding, or did you run out of hot water?”
She smirked and told him that she ran out of hot water.
“Yeah, I'm surprised it lasted as long as it did. You don't really get a very big water tank out this way.”
She said that it was sufficient, even though it really wasn't. Cassandra could've easily hidden in there the rest of the night, but she was actually starving.
Antoine had made something and she was grateful for that. She was also grateful for the fact that they wouldn't just be staring at each other waiting to say something. Cassandra didn't think that she could say much more. That had happened and Cassandra was still trying to get over it. It was new circumstances that she had never seen coming. She had never seen Antoine come, either.
“Are you not even going to look at me now?”
Cassandra finally did after a moment, letting her eyes flick up to his face.
“Sorry, I'm not trying to offend you or anything. I just don't really know what to say.”
“Did you enjoy what we did?”
She gave him a look and asked him if he really needed his ego stroked.
“Kind of. You're starting to make me nervous, not letting me know if you’re satisfied.”
“Of course, I liked it. The fact that you're asking is ridiculous. I thought that it would be pretty clear how much I enjoyed it.”
“It was clear how much you can come, but now you seem to be regretting it. That is not what I was looking for.”
“I don't regret it, it was just... Intense.”
“I'm sorry for that. I lost my head a little bit. I didn't want it to be that way for you. I wanted things to be gentle and slow.”
She scoffed. “I don't think you want that at all. I think it was just what you wanted.”
He looked at her for a moment and the smile spread wide across his face. “You’re probably right. I tried to take it slow, but something inside of me wouldn’t let it be.”
“Another part of you?”
“Yeah, the part that is just a little bit feral.”
“Well, whatever it was, that was a lot. I don't know if I'll be able to look you in the eyes for a while. Your feral side is a bit much.”
“Wait until tonight, and I will make you feel all of that with my mouth. Make you beg for more again.”
Cassandra shifted uncomfortably and Antoine just laughed a little louder. Cassandra was having a real hard time with the conversation, but it seemed to be right up his alley. Cassandra didn’t do those kinds of things and she certainly didn’t talk about it.
“Why do you say those kinds of things to me?”
“Probably because I like the way you get goosebumps on your arms and I like how nervous you get. I like that I make you nervous. I like that with a few touches, I can have you screaming out my name. It definitely gives me a feeling of power.”
“And that's why you like it?”
He got serious for a moment, handing her some honey for her biscuits.
“No, it has nothing to do with the power. You are actually the one in control, so you have the power. I’ve never had a girl make me feel the things that you do.”
“So, if you lose power to me, why do you like it? You seem to be a man that wants to keep control.”
“Because you feel so damn good.”
“Does it always do that thing, right at the end?”
“What thing right at the end?”
“You know, where it gets bigger?”
“I don't think it gets bigger.”
She shook her head adamantly to the contrary. “No, trust me. It got bigger. I don't remember that from before, and I didn't think that that was actually a thing. Is it just you, or do other guys do that, too?”
He frowned at that. “Are you already thinking about other men?”
She hitched her breath and just kind of shook her head. “Wow, that happened fast.”
“What?”
“That idiot jealousy thing that you guys do sometimes. I mean, that happened quickly tonight. Just the mention of another guy and you’re right there.”
He didn't say much to that and granted, there wasn't much to say. It wasn't like she was asking a question. It was merely an observation, and whether he wanted to hear it or not, it was still true. Cassandra had too much experience with envious men.
“It would be quite hard not to be jealous of you, Cassandra. I think I am jealous of any man that has ever kissed you or touched you before in their life. Maybe I'm even envious of men that have looked upon you. Now that you’re mine, I never want anyone to look at you like that again. I don't know if I'd be able to take it.”
“Since I'm yours?”
She giggled a little bit because she thought it was funny. She thought he said it like it was a joke, but he was far more serious than she thought he would be. “Yes, Cassandra, you're mine now. I can't be with you in that way and not have you as my own.”
Still, she was laughing a little bit, making light of it, but he got very serious, very quickly.
“I'm not joking, Cassandra. You’re mine now.”
“Don't you think that I'm supposed to have a say in it?”
“You had a say in it, when you were naked when I came in. You were pushing for this, and I'm telling you now, that you got it.”
Cassandra didn’t really feel like she had won anything. If anything, it was like she was being put in her place. Cassandra had never liked that. She refused to talk about it anymore. Cassandra didn’t know what he meant by her being his, and he didn’t elaborate. Instead, he just looked at her amused, and knowing she was mad, he just smiled.
“Why are you smiling like an idiot?”
“Because I’m thinking about in a little while what’s going to happen when we go to bed.”
“Yeah? What’s that going to be?”
He grinned and leaned a bit closer, like he had some great conspiracy to tell her.
“I’m going to lick every inch of you, Cassandra, that’s what.”
She shivered and looked away. All he did was laugh at her red face and Cassandra wanted to deny it, tell him no. She knew that she wasn’t going to, though. How could she say no to him? Why would she want to?
Cassandra sat back and didn’t say a word. That was even funnier to him and she sighed loudly. “You know, you can say I’m yours all you want to, but you keep it up, you’ll be sleeping alone.”
That shut him up and it was Cassandra’s turn to laugh. It was so fast, and she found it hilarious.
“You’re mean. You aim straight for the jugular.”
“Thought you’d see things my way.”
He grinned. “You can claim the win for now, but we both know that once I get my hands on you, Cassandra, I’ll be the one that gets my way.”
Cassandra knew he was right, and she tried to deny it, but it felt like a lie, even to her own ears. The bravado was false and that was obvious, too. Her body shook with thoughts of what his hands and mouth could do. 


***
Before Cassandra could find out what Antoine had in mind, Antoine got a call on his satellite phone and moments later, he was getting dressed and saying that he had to leave. He had on light clothes and she couldn’t believe that he wasn’t going to take a heavy coat. It was freezing outside. When she mentioned it, he told her that he didn’t feel the cold.
He gave her a kiss and told her he would be back as soon as he could be. She wanted to ask questions of where he would be, but she’d learned quickly that he was a private man, and she wasn’t going to push it. There was no point. Cassandra just knew deep down that he would be back soon. He wanted her and getting back to her was a real incentive that she didn’t mind using.
That left her in the cabin by herself. It was not something that was very strange anymore. She spent a lot of time there by herself because he was always so busy, doing this and that. She wasn't really sure what it was he did, just that he was gone more than he was there. After what happened at the office, Cassandra didn't really question much of anything. He had warned her that there was danger in their lives. Cassandra trusted Antoine to keep her safe. Maybe she shouldn't, she didn't even know him that well, but she did.
Cassandra went into Antoine's room and looked through the drawings. There were several of them that made her pause. They were pictures of her, many pictures of her. As she worked her way down the disorganized pile on the table, she saw a couple with dragons that caught her eye. Antoine did not really draw fanciful things, but real-life subjects. Pictures of dragons were strange to be in the midst of the rest of his drawings. They stood out, because they were so lifelike, like all the rest of them. But how could a dragon be lifelike?
Even weirder still was the fact that Cassandra recognized the dragon. It was the same one that was constantly in her dreams. The one that turned into a man and made love to her. How could he know what the dream dragon looked like?
It was hard for her to really think about it. She could feel her face getting red and she was thankful that she was alone. He probably wouldn't like her in his bedroom, anyway. He was very secretive, but Cassandra knew that she would not be able to stop herself from asking about the dragons.
The drawings were done so well. So much care was put into each scale and since it was just like the one in her dream, she had to wonder if that was a coincidence or not. Maybe he had dreams about them just like she did? If that were the case, what would that even mean?
She looked around a little bit more, but the dragon drawings were probably the most interesting thing she could find. There were a few old books, but they were written in a language that she didn't even understand, so she couldn't tell for sure how important they were. All she knew for certain was the fact that she was there. There had been a buildup of desire between the two of them all day and she had been looking forward to turning that into something good.
Cassandra started the bath. It wasn't the end of the day and she wasn't even dirty, but Cassandra needed some relaxation time. A tub of bubbles and hot water sounded like just the cure for what ailed her. If that couldn't calm her down, nothing else would.
She tried to push it all out of her mind. She tried her best to calm herself and be patient, waiting for Antoine to come back. He said he was going to be a while though, so Cassandra didn’t have a choice. She was going to have to exercise some of that patience that was never enough.
Her head was back, her body submerged in the water. Cassandra was almost asleep when she heard the front door open. Her mind went to Antoine, who else would it be? She called to him, asking him why he was back so soon.
Cassandra was waiting for an answer and she sat up. She made sure her breasts were out and exposed, knowing how much he liked to see her like that. Cassandra was ready for more attention, even if she was still struggling to get over what had happened before. She was still devastated by the way he looked at her and when he was inside of her, it was like nothing she’d ever felt before.
Her face fell when she saw someone else there. It wasn’t Antoine smiling down at her from the door. She moved to cover herself, but there was no use.
“Well, well, well. What do we have here? It looks like we have a pretty little human, hiding in the bathtub.”
Human?
“I wasn’t hiding, I was taking a bath. Who are you guys? Get out of here!”
She tried to sound indignant, but she just sounded scared, instead. Cassandra had three guys in the bathroom doorway, and they were all leering at her in the worst way possible. She couldn’t even look. She didn’t want to see what she knew was going to be there. Her mind refused to even consider that an option.
“You should leave now. My husband will be home any minute.”
“Yet, you just said that he was back early.”
The man talking was handsome and he knew it. He was grinning at her and looking through the bubbles that were no longer very good coverage. She felt just about as naked as she was.
“Please, let me get dressed and I will get out.”
The tall guy that introduced himself as Gill sauntered into the room, asking her why she was there.
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, Antoine doesn’t like women for more than a night, and certainly not a human. So, why are you here?”
Again, she caught that he said human in a strange way, but she didn’t like him calling her a liar. She didn’t know what to do. Gill was getting closer to the edge of the tub. He sat down on the edge, flicking his finger in the water.
“So, I have to ask, what makes you so special?”
His dark brown eyes were on her heavily and she tried to pull her attention away. He held her there, full lips smiling. “Yes, that’s what I want to know. What makes you so special that Antoine dragged a damn human off to his cabin? You really must be something. I think I might like try you out and see.”




Chapter 12

Antoine
Since Antoine had gotten his mind clear with Cassandra, the next day the only thing on his ‘To Do List’ was to take care of Nathan's enemies. They had become not just a problem to his friend, but a problem to him as well. They had found his office and they had done several attacks on people that he knew. The only way forward was to cut down the enemy and help Nathan take his rightful place as leader. Then, he would be able to settle down any more factions against him, creating peace instead of war that everyone was tired of. It was one of the reasons that Antoine had shunned so many of his kind. They had a thirst for warring that he never had. He was good at it, killing and dominance, but that didn’t mean that he liked to do it.
The two men attacked some of the last remaining people that had once run Fire Island. Some of them conceded and were more than happy to just be a spectator or a civilian. About half of them gave up their place, knowing Nathan was the true king.
Since Antoine avoided violence, he was happy that so many had decided to step down and walk away from the fight. Many others did not, though. It made violence necessary again, for that night.
It might have seemed brutal, but there was no halfway. They either had to bend or they were killed. It was just that simple and many still didn’t want to bend. Antoine knew that they would break, and he also knew that he would not enjoy one bit of it. And he didn’t.
He was on his way back home, leaving Nathan to go to his own place. Nathan had a bit of a ways to travel, so they separated much quicker than usual. His friend was eager to get home to his new wife. Antoine was eager to get home to Cassandra as well. They still had to have a conversation, the one where he explained a little bit about his customs and how their first time together changed everything. She was going to need to know that there was no going back.
They were mated and even when all of it was said and done, nothing was going to go back to the way it was. He couldn’t even imagine what it would be like not to be with her all the time. Antoine hadn’t lived with a woman like that, but they already were, and it felt natural. He hoped it to be more of the same. He was optimistic of the future, something that scared him, merely because it was a lot harder to fall, as high up as he was.
Antoine was in good spirits, even considering that he had to kill several people and that was something that he never liked to do. Even that in the back of his mind wasn’t enough to ruin the anticipation that he had for Cassandra. She was so close and once he got to his place, all he thought about was sliding deep inside of her and making her beg again. It was the sweetest sound.
He was so lost in thought that he missed the smell coming in. It was strong, acrid almost in his nostrils. How could he have missed that? As soon as he touched down, he smelled the other shifters there, and he instantly knew that it was an enemy. Nathan was gone, and no one else that he liked would come out in the middle of the day without saying something first. It was more than one shifter, as well.
Antoine worried about Cassandra being there with them and he shifted to his human form, hoping that he had a secret to keep still, as well as a mate to love. He should have gone in with caution, but that went out the window as soon as he got closer. Considering that it probably wasn't somebody that he got along with, it made him realize that there was a lot that could go wrong.
When he got to the door, it was open, and it looked like they had just walked in. It didn't take that much of a guess to realize that the visitors were most likely there because of Nathan's drama. They had attacked them earlier this evening, and the people there now must have been away when the attack occurred. If not, they would be dead now.
He wanted to call to Cassandra and make sure that she was alright, but he didn't want to give away his position, either. There was obviously somebody else there with her and he did not want them to know that he was there. Whoever it was, it would obviously be better if he was able to get the jump on them.
That's what he told himself, until he heard the man in the bathroom talking to his mate, telling her how special she must be and how he wanted to find out what she was so special for. There was fear in her voice, and he couldn’t let it happen any longer. Antoine wasn’t going to be able to sit by and let it happen. Instead, he went forward, dropping one guy from behind and breaking his neck, before he got behind another guy, and was about to do the same.
“Antoine, there you are.”
“You are here for me?”
“Of course, we are. What else would I be doing here?”
“I don't know, it looks like you’re messing with an innocent woman at the moment.”
Gills smiled. “I don't think that this one is all that innocent. If she is, she is lying to you. She seems like the type that can get real wild and nasty. I keep trying to get her to come out of the bathtub, but she refuses. Let's see if she refuses you.”
He could see that Cassandra was upset. She was not used to that sort of treatment and Antoine hated that someone else was messing with her in such a way. She didn't deserve it.
“Leave her alone. Your beef is with me, not with her.”
“It doesn't matter to me. As soon as I take care of you, I'm going to come back and take care of her. Do you really think that I could walk in on this woman in the bath and not try something? Are you that immune to her beauty? Have you had it for so long  you are not as grateful as you should be?”
“Trust me when I tell you that I am definitely very aware of how great she is.”
The man wasn't all that happy with Antoine's answer. Antoine didn't really care, though. He was too worried about getting that guy away from Cassandra. The second guy was still in his grip and he wanted to break his neck, just to take out one less person to fight later. It obviously wasn’t ideal with Cassandra looking on, but neither was that man putting his hands all over her, either.
“Why don't you just let her go? There is no need to keep this going.”
“Like I said before, if you want to die first, that's fine. But if you think that I am going to let this little minx out of my sight for even a moment, you're not as smart as you think you are. As soon as I let her out of my sight, she's going to run, and I know it. I can't let that happen.”
“She's just a human. What would she do to you?”
He looked at Antoine and smiled. “I would imagine that it would be the same that you are getting out of her. She is quite the lovely thing, so don’t act like you don't know exactly what a beautiful woman like her is for.”
“She's already claimed. You can't touch her.”
“You claimed her? You actually claimed a human? Your beast claimed her?”
“Like you said, look at her. It was a no-brainer.”
Gill was not happy with that information. He obviously did not want to be denied the pleasure of her company.
“Well, it doesn't matter. You will die and then it won’t matter.”
Cassandra was not one to sit idly by. She stood up from the bathtub. They were talking about her like she wasn’t even there and that obviously upset her, enough that she used sheer shock to get out of the thick of things.
“I do not belong to anybody and nobody is going to have me. Antoine, will you please take care of these two? I need to go get dressed. It's freezing in here. You have left the door open.”
Antoine didn't know what to say. She just walked out amongst the other two guys like they hadn't been holding her hostage the whole time and it hadn’t bothered her at all. He was impressed, really, and he wasn't the only one watching her leave with admiration. She really was an enigma, making no sense to have that much confidence in the situation, but having it nonetheless.
Everyone was so shocked from her getting up and walking away, that nobody did anything to stop her. Gill was left gawking and it took Antoine only a moment to pull himself together and break the neck of the second man in his hold. He started to walk toward Gill, and Gill ran out of the bathroom.
“That really isn't very becoming, is it?”
“I never said that I was going to get killed for Fire Island. They are not even the ruler anymore. Let Nathan have it, if that's what he wants. The title is worthless.”
Antoine watched in fascination as the guy ran out of his cabin. He knew that he was going to have to go after him and end him. There was no way that he could leave him alive, especially knowing that he had the whereabouts of his house. Nobody knew where he lived and the only way to keep it that way was to make sure that no one with flappy lips was able to find him.
He went to Cassandra, after he closed the door, and asked her if she was alright. She said that she was and even though she had been brave and walked out of there, it didn’t change the fact that she was shaking terribly, and he had to pull her close to assure her. There was nothing but an enormous amount of guilt that ran through him. Once again, Cassandra was getting dragged into things that had nothing to do with her. In truth, that had nothing to do with him, either.
“I'm sorry to leave you, but I need to go take care of this.”
“And by take care of it, you mean?”
“We don't really need to talk about it. Why don't you stay in here until I get back, so that I can get the other ones out of the way?”
Cassandra looked over at the bodies down the hall and then looked away quickly. She said that she had no problems being there with the door shut. The last thing that she wanted to do was have anything to do with the bodies.
“I think I'm going to lay down. When you're done in here... When you're done, just come get me.”
“Okay, Cassandra. I'm sorry that this happened to you. I'm sorry that my life has been so hard for you.”
“I know that you didn't mean for this to happen. But I do need to ask you something.”
“What? Whatever it is that you want to know, just ask.”
“He kept calling me a human, like there was something else to be. It was so weird.”
“Did he?”
“Yeah, and you said it, too. You said that I was just a human. What did you mean by that? And what else is there?”
Antoine paused for a moment, maybe to run, because she narrowed her eyes at him suspiciously.
“What is it that you're not telling me?”
“Trust me Cassandra, there are some things that you are just better off not knowing.”
“And who gets to make that decision?”
“At the moment, I do. You don't need to know everything.”
“So, you're not going to tell me what it was all about? You're not going to tell me why he kept calling me human and acting like there was something else besides humans?”
“If I said that I wasn't going to tell you, would you still try to find out?”
“Of course, I would. You can’t expect me just to leave it. With everything that is going on, I need to know what is really going on. I have been here for a couple of weeks now and there has been another attack. I don't even want to think about what that guy Gill was going to do to me. If I'm going to be in the middle of all this, I at least should know what is really going on. What is this big secret that you have, that you won't let me know? How much worse can it really be, than what I already know?”
He chuckled and it sounded bitter, even to his own ears. “Trust me, Cassandra, it can get so much worse.”
“I do trust you, Antoine, but the problem is that you don't trust me. You said that we're meant to be together and I am yours, but are you mine? And if you are, how can we be together and me not really know the truth about you?”
“Why do you think that there is a truth that needs to be found?”
“Because I can just feel it. Tell me I'm wrong and I'll stop asking. If you can honestly tell me that I'm barking up the wrong tree and I'm completely off, then I will quit altogether. But I think we both know that you can’t honestly say that.”
Antoine wasn't going to argue with her. He was keeping something from her, several somethings, and he wasn't ready for any of it. It was his dragon that had claimed her, not him. It wasn't like he wasn't too far from doing it himself, obviously, but the dragon pushed things along a little bit faster than he was prepared for. He did not know how he was supposed to do everything in the short amount of time that he had. He hadn't even gotten to know her before he had made her his mate.
Soon, she would have to be told about the babies, or she would just start to realize it when she had morning sickness and her stomach started to grow at an alarming rate. Shifter babies were faster. They were harder on human mothers, and they couldn't be safely delivered in a hospital. There was a lot that was going to be different for Cassandra, more than anything she would have ever expected. They had not even talked about children, and already they had settled down with one of their own, something Cassandra didn’t even know about.
“I'm not saying that I don't have secrets, but I don't think you're ready for them yet.”
“Secrets, as in plural?”
Antoine nodded his head. There was no sense in lying as far as he was concerned. He didn't want everything to be a secret, but he worried that it would be too much, too soon. He was still trying to get her used to copulating with him. Motherhood and being with a dragon were obviously going to be hard to wrap her head around.
Most women would be completely freaked out by it. Antoine didn’t know how Cassandra was going to take it. She might freak out and not want anything to do with him. That’s what worried him. It was scary if she didn’t accept him, because it wasn’t like he could just stop being a dragon. It's just who he was. What if she didn't want him for who he was?
He didn't want to think about it. Antoine had always been the man that didn't feel anything. Women fell in love with him, lots of women had done it in the past, but he had never felt equally what they felt for him. For the longest time, Antoine had genuinely thought that he was broken. He had imagined that he was so messed up that he wasn't even capable of love. How sad was that?
“There are a few, but like I said, I'm worried about it being a bit too much for you.”
“How bad could it be?”
He laughed to himself because it was funny. She was envisioning horrible things, but Antoine was certain that she wasn't thinking about anything close to what the truth was. How could she? In her reality, people like him don't even exist.
“I don't know, I guess it depends on how open you can keep your mind.”
“It depends on how open it's supposed to be. Is it going to be one of those things where I need to be like open to you having a second wife? Because I can honestly tell you that I’m not going to be okay with that, ever.”
“Why is that where your mind goes? Do you really think that I have other women in my life? I’m out here in the middle of nowhere, so I don’t have to deal with them.”
Antoine could see that she wasn’t sure what to think.
“Losing you is the worst thing that I could think of happening, so I guess I am worried about you finding another woman, one that will know things that I don’t. I know that men like experience.”
“I want you, Cassandra, no one else. You will never have to worry about me being with someone else. It wouldn’t be possible.”
“Just because you say you won’t doesn’t mean it’s not possible.”
Antoine sighed. How was he supposed to just come out with it? She was going to freak out. How could she not? She was never going to be okay with this. The closer he got to telling her, the more Antoine started to sweat. He was worried, genuinely scared, because he didn’t want to lose her, either. He knew that he might, how could he not?
“Trust me, Cassandra, it’s physically not possible. I will only get hot and ready for you, forever.”
Cassandra smiled, telling him that he had said the sweetest things and that was certainly one thing that Antoine meant. He meant every word of it. His dragon had claimed her and that was that.
“That isn’t just a line.”
“You know that I don’t understand half of what you say, right?”
He chuckled. “I am not trying to be that way, I promise you. I just don’t know how to say it. Why don’t we go get a drink? Maybe that will help it all come out.”
“Is it that bad that you need to drink to tell me?”
“Yeah, I guess it is. I think you’re going to need one, too, but you probably shouldn’t.”
“Why not?”
“Well, because you are probably pregnant, Cassandra, and it’s not good for our baby.”
She had disbelief on her face. “Our baby?! What in the world are you talking about?”
Antoine touched her stomach. “It’s okay, Cassandra. It’s a good thing.”




Chapter 13

Cassandra
“It’s a good thing? I don’t know what you’re talking about Antoine, but that’s not really how it works.”
“We’ve been together, Cassandra.”
“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean that it is going to happen.”
“My family is very fertile.”
Cassandra paused and looked at Antoine. He said it in a weird way. She was missing something, a feeling that she had most of the time when it came to Antoine. It was one of the most frustrating feelings that she’d ever had. She just wanted to know what he was talking about.
“I don’t even know what to say to that, Antoine, but I’m pretty sure that it doesn’t matter how fertile your family is. You don’t get pregnant after having sex a couple of times.”
“Alright, I’m not going to fight you on it, but I’m just saying you might want to take it easy. You wouldn’t be able to get drunk anyway, we barely do. The healing starts kicking in and since it’s basically a poison, it gets flushed out, anyway.”
“Okay, Antoine, I don’t get half of what you’re saying. You’re making my head hurt.”
“Don’t you see?”
“No, I don’t.” Cassandra was trying hard not to let her frustration show, but it felt impossible. She was ready to explode and she just wanted him to stop talking in circles. It was doing her no good, and they might as well not even talk, if he was just going to come out with all of that gibberish.
“I am not like other men, Cassandra.”
That made her smile. “Well, that’s no secret, Antoine. I already knew that. It’s what I like about you most.”
Antoine sighed and Cassandra wished that he would just spit it out already. He was working it up, and there was no way that whatever he was going to say was as bad as he was making it out to be. Cassandra wanted to just tell him not to worry about it, it didn’t matter. It did to him, though. He wanted to tell her, so all Cassandra could do was sit down and wait it out.
When she realized that it wasn’t coming out of him just yet, she asked him if he would like her to make him a drink.
“I won’t have one, if you think that there is a chance that I’m pregnant, but I don’t think there is. I know we didn’t use anything, Antoine, but that’s okay.”
Antoine nodded and said that he would like a drink. He was off in his mind and Cassandra still had to wonder what was going on in that head of his? What would make a man like Antoine, so capable and secure in himself, what would make him stove up like he was? It had to be something really bad or really good. She had no clue what to think, none at all.
Cassandra was at the sink, rinsing out a glass, when she looked through the window. She dropped the glass in the sink, breaking it on contact. It made a horrible crashing sound, but Cassandra wasn’t worried about the glass. She was worried about the dragon that was coming toward them. It had its mouth open and she heard a scream. Cassandra didn’t realize that she was the one screaming.
Antoine grabbed her seconds before the flow of fire coming out of the beast’s mouth was upon them. She screamed while he covered her with his own body, even though it felt different as time went by. Cassandra was scared, terrified really, not sure what was going on. She didn’t know what was happening and she screamed again, unable to stop herself.
This wasn’t real. It couldn’t be real. She covered her face, her eyes closed, and she waited for the fire to hit her. If it was real… But it couldn’t be. Cassandra wrestled with the thoughts, back and forth, driving herself crazy.
She didn’t feel the burn that had to be coming. The whole place had to be engulfed in flames. Cassandra remembered the way that the office building had gone up. It was about the same time, the sun hitting the horizon, the dark shadow, and then an explosion of fire. Was that what had happened before?
Cassandra tried to get up and look around, but whatever was on her was so heavy that she couldn’t budge it. She was worried about Antoine. He had been on her a minute ago, so where did he go? She struggled to get up and free, to see what was around her, but all she could feel was heat. It wasn’t direct, but there was enough of it around her that she knew that it was an inferno. Something was protecting her, but what about Antoine?
She fought with renewed power, but it was only when the thing wanted to move that she was able to. As that thought played in her head, Cassandra was finally about to see what was on her, keeping her safe from the flames.
A huge dragon, black, though she wasn’t sure if that was its real color or was from the soot and flames. It was getting up next to her. It was so close that screaming seemed like a bad idea, and she just looked up at it, gawking, trying to figure out if she was really seeing it or not.
It got bigger as it sat upright, looking at her as if she wasn’t supposed to say anything. Like it was annoyed with her. Cassandra would have gone somewhere to run and hide, but the cabin was gone, burnt to ash. She couldn’t even imagine how hot a fire had to be to do that. Cassandra was shaking and Antoine was nowhere around.
The eyes of the beast made her feel a little better. She didn’t see it at first, but as she stared up at it, it occurred to her that Antoine was still right there. Cassandra started to also realize that what he had been trying to tell her was impossible. No wonder he couldn’t find the words, she thought to herself.
The other dragon, the one that was a dark red color, was coming back. It had already attacked and this time, Cassandra wasn’t covered. She saw it coming and started to panic. The black dragon came toward her and bent down. She didn’t know what to do, until the idea came to her. She should just get on and he could take her to safety.
It was a bit of a longshot and Cassandra couldn’t believe what she was doing. She was putting her faith in something that didn’t even make sense. None of it did.
Jumping on, she held on tight, as the dragon started to take off. Antoine. Cassandra couldn’t think about it just yet. At the moment, she was afraid of the flames coming out of the other dragon’s mouth, trying to attack them. Cassandra closed her eyes, sure that she was going to be burned alive and not wanting to see that as her end.
The air around her moved quickly and she had the same sensation that she had in her dream. Her body naturally moved with his because she’d been practicing in her sleep. She heard screeching coming from deep within the beast she was riding, and it was enough to make her shake.
She opened her eyes in time to see her ride trying to bake the attack dragon with his fire. It was coming from within it, and there was something gurgling and mixing in there. It was the strangest feeling and Cassandra felt the power, almost like it was her own.
The dragon she was on flew maneuvers to stay out of the line of fire. Cassandra had to hold on tight. There were several times that she felt like she was going to fall at any moment, but she didn’t. Her dragon made sure to keep her safe and once the other dragon was left behind, she was able to actually enjoy the ride. It was so much like she had remembered her dream feeling like.
Cassandra needed to get off of the dragon and when it finally landed, she scrambled off of it as quickly as she could. She didn’t know what to think. Her mind kept going to the dreams and how they had all ended. Would that be so bad?
Cassandra waited for the dragon to do something. She was convinced that it was Antoine, and he was somehow the guy in her dream. The dragon that he drew was himself. The dark color and eyes gave him away.
“Antoine, you can’t stay like that forever, can you? Don’t you need to change back or something?”
Cassandra wasn’t sure if she was losing her mind or not, but the worst that would happen was she was wrong. Then, it was just a regular dragon… Cassandra’s head hurt from trying to play out all of the scenarios.
Even though she had said to do so, when Antoine became Antoine again and there was no longer a possibility of something else, Cassandra was finally faced with the truth. She was also confronted with an attraction that felt stronger than before. Why did he look so damn good to her now? Was it because in her dreams, this was the time that he would pull her close, kiss her, taste her, take her?
Cassandra shivered with the words and looked around. They were closer to the top of the mountain and the view was breathtaking. It would have been perfect, if not for how they got there.
“So, that’s what you were trying to tell me earlier, huh?”
He shrugged. “It’s one.”
Cassandra groaned. “Tell me another one.”
“I’m still trying to see if you’re going to lose it over this one.”
“Tell me another one.”
Her voice was adamant. Cassandra was done being left in the dark.
“You’re pregnant.’
“You said that before. I know it’s a possibility.”
“No, you are pregnant, and they are going to be like me.”
Cassandra stopped and stared. “What?”
“My dragon mated with you and that guarantees it. You’re mine now, and you’re claimed. No one can touch you. Our kids will be here soon.”
“Kids.”
“Probably more than one, but we can talk about that later.”
Cassandra was starting to feel lightheaded. A dragon was one thing, dragon lover, another. But to think of herself having a bunch of dragon kids was too much. She saw black and felt Antoine’s arms around her, right before she fell down.


***
Cassandra came to with Antoine looking down at her, concern on his face.
“Are you alright?”
She smiled and sat up, rubbing her head. “You would not believe the dream I just had.”
Cassandra looked around and quickly realized that she was exactly where she had left off in her dream. Which meant that it wasn’t a dream at all. She hadn’t made it up. It had really happened.
Immediately, she sat up completely and wanted to know if what she thought was real, was real. Was he really a dragon? Had all of it really happened?
“You’re a…”
“Yeah, I am.”
“And I’m…” Cassandra touched her stomach and looked up at him. She couldn’t actually say the words out loud. She didn’t want to. Cassandra couldn’t believe that she could actually be pregnant or that he was a dragon. It was all more than she was prepared to handle.
“Yeah, you are. We really need to get moving. We can stay with Nathan tonight. I thought we got them all, but that’s what happens when you don’t take care of all of them.”
“That was Gill?”
Antoine agreed. “We need to get out of here.”
“Wait, I need a minute, Antoine. This is a bit much to process, so you’re going to have to give me a little time.”
“Sorry, I know this is a lot. I was so worried about what you would think of me when you found out. Tell me that you think we can still be together. I have to know.”
“You talked like I didn’t have a choice.”
“Of course, you do. You should know that I would never do anything to hurt you, ever.”
Cassandra agreed. “I know. I actually dreamed about you for weeks now, like that, you know, your dragon or whatever.”
His brow went up. “Oh yeah?”
“Yeah.” Cassandra didn’t know why she was bringing it up all of a sudden, but she was so turned on.
“Do you want to know what happened?”
He agreed. “I think that I do.”
“Well, you would turn into your human form after I rode you, though I could never see your face. Then, you would come over to me and you would make love to me for hours, until I’d wake up and ruin it.”
“Nice.”
“Yeah, it really was. I have woken up so worked up because of that dream. I can’t even say how many times I’ve had it. A lot. That’s all I know.”
“Is that what you want now? Do you want me to ravish you on this mountain?”
Cassandra liked the words he was using, and they made her shake inside. Yes, she needed a ravishing.
“Would it be so bad if I did?”
Antoine growled and leaned in for a kiss. She was still on the ground where he’d laid her and he mounted her body, wedging himself between her thighs. She was ready and wet for him, while he was hard and ready for her. To Cassandra, it was even better than the sexy dreams that kept her up all night.
Antoine was not gentle with her that time and Cassandra didn’t want him to be. She was full of need and desire and light lovings wasn’t going to do it for her. She needed something strong, that would take her breath away.
He slammed in quickly and rutted to keep her at the top of her desires. Cassandra exploded several times, thinking about the dragon and the ride. All of it was more than she could imagine, but it was all happening, right in front of her.
Antoine wanted to kiss while he slid in and out of her. Cassandra had to push away, not able to get air. She was suffocating from his attention and she needed some air.
“You’re too much, Antoine.”
He grinned and promised that he would make sure that she always felt that way.
“I want you to always feel like you might not make it.”
Cassandra laughed, until he started to move faster, and her eyes closed with the pleasure of it. She was on the brink in seconds, and then falling down a chasm of wonder almost immediately.
Cassandra couldn’t help but beg for him to come. She remembered well how he would swell and stretch her beyond her limits, but she wanted to feel it so badly. She had to feel it.
When he started to grow inside of her, Cassandra gripped him tightly and she had to hold her breath, sure that she wouldn’t be able to handle it that time. It was impossibly big, too big, but she somehow was able to take all of him. When he filled her full of his hot seed, she was reminded of his other secret. She was carrying his children. Was that how?
Cassandra meant to ask him, but somewhere along the line, she’d passed out in his arms and didn’t wake up till a while later, and it was completely black by the time she sat up. Her stomach was rumbling, and their circumstances started to hit her. They weren’t very good, not by a long shot.
“So, where are we going tonight? Your house is gone. All those pictures.”
He grinned solemnly. “I guess we will have to have another session so I can draw you.”
Cassandra looked away. “How can you joke at a time like this?”
He shrugged. “What more can I ask for? I have you by my side, so if I had to give up my house, I don’t mind. As long as we’re together, our family, that’s all that matters.”
Cassandra got up. She wasn’t quite ready to hear about their family. Not yet. She was going to need a bit more time for that.
“Do you not know where?”
“Nathan is going to put us up. I was just waiting for you to wake up. You looked so peaceful.”
“Peaceful is the last thing I would call myself right now.”
“While that may be true, when you sleep, you look positively radiant, and it’s hard for me to take my eyes off of you.”
“Maybe it's that pregnancy glow doing it, you know, from multiple babies.”
Cassandra was just being facetious. It wasn't like she didn't believe him, but it was kind of hard to do so. She still wanted to think that she had some say in the things that affected her life. At the moment, though, it really didn’t feel like it. Currently, it felt like other people were running her life and Cassandra didn’t approve of what they were making her do.
She got up, even though she didn’t want to. She knew that it was too cold to sleep outside like that. It was blissful there, a moment of happiness found in the midst of chaos.
“Are we going to talk about what that was even about? I mean, it seems like you have a lot of people that want to kill you.”
He shook his head that they wouldn't talk about it right then. “Let's just say that this is a bit more of Nathan's problem coming back to me. He is the one they want to kill.”
“Is he?”
Antoine agreed. “Yeah, he is the one they want. I’m just his friend, along for the ride. I’m sorry you keep getting dragged into this.”
“It’s okay.”
“Well, it’s not.”
Cassandra changed the subject and shook her head in disbelief. “I can't believe that you guys are dragons. I thought that they were mythical creatures. I had never heard of them actually being humans, too.”
“I'm not human, Cassandra. And Nathan isn’t a dragon.”
“Then, what are you? What is he?”
“I'm a dragon, and I'm a man. Nathan turns into a wolf. We are what are called shifters. We shift from one form to another.”
“Like a werewolf?”
“Sort of. Shifters can turn into anything, and I just happen to turn into a dragon. I know some that turn into bears, panthers, or lots of other things.”
Cassandra just couldn't believe it. She did have a million questions to ask, but it wasn't the right time. She’d had enough for the day. Between their lovemaking and the attack, the dragon knowledge, it was all just too much. Her brain was fried and all she wanted to do was lay down and go to sleep, for a very long time.
“I'll answer anything you want to know, Cassandra. All you have to do is ask. I can’t imagine how shocking all of this is to you.”
“Maybe later, Antoine. I just want to lay down somewhere and go to sleep.”
“Do you keep thinking that tomorrow everything will be different?”
Cassandra didn't want to admit it, but maybe that was the case. Maybe the reality that she found herself in was so overwhelming, that the idea of it all being a dream was starting to sound better and better. What if she could just wake up the next day and everything would be different and better? What if Antoine would be a man again and they wouldn't be running for their lives, narrowly escaping being burned alive, twice? Would that be so bad?




Chapter 14

Antoine
They got to Nathan’s, and Cassandra basically passed out as soon as he showed her where the bed was. Nathan kept apologizing, but Antoine wasn't really listening to him. He was more worried about Cassandra and how differently she was acting. She seemed out of it, and when Antoine said something to Nathan about it, he just explained that it was probably her way of dealing with it.
“You overloaded her human brain. She is definitely taking it better than I have seen some people take it. It's a lot to find out that everything you thought you knew, was wrong. I would imagine it's going to take a little time for her to get used to the idea of it. You're just going to have to give her time.”
“What if I don't want to give her time?”
“It doesn't really matter, does it? The fact is that she needs it. Just go slow with her and try to keep her out of this chaos.”
“Well, if I would stop being attacked, it probably would help things out. That's twice now she's almost been burned alive. I don't really know how to spin that into something good. Do you?”
“No, not really. I do know what you're going through, though, really I do. You seem to forget that I went through something very similar not too long ago.”
“I know, but it was easier when you were going through it, Nathan. It was worth it, though, wasn't it?”
Nathan agreed immediately.
“I wouldn't change any of it for the world, but there were definitely some moments that I had to consider if I was making the right choice or not. It was not an easy path.”
Antoine shrugged. “It doesn't matter if I've made the right choice or not with her. She is mated to me now. We are together for life. You know how that works.”
“Is that what you want, though?”
Antoine agreed that it was, without any hesitation. He wouldn't have let it happen, let his dragon take over, if he had been against it. There were ways to fight it, he could have left her there. He could have done a lot of things to stop it, but Antoine let it happen.
“So, you really did mate with her? I thought you were just going to bang her?”
“My dragon took over and did it for me. I am not going to say that I didn’t have a choice, but I was urged very strongly toward Cassandra.”
“That doesn't happen very often.”
“No, it really doesn't. It just told me what I already knew. I knew the first time that we were together that she was going to be mine. It was just a feeling I had, like we were meant to be together. That's how I feel now.”
“Get out of here with that, man. Stop overthinking it.”
“That's easier said than done.”
Nathan agreed. “Yeah, sometimes it can be. It’s really hard when you have a girl that is messing with your head.”
“Are we going to talk about what happened tonight?”
“Changing the subject?”
“Yeah, I don’t need any more of your love advice.”
“You know who did this?”
“I think, it is Gill.” He said but wasn’t one hundred percent sure that it was Gill, but it felt like it. He hadn't been able to get close enough and even that night, he hadn't been able to take him out.
“So, what do we do?”
“What we always do, take care of the problem. That’s the only way. We tried letting him live.”
Antoine tightened the grip on the beer in his hand. He was done with the war that wasn't even his own. He wanted to help Nathan, that's why he was doing it to begin with, but it was just pulling him and Cassandra from one bad situation to another. And now, Antoine didn’t even have a home. That was a particularly hard blow to soften.
“You know you owe me for a house, right?”
Nathan grinned. “We will get you set up somewhere else. For what you have done for me and my family, I would buy you ten houses. I hear I have the money now.”
Antoine told him that he didn't need ten houses, just one. “You're also going to put me up in a nice hotel until that house is built.”
Nathan agreed. He would have never had the money to take care of such things, running a shifter training school for a friend of his, but now that he was king of Fire Island, he had more money than he knew what to do with. The people they were fighting, however, did not have the moral high ground, but more of an asset-rich one that they didn't want to lose.
Antoine wanted to go to bed, but he didn't know if he would even be wanted there. Cassandra was acting strange again, looking like she was debating if she wanted to even be around him, let alone be his lover. Antoine worried about things between them. He worried about her reaction to everything going on. She had been taking it surprisingly well, but maybe it was too well. How could Antoine imagine that she would go along with such things? It really didn't make any sense, which told him that it might not be the truth.
“I'm telling you, Antoine, you just need to get out of your head. You didn't want to take my advice before, but you did. You got your head right and you just need to listen to me again.”
Antoine tried to take his friend’s advice, but it didn't do much good. He couldn't forget about Cassandra and wipe the whole situation out of his mind. He wanted her again, even as he just previously wore her out. It wasn't enough for Antoine. He was starting to wonder if it would ever be enough. She was just too perfect in his arms.
He went to lay down with her and had to resist the urge to do more than pull her in for a hug. He had to refrain from doing what he wanted to do, which was make her scream over and over again. There had been a few moments where he thought he would lose her, when she had almost been burned again, and he knew that he could never live without her. It wasn't just the strength of the mating bond. It was something else. There was something deeper between them, and Antoine would spend the rest of his life making sure that she was happy.
***
Cassandra woke him up a few hours later, moving around and kicking in her sleep. He had to settle her down with a kiss, and finally he asked her what was the matter.
She sighed and fell back into the bed.
“I just had the worst dream.”
“Yeah?”
“Yeah, it was horrible.”
“What was it about?”
She paused for a moment, hesitating, and Antoine knew that he had to press her on the issue. She had already dreamed about him and their midnight ride. He wondered if she was like some humans, carrying powers that she didn't even understand. A seer would start out with dreams, some dreams coming true and being so vivid that they stayed with them the rest of their lives. Cassandra had those type of dreams, and he wondered if there was more to it than just the current chaos presenting itself.
“It was about that dragon that attacked us yesterday.”
“How do you know it was the same one?”
“He had the same eyes, and you were right, it is Gill. Just like when you are in your dragon form, you have the exact same eyes. Gill’s haven't changed, either. He got really close to me a couple of times, so I got a good look at him. I am almost positive that he is the dragon.”
“So, what happened in the dream?”
Antoine wanted to reassure her again that she was safe, but he was far more interested in what happened in the dream. Why did he feel like it was going to give him some kind of clue that he was going to need to know? Stranger things had happened, of course.
“Well, he was at this place. It was so strange, but it actually glowed like all around with fire. It looked like the whole place was on fire, and I saw Gill there. He slowed down and started burning everything. It looked just like a fire at first, but obviously, it was more than that, though. He burned everything in his way. You could hear screaming; it was horrible. I don't think I've ever been that scared in all of my life. It was like I was watching it happen and there was nothing I could do about it. I felt so helpless.”
Antoine immediately knew that if the dream was correct, then Gill was on his way to the Fire Islands to wreak havoc. Nathan had been ready to move there with Lauren, his wife, but they were just plans for now. Soon they were supposed to move for good, even though it was so far away from London where he worked.
“How would you feel about staying here with Lauren?”
“I don't really know her all that well, but she seems nice enough.”
“She is. I think the two of you will get along just fine.”
“Is she a human, too?”
Antoine disagreed. “No, but she actually thought that she was a human for most of her life. She just recently found out that she's a shifter.”
“How do you find that out?”
Antoine told her that it was a long story, and he would tell it to her when he got back.
“You better come back.”
Antoine kissed her.
He promised to come back. “I guess that I will stay here and get along with everyone, waiting for you. Don't make me wait too long, Antoine.”
Antoine agreed that he wouldn’t make her wait long at all. He was worried about how everything was going to turn out. At the same time, Antoine knew that he had to have faith in the plan. He didn't have it yet, it was still forming in his head, but one last person to take out wasn’t that bad. Then, he would have peace and he could be mated properly, ceremonies could be done. There was a lot to do and Antoine was ready to get on the other side of the civil war he was in the middle of. Once Gill was gone, Nathan could continue with his transition and everything would be as it was supposed to be.
***
It was just as Antoine had suspected. He had immediately gone to get Nathan and told Nathan about Cassandra’s dream. Nathan had been a little skeptical, but when he realized how sure Antoine was about it, he got dressed and the two of them went out. They probably should have gotten more people, but Antoine was in the mood to do some damage. He wanted to get back to his life, and the only way that was going to happen was to squash out any rebellion that was left.
When they got there, Fire Islands was literally on fire. They could easily see Gill up in the sky, going back and forth, spraying everything with fire. The heat was intense, and they silently shifted into their true forms. It would not only keep them safe from the intensity of the heat, but it would give them the upper hand. It would be two on one and Antoine was hopeful that those odds would be what was needed. All they had to do was take him down.
Before, they would have worried about collateral damage. Of course, they didn't want to make more trouble than there already was. Obviously, though, half of the village was burning and there was already so much collateral damage. The only worry was to take Gill out of the sky as quickly as possible. Only then would they be able to put the rest of it back together and find out what kind of damage had really been done.
Antoine moved to the east of Gill and Nathan started up to the west. He didn’t have flying capabilities, but the idea was that Antoine was going to fire- breathe him down to the ground, and then Nathan would be able to take over. There was strength in both of the forms, the differences complementing each other. They had done several attacks together recently and had gotten rather good at it.
Gill did not stand a chance. He was taken down rather quickly, and Antoine did not make the mistake of allowing him to live. He was always going to wonder what would have happened if he would have just chased him down the day before. Then, a lot of bad stuff could have been avoided.
On the flip side, Antoine knew that even though he lost his house and Cassandra had taken a little bit of time to get used to the idea, he knew that it was the push that he had to have to do what was needed. It had been nearly impossible to get up the courage to tell her he was a dragon. But then when it came down to it, when he needed to be the one to save her life, he hadn't even thought about it. That was the silver lining in the whole situation.
Once Gill was taken care of and they had helped put out some of the fires, Antoine and Nathan made their way back. They were both tired and Antoine asked his friend something that had been on his mind for a while.
“Do you regret it?”
“Regret what?”
“Do you regret finding out who you are and becoming king? I mean, I know that it's a cool title and everything, but it has caused a whole lot of problems. Would you have rather just stayed the way it was and not known?”
“No, it is always better to know, Antoine, even if it's hard to deal with.”
Antoine agreed, and he knew that Cassandra did as well. He was well aware of how she must be feeling. He had crashed into her, and it changed everything for her. Antoine didn't regret it, but he wondered if Cassandra would. Would she wish that they had never met? Now, not only did she know about supernatural beings and a whole other side of the world that she didn't know existed, but she was soon going to give birth to a hybrid version of one. Not to mention, she’d almost been killed several times. There was a lot that Antoine had done to change her life, despite coming into it by accident. What would happen if she regretted it and wanted to leave?
He crawled into bed next to her and pulled her in close.
“Mmm. You smell nice.”
“I just got out of the shower.”
Cassandra pulled him in to her sleeping form and told him that she needed attention. Antoine, as always, was more than happy to oblige.
“I must say, Cassandra, not that it's a bad thing, but you get turned on by the strangest things.”
“Shut up and kiss me.”




Chapter 15

Cassandra
She knew that he had just done something bad. He smelled of cologne, but also of fire and soot. When she kissed him, she could smell it in his hair.
“Do we have anything to worry about now?”
He looked at her. “What do you mean?”
“I mean, did you take care of Gill?”
He agreed, and Cassandra wanted to know if he was really sure of it that time.
“I know that I said I would before, but I do hate to kill. It damages a part of your soul every time you do it.”
“I know, but I just want to know if we’re safe.”
“We are. We will have to stay at a hotel for a while until my house is built, but yes, we’re safe.”
“Why would we do that?”
“Do what?”
“Stay at a hotel?”
He looked at her confused, waiting for clarification. He couldn’t see another way.
“I have a place, Antoine, remember? Last I checked, it hasn’t been fire-bombed, so you can come stay with me.”
“Ah, with your knick-knacks.”
“Aww, you remembered.”
He didn’t answer her back but kissed her. They had a destination and even though he was going to be out of his comfort zone there, he was going to be with Cassandra, so that was all that mattered.
“Do you want to leave now?”
“Not right now, but soon.”
They kissed and neither one of them came up for air for a while.


***
Antoine looked around and Cassandra was waiting for his reaction. She knew that they had very different styles and she wanted him to feel at home there. She had felt at home with him and Cassandra wanted to return the favor.
“It’s nice, small, but nice. Won’t do for long, a few months. I can get a lot done in a few months.”
Cassandra sighed. “I think it will work for a time. The baby won’t be here for a while.”
“Well, take whatever time you think you have in mind and half it.”
“Half it?”
“Yeah, it’s about half the time, even for humans.”
Cassandra shook her head. She had so much to learn and now she had even less time. “You don’t think you could have told me that a while ago?”
“We had a lot going on.”
She smiled and agreed. They’d been running ragged for weeks now and she hoped that it was finally time to settle down. It’s what she needed.
“Yeah, we did. Is it always going to be like that? It seems like shifters move a little faster than normal people.”
He scoffed. “That may be true for a lot of them, but I am not bothered by any of it. The only thing I want to do is live peacefully. I’ve found my mate, kids are on the way, this is what I’m looking forward to. I don’t like all of the excitement. I can truly do without it.”
She smiled and showed him where they’d be sleeping. “I’d like something slow for a while. I think I’ve had enough excitement to last me for a while.”
Antoine liked the sound of that and told her so. Cassandra was still trying to get over how strange it was to have him there. She wanted to believe that everything was going to work out, but he wasn’t human.
“So, what other secrets do you have?”
He laughed. “You don’t forget anything, do you?”
“When it comes to things like that, no, I guess I don’t.”
“There isn’t much else. I am sure that there are going to be incidences that I don’t even think about, until I see them or they happen.”
“So, that’s all of it?”
“Yeah, dragon, you’re pregnant, I love you. That’s about the gist of it.”
“The last one wasn’t a secret.”
“No? I never said anything about it.”
“You didn’t have to. I think I have always known, just like I always knew that I wanted to be with you.”
“Fate?”
Cassandra shrugged. He said it so casually, but it was a pretty big deal. The worst part of it all was the fact that there was no other explanation.
“Maybe.”
“Do you know how much I look forward to all of the mating ceremonies?”
“I hate to break it to you, Antoine, but the best has already happened.”
He grinned. “It has all been just warm-ups.”
She giggled. “Is that right?”
He agreed. “We have a lot of work yet to do.”
“You don’t say.”
“I do. We haven’t tried out your bed yet.”
“In my experience, you hardly ever stay on the bed.”
He picked her up and walked her over, kissing her along the way. He settled her down and she held onto his neck, not letting go of him. Cassandra didn’t want to. She wanted to cling to him forever.
He kissed her and felt her up, finally reaching the apex between her legs and moaning when he pressed against her. She fell to the bed and finally released his neck.
Cassandra looked up at Antoine, taking his shirt off and her eyes took in the hard chest, sprinkled with dark hair. She sat up, running her fingers through it and whining when he got off the bed to get the rest of his clothes off.
“So, are you going to do that eye-glowy thing like you did last time?”
“Eye glowy thing? What are you talking about?”
“You know, the first time we were together and you lost control, your eyes glowed.”
Antoine grinned. “Ah, my dragon coming out. It chose you, you know. I would have eventually. I knew that I wanted you from the start, but it was my dragon that claimed you as its own.”
“You talk about it like it’s not a part of you, but something added.”
“It is a part of me, but it is separate from me as well, if that makes sense. When it comes out, it doesn’t do it often, and it’s for something very important. The first time saved my life against bullies that threw me off of a bridge. It came out then and I flew for the first time. It came out with you, because I needed you that badly in my life. It was a desperate situation.”
“Oh.”
She felt disappointed with his answer, but when he asked her what was wrong, she didn’t respond right away. Cassandra didn’t know how to describe how she was feeling, not right then.
“Not good enough?”
Cassandra smiled and waved him off, telling him that it was nothing like that.
“No?”
She shook her head. “No, I was just hoping that your dragon could come out and play.”
Antoine’s eyes widened for a moment and he told her again how surprising she was.
“Is it really that surprising that I’d want a big, strong man like you? I like when you lose control and take me with you.”
Cassandra was unbuttoning her shirt and letting her skirt rise up on her legs. She wanted him to see her, really see her, and then give her what she needed. Cassandra didn’t realize how quickly her plan would work and how strong Antoine’s reaction would be.
It was almost immediate. He was looking at her, and then his eyes glowed, and she gasped. “This is what you wanted, no?”
She agreed, but it was still a sight to see. He was back on the bed, eyes leading the way and she stopped taking off what was left. She was transfixed by the way he looked at her and the expression on his face. It was like he was gone and something else was in its place.
Cassandra tried to joke with him, but he was too serious. He yanked her down the bed by her ankles, until she was hanging off of the bed rather unceremoniously. She whimpered as he ripped her clothes off the rest of the way and then pressed his hand against her.
“Antoine, wait.”
Antoine didn’t wait, though. He instead slammed forward, sending her toward the headboard. He just yanked her back and held her in place, so no matter how much force was put into a thrust, she no longer moved away from him.
Cassandra came repeatedly, calling for more, less, everything. She was to her limit, past it most likely, but Antoine wasn’t even slowing down. She finally had to beg him to come. It had worked before, when he was lost in the moment, and that time was no different.
His lips pressed down on hers, while his hips went forward. He held her there as he grew inside of her, filling her to the brink of collapse and then letting her go, moving out of her and relieving her. She sighed and closed her eyes. Cassandra laid like that for several minutes, until her vision wasn’t so blurry.
“Wow.”
He chuckled. “Did it feel good?”
She agreed, smiling widely. “Yes, it felt so good. It was like you were someone else, but still you. It was so weird, but so hot.”
Cassandra didn’t know what else to say. She was trying to see it all rationally, but she couldn’t. It was like he was a completely different person. How could she rectify that in her head?
“It was different for me as well, like being in the passenger seat.”
She looked over at him and then crawled into his arms when he outstretched them.
“Passenger seat?”
“Yeah, weird huh? I’ve never had that happen before, though I’ve never had a woman request the dragon before. That was a first.”
Cassandra blushed and was thankful that he couldn’t see the embarrassment on her face. It was burning red and she didn’t want to admit how shy she still was. She could request his beast side to come out to play, but talking about it was somehow worse than what they had just done.
He started to rub on her, and Cassandra pretended to sleep. He growled at her, nipping at her neck and shoulders.
“I know you’re not asleep, Cassandra. I want you.”
“You just had me.”
He sighed. “No, you let my dragon have you. Now, I want you.”
Cassandra looked up skeptically. “I think you’re trying to take advantage of the situation.”
“Absolutely.”
Cassandra thought about it for a minute, or at least pretended to.
“I guess I should say yes…”
She was sent to her side and slid inside of before she could finish the sentence. She called out loudly, saying something about how big he was. Antoine wasn’t listening. He was pushing in and out quickly. She called out as she orgasmed and Cassandra closed her eyes. Why did he seem bigger? Every inch of her was being stretched and she couldn’t help but clench him hard. She was rewarded with a groan and a growl, quickly becoming music to her ears. It just resulted in Antoine moving faster, taking her breath away and all true reason in her mind. It was all gone, and Cassandra was overwhelmed with Antoine. He was hard to deal with and she was failing miserably.
If Cassandra had looked behind her, she would have seen familiar eyes, glowing in the darkness.
THE END
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Elite Shifters of Colorado

Dragon's Mate (Elite Shifters of Colorado Book 1)
 
#Elite Dragon Shifters: Strongest and fiercest of the shifter clans.
#He is a rebel, stubborn, powerful and son of a King, bound to keep his bloodline pure.


My mate comes from an ancient and powerful line of dragon shifters.
I should feel honored and privileged, but I want that human florist.
She is innocent and beautiful as those flower arrangements she makes.
I couldn’t resist warmth of her touch and heat of her body when she asks for help in the gym.
My mate deserves love, but my heart pulls me in another direction.
When her intoxicating smell enters my nostrils, I am out of control…
And now she carries my baby.
I will turn the world upside down to protect her, save her.
I am ready to fight; I am ready to kill, even if it is my own Dad.
It is time to break the boundaries and the years old hollow traditions.
But… she just got to know I am engaged, and she is not even ready see my face.

She just knows the half of it, what will happen if she gets to know I am a dragon shifter?
Dragon's Second Chance (Elite Shifters of Colorado Book 2)
 
#Betrayal, Bitter Memories, and a Broken Dragon.

He was the son of the Elite Dragon King and the strongest and fiercest among all the shifter clans.
He was the only heir but he didn’t want his throne back.
He had been betrayed by his own blood.
He had his one true mate and there was no replacement for her.
But life had different plans…
Going back to Colorado was the last thing he wanted until he saw her.
He had peered into the depths of her striking and beautiful eyes.
There was something vibrant about that woman, who seemed to deliberately slam herself into him.
He knew he was betraying his mate, but he had no control.
And the cat shifter, she was with made his blood boil every time.
He was a danger and he needed to protect her.
He tried to douse the flames of anger, jealousy, and desire.
She was a human and he didn’t intend to stake a claim on her.
So why did his traitorous heart beat faster and ache when she was around?
Elite Dragon's Secret Baby (Elite Shifters of Colorado Book 3)
 
These enemies to lovers need only one night to make a baby together and change everything.

Innocent Enemy
My life was determined before I was born.
I was to marry a horrible man.
Balthazar.
I didn’t have a choice.
When I ran from him and my future, I was shunned by my family.
I was shunned by all dragon-shifters for breaking a vow that I hadn’t made.
The man I refused, hunted me.
His enemy, became my lover.
One night with his enemy changed everything.
I was pregnant and scared that he’d shun me too.
So, I ran. I had no choice.
I raised our son by myself.
I missed Vincent. I wanted his son to know him as I did.
I couldn’t bring myself to tell him.
Then he found out what I was hiding.

Orphaned Leader
My whole family was killed one night.
That changed me. And not for the better.
I spent my life hating what was left of the family that destroyed me.
One man, still needed to feel the wrath of my revenge.
He taunted me. Attacked me. He was waiting for the very moment that he would be able to end me.
Not to mention, he got Mallory.
Beautiful, determined, I so badly wanted her for my own.
I wanted her, and one taste was all I got before she ran off.
To be with him…
Years later, I thought about her still.
When I found out the truth, I knew that I could no longer stay still.
I had to find her.
I needed her.
But what I found, though, sent my whole world into a loop.
Can I forgive the woman that tried hid most precious thing away, for so long?

Elite Dragon's Fated Mate (Elite Shifters of Colorado Book 4)
 
A Clueless Human & A Clueless Dragon!
Both of them have secrets, threatening to ruin everything!

Nathan
I thought I knew what life was about.
My life was simple, marry the one you’re fated to.
Easy enough…
Except, I don’t love her.
My fated mate is actually a nightmare.
And I don’t want to marry her.
My heart is already taken, and she not the woman I am promised to.
And the woman doesn’t even know she possesses it.
A human.
I can’t have her.
And that only makes me want her more.
It is impossible, but still I crave for her.
With the threat of isolation with my choice, I know what it has to be.
I have to have her at any cost.
Before I could do that, I had something waiting for me…

Now as he had decided to break the rules…
Is he going to be shunned by the dragon shifters?
On top of that, will he even get what he desires?




Books By This Author

Wolf Shifters of Wakerlin: A Paranormal Romance Complete Series Box Set
 
Collection of Five Amazing Stories which are Full of Action, Romance, Mystery, Surprises and a Little Magic.
Five Seductive Alphas and their Fated Mates, just to make you sink in the shifter world.


Book1: Human Alpha Protector
Brandon Scott has been all I need since I saw him naked, the very first day we met.
After seeing his tanned body, with those bulging muscles, I want him so badly.
He makes me crazy and I am getting obsessed.
His eyes can melt any woman’s heart.
I’ve never felt like this in my entire life.
I know he is not a human.
He’s been following me since my childhood and I had no idea.
He says he can not fall in love with a human.
It is against the rules of his pack.
Who cares? I am stubborn.
I can’t resist this sexy creature roaming around me.
My body craves his touch.
Now I have to share a cabin with him.
And I don’t know if I can trust myself with him.
I want him to do all the naughty things to me.
For how long I can keep control?

Book 2: Alpha Wolf Protector
What would you do if you ever fell in love with a man who is a wolf shifter?
That alpha wolf didn’t only touch my body that night but he touched my soul too.
I yearn for his touch.
His touch is comforting and hot at the same time.
He makes me feel young and beautiful again.
And I can do nothing but give in.
But…
He is, danger and risk.
He said he is a half wolf and half human.
I have to keep my son safe.
I know he could be even a bigger threat than I have imagined.
But why am I dying to get closer?

Book 3: The Baby Protector
She had been shunned and ignored by her own fellow wolves.
And she deserves this.
Why?
Because she is a daughter of a traitor, and my biggest enemy.
She doesn’t deserve to be in the pack.
I was left an orphan at a young age, only because of her father.
She has perfect curves and most attractive woman.
But... Seeing her face, is the last thing I want.
She has now invited the biggest trouble, just like her father.
She wants to protect the enemy, a human pup.
It is a complete danger and against the rules of the pack.
As a leader I need to protect my pack.
Can you even imagine, who is helping her with this?

Book 4: Wolf's Fated Mate
What would you do if you get to know that most annoying, loud, noisy and egoistic member of the pack is chosen as your mate?
This is torturous.
And soul mates are not even real.
Right?
I wished I could deny it, but I couldn’t.
I was attracted to him.
He attracted almost every woman in the pack.
His effect stayed on me until he opened his mouth.
I pitied the girl who would end up being his mate.
It became painfully obvious that he was an egoistic jerk.
He is so full of himself and never stops bragging.
All my focus is to be the best warrior of the pack.
But everything shattered.
I never knew, the girl I always pitied is me.
He is the exact opposite of the mate I want.
would never get another mate in this life.
But rejecting him is the only option.

Book 5: Protecting His Mate
I was living my dream life, away from my pack.
I have been traveling the world, experiencing human life.
And I ran into two gorgeous men.
My life made sense when I met them.
I bet you can’t resist them.
They have alpha-like personalities.
My human wants Eric but the wolf inside me yearns for Antoine.
They are completely unaware of my werewolf identity.
And I didn’t dare to reveal this secret.

Bear's Mate (Fire Bear Shifters Book 1)
 
I could finally give up my life of crime and live as I wanted.
Just one last job.
I thought I was finally free.
All I had to do was steal a ruby.
The ruby that belongs to that most gorgeous man.

I was used to life and the twisting dark turns it threw my way.
Yet, it still surprised me.
And suddenly my freedom was snatched away.
I was cruelly thrown into the hands of my enemy.
When it seemed like things couldn’t get worse,
Life threw me another curveball.
Then, I met him.
He is the leader of the bear shifters.
The most powerful and sexy man I have ever met.
I couldn’t deny the attraction that pulls me towards him.
But he is my captor.
And I am his prisoner.

Bear's Secret Baby (Fire Bear Shifters Book 2)
 
He left me broken, alone and torn apart.
I had almost forgotten all the memories he left etched in my heart.
I thought that was the last time I would see him.
But I was so wrong.
He is back…

Yes, fate has cruelly brought him back.
But we can never be together again.
I am a wife and a mother.
He is my past and I could never forgive him for what he did.
It looks like he wants me.
I can’t resist the force of attraction that pulls me to him.
I hate him. I want to hate him,
For everything, he did to me.
But… It is not going to be that easy.
I am scared I will be his once again.
I know I couldn’t let myself feel for him
Not only that, but I have a secret.
A secret that he must never know.
What if this secret gets out?
Billionaire Bear's Nanny (Fire Bear Shifters Book 3)
 
A leader of bear shifter clan, who is fierce and rules his clan with an iron fist. And opposite to that she is a human and totally unaware of the danger she was living with.

Pearl
Surprisingly, the most gorgeous billionaire on the planet gave me the job.
And I started to fall in love with my boss immediately, while lying about my past.
He is strong, powerful, and is known to be extremely reserved.
My legs wobbles, every time he is around.
He is very protective but also unpredictable at times.
He is too rude and dominant but I have seen desire in his eyes.
My past will never let us be in peace.
I must stay hidden, to keep everyone safe.
The monster from my past haunts me, and I can’t let him tear down the man I love.
It is hard for me to stay away from him, but I have to… just to keep him safe.

Rio
I was known to be a vicious fighter, until the birth of my niece, Laura.
I killed her father and now I was forced to hire a nanny for her.
After lots of efforts I finally ended up hiring an inexperienced nanny.
Even though she was not experienced, she was a good distraction for a while.
She gets nervous when I am around and I love that.
Looking into her eyes, bear inside me desires to take her.
The way I feel doesn’t make any sense.
When I look at her, I want her.
When I am with her, I feel strangely happy and content.
She has been hiding something since the beginning.
Laura is in danger only because of her.
And I had already warned her that I will destroy her if something happens to Laura.

Will the most powerful alpha werewolf, destroy the woman he loves?
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