
  
    [image: Lucien]
  


  
    
      Lucien

      Dragofin Mated: Book #2

    

    
      
        Mychal Daniels

      

    

    
      Wise Mind Media

    

  


  
    Contents

    
      
        
          Summary
        

      

      
        
          Chapter 1
        

        
          Chapter 2
        

        
          Chapter 3
        

        
          Chapter 4
        

        
          Chapter 5
        

        
          Chapter 6
        

        
          Chapter 7
        

        
          Chapter 8
        

        
          Chapter 9
        

        
          Chapter 10
        

        
          Chapter 11
        

        
          Chapter 12
        

        
          Chapter 13
        

        
          Chapter 14
        

        
          Chapter 15
        

        
          Chapter 16
        

        
          Chapter 17
        

        
          Chapter 18
        

        
          Chapter 19
        

        
          Chapter 20
        

        
          Chapter 21
        

        
          Chapter 22
        

        
          Chapter 23
        

        
          Chapter 24
        

        
          Chapter 25
        

        
          Chapter 26
        

        
          Chapter 27
        

        
          Chapter 28
        

        
          Chapter 29
        

        
          Chapter 30
        

        
          Chapter 31
        

        
          Chapter 32
        

        
          Chapter 33
        

        
          Chapter 34
        

        
          Chapter 35
        

        
          Chapter 36
        

        
          Chapter 37
        

        
          Chapter 38
        

        
          Chapter 39
        

        
          Chapter 40
        

        
          Chapter 41
        

      

      
        
          Thank You
        

        
          About the Author
        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2017 by Michelle Spiva for Wise Mind Media

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Summary

        

      

    

    
      
        Lucien:  Dragofin Mated Book #2

        (A Dragon-Gryphon Shifter Curvy Paranormal-Fantasy-SciFi Romance Series)

      

      He thought his biggest challenge would be guarding the portal to this world and galaxy... until he met her.

      Feisty and determined, Quinn Bradford is no man's pushover. After an unfortunate turn of events, she finds herself looking for new clients to save her business. When the sweet opportunity to persuade the owner of a jewel in the rough venue falls into her lap, Quinn’s tenacity and never take no for an answer attitude is tested to its limits.

      Enter one Lucien Drake, first-born Dragon son, and leader of the Dragofin Clan. As the lead Warrior Guardian of this realm, he's intense, broody and rubs Quinn the wrong way. What might have been an answer to her prayers has turned into a test of her newly learned lesson to never again fall for the hot guy, especially when he's the most mysterious and sexy man she's ever encountered.

      Can Quinn and Lucien find common ground for a peaceful truce when their worlds are destined to collide through a magnetic fiery attraction?

      

      This book is for 18+ audiences. Includes Mature adult situations, strong language, opinionated strong sassy heroines, multicultural relationships, bwwm, curvy and bbw women, women of color, fantasy, adventure, science fiction, romantic comedy, suspense, paranormal romance, alpha males, dragon and gryphon shifters, witches, and a boatload of other amazing stuff.

      *Full length 117K novel
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      Quinn Bradford… September, Nashville, Tennessee, USA

      

      “Don’t stop… please God, don’t stop.”

      It was close. The involuntary clench of her sex meant the mounting approach of an orgasm that had been too long in the making. A good orgasm was what she needed to make this current stage in her life tolerable.

      All the tension and strain of building a business dominated by men and large firms had Quinn in knots. Her situation was sad if she would be honest enough to admit it. Her business and personal life needed more adventure, fun, and liveliness by now. Not this daily grind to promote boring events for fledgling cash-strapped clients who couldn't afford to do anything to get real traction.

      Quinn needed a win at something, even if it was a single satisfying orgasm. Because God knew it was taking longer to establish herself as a go-to promotions firm that got the big fish. Yes, she was thankful for her life, but it could be way better. Her clients were boring and small potatoes in comparison to what she wanted. There was one bright spot to the terrain that was the landscape of her life, her man. Quinn would finally get some sexual release. It had been far too long. Her fiancé, Craig was back, and momma needed to climax.

      “You like that huh? Say it.” The masculine depth of his voice filled the room. It was so damn good to have him home and bed where he belonged.

      "Yes. Ooh, you feel so good.”

      She was almost there. Quinn prayed she could get to that elusive mountain of erotic bliss before him. Craig was awesome in bed—until he climaxed. Then all bets were off. At first, sex with Craig had been a toe-curling mind-blowing outer body experience. Or, it could have been that before him, she’d only had two other lovers who were dreadful to mediocre. Craig’s cock had hung the moon and seemed dipped in gold and served with the best chocolate. There was no other way to say it, Quinn put up with a lot of Craig’s shit because the dick could be so good.

      That’s why Quinn had held her tongue on a lot of things they needed to discuss. After he’d take care of her with mind blowing sex tonight, there’d be time to talk. Tonight, was about fun and lovemaking. Climaxing was her biggest concern right now. That was another thing that had bothered her. Quinn didn’t want to rehash that sore spot in their relationship. But, of late Quinn had to finish herself off as he lay next to her snoring. Craig was turning into a selfish lover. She didn’t want to become a push over and taken for granted. Tonight, she’d fight for the right to climax.

      “Whose is this?” The raggedness of his voice was the voice of doom. He was close. “Q… whose pussy is this?”

      “Yours, baby. All yours.”

      Time to make her move. Quinn thrust up, pushing him onto his back. She'd have to slow him down or run the risk of sexual frustration. Craig had been gone to Atlanta for over three weeks. She'd been horny the entire time. This orgasm had been a long time coming, and she planned to come—at least twice.

      “Shit, okay then,” he said, going with the flow.

      Quinn straddled him and took her time rubbing her sex against him. She’d play the tease and keep him engaged enough for his orgasm to calm back down. One thing about him, Craig was predictable.

      “You like that baby?” She cooed, taking her time to re-introduce her pussy to his cock.

      “You know I do. Do it—I need to be back inside you now. You’re so wet. I want to fuck you all night long.”

      Quinn wanted to laugh at how delusional he was. As soon as he got his orgasm, Craig Bastian would be on his side, turned away from her and snoring. Nope, she was going to make sure she got enough of him to release all the tension she’d been under. Again, she rose. Bending over to kiss him, he gave her a not-so-hot peck. The bastard had the nerve to grab her hips slamming her down and onto his cock.

      Well then, so much for her plan.

      Quinn began to ride him, trying to stoke the fire within her to gain her release fast. His grasp on her hips increased as he thrust up, faster and faster.

      Not good.

      She rose, attempting to swivel to reverse cowgirl. He wasn’t having it. Instead, he took over, pumping into her faster and faster. Instead of getting into a fight with him over his insensitivity in the bed yet again, Quinn met his rhythm and rode him hard. She attempted to chase her elusive climax. Damn, he was almost there.

      Craig grunted in time with each thrust. His hand became a vice on her hips. There would be marks tomorrow, she was sure of it. Deeper and deeper she took him, rotating her hips to find that spot that would send her over the edge.

      “Ooh, you feel so good,” she moaned hoping to encourage him to slow the hell down. Quinn needed to get to her summit of pleasure.

      “Almost there. Shit!”

      I won’t get pissed. I won’t get pissed if he does this shit again. She’d find a way to be all right if he came before her.

      Two more pumps and the bastard froze in mid thrust. Quinn tried to move faster hoping to catch even the edge of a climax.

      “Stop baby, don’t move.” The huskiness of his voice was the death knell. Craig finished, and she was ass out.

      Refusing to keep up a futile effort, Quinn moved off him, falling to the bed on his side. Her body still throbbed with ache and need. She’d take another stab at finishing up in the morning before she went into the office. Sometimes Craig enjoyed a good morning fuck. He was her fiancé. They’d find a way to please each other, she was sure of it.

      When the first snores broke the stillness of the dark room, Quinn couldn't fight the spike of anger that assaulted her. This fucker was sleep. Instead of punching him as she wanted, Quinn slid out of bed. In the bathroom, she rambled in the draw of the cabinet to find her extra bullet. Alone, on the edge of the bathtub, Quinn finished herself off. She hated the fact that she couldn't tell her fiancé how much he frustrated more than pleased her in bed of late.

      Cleaned up and back in bed, she drifted off into a fitful sleep. The dream was familiar. Fantastic creatures of the sky flew in intricate patterns above her. They beckoned and appealed to her to fly with them. The largest one made its entrance. As usual, it morphed from a gorgeous mythical being to the most alluring man and back again. And, as usual, he played with her, giving her the slip as she gave chase. Quinn would get close only to lose him again to the sky. All the creatures appeared to come in and out of focus as they rode the skies above.

      Her body ached and yearned to be with the large beast and the adventure he offered. She struggled to run and keep up with him. Running with abandon, not caring where her feet took her, Quinn followed as the beast surfed the waves of air. It was beauty in motion. She could make out so much and yet nothing concrete. At times, it looked as if he and the other beasts painted the sky with fire. At others, he was before her, a tad out of reach. He was a complete man of mystery. Then she was alone.

      This was the part of the dream Quinn dreaded. It always came, like an absolute disappointment. She stirred. The edge of wakefulness tugged at her. Then like clockwork, her bladder began to wail. No… she wanted to stay in bed and go back to that dream. It never came because she summoned it. Instead, when she was not able to submerge herself to appreciate and wallow in it, the dream would come. The wheels of her mind had already started to ramp up with all the things she had to do today.

      There was something that nagged at her that wasn’t right. Rolling over to her side, Quinn outstretched her hand, to rub Craig’s chest. Instead of warm, smooth manly flesh, cool sheets greeted her. Wait, Craig had beat her out of bed? That was new. Quinn popped an eye open to see the empty side of the bed. It was still early. Her body clock was still working to meet her routine, but where the hell was Craig? Her intuition kicked in that something was indeed off. Quinn sat up in bed. The dusky hues of early morning peeked in through the slits of the curtains.

      Maybe he was making himself something to eat or taking a call in the other room? Quinn got out of bed. Her feet hit the ground, and her bladder wailed in protest. As soon as she answered the call of nature, Quinn was on the move in investigative mode. The condo was quiet, like when she was there alone. Out in the open living area, nothing was disturbed. There was no activity or sign of Craig.

      “Craig? Baby are you still here?” She already knew he was gone. Hearing how pathetic she sounded only confirmed her fears. He was gone.

      Quinn didn’t know how she knew, but they were over. Craig had left her. Thoughts and memories of the last few months came rushing in. Thoughts she’d pushed back afraid to entertain. All the trips to Atlanta and the phone calls. She hadn’t had Craig—not all him—for a very long time. The last two years and few months they’d dated and became engaged. In that time Quinn saw a slow decline in his interest in her. She’d done what she could—tried to lose weight, tried new sex positions, and held her tongue on things he did to piss her off. Hell, she’d even invested in his new company idea.

      “Oh God—what about that money?”

      Quinn needed to make sure she could still find out how to get paid back for her investment. That had been on her agenda to talk with him. Craig hadn’t given her a real or detailed update on his new business venture since getting the loan from her over a year ago. It was her fault for not demanding updates about how the business venture was going. Yeah, dick had made her cuckoo and too lenient.

      On the few times she’d made an attempt, he hadn’t wanted to talk about it. After each of his most recent trips, his mood had been downright surly. Instead of talking, he took her to bed, did what he did and then moved on like nothing was amiss. Sex had become the only thing they did together. Even that had deteriorated to hell.

      “Stupid, stupid, stupid.”

      Now wasn't the time to beat herself up. She had a business to run and things to do. Quinn hatched a game plan. She'd go to the office, get some new clients and lose herself in work. Quinn went about her morning routine, focused on winning the day. Yes, at the office she'd drown everything out with work. Nothing healed a breakup like staying busy.

      After a shower that lasted too long, Quinn dressed. The suite was one of her favorite early autumn suits from last season. She’d wear it one more time before getting new clothes for this season. Nothing said successful business woman better than current season fashions. In her car and headed to the office, the console of the car came to life announcing an incoming call from her bank.

      “Hello?”

      “Yes, good morning. May I speak with Ms. Quinn Bradford?”

      The pit of her stomach made a run for it, attempting to go out through her back as Quinn prepared for bad news. Her bank was calling. Business had been slow and with the loan to Craig, times had become lean.

      Please oh please God don’t let it be anything bad, she prayed. With the day as it was, she hoped the call was another one of the bank’s periodic marketing calls.

      “This is she, may I ask who’s speaking?”

      “Yes ma’am, this is Sonja Cullens—your local banking representative. Are you in a place where we can discuss a sensitive matter?”

      Shit. It was bad news.

      “I’m in the car on my way into the office. I can call you back once I get there.”

      “I’d rather speak with you immediately if you don’t mind. Is that all right?” The woman’s voice held a bit of apprehension.

      “Sure, okay then. What is it, Ms. Cullens, right?”

      "Yes, ma'am. I'm calling to inform you that there is unusual activity on your secondary checking account. So much so, that I received a notice this morning. A major part of your funds from the primary account was automatically moved to cover the overage."

      “Overage? What overage? That secondary account is for payroll and not used for most things. I didn’t authorize any withdrawals.”

      “Yes, that’s the reason for the call. It appears your secondary authorized signature holder, Mr. Craig Bastian, withdrew fifteen-thousand dollars. Let me see... it was from the account at another branch in the Atlanta area.”

      “What, but how? I didn’t put any money into that account for this month yet. How was he able to siphon out fifteen-thousand dollars? That account had a couple of hundred dollars in it?”

      “That is why I’m calling. When you set up the account, he was listed as an authorized signature. That meant his withdrawal request could trigger your main account to cover the overage.”

      “But fifteen-thousand? Isn’t there a cut off before he could do that? You allowed him to withdraw that much on the spot? It’s only…” Quinn looked at the clock on the console of the car and wanted to scream. It was almost ten in the morning. Nashville was only about four hours from Atlanta. If he’d gotten up early enough, Craig would have had time to drive and make it there when the bank opened.

      “Your business account is the executive level. Your overdraft limit is one hundred thousand dollars. Since your primary account had enough to cover it, the withdrawal went through.”

      “But I still don’t understand. How could he waltz in and request that much money on the spot?”

      “Let me see… Please hold on for a moment.”

      Quinn pulled into her parking spot in front of the beautiful boutique office park. She loved the place. It even had a charging station for her electric luxury vehicle right in front of the entrance to her office suite. This business location was the place to be for up and coming young business professionals like herself. Her office was the only bright spot in an otherwise dismal period in her life. Other cool progressive amenities helped her portray a certain level of class and success to potential clients. Her suite was one of her best business assets.

      As she continued to wait in the car for Ms. Cullens to come back on the line, a flash of doom and loss tore her ability to focus. Everything seemed to be falling apart. It had taken a lot for the leasing company to lease to her and she’d be damned if she lost it, fooling around with Craig.

      Ms. Cullens voice filled the car compartment. “I spoke with the banker at that branch who assisted Mr. Bastian.”

      “And?”

      “He followed protocol by making the request on Friday.”

      “It’s Monday morning. Why wasn’t I contacted? And, you mean to tell me that they let him waltz in and take out that money without my knowledge?”

      “Again, Ms. Bradford, that is why I’m calling you now—as a courtesy. He followed the bank’s procedure and withdrew the amount in cash this morning.”

      Quinn’s ears rang while her face became numb. This was it. She was ruined.

      Determined not to lose her shit over the phone, Quinn took in breaths and asked, “Okay, what is the next move? Do I need to come in to fill paperwork or will you file a claim with your insurance on my behalf? I need that money replaced immediately.”

      The line was quiet—too quiet—then the tell-tale sound of a deep inhale and exhale could be heard on Quinn’s end. This woman had better tell her some good news or she was going to make the news today.

      “Ms. Bradford, there isn’t anything you can do. As I said before, this was a courtesy call to let you know about the withdrawal. The other part of this call was to find out when and how you’re going to cover your business loan payment that’s due. It was supposed to clear today. In lieu of what has happened this morning, I put the withdrawal on hold. But, I can only hold it for forty-eight hours. You need to make sure there is enough in your account by close of business Wednesday to keep from defaulting on your loan.”

      “I wouldn’t be in this predicament if y’all hadn’t let Craig steal money out of my other account. I think I need to speak to an attorney about this. I didn’t receive notice until after. I shouldn’t suffer any fees or issues because the money was in there. Your bank is at fault.”

      “That isn't the case. You listed Mr. Bastian on the account. Nothing happened that you didn't allow. I'm sorry to say this, but you have until Wednesday to make a deposit into the account. Else, you run the risk of an account suspension."

      Quinn didn't like the little bit of base that had slipped into Ms. Cullens' voice. She was about to tell her as much when she remembered her inheritance. Numbers and strategies to liquidate some of the pieces commingled in her thoughts. She hated to do this, but that balloon payment had to be paid. If not, the little money she did have in the account would be frozen. Trading sugar for the vinegar she wanted to use, Quinn said, "Please work with me, I'll have to liquidate a few things. Give me until the end of the week to get the money in there… please?"

      “Very well then, but I cannot guarantee I can keep the payment on hold that long. If you have any issues, please contact me directly at this number—before Friday."

      Quinn got the woman’s contact information and ended the call. The car was so quiet she forgot it was still running until she opened the door. Everything was dull and harsh. The walk to the front door of her office might as well have been a walk of shame. She’d been played. If her mother had been alive to see it, she would have shaken her head in disgust. Quinn had committed the cardinal sin. She’d been caught with a wet pussy and a dry purse. Craig had screwed her in more ways than one.
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      Lucien Dragos or Drake as his Clan was called on Earth…

      Sacred Temple Between the Realms dedicated to the Creator Goddess

      

      Lucien’s Gryphon partner and second in command, Gregori or Greg as he was called, had been right as usual. The Gryphon lived up to his heritage as a mystic. Lucien hoped Greg would be able to help him figure out how to get the Clan back to normal. More weak, weary and emotionally drained than usual, the Clan entered the Temple in search of healing and restoration. Something had to change soon. There was no way of getting around the fact that with each visit Lucien and the others experienced less of an impact of the ritual cleansing. It took longer to rebound from battles, while the frequency and intensity of the battles increased.

      With no other way to explain it, the answer was clear as day, but the way to fulfill that answer was clear as mud. Lucien and his Clan needed mates to restore them to the level needed to keep up with the demands of the activity of the portal. And once again Lucien and most of his Clan were back at the Goddess’ temple for the next best thing—ritual cleansing sex with a priestess of the Temple. Called back to the portal entrance so soon after the last mission, they desperately needed to replenish their strength, wisdom, and clarity to enter into interdimensional battle again.

      Having mates would be the optimal answer to resolve this crisis. Lucien’s Clan was mate less, save his youngest brother Ajax, who had yet to complete the joining with his Dragon. His new mating had caused a quiet roar among the others. A disturbance Lucien had to quash fast. With the arrival of Ajax’s mate, Hildy, last month, talk of the prophecy had grown to a fever pitch. It didn’t make common or practical sense.

      The prophecy said when the first Drake brother mated, then the other members of the Clan would soon follow in joining with their mates. Dragons and Gryphon rarely mated. When they did, more Dragonlings and Gryphon were born replenishing and adding to the numbers of Guardian protectors of the realms.

      Ajax was the last brother of the house of Drake, not the first. Lucien was the eldest. Hell, Ajax was still a Dragonling, so he didn’t count. Lucien had no mate, so no need putting any stock in that old wives’ tale of a prophecy. The Clan would have to dig deep to reconnect with the power of the Goddess. They were Warrior Guardians. There was only success or death, and Lucien had no plans to die anytime soon. Mates be damned, the Dragofin Clan would prevail.

      Not even a hint of a mate had materialized for any of the Clan going into another battle. Their next best option had been to come to the temple for ritual cleansing. The only women able to cleanse a Warrior Guardian were the priestesses of the Goddess or the Guardian’s mate. Like him, his men were growing disenchanted with the process. Lucien couldn’t ignore the fact that each of them felt the drain of not having the strongest bond that came from being joined to his mate.

      “Greg, make sure everyone re-assembles here once they’ve finished the ritual. We’ll go over to the station together.” Lucien had to make certain each of his brothers—both blood and bond—were restored enough to go back into battle.

      “Sure thing,” Greg said. “Go do what you must and allow Joila to minister to every part of you. No holding anything back. You must be able to lead us. I see you, Luc. I know you’re not at a hundred percent. Man, we can’t lose you out there. Not trying to tell you what to do—”

      “Oh really?”

      “Haha, yeah you got me. But Luc, seriously, we all need you to be on your game—strong. Do whatever you can to make sure you get what you need from the Goddess.”

      Greg was right. Lucien wasn’t sure how he was always able to tell what was going on beneath the surface, but he was.

      “Thanks, brother—will do.”

      “Good, now get your ass in there and do something about those aching, tired bones of yours,” Greg said. Lucien liked how he always tried to soften the punch of his insightfulness.

      “All right. I’ll meet everyone back here. And Greg, take your advice too. I need you at full capacity as well.”

      Greg nodded. Lucien motioned to the group to go to their designated priestesses for cleansing. He watched them all go before he was ushered into his session, but not before sending up a prayer to the Goddess for strength for all of them.

      [image: ]

      “I perceive your heart is not at peace.” Soft, feminine, and delicate, Jolia’s hands cradled Lucien’s face to capture his gaze. “What troubles you mighty Dragos?”

      He cherished the feel of her touch on his body. Ritual cleansing was the only time any of his Clan touched women since accepting the Guardianship of Earth. Joila wasn’t just any woman, though. She was High Priestess of the Temple Between the Realms, consecrated to the service of the Creator Goddess.

      Like the others, she ministered to the needs of his Clan. When he was called up in the rotation to guard the portal, Joila personally saw to Lucien’s purification to prepare for each campaign to protect the entrance to the portal to Earth.

      A delicate scent of frankincense tickled his nose as she continued to minister to his needs. Her touch was life-giving—but not as much as in times past. What had changed about him to dilute the power of a ritual cleansing? Lucien would oblige the high priestess with an answer, but not before taking a moment to collect his thoughts to proceed with wisdom and respect.

      “I am in the bed of the high priestess of the Goddess, and yet there is a gulf between where I am and where I should be with the ritual—like I’m not able to receive all you offer. It appears that each time I go through the cleansing ritual, there is less impartation of the Goddess’ strength for battle. I do not blame her or you. The fault is within me.”

      Raw vulnerability sat heavy on his chest, yet he couldn’t bring himself to confide in her today completely. To do so would feel more like a betrayal than a confession. This was a betrayal of what? He wasn’t sure, but Lucien would never disrespect her or her calling. Never had she refused to see to his ritual cleansing personally. He owed it to her to at least share some of his concerns—just not all of them.

      “Your assessment rings true. I too sense your dilemma and have my concerns. The amount of rogue activity through the portal is increasing. You’ll need strength and protection like never before. Has something happened that is out of the ordinary?”

      Images of Jax and his new mate, Hildy, bombarded Lucien’s mental focus. “Yes, but not to me or the others who journeyed here with me. Ajax, you know my youngest brother—the Dragonling—has taken a mate back on the surface.”

      “A human mate? How is that so?”

      “It would appear she isn’t completely human but rather a Siren.”

      “Oh, that makes sense. And, she resides at the Lair with Ajax with no issues? Does she know about it… all of this yet?”

      “Whoa—someone has a lot of questions about the new woman at the Lair. I haven’t seen you this interested in anything outside of the temple in a long time.” She smiled and shifted off him. That was signal enough to proceed. “If you must know, her name is Hildy, and Jax wants to bring her with him to the portal once he completes his transformation. And yes, before you ask, she’s a Warrior Siren.”

      She asked, “Will Ajax complete his joining with his Dragon soon? In a few months’ time, if I remember his birthday, right?”

      “Yes, he’s only got about four months until his birthday. In that time, he and his mate must prove to me that they can work together in battle. They’ve started training together.”

      “I remember when Ajax was a hatchling. You didn’t want him to become a Guardian, and that was all he ever focused on. You know he’s more like you than any of your other brothers.”

      Pride in all his youngest brother had achieved grew within him.

      “Yeah, and he’s excited to finish the process. Now that he has Hildy, I must admit; I’m more accepting of his entry into the calling.”

      “Why is that?” Joila’s fingertips traced the outline of his abdominal muscles as she spoke. “Why do you think him having a mate matters?” Her question baited him for an answer he wasn’t looking forward to giving her.

      “It’s not like you or any of your family ever had a choice. You are the family of Drake—this is what you do—guard and protect the portals. You were created to be a Guardian… and so was he. As we’ve discussed it before, he was born to do this. But I digress. You didn’t answer my initial question. Does his mate know what the Lair is and about… everything? If she’s a shifter, she most likely can travel to the portal with some training and practice.”

      Lucien turned onto his side to regard the priestess. She was beautiful and much larger than the human females he observed back on the surface but was still smaller than him. Over the years they had developed a cherished form of friendship where he could confide in her about things he couldn’t or wouldn’t tell his Clan. Now, things had changed. Not that she would do him or the others any harm. It was simply a feeling of impropriety as if his inner thoughts were no longer for her consumption. Obeying the gut reaction, he deflected from his feelings and focused on the facts of her question.

      “In due time, if she shows herself capable of handling the knowledge and able to fight with her Dragon mate, then yes, she’ll learn more about the Lair. For now, she believes what anyone would. That I’m an overly protective homeowner, who doesn’t allow outsiders.”

      Lucien didn’t miss the hurt that flashed in her eyes at his answer. Joila was not just the high priestess, she was a woman, and her affections for him had grown over time, as had his for her in return. Everything within him rebelled at anything past the ritual. Another thing to add to the list of events wreaking havoc on his life. First, Hildy coming to live in the Lair as Jax’s mate and now these weird feelings about Joila.

      Instead of voicing her hurt, she remained with the flow of conversation. This was her way. She was the high priestess first. “And you’re fine with that? Her thinking you’re an irascible brute?”

      “Yes, she’s not my mate, so I don’t have to do a marketing campaign to get her to like me. I have accepted her as my nigh sister because of her mating, but I will not put her or us in an unnecessarily unpleasant situation if she can’t handle it. I love both my brother and her enough to give her time.”

      “As usual, your wisdom and timing are without reproach. Speaking of mates, doesn’t this give you hope that the prophecy is true?” She sat up.

      “Not going there. It’s an old tale from before I was born. There’s no time to waste putting hopes in fanciful dreams and conjecture. Each of us knew we might not ever find mates when we accepted the calling and to reside on the surface of Earth.”

      “Yes, but you’ve got to realize that with Ajax’s mate manifesting, the probability of the prophecy being true is stronger than ever.”

      Lucien shrugged off the hope tinting Joila’s voice. Even without his recent shift from revealing so much to her, the certainty that she wasn’t his mate drove him to be upfront with her. He owed it to her as one of his closest friends. She deserved the best.

      “Please tell me you don’t put any stock in that old wives’ tale? It’s an old story my family has retold over the years. I think it’s been told to give the Dragons and Gryphon in active service an altruistic flare for the calling. Let’s just say, they know how to appeal to our vanity and egos.”

      “I don’t know about that. From where I sit, there are too many incidents happening to support the possibility. Lucien, you should at least consider that there could be a sliver of a chance it could be right.” Joila captured his focus, placed a kiss on his lips and said, “You never know. Your mate could be closer than you think.”

      “Is that your way of saying you’d give all of this up to become a mate to one man?” Lucien waved a hand around to indicate the Temple as a spark of happiness lit her eyes. This would be hard to do, but he owed it to her. Hurting her now with a little rejection would be easier than hurting her in the future when they were too entangled for anything but messiness to occur. The breath he took in did little to reduce the mounting self-loathing for what he was about to say. “Joila, think about it. Would you be able to fulfill the call of the Goddess as the mate of one lowly Warrior Guardian servant of the Goddess?”

      “There’s nothing wrong with being in the service of the Goddess. You must know I serve in whatever way she demands of me. I do many things far less pleasant than becoming the mate of a Dragofin Guardian.”

      Innuendo laced words aside, Lucien could sense that Joila had danced around her desires for too long. Her response was the confirmation he needed to proceed. It was time to get this out and into their discussion. Lucien would be frank while treading lightly. Priestess or not, she was still emotionally engaged and he would do nothing to hurt her knowingly.

      “Yes, but I am not that Dragon, dear Joila. If you are open to the idea, I offer my support and prayers that you are led to your mate with haste.”

      “But I’m not interested in any other Guardian. You’re the—”

      “No, Joila, mating with me is not to be. I’m a son of my father. Like him, I’m certain of my calling and what is and isn’t for me. I must make this plain—you aren’t mine. I would love nothing more than if you were my mate, but it is not so. You, Joila, are a wonderful friend. I pray the Goddess rewards you with your mate. You’ve been a loyal servant to her and ministered to me as no other could have.” Clarity about how to proceed drove him on. “I want to say thank you for all of your ministry to me over the years. Considering how we’ve grown as friends, I will no longer seek you out for the ritual. Instead, I will make sure to only interact with you as my friend. Thank you for everything.” Lucien wouldn’t add more than this. He had to end the sexual part of their interaction. Anything past this would only mean pain for both.

      Finished with their sexual union, it was time to seal the cleansing and gift of life-giving power with the blessing of the Goddess. He rose from the supine position he’d been in and prepared to leave the bed.

      Joila was quick on her feet. Lucien felt more than saw the switch she made back into the role of High Priestess. He admired her for that resilience. What she didn’t know was that she’d not been the first priestess to have that hope in him being her mate. His hope was that the trend wouldn’t continue. It hurt, hurting her with the truth. One thing about a Dragon, when he found his mate, there was a strong electromagnetic bonding that occurred. He would never be able to handle the idea of her being with other men, even if it was part of a sacred ritual. Likewise, she would be repulsed by any other man to the point of anguish. There was no way he or Joila could have continued her ministry of the sexual cleansing ritual of other men if she’d been his mate.

      Incense and mystical energy swirled to infuse the air with life.

      “Time to seal our time with a blessing and return you to your Clan.”

      She held out a hand for him to join her at the private altar. The familiar hum of soothing feminine power caressed and comforted Lucien as the high priestess led him from the bed to the small altar to kneel. The priestess anointed Lucien’s head with the fragrant oil of blessing. Once she finished and retreated out of the sacred chamber of cleansing they had used, he rose and dressed.

      Instead of the euphoria, he’d once experienced after a sexual ritual cleansing with the priestess, now he was non-pulsed. In the depths of the Dragon wisdom that lived within him, times of great danger loomed. He had to find a way to regain his power and strength before whatever it was to come showed itself.  In nursing that feeling, his Dragon rumbled his agreement. Lucien would do whatever needed to make sure none of his Clan suffered even the slightest harm.

      Lucien allowed the soft prayer to leap from his thoughts to his words as he spoke, “What do you want from me that I haven’t already given, dear Goddess?” he asked, leaving the Temple to return to the station and his men. “I’ll do whatever I need to, to receive the answer. Please let us all return from this battle without harm. Also, grant me a chance to fix whatever it is I must to re-establish your blessings and gifts to our Clan. Thank you, and I love you, your humble servant, Lucien Dragos.”

      The swirl of life slinked itself down and around, giving him more than a boost to proceed in battle. The Goddess must have heard and appeared to answer his prayer. Now to face whatever tried to come through that portal.
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      Quinn Bradford:  January… Miss Connie’s Diner, Atlanta, GA, Industrial & Warehouse district on the Westside of the city

      

      “Time to come clean. I’m not here on vacation.” Quinn stopped and eyed her best friend across the table.

      She needed some support to get through this, and her best friend sat here in full-on pragmatist mode. Said friend, Wren Douglas, wasn't so easy to read, no indicators to gauge her reaction. The conversation was going to be tough as it was without getting some feedback here.

      Have to get on with it then.

      Quinn started again, this time allowing the words to tumble out as they may. “Wren, I’ve lost it all. The office lease, my apartment and soon it’ll be my car. The business is on the rocks, and you’re the only one I can tell right now.” Wren’s expression softened and beamed calm with a dash of encouragement. Quinn used it as needed fuel to go on. “It’s dire; all my things are in storage, and I’m always checking to make sure my car is still where I parked it. If I don’t get enough money to catch the payments up right now, I’ll be walking.”

      “Why did you let it get this bad? I knew something wasn’t right. Quinn, if you’d let me know sooner—you know talked to me like you are now—I would’ve been able to do more to help. I hate it when my gut is right. Now, the situation is gargantuan.”

      “Tell me about it.”

      “If that car gets repoed who’s gonna chauffeur me around for the next few weeks? I was looking forward to not having to take a ride-share or bus. I already told Zia my best friend was coming to town and she’d get a two-week vacation.”

      Quinn could tell Wren was trying hard to cheer her up. It was a sweet gesture. She loved this woman. But did she have to bring up Zia? Quinn would never admit she was jealous of the woman.

      She was Wren’s best friend, not that sexpot bakery owner. Wren’s talent ran circles around her too. Most of Zia’s success was from guys coming into her bakery to see her and not her baked goods. While she was here, Quinn would make sure Wren was less dependent on Zia for anything. That would be best, yes, that was what best friends did for each other.

      “Wren, you have to learn how to drive. We're twenty-five. Insurance goes down for us. Stop being a baby about it and let me teach you while I'm here." Quinn stared until Wren looked up from her food. "Wren, I’m not sure why you never tried to learn to drive again. Don't allow a simple mishap to keep you from having personal freedom. What if you ever get stranded and need to drive yourself somewhere?” Wren gave her a look that translated the flip off she knew her friend wanted to give instead. Might as well get the rest of it out. “When I said I’d like to stay for a few weeks, that was so I could get a chance to regroup and get my money back from him.”

      “You didn’t have to hide this from me. I’m here, and my home is open to you for as long as you need it.”

      “But it’s a one bedroom, one bath apartment,” Quinn said, stabbing at laughter to lift the heaviness of having to come clean about her predicament.

      “Haha—I guess Princess Quinn will have to learn how to appreciate the sofa bed. There are no peas under the mattress, I promise.” Wren laughed. That had to be a good sign that her pragmatic friend was taking it in stride. “No worries. When I go back after my holiday vacation in a few weeks, you’ll have the place to yourself in the mornings. Stay as long as you want. And, I’m not even going there on what you mean by that him comment.”

      Hearing about Wren’s job as a pastry chef for a restaurant downtown sent Quinn’s mood right back down to the bottom. She had to tell her the rest—the part that affected Wren.

      “Hey Wren, wait, there’s more!” The joke fell flat. Not able to face her friend for the next part, it was her turn to look down into her plate. Better get to it. “All right, here goes. I spent all my cushion. No, I take that back. It’s so much worse than that. My life savings, inheritance, and dignity are gone too. It sucks major balls.” She dared to look back up at Wren. The woman remained calm, taking in a spoonful of her soup as Quinn looked for support. Time to press on and finish up the worst part of this. “So you see Wren, that’s why I have to go and meet with him. I need him to repay that loan.” Quinn hated having this conversation with her best friend.

      They sat in the busy Diner eating the best sandwiches and soup she’d had in a long time. A shame really, since the conversation sapped her taste buds and enjoyment of the food right out. Wren wrinkled her nose while she considered Quinn’s words. Quinn looked around, watching the jovial waitress, called Miss Connie. The woman flitted about the room pouring coffee, taking orders and spreading her good cheer. The day was cold and a little dreary with that muted daylight that was most of the winter season. Quinn hated it, and this conversation wasn’t helping her outlook.

      “All of it? Including the gap money from Liesel and me too?” Wren asked.

      And that was the part that hurt Quinn the most. She’d lost both her best friend and sister’s investment into her company—everything. “Yes, including that part. I made bad decisions, overspent on overhead, and gave Craig a loan to launch his sports apparel company.”

      Wren had stopped eating and stared at her split pea soup. “How much did you give him?” Her question was quiet, but not enough to hide the anger beneath it.

      Quinn swallowed, not liking how angry her sweet-as-sugar friend appeared to be getting. “I loaned him twenty-five thousand. Then found out that he transferred another fifteen thousand dollars out of my secondary business account.” She felt worse that an idiot for having to admit how stupid she’d been believing him and his crazy idea to start a business.

      “Forty-thousand dollars, Quinn? Jesus, that was supposed to buffer you for at least another year, with your clients starting to pick up.”

      Quinn didn’t want to tell her that the clients had dried up too. “It’s slow out there with the change in the economy and political climate. Most would-be clients aren’t spending what they used to on marketing and promotion consulting.”

      “Don’t try to throw me off with that. It’s been three years since you started this business. And, I know how hard you've worked to make it in these male-driven promotions and marketing industries. I know you're an exceptional promoter. Your business is going to take off. Of that, I'm sure. Quinn, you don’t have to try to convince me of that. No, what I’m frustrated with is your nigh-obsession with your ex-fiancé, Craig. Right now, you need to tell me the rest. How bad is it? And don’t try to do your usual sugar coating job. Give it to me straight. That’s the only way I can figure out how much this affects me and how to proceed from here.”

      Uh-oh, not good.

      “Wren—”

      The hand Wren put up wasn’t a good sign. She was in no mood to do anything but get to the point. Quinn might lose her closest friend over this.

      “I know I fucked up royally, but let’s not have this discussion here. Right now, I need to get my nerve up to see Craig. I told him I was coming to town and would like to meet him while I was here to discuss this.”

      “You can’t be serious. You told that con-artist you were coming and when to expect you?” Wren’s spoon popped out of the soup, spattering pale green soup onto the table as she hit it in her snap movement. “You know better than to give him a heads up. I bet he’s picked up and moved on by now. Good luck ever seeing that money again.”

      “Don’t be like that. I've set up an appointment to meet up after he gets off work at the gym.”

      “With Craig? Aka, the most unreliable jerk to ever grace the face of the planet? Hah! If you believe he’ll keep that appointment, you’re way more gullible about him than I thought. Look, Quinn, I don’t need to give you another I-told-you-so. That won’t help either of us right now. At this moment, you need to get some professional help. I’m talking getting a lawyer and the police involved.”

      “I can’t do that. My financial statements are a mess. I know I’ve commingled funds here and there. It’s been hard over the last three years trying to keep the business afloat and take care of myself.”

      “Never mind that, you still need to get someone involved who can help you forcibly get your—our—money back. Hell, I’ll even settle for one of those TV shows where you go in front of a judge.”

      “I already checked on that one you like to watch. They only go up to ten thousand dollars in claims since they pay the winning judgment.”

      Wren had finished cleaning up the splattered soup by now and had pushed the half-eaten bowl to the side. “I need you to consider more than your need to see that jerk again. Tangling with him again isn’t a game or challenge you can win. Your need to conquer pretty-boy Craig needs to be over. He won. While you were trying to subdue him, he was playing you, and stealing your money.”

      Wren took in a long breath to slow down and remain in control. This conversation made for an unpleasant one. It wasn’t fun seeing her this upset. Yeah, this was the part Quinn had been dreading—having to put her friend in the middle of her drama again.

      Wren spoke again, this time, less tense. “Quinn, stop trying to best men you think have power issues. You're on a fool’s errand. Instead, you must get a good plan together and stop showing your playbook to him at every turn. Isn’t it enough that you had to come here to track him down? I knew something was fishy when you said y’all broke up and he moved here. Be honest; he was here when you found out after he stole that money from you. Am I right?” All Quinn could manage to do was a nod. Wren managed to keep her voice down, but the anger was still there. “Does Liesel know yet?”

      Oh hell, this was getting worse by the minute. “No, and please don’t go calling to tell her. Give me enough time to get this money from him to get both of you paid back. I’ll worry about my part of the money later. Wren, you have to believe me. I’m over him. I’m going to get the money back and move on.”

      “Quinn, I believe you believe what you say. It’s just that you can be overly optimistic about people and life. Honey, I know you don't want to hear me say it, but you tend to see only the positive part of life. You don’t ever consider what could go wrong or even that anything could go wrong. I love your drive and adventurous spirit, but it’s time for you to slow down a little and look before you leap. Please, let’s get a plan in place before you confront Craig. I’d rather you see him after you’ve gotten a garnishment on his paycheck, a legal judgment for fraud and theft, or even better, him in jail. I don’t believe he can do right by you otherwise.”

      Quinn knew what Wren said was true, but it hurt too much to look it head on. Instead, she made circles in the ketchup remnants on her plate and tried not to cry.

      “I know, but he works close by here. I wanted to have you with me when I met with him.”

      “Oh no, I’m not getting dragged into this soap opera between you two. There’s no telling what that scheming fraud might say or do."

      "Wow, tell me how you honestly feel about him."

      "This is no joking matter. You make light of his antics, but I'm no dummy when it comes to Craig Bastian. Nope, not going anywhere near the bastard. I wouldn’t want to run the risk of going to jail for what I might do when he started his lies and pitiful charm act.”

      “That’s it? You’re not going to go with me?”

      “No, I’m certain it’ll be of no use. Plus, I can’t believe you’d even think about asking me to. Don’t you remember the last time I was around Craig at that baseball game? We almost got put out of the stadium over that argument.”

      “You accused him of cheating on me.”

      “That’s because he was! When you went to the restroom, he took out his phone and started texting someone. He texted her about how much he loved and wanted her to send him a picture to help him get through his day.”

      “I checked his phone that night.”

      “Quinn, listen to yourself. When it comes to that slug, Craig, you lose all hope of common sense. My answer is no. I’m not going anywhere near him. I advise you to stay away from him too. I wouldn’t be surprised if he didn’t have plans to weasel even more money out of you this time.”

      Quinn had been played like a fool. It was true. She’d devolved into a gullible simpleton when it came to him. Now she had to get that money back.

      The bell on the door to the busy Diner chimed. Jumpy from the conversation and needing a break from Wren’s scrutiny, Quinn looked past her friend’s shoulder to see a group of men come in. None of them were interesting enough to hold her attention. The perky waitress, Miss Connie, greeted them by name as they sat at the counter.

      The sound of fingers popping close to her ear, had Quinn turning her attention back into their conversation. There sat before her a distinctly pissed Wren.

      “Don’t do that when I’m trying to help you get a plan together. Pay attention. I don’t want you going off half-cocked on some fool’s errand. Quinny, I hate to say this, but I think you should cross him off as a way to get your money back. That is, at least for now. Right now, you need a better plan to make that money back, and he needs to go to jail for what he did. Do you have any prospects or clients you can check with?”

      “If I did, I wouldn’t be here for two weeks. I’d be back home working with them.”

      A silence grew between them as Quinn’s guilt, embarrassment and shame batted her around. Exposed like this, she was off her game. It had been a while since she had been her charming self. Wren reached across the table and placed a hand over hers. The gesture was kind but did little to restore Quinn’s sense of well-being.

      “Hey, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have been so harsh on you.” Wren moved the ketchup bottle and salt over to extend both hands over hers. “Thank you for coming clean with me. I know it was hard, but now we can put our heads together and figure out a way to get you back on your feet. Remember, I took time off the spend with you? I don’t have anywhere else to be but hanging out. We can go home and get a game plan together. I still suggest the least you do is speak with an attorney before you do any confrontation, though. Will you agree to that?” Wren asked, giving her hands a little squeeze.

      “Sure, I can—”

      The bells from the door to the Diner rang again. This time a woman, tall and movie-star beautiful stepped through the entrance. The man who followed intimately close behind her stopped to look around for a seat. Quinn’s reactions took over. Snatching her hands out of Wren’s and grabbing for cover, she slapped one of the hefty menus against her forehead.

      “Ow!” The sharp reaction came out before she could catch it.

      Unwilling to be discovered, Quinn slapped at Wren’s hands attempting to take the menu away.

      “What are you doing? I was talking to you. Quinny, are you feeling all right?”

      “Shh, it’s him at the door.”

      “Who?”

      “Look for yourself, but don’t be obvious about it.”

      Quinn waited, hoping her friend would go with the flow and do as she asked. After a prolonged group of seconds, Wren’s hand was back, pulling at the menu again.

      “Put that down. The coast is clear. They sat on the other side over there,” Wren said, successfully snatching the menu out of Quinn’s trembling fingers. “Are you okay?”

      “Hell no, I’m not okay. Don’t you see it, Wren? Of all the places to be, Craig walked through that door while we're here. It's answered prayer—clear as the day is dreary. Come on Wren, don't be like that." Wren's expression had retreated behind a stone face. Quinn wouldn't give up, not now, not with him within mere feet. She pressed on, determined to rally Wren's support. "What are the odds? He’s walked into the same place as me for lunch. I think it’s a sign to go on and get this over with.”

      “But he’s having lunch with a woman. It looks like they’re on a date or together. I’d still wait. We can slip out and be on our way before he has the chance to see us.”

      “Nope, not today. I have to do this. My stomach is eating me up inside with all the stress, worry, and anxiety over seeing him and getting my money back.”

      “But he’s with another woman. I don’t think this could go well. Not with how much guys like to show off in front of their girlfriends.”

      The little kick that hit Quinn's insides at hearing the word “girlfriend” when it wasn't a reference to her stung a wee bit more than she’d like to admit. Quinn didn’t want to do this, not with another woman here. But, when would she be presented with the opportunity again?

      “I have to do this. It’s a blessing and the perfect strategy. I have you here. It’s a crowded Diner, so he can’t blow me off. And like you said, he’ll try to impress that woman he’s with by being cordial. Don’t worry, he’ll at least listen to me.”

      “Or so you hope. I don’t know Quinn. My gut says to take a pass on this. I think you should step away and come back more prepared.”

      “And meet with him alone, and on his home turf? Uh-uh, I need you with me to do this. No time like the present, now, when he isn’t expecting it.”

      Quinn scooted out of the booth, stood and adjusted her clothing. She would face her fears and confront Craig Bastian.

      “Quinn, Quinn, no. Please don’t do this. I’ve got a bad feeling about it. Let’s go and regroup,” Wren said, pulling on her arm.

      Quinn shook off her best friend’s grasp with relative ease. She took a few wobbly steps in the direction of the little love birds. After that, it was a breeze.
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      Lucien Drake… 3rd Division Station of the Northwestern Quadrant—Internal Earth

      

      “You look… almost the same,” Greg said, eyeing Lucien. “What did you do to Joila?”

      “Why do you think I did something to her? We performed the ritual and that was that.”

      Greg wouldn’t stop staring at him. “Uh-huh. Let me guess, she wants to mate with you and you, being good old blunt Lucien, shot her down. You know, you could do way worse than Joila. She’s a great woman.”

      “If she’s so great, why don’t you mate with her.”

      “Because, she’s not my mate.”

      “Mine neither.” Lucien spotted a few of the others coming toward them. “You and I both know how this goes. If we meet our mates, it will be obvious. You see how Jax behaved. He fought with Hildy in a damn supermarket.”

      “Yeah, that was pretty funny. Poor guy didn’t know what hit him until it was too late. No matter what he says, Hildy put a good ass-whipping on him. Let Matt tell it, she’s got tremendous ability and gives Jax a run for his money.”

      “Matt has reported great things about her and the effect she has on Jax. Remind me to get an updated report from him on how those two are doing. I want him to push them. If this activity keeps increasing, we’ll need to have them ready to join us as soon as Jax completes joining with his Dragon.”

      “Sounds like a good plan.” Greg had his large duffel swung over his shoulder and threw Lucien’s to him. After he’d located his fighting breastplate and leathers, Greg began to dress for battle. He asked, “When do we tell Hildy about all this? She needs to understand Jax’s calling and how it impacts her.”

      Lucien didn’t want to get into details about how much more they should tell Hildy. A part of him wanted to make sure she truly was Jax’s mate. Another part wanted to tell her sooner than later. They could use her talents as a Warrior Siren, whether she was Jax’s true mate or not.

      The warring thoughts didn’t make Lucien feel good about the situation. Instead, conflict and a little bit of personal disgust rode him. Who would have thought it would be hard dealing with the fact that his baby brother was mated to a Warrior Siren? For all their sakes, Lucien had to hope and pray this worked out between them.

      Like their mother, Hildy was a Siren. That meant she could have her ways about her. Meanness wasn’t all that made up a Siren. These women were complex. They did weird things to the minds and emotions of men. Sirens spent a lot of time learning to control their own power and temperament. No, Lucien wasn’t sure Jax knew to the full extent what that meant. There hadn’t been time for him to sit his brother down and explain some of the things to be aware of, taking a Siren for a mate. Lucien and the other brothers were old enough to see first-hand what his father had to endure. By the time Jax came along, their parents had mellowed tremendously.

      If Hildy weren’t the one for Jax, it would cause irreparable damage if she turned out to be a fling instead of the real thing. It was one thing to be with a great guy like Jax and a totally different one, being mated to a young, temperamental Dragon. In a few months, Jax would complete his joining with his Dragon. It could take years after that for the joining to solidify. In that time Jax was going to be a beast to deal with at times. Lucien wanted to make certain Hildy was a stick-and-stay sort of mate.

      It was already touchy being mated to a mature Dragon. His mother had taught him things to know to help his mate if he ever became mated. Mating a young Dragon would be almost impossible on the mate. Hildy was strong but Lucien needed to know her emotional strength could meet the challenge being mated to Jax would bring.

      His answer to his second on this would have to be short. The others were assembling. “If she proves she can handle what it takes to be mated to a Dragonling coming into his Dragon, then I’ll give the go-ahead to tell her. You know how hard it still is on the twins, and they’re way older than Jax.”

      “Yeah, but the twins have always been a handful. I’m not sure there’s a woman out there built to handle either of them. As for Hildy, I think she’s growing in emotional strength each day as well. Something tells me she’s exactly what Jax needs to make it through the joining and afterward.”

      “Your advice is noted. For now, we’ll continue to let them work together in physical training. They can help us with issues on the surface, as they arise.” Lucien trusted Greg’s instinct and decided to broach his thoughts with him. “Greg… do you think she’s really and truly Jax’s mate? I know you’ve heard the grumblings of the guys about the prophecy and all. But, none of that matters if this is just an intense fling between two young people.”

      Greg didn’t immediately respond. After a moment, he said, “I’m not a fortune teller, but yes I do believe this is the real thing between them. The fact that she’s a Warrior Siren like your mother hasn’t slipped anyone’s attention either. As for the prophecy? I hope like hell it’s true. It would be good to feel the touch of a woman who was dedicated to me and me alone. Think about it, Luc. To be able to touch a woman without it causing her pain, that would be a blessing I couldn’t pass up. You know? I’m not going to lie; it’s getting harder and harder going to the temple. I know the priestesses are just fulfilling the duty of the Goddess to help us out until we find mates. So yeah, I want to believe the prophecy is true, probably more than the others.”

      Lucien found a fresh set of Warrior plates to cover his chest and vulnerable areas, when in shifted form, in the duffel and dressed. “What if the prophecy is just an old tale? What if we never find mates? Are you prepared to be all right with that? I don’t want to get mine, or any of the others hopes up if that’s what’s in store for us. The prophecy says the first Drake son, and I’ve not met anyone.”

      “Luc, don’t be so full of yourself. Have you stopped to consider that the first Drake son could be any of you? As long as a Drake of your generation has become mated, the prophecy could be set in motion to be fulfilled. Look at all the increased activity of the portal. It’s like a cosmic invaders invite went out to have whosoever will come and attempt to breach the portal. That’s got to mean something.”

      “Or it could mean nothing. I just wanted to know your take on Jax and Hildy. With all the craziness, I haven
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