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Lewis loses the love of his life five years ago, only to find her again while attending a wedding - hers. She is marrying a man many years her senior... someone who obviously frightens her. He watches as she walks down the isle and wishes he could intervene, but he is forced to stay his hand.

Dragons love fiercely- possessively. He wasn't going to let her go, even if she belongs to another.

He will make her his even if it's the last thing he does.

He is not prepared for how difficult that is. Rin's husband is not just a simple man. Wren Vassal is the most powerful user of magic the world has ever seen.

Rin is torn between two impossible choices. Her husband loves her, even as he admits that he had married her because there are things that he wishes to gain from their union. Lewis is wholly devoted to her and doesn’t care that she belongs to another. He has waited for her all these years. What is she to do when both men are shameless in their claiming of her? 
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​​​Sneak Peek
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"You look flushed," he said, leaning down to press his cheek against hers. "You look freshly fucked," he whispered close to her ear so that they would not be able to be eavesdropped by the dancers who had swayed close to them. 

She forgot how to breathe. "I- I-" she stuttered, but she couldn't form the words. She didn't even know where to begin. 

"Relax, my love," he hummed, his grip on her tight enough that he was leaving bruises the size of his fingers on her skin. "I know what I'm getting myself into when I married you," he said. "I thought you would have at least been kind enough to give me the first taste, hmm?" his hold on her was punishing now. 

To the casual observer, they looked like a newly wed couple who couldn't keep their hands from one another, his arms wound around her torso so tightly that her feet barely touched the ground, his body so much larger than hers that she was fully eclipsed by him, just a flash of red wrapped in a sea of blue. 

"Shh... No need to be so panicked. I'm not going to hurt you," he reassured her and though his tone remained calm and collected, his hands on her body was starting to suffocate. 

"Ah, ah," she gasped, pushing her palms against his chest. 

For a human mage, he was remarkably strong. Then again, a dragon's power laid not in it's physical strength. She could hurt him if she truly wanted to, but she didn't want to. There was pain in his words that he was dishonest about displaying, that he shielded by acting cruel. He had never hurt her before. 

"I'm sorry," she whimpered, eyes filling with tears that immediately soaked into his suit. It even smelled expensive. 

He leaned away from her, finally allowing her to catch her breath and removing the pressure on her body. He shifted his hands until they were lower on her body, pulling her up until his hips were pushed into her body. He was already hard and the feeling of his arousal pressing so solidly against her belly made her skin warm. "Ahh, how could I stay mad at you?" he drawled, the breeze of hot breath hitting her sensitive ear. 

​
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​​When Lewis was twenty-two, the love of his life disappeared from his life. 

Now, five years later, he was watching that same woman who held his heart in her delicate hands get married. To someone else. 

To say he was filled with rage would be an understatement. If he was not a dragon, he would be burning from the inside and all of his internal organs would have turned to crisp from the intensity of the anger he was feeling. She was just as beautiful as she had been those years ago and she had grown even more beautiful in her absence from his life. 

He should have been the one at the altar, waiting with bated breath for her to walk up towards him and take his hands. He should be the groom, not at the side of the aisle, a helpless spectator slowly getting his heart ripped out of his ribcage and trampled on. It should have been him. 

It should have been him. 

Her eyes seemed to glance around the room in search of something, and their eyes met for a second. 

Everything seemed to slow. 

For a moment, he considered charging down the aisle, grabbing her wrist, and pulling her away. They could elope. He would hide her away and keep her safe. They could hide away until the hubbub died down and he would provide for her with everything she needed. He could make her happy and- 

No. She was marrying Wren Vassal, the current Ministry of Magic. He was influential. Powerful. He was one of the few people in the world who could stand against him and win. 

Dragon or not, Wren was in the unique position to have the manpower to track Lewis down and make their lives a living hell. 

He wouldn't do that to her, not to Rin, who deserved nothing but the best. 

But he was not going to stand by and do nothing. 

No. 

She was going to be his. 

He will make sure of it.
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Chapter One
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Rin was adopted. She had came into her heritage late and had grown up among humans thinking that she was one of them until she reached her sixteenth birthday and wings sprouted from her back and her full shift tore her apart in the middle of a busy street. She had been lucky that she had been outdoors at the time, or the property damage would have been significant. 

Her introduction into her dragon heritage had been widely televised. It had been a long time since they had a white dragon that could achieve full transformation. Her feathers were of the purest snow and her wings spanned the entire the football field. The ground had been destroyed by her sharp claws and icy breath by the time they managed to calm her enough to turn back human. 

She had been in a game when the transformation took ahold of her. She was their best player on the field and would have gotten a scholarship to whatever university of her choosing after she graduated high school. 

Instead, she had been thrown into the world of dragons and was no longer allowed to participate in team sports due to the unfair advantage that she now had. 

She wasn't like the rest of the dragons in the class. She didn't know the difference between a black dragon and a white dragon, and as such, had not known that she needed to stay away from him. She was a white dragon, a dragon of snow and winter, small and delicate. She thrived best in cold weather and preferred her food chilled, near frozen. She was shy and demure. She kept to herself and rarely talked to people who were not her kin. Or rather, these are all the attributes that should be linked to her. 

Rin was nothing like that. She clung to him insistently from the first time they met as if she was a baby duckling that had imprinted on him, her silvery doe-like eyes and pretty tinkling laughs making him feel things that he had never felt before. 

Their paths would not have crossed if she had not been assigned to be under his charge. She was a full five years younger than him, after all. He was well on his way to graduating from university and she was the a freshman, so new to not just the university life, but the life of dragons that she still needed to attend dragon remedial classes in order to learn things that were common knowledge to even their hatchlings. 

He was responsible for escorting her from one classroom to the next and accompanying her during meal times. She talked incessantly and moved constantly, like she was nothing more than a hatchling herself. 

Except the desire to pin her down and press his mouth to her neck was intense. 

One time, she had swiped food off his plate and he had allowed her, to the surprise of the other dragons sharing the table with them. Dragons were notorious for their inability to share anything and Lewis had made a reputation for himself as being more dragon than human even on his best days. And yet, instead of swiping his claw over her hand to punish her for the mischief, he had grown so flustered at the sight of her eating from his plate, that he stopped eating completely and left the room. The thought of providing for her filled him with an intense kind of pleasure that was akin of orgasming. In hindsight, that should have been a massive cue for him to claim her. 

Instead, he had pretended nothing was amiss and returned to his class in a strange mix of regret and longing. 

He denied his feelings until they were at a birthday party for a mutual friend, another black dragon who breathed fire instead of ice. She was invited because she was well loved by everyone, even those who weren't her kind. People gravitated to her sweet and trusting nature and he knew, even then, that if it weren't for the fact that she stayed close to him from the first day she appeared, she would have been snatched up by the worst of them. 

His brows furrowed in irritation. That girl's extraordinary beauty was a curse. Every single time she joined them out in public, strangers - even older men - stumbled over themselves, falling madly in love with what they thought was the most beautiful woman they had ever seen. Most of the fools shoved off after he glared at them, but some had been incredibly persistent and he had gotten into his fair share of fights because of her. 

He had hoped that today would be different and for a while, it was, if simply because her attention was drawn away elsewhere. 

He soon grew tired of the meaningless socializing and had half his mind to leave when he overheard her name. 

"-na first," a man was saying, an arrogant twist to his mouth that made him clench his fist and immediately want to punch him. Dirt like him were not fit to say her name. 

It was unfortunate that he recognized the young man as a distant relative. Jaxxon was filled with arrogance but did not have the talent to back him up. 

"I get first dibs since I came up with the idea." 

"Well, I was the one who had to do the dirty work," supplied another. "I should go first." He was, to Lewis's surprise, a white dragon. Even though they were on the other side of the room, his eyesight was keen enough that he could see the little bag that he waved in the air. 

Dread coiled up in his gut. She was always too pretty for her own good, attracting all sorts of attention. He did not think that he needed to worry about her since they were amongst peer who should know better, but clearly he gave them too much credit. She knew to be wary of black dragons because he had warned her against them before- he had all but forbidden her from speaking to any black dragon other than himself and his brother. But he did not think that her own kin would betray her. They had probably given her something. 

He was there in an instant, snatching the little packet of white powder from man and grabbing his wrist so hard he could hear the bone grind. 

The man cried out, shrill and pained, but he only held tighter. The bag of powder had been emptied out, only the coating in the inner plastic remaining. He felt the man's cool skin against his burning palm and curled his other hand around the man's neck. 

He choked on his own fear, legs dangling off the floor. White dragons were smaller than black dragons, lighter too. 

"What did you do?" he snarled. The white hot rage he felt was blinding. He knew that his pupils were burning. There was smoke coming from his nostrils and heat accompanying his breath. He tightened his grip threateningly, enraged at the thought that anything had happened to his Rin, that anyone might have put their dirty, unworthy hands on her. 

"Nothing- nothing!" he panicked immediately and tried frantically to free himself, fingers digging into the skin of his wrist. Ice seeped into his skin, but the heat from his body burned that away with ease. 

"If it isn't her attack dog. What's it to you?" asked Jaxxon. He laughed, an ugly, grating sound. He thought he had the upper hand because he was surrounded by his friends. Lewis had never counted on others to fight his battles for him. "I thought you hated her for always clinging to you like she owned you? We're going to show her her place." 

He dropped the white dragon whose name he didn't bother learning and turns his attention to Jaxxon, who was clearly too stupid to recognize the danger he was in until his hands were around the man's throat and his back was against the wall. The sound of the back of his head hitting the wall was music to his ears. 

Jaxxon's eyes widened and he saw his face slowly turn a violent shade of red. The others crowd around them anxiously, but they were reluctant to intervene. Whatever power Jaxxon thought he wielded, it paled in comparison to his. 

"I will ruin you," Lewis said, the fire on his fingertips burning so hot that the skin on his throat was starting to redden. "The ability for a dragon to breath fire comes from a small tract here," he said, lowering his voice to an almost conversational tone. "I could burn it without leaving a mark on you and no one would believe you when you say that I did it," he said softly, so close to the man's ear that the others would not be able to hear him. Even if they did, he was no worried. They were too cowardly to do anything. 

And no one would ever believe that Lewis Diviazant, the paragon of righteousness, heir to the Diaviazant empire, would ever do such a thing. 

He wondered, briefly, if he could kill the man right now. There were too many eye witnesses and he did not have the loyalty of everyone in the room. Not yet, in any case. He would have to work on that. 

His grip tightened menacingly and Jaxxon finally recognized the lack of allies he had as well as the danger he was in. "We drugged her drink," he gasped. "She's in the bedroom upstairs. We haven't anything. We swear." 

There's a lot of 'we' in that denial and he did not fail to notice that the rest of his friends had backed away, unwilling to be involved in this. 

He was tempted to ask how they had gotten her to the bedroom, but the thought of her being drugged and helpless, sprawled out on a bed in an unfamiliar place where anyone could do anything to her filled him with a blind sense of panic. He threw the man to the side, uncaring of the yelp of pain he let out when his head hit the wall once more. 

Worry and dread pooled in his stomach, a tight, snaking coil that settled deep down and refused to let go. The thought that he might already be too late, that someone else might have stumbled into the bedroom and took advantage of her vulnerable form made something in his throat tighten. He quickened his pace, practically running now. 

He was unfamiliar with the layout of the house and opened several doors that did not lead to her, every door filled him with dread that he would find her too late, that someone would force themselves on her. 

One door opened to the sight of a man making love to a woman and he was so blinded by panic and anger that he was halfway through the room before realizing that he did not recognize the scent in the room. The couple cried out when they saw him, but he did not care about what he had interrupted, turning around and going to the next room and then the next. 

It was in the last room on the floor where he finally found her, curled up in the bed as if fast asleep if not for the blindfold covering her eyes and the rope around her wrists. Her scent was everywhere here, honey-spiced oranges and caramel, sweet and perfect. The room was saturated in the smell of her, so thick that he could taste her on his tongue even from where he stood frozen at the door. His mouth watered. 

They must have added more than just sleeping powder in the mix to make her smell so delectable. Aphrodisiac, perhaps. Though how Jaxxon had managed to get his hands on such a thing was a cause for concern. He would have to take a look into that. 

Worried about the scent drawing more unwanted attention, he stepped into the room and slammed the door shut. 

Bad idea. Now, he was coated in her scent. His cock stirred in interest. 

He swallowed. Now was not the time, not when she must be so frightened. 

He thought she had passed out, but now that he was able to focus on more than how tempting she smelled, he could see that she was awake and trembling, curled up with her gaze facing away from the door. 

"Rin?" he called out softly. He didn't want to startle her, who must be so on edge, so frightened. 

"Who's there?" she demanded fiercely, her tone sharper and more dangerous than he had ever heard before. Her head snapped to the door and she breathed out a steady stream of ice that caused a layer of frost to form everywhere in the room. The temperature dropped so quickly that several of the more delicate glass items in the room shattered. The sound startled her, but not enough for her to stop. 

In mere seconds, the whole room was encased in ice, like winter had arrived too suddenly and someone had forgotten to close the windows. 

He had never seen her use her powers on him before. It was easy to forget that she was a white dragon, that she breathed ice and was just as dangerous as he was, if not more so because while fire burned bright and painful, the cold could seep into bones and command someone to lay down and rest forevermore. 

"Rin," he called out again and was taken completely by surprise when she pounced him suddenly. Her wrists were still tied together and she would have fallen if he had not caught her, but she didn't care about her inability to use her hands. Her lips parted and she sunk her teeth into his skin. This was nothing like the cold that he felt when he held the men's lives at his mercy. The cold that sunk into his skin threatened to freeze the blood in his veins and shatter him from the inside. 

Far from angered by her reaction, he was pleased. He had been worried that she would be taken advantage of in her state of weakness, but it was clear that she could defend herself, even incapacitated as she was. 

Her teeth was sure to leave a mark. He wrapped his arms around her waist and held her head to his neck before she could yank back with a chunk of his skin. She was aiming for the kill. 

"Rin," he hummed again, his voice low and relaxed. 

She stiffened at first, and then her jaw relaxed slightly. He thought his voice had finally gotten through to her, but that was clearly not the case as she began struggling anew. 

"Rin, it's me," he hummed, holding the back of her head firmly, not allowing her any room to move further back. 

Her hands were between their bodies and her nails dug into the skin of his chest. She had scratched and clawed at him with sharp nails, but he just pressed her even closer. She was strong, but she was off-kilter from the drugs, swaying clumsily. 

Her jaw relaxed enough that he was able to safely remove her teeth from the precarious position at his neck without bleeding himself to death. 

When she reared back and tried to sink her teeth on him again, he pressed their lips together and stole a kiss from her. 

She struggled fruitlessly, trying her best to escape, but she was no match for his strength. He pressed her down, forcing her still. His bit down on her full bottom lip hard enough to distract her from biting him first and he took the chance to slip his tongue inside her mouth. She was cold here too, but it did not take him long to warm her up, the dragon heat from his natural form working on her body. 

She tried to make a noise, but it's muffled by his mouth pressed forcefully over hers, tongue demandingly searching her mouth. She tasted like the wine that she must have been given and the metallic tang of his blood that she had drawn from his flesh when she bit down on his shoulder so savagely. 

He was lucky that she did not try to bite him. Perhaps the drugs were working on her, making her relax and eventually succumb to the heady haze of pleasure curling through her. Tentatively, she darted out a small tongue and swiped it against his. Their kiss soon devolved into a wild, frenzied thing, both of them giving into their primal instincts, succumbing to their most basal, carnal natures. 

He had her on the bed, his body pressed so close to hers that there was barely an inch of space between them and she smelled completely mesmerizing. She smelled good enough to eat. He was intoxicated, drunk on the feeling of her soft, small body underneath his. How could he ever be expected to return to a reality where he could not have access to this every day? He would mark up her pale, smooth skin and run his hands over her entire body. 

She would be his. 

Impatiently, he dragged his mouth away from hers and positioned himself over her soft, smooth neck. She whimpered, closing her eyes and baring her neck for him. He barely registered this. He was far too gone in this frenzied haze of lust and need and primal wanting. He pressed his nose to her pulse, feeling the erratic thud of her heart against his skin before his mouth latched onto that same patch of skin. She was so soft, so pretty, so perfect for him. He didn't know how he ever thought of her as a nuisance. 

His canines extended and he began to bite down on the sensitive, delicate skin there, preparing to mark her as his. 

She yelped, high and pained and panicked. 

"No, no," she cried, tears glistening soaking through the blindfold around her head, fingers curled helplessly on the front of his chest, where her claws had torn his clothes to shreds. 

He yanked himself back and away from her. 

What was he doing? He had came because he was worried that men would take advantage of her and instead, he had turned himself into one of those disgusting men. He was a monster. 

Guilt swarmed his insides, oily and viscous, for kissing her without her consent, for touching her without permission, for putting his teeth in her and marking her. Never mind the fact that she had marked him just as much, if even more so. If didn't matter that she had succumbed in the end, that she had melted into his arms easily after the initial struggle. It hardly mattered that even though she had protested in the beginning, she had returned his kiss just as ardently and leaned into his touch. 

He tried to call out to her, but the word choked on his tongue. He couldn't make a noise. Not when it would be too clear to her just who had taken ruthless advantage of her. 

But he couldn't stand to see her cry and shake either. 

He reached out and tugged the blindfold from her gaze. Tears glistened on her long lashes and she still pushed at him ineffectively with her bound
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