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Dedication

To all those readers who smile over something I’ve
written. Thank you.







Chapter One






New York.

Crystal clear night skies. The air rushing
across his scales, his fellow dragons by his side. The slight
weight from the vampire on his back was of no consequence. This was
a powerful night – the night when dragons ruled the skies. Tiernan
Erskine-Hollingsworth, the six-week old adopted son of Samuel’s
brother Dirk and his true mate Jon, had shifted and been formally
admitted to the clan for the very first time. It was a time of
celebration. It was a night for passion. It was the night….

“You’re not even listening to me.” Gregor had
a real sulky tone and it took all Samuel’s energy not to roll his
eyes. The music in the night club was too loud for quiet
conversation and yet Gregor insisted on it. All Samuel wanted was a
bit of peace from his fucking memories. Then why go out with
Gregor?

His dragon had a valid point. “You were going
on about how you think you’re being passed over for promotion
because you were sleeping with Merv the same time I was.” Samuel
was sick of this shit. “You only asked me out tonight because
Dirk’s my brother and you know I have a meeting with him tomorrow.
Admit it.”

“You’re cute enough in your own way.” Gregor
was hedging his bets. “But come on, Sammy. We can help each other.
If you just mention my name….”

“To the bouncer on my way out? Or the
bartender when I pay your freaking tab, like the last three times
we’ve fucking been out.” Samuel stood, fishing in his pocket for
his wallet. “You know, you’re not that bright. I figure you’re
somewhere on the level of pond scum. Any sensible guy, looking to
sleaze their way into a promotion in my family’s company would have
at least pretended to be interested in me before they started going
on about how hard their life was. You couldn’t even be bothered to
do that.”

“Hey, we’ve got things in common.” Gregor
quickly sculled his drink and went to get up. “Merv was shafting
both of us, remember that?”

“Yeah, and half the rest of the staff
including my cousin. I don’t need reminding.” Samuel leaned over
the table forcing Gregor back into his seat. “I’ve got a
suggestion. How about instead of trying to screw your way up the
ladder, do your fucking job instead. And don’t follow me,” he
warned as he straightened again. “Don’t you dare fucking follow me.
I’ve had enough of liars and fucking users to last me a
lifetime.”

“You wouldn’t have that problem if you didn’t
have ‘sucker’ painted on your forehead,” Gregor called out as
Samuel went up to the bar. The annoying thing was, Samuel knew the
little shit wolf-shifter was right. He might not be able to see it,
but it seemed everyone else could. If it wasn’t the word “sucker”
plastered on his head, then asshole, loser, or clingy bastard would
serve just as well.

“Add two bottles of your best whiskey to my
tab. I’ll take them to go.” Samuel threw his credit card across the
bar. It was the only way he was going to get any sleep and maybe,
Fates willing, he wouldn’t dream.

/~/~/~/~/

San Jose.

“Finnegan and his cronies are still holed up
in the hotel suite they booked when they arrived,” Jasper said,
dropping a file on Raoul’s desk. “Alpha Morse wants an appointment.
He thinks someone’s trying to take over his territory.” Another
file. “Two of the coven were arrested last night. Their donor is
claiming sexual harassment and wants to talk to you,” another file
was added to the other two. “And five fresh donors are waiting in
your private waiting area for your perusal.”

Raoul reached for his phone. “Take four men
and remove Finnegan and his friends from the city limits. He knows
the rules. If he wanted more time in my territory, he should’ve
asked. Let him know he’s not welcome back here without a suitable
gift and a genuine apology. Make an appointment with Morse, but let
him know if it’s a rehash of the same problems he’s been having
with the Gilligan pack, he can forget it. You’d think he’d be over
the moon since he got his daughter married off to the Gilligan
heir, but no, he still thinks he can use me to get more and it’s
not going to happen. Send the donors home. I won’t be requiring
them tonight.”

Jasper frowned. “You need blood. It’s been
two weeks.”

“Then find me blood bags,” Raoul snarled,
something he rarely did with someone he considered friend. The
clawing in his gut let him know that need was getting overwhelming,
but that was no excuse for his tone. Jasper worked for him, was his
right hand man, but they’d been together for centuries. “The last
lot of donors you sent through were in the middle of an orgy when I
got there and frankly I’ve got more than enough to do without
giving someone bragging rights over taking my cock. I’m sick of
it.”

“Sick of sex?” Jasper grinned as he shook his
head. “You’re starting to sound like an old man.”

“I am an old man, in case you’ve forgotten.
And it’s not sex I’m sick of, it’s the people who lay there like a
bump on a log expecting me to do all the work. I’m sick of fucking
simpering morsels who take selfies while I’m getting them off. They
don’t even bother to get dressed before they’re posting the bloody
pictures on Instagram or Facebook or some other such shit. Did you
know I come with my own fucking hashtag? #DroolsforRaoul. They’re
making me a freaking laughingstock.”

Jasper laughed and tried to hide it with a
cough. “We could make it a rule for donors to leave their phones at
the door of the coven?”

“Yeah, you try doing that. It’d be like
trying to separate someone from their right hand.” Raoul ran his
palm over his face. “I’m just not interested, all right? Back in
the good old days, donors were polite enough to ask if you
preferred neck or wrist before they stripped off. If you seduced
someone, you had to work for it. Now they’re lubing their asses
before I get in the door. I’d rather work on my taxes than put up
with that shit right now. Install a fridge in my suite and a
microwave. I’ll try blood bags for a while and see if that improves
my mood.”

Jasper had known him long enough to know when
he was serious. Although, he had his phone in his hand as he walked
out the door. If he’s fucking looking up that hashtag….
Raoul sighed and looked at the phone he was holding. He’d forgotten
who he was going to call.

Putting his phone down, Raoul leaned back in
his chair and closed his eyes. As always, his mind turned to
flying. Flying on the back of a beautiful midnight blue dragon
shifter. Samuel. He mouthed the word he refused to say out
loud. Young, curly dark brown hair and a scruff around his mouth
framing beautiful lips. Dark eyes that filled with pain when Raoul
turned to walk away.

Raoul had seen a lot of horror in his
millennium-long lifetime. He’d inflicted a lot of it himself. That
was why paranormals trembled when they heard his name. His list of
friends was short, his true friends he could count on one hand.
Raoul rarely gave his trust to anyone, and his heart he kept locked
away.

Life became easier in some ways when
paranormals were revealed to the human population. Now, a vampire
couldn’t walk down the street without someone falling over his feet
and offering his neck, unlike the skulking in the shadows and dark
alleys they did in the past. But with the familiarity came a lack
of respect, and Raoul had to work even harder to maintain his
position as top man in the city. That meant making a lot of harsh
decisions, like the one with Finnegan. The vampire would be back.
They always came back and every time vamps like Finnegan pushed the
boundaries just a little bit harder.

I did the right thing walking away.
Samuel’s far too young, far too sensitive. Knowing he did the
right thing didn’t make their separation any easier on Raoul. He
still needed blood to survive and every day he thanked any higher
being listening that he hadn’t succumbed to the temptation pulsing
in Samuel’s veins. If he had, then their claiming would have been a
case of when not if. But when he’d returned home, the first time
Raoul tried to fuck someone while feeding from them, as was
expected, he’d felt physically sick and couldn’t go through with
it. Raoul only hoped Samuel wasn’t affected in the same way.
That man is far too young and far too pretty to remain a
eunuch. And yep, that didn’t make him feel any better
either.

Grabbing his jacket, Raoul sped out of his
office. With luck he could catch up with the men going to confront
Finnegan. Maybe a bit of blood-letting would curb his insane desire
to feed. At least the silly vamp would think twice before crossing
into his territory again if he made a personal visit.

/~/~/~/~/

Samuel looked around. The dreamscape was one
he was coming to dread – the courtyard, the fire pit, it was all so
familiar to him. “Oh no, not here again. Don’t make me replay the
most humiliating night of my life again.”

“Not this time.” His beautiful dragon was
sitting hunched over, staring into the empty firepit. Even though
it wasn’t cold, because dreams never had a temperature, Samuel
would have liked to watch the flames. A simple thought and the
flames were there. “I fear we are struggling. I just wanted to
talk.”

“I’m doing the best I can, but I know this is
hard for you too.” Samuel moved to sit by his dragon’s side. Prior
to meeting Raoul, he and his dragon had barely spoken, but now it
was becoming a regular occurrence. In fact, just lately, his dragon
was the only one he could talk to. “Did Dirk’s dragon…?”

“There’s no point in talking to him. He’s all
alpha – take what’s yours and to hell with the consequences.” His
dragon did a remarkably accurate imitation of Samuel’s older
brother.

“We can’t do that,” Samuel blinked back his
tears. “You saw what Raoul’s like. You heard what Jon said about
him. His status, his position would be weakened if we took him by
force. And I… I don’t, I can’t do that.”

“It is because we are omega.” The dragon’s
sigh sent more flames into the firepit. “We are the ones who must
be taken. The others don’t understand.”

“The other dragons aren’t giving you a hard
time, are they?” Samuel only learned recently that dragons could
all communicate with each other spiritually. It was Dirk’s dragon
that pushed his human counterpart into taking Jon as his mate.
Samuel was only thankful his dragon had been there to comfort him
the night Raoul left them both, instead of sending his body into a
torturous heat like Dirk went through.

“The other dragons are not bullies. They just
don’t understand. I shut them out a lot of the time. I find this…
painful. Difficult.”

“Me too.” Pulling up his legs, Samuel
clutched at his knees, trying to ward off the sudden chill racing
through his insides. “Do you think, if we sent Raoul a gift, one of
our nicest treasures….”

“Our mate would be too proud to accept it. He
would look stunning in our jewels, though.”

“He would. Did you learn anything from the
others… how this might be affecting him?” Samuel didn’t want to
ask, didn’t want to know, but Leonard, his cousin had alerted him
to the hashtag #DroolsforRaoul when he jokingly claimed Samuel was
crushing on the older man. The only comfort Samuel could draw from
the posts he saw, was that none of the pictures were recent.
Although, that didn’t mean Raoul wasn’t out fucking every feed.

“Nothing so far. We must stay away from the
baby Tiernan though.”

“Tiernan, why?” Then Samuel remembered. The
three drops of Raoul’s blood dropped onto Tiernan’s chest the night
he was admitted to the clan. “Don’t worry. He smells too much like
our mate. I get it, but Dirk and Jon won’t understand. I can’t tell
them.”

“No.” At least his dragon agreed. “I’ve asked
all the others to keep this from their human halves for now. It
would mean more if our mate came to us willingly.”

“What are we going to do?” Samuel hugged his
knees tighter. “What’s going to happen to us if he doesn’t come
back?”

“We wait,” the dragon sounded broken. “We
wait, and we trust in the Fates that somehow, in some way, he will
return to us. To think otherwise would be unbearable.”

“He’s older than rocks,” Samuel wondered if
the age difference was part of the problem. “We could be waiting a
very long time.”

“There’s not much else we can do.” And wasn’t
that the truth.







Chapter Two






“It’s just a fucking scratch, leave me
alone.” Raoul slapped at Jasper’s hand. “The bastard got in a lucky
swipe, that’s all.”

“Yep, and you made sure he wouldn’t do it
again.” Jasper glanced at the body on the floor and then back at
Raoul’s arm. “That’s bleeding badly. You might have nicked a vein.
Here.” Pulling back his shirt sleeve, Jasper stuck out his arm.

Raoul’s mouth watered as fast as his stomach
rebelled. “I can’t.” Turning away, he ripped the remains of his
shirt off and wrapped it as tightly as he dared around the cut. His
head swum, and he forced himself upright. “Call in the cleaning
crew and let’s get out of here.”

“Not so fast.” Jasper grabbed his arm, and
Raoul snarled. It was a better look than wincing, because damn, his
arm was throbbing. “You lot,” Jasper yelled at the four other men.
“Wait in the car and call the crew.”

“Don’t ever grab me like that again.” Raoul
pulled his arm out the grip as the four men left the hotel
room.

“What the fuck is going on with you? We’ve
shared blood before. Fuck, you saved my life once.” Jasper’s eyes
seared into Raoul’s own. “You’ve nicked a vein. You haven’t fed in
two weeks. I accepted your piddly-assed excuse earlier about not
wanting to be a sex object, but for fucks sake, you need blood.
Take mine. It’s not as though I expect you to fuck me.”

The dizziness was getting worse. “You are
getting to be a real pushy ass, you know that? You want to know why
I can’t do it. You want to know why I turn down the offer of free
ass and blood? You wanna know?” Raoul stabbed Jasper in the chest
with his finger. “Fine. I’ll tell you, you nosey bastard. I met my
beloved. Okay? I met my beloved and he’s sweet and cute and
submissive and blushes like a dream and he’s too fucking wholesome
for me. Now back off!”

“Backing off.” Jasper held up both hands and
took one step backwards. “Please tell me he’s at least one of our
donors so we can keep a check on him.”

“Nope.” Raoul leaned on the wall and breathed
heavily before pushing himself upright again.

“He’s in the same town though, right? He
lives in San Jose?”

“Nope.” Raoul was getting black spots in
front of his eyes. “Look, can we have this heart to heart another
time? I refuse to fall over and make an ass of myself, which means
I need to get my ass into a chair.”

“Oh, you’d better believe we’re talking about
this,” Jasper muttered under his breath. “Shove your arm over my
shoulder as we walk out of here. We’re just bros right? Happy the
job’s been done, and we’ve asserted our manly dominance.”

“You really are bordering on insolence.” But
Raoul wasn’t too proud to accept the offer. If anyone else had said
something, he’d have turned them down flat. But he trusted Jasper
to keep his mouth shut. He even managed a laugh as they came out of
the elevator and met up with the rest of his team.

/~/~/~/~/

“Samuel, I want you to stay behind a minute.”
Dirk’s voice stopped Samuel who was picking up his folder to leave.
He hadn’t heard a word of the meeting, too consumed replaying his
dream from the night before. His dragon was pining dreadfully, and
his animal half’s sorrow felt like a ten-ton weight in Samuel’s
gut. Sinking back into the chair, he waited until only Dirk and his
mate Jon were left in the room.

“I’m sorry I didn’t have a lot to contribute
today,” Samuel said, hopefully pre-empting any reprimand. “I
haven’t been sleeping well and I….”

“Is this about Merv? Are you still upset
about him after all this time?” Jon was the sweetest, nicest man in
existence. His pretty looks belied a sharp brain and his shifter
nose was far stronger than Samuel’s would ever be.

At least this is a question I can answer
honestly. “No. I was upset about hearing the details of Merv’s
cheating at the time, but I put all that behind me ages ago.”

“Then what is it?” Dirk came and perched his
butt on the table next to Samuel’s chair. “Your skin is pale,
you’ve got bags under your eyes a mile wide. There’s enough liquor
on your credit card statements to open your own distillery and at
work you barely seem to know what’s going on anymore.”

“Are you firing me?” Samuel looked up in
panic. His job wasn’t that important in the scheme of things – he
oversaw requisitions and orders. But it gave him a reason to get
out of bed in the morning.

“We would never fire you,” Jon said gently,
throwing a loaded glance at his mate. “But it’s clear there’s
something bothering you and we want to help. Why don’t you come out
to the big house this weekend and….”

And see Baby Tiernan. “I can’t,”
Samuel interrupted quickly. “I’m really sorry and I appreciate the
offer, but I can’t be around the baby at the moment.”

Oh shit. That’s what happens when you
don’t get enough sleep. Dirk seemed to grow in size. “What’s
wrong with my son? Why can’t you be near him?”

“Nothing!” Samuel wanted to cry as his
confident facade shattered into a million pieces. “Please don’t ask
me. Please don’t talk to me. Please….”

Strong hands gripped him by the shoulders and
shook him gently. “You have been off your game since the night
Tiernan was admitted to the clan,” Jon said firmly. “Has this got
anything to do with letting Raoul ride your dragon? Did he hurt
you?”

“Hurt me? No,” but of course, that was a lie
and Jon could smell it. Samuel did the only thing he promised he
wouldn’t do. He broke down and cried. It was better than explaining
the biggest humiliation of his life.

/~/~/~/~/

“Talk!”

Raoul curled his lip at his pushy friend and
tried to take another gulp of the bagged blood. The blood had an
overly metallic tinge and he could pick out the taint from the
plastic it’d been stored in, even though he’d heated it and put it
in a glass. Fuck, it tasted foul and Raoul had fed on some real
bastards in his time. He managed to get another mouthful down and
then slammed the glass on the table.

“There really isn’t anything to say.” Raoul
rested his head on the back of his chair. They were in his private
waiting room, the scene of many a conquest in the past. But now,
Raoul just wanted some privacy and a chance to think. “What’s the
point in discussing the who, why, and where when I have no
intention of ever claiming him?”

“But this is impacting your ability to
function.” Jasper pointed at the blood speckled bandage covering
the scratch on Raoul’s arm. “That should have healed by now.”

“It will heal. I’ve just got learn to develop
a taste for this stuff.” Raoul picked up his glass of blood. It’d
gone cold and he set it back down again. “I didn’t take his blood.
I barely touched him. Vampires have rejected their beloveds before
with no consequences.”

“Except you can’t feed from a live donor,
probably because it makes you feel sick and I guarantee the last
time you got a hard on was when you were with the man, no matter
how briefly that time was.”

“Well, you’d be wrong,” Raoul snapped back.
“I get a damned hard on every freaking day.”

“When you’re thinking about your beloved.”
Jasper shook his head. “Please tell me, this mythical person,
whoever he is, is a human, at least?”

“What’s that got to do with anything?” Raoul
didn’t want to lie, but Jasper had been with him the night he went
to the Hollingsworth estate, so he had to be careful with what he
said.

“For fuck’s sake, boss, you’re one of the
oldest living beings around. Are you telling me you don’t know how
badly a mate rejection can be to another paranormal? Fae start to
fade, vampires can’t take blood, shifters get one whiff of their
mate and they can’t get a hard on for anyone else again. What’s
worse, with shifters is that if they’re left neglected for too
long, their animal spirits die taking them along with them. Humans
seem to be the only ones immune to the mating curse and even they
can get really depressed for a while. They just don’t know
why.”

“I’m sure it’ll be all right.” I’d have
heard about it if it wasn’t, Raoul thought. “He was in his
shifted form most of the time.”

“Shifted form?” Jasper choked on his glass of
whiskey. “Fuck, that is ten times worse. That poor animal would
have already bonded to you. I’m surprised I’m not seeing some poor
wolf, or a cat shifter lurking around the building looking like his
heart is broken.” He looked over his shoulder as if that might
actually be the case.

“No danger of that happening. I told you. The
person concerned had submission oozing out of his pores. He’ll
never come here and that’s a good thing. The vultures around here
would eat him alive.”

“Well, at least you’d be in a fit state to
protect him because you’d be taking his blood. What the…?” Pulling
out his phone from his pocket Jasper put it up to his ear. “I told
you we weren’t to be disturbed unless the coven was burning
down.”

“He insisted he has to talk to you.”

Who is it? Raoul mouthed.

“Who wants to talk to us?”

“Not you, the boss,” the voice on the other
end of the phone said. “Jon Erskine, that dog shifter friend of
his, left a real angry message. Said if Raoul hasn’t called him
back within fifteen minutes, then he’s going to, and I’m quoting
here, fly down here on his big-assed dragon and burn this coven
down. Jasper, are we at war with a clan? Should I alert the
others?”

“No, no need to alert the others. Raoul will
make the call. It’s personal. Nothing to worry about.” Jasper
disconnected the call. “Your beloved is a fucking dragon, isn’t he?
I’d bet my fucking pension it’s Samuel, the cute blue one you rode
on.”

“You don’t get a pension because you never
fucking think of retiring.” Raoul snagged his phone off the side
table, searching through his contacts. Jon and he went back a long
way. His friend would understand the reasons behind his mate
rejection. He pressed the screen to activate the call which was
answered almost immediately. “Jon, it’s not like you to threaten to
burn down my coven. All you had to do was say you wanted to talk to
me. You’ve got half my members worried we’re about to be
invaded.”

“Don’t bullshit me, Raoul.” One of the
reasons their friendship endured was because Jon wasn’t scared of
him or his position. “How the hell could you hurt Samuel the way
you did? Dirk’s ordering the plane right this minute. He’s coming
down there to kick your ass.”

“What do you mean hurt him? I never touched
him, except when I was riding him, and he asked me to do that.”

“Oh yeah, then you explain to me how come
Samuel’s lost weight, can’t think straight, and has been drinking
enough booze to sink a battleship? He’s a mess, Raoul, a complete
and utter mess. Dirk thinks his dragon might be pining away and we
all know there is only one reason for that.”

“Yes, well it’s not all fairy dust and
rainbows on this side of the country either.” Raoul sighed and
rolled his shoulder. His arm was still throbbing. “Look, he can get
through this. He’s got all his family around him to support him.
You know I can’t take him as my beloved. I didn’t know my leaving
would cause any distress for him, but it was a shock for me too,
you know. I didn’t guess for a second I’d have a dragon as a
beloved, but he’s too gentle, and too damned young. You know what
I’m like. You know some of the things I have to do to maintain my
position here. I’m protecting him, damn it.”

“You keep telling yourself that, Raoul. I’m
sure bullshit sticks if you pile the stuff up high enough.” Jon
sounded more sad than angry. “I will say one thing though. I never
picked you as a coward.” There was a sharp click and then silence
as the call was disconnected.

“Potential coven attack successfully
averted.” Raoul put the phone back on the table. “You can let
everyone know, we have nothing to fear from the East Coast
dragons.”

“That’s it? That’s all you’ve got to say?
You’re not going to go and get him?” Jasper seemed incredulous.

“Visiting Samuel isn’t going to change my
mind and will only make the situation more difficult for him. There
are five other dragons in that clan, plus the baby. I’m sure he’ll
be well looked after.” Raoul closed his eyes. As far as he was
concerned the conversation was over.







Chapter Three






“What are you two up to?” Samuel frowned as
he saw Leonard and Rastin searching through his desk. It’d been
three days since his epic breakdown in Dirk’s office and now his
cousins and brothers all knew he’d been rejected by his mate.
Samuel gave himself a huge pat on the back for the fact he could
get out of bed every day. Fortunately, none of the dragons
discussed the situation with anyone else in the company, so while
Gregor was still smirking at him and mouthing “loser” every time he
saw him in the corridors, nobody actually had any specifics on how
big a loser he was.

“We were just looking for the expense forms
for the plane requisition forms,” Rastin said quickly.

“The expense forms for the plane requisition
forms?” Samuel quirked a brow. “That’s a new one.”

“Dirk said we could take the plane,” Leonard
said, pulling his brother aside so Samuel could get to his desk. “I
bet you have lots of forms for that.”

“You don’t need to fill in any,” Samuel sat
down. “The plane is owned by Dirk not the company. Now get on out
and let me do some work.”

“Aren’t you even going to ask us where we’re
going?” Rastin asked as Leonard was trying to get him out the
door.

Samuel looked up and sighed. “Where are you
two going?”

“It’s a secret.” Rastin was still laughing
when Leonard closed the door behind him. Damn fool idiots. You’d
think they were still teenagers instead of a hundred and sixty
years old. Letting out a long breath, Samuel rubbed his head.
It was going to be another long day. I’m going to get through it
one minute at a time.

It was some hours later when there was a
knock at his door. “Come in.” Samuel looked up to see Jon.

“Dirk and I are heading up to the mansion for
the weekend. Are you sure you don’t want to come?”

“No, but thank you.” Samuel managed a smile.
“I’ve got a lot of work to catch up on. Have a good weekend.”

“It’s Friday night? Are you sure you don’t
want to go out somewhere for dinner maybe? Dirk and I can put
off….”

“It’s fine. I wouldn’t be good company. Kiss
the baby for me.” Samuel looked back down at the papers on his
desk, hoping Jon would get the hint. He did.

Another knock. Samuel looked up to see all
the office lights had automatically come on. He really should think
about getting home, although there was nothing for him there except
empty rooms and a cold bed. “Yes?”

“Hi, it’s me.” Gregor was dressed to go out.
Painted on black pants, a bright red shirt showing off his slender
chest and his hair stuck up in spikes.

“What do you want?” Gods, his office had been
like grand central station all day. One family member after another
coming in with ridiculous reasons for doing so. If Samuel had been
a suspicious type he’d think they were checking on him or
something.

“I was thinking, it’s after nine, and you
clearly haven’t got plans this evening. Did you maybe want to go
and get a drink somewhere?”

“No, thank you.” Samuel started stacking up
the papers on his desk, locking them away in this drawer. The one
thing he had decided after his epic breakdown was he wasn’t going
to let anyone use him anymore.

“Look, I didn’t mean nothing by the loser
comments. I was just hurt. You didn’t seem interested in me.”
Gregor was sitting on the corner of the desk with his legs splayed,
showing an obvious hard on. But then he was a young wolf shifter. A
change in wind direction gave them a stiffy. “I never know what to
say to you dragons. You all act like you’re so superior to the rest
of us.”

“I’m the last person to ever act superior to
anyone and you know it.” Samuel checked to make sure his wallet and
keys were in his pocket and grabbed his jacket off the back of his
chair. “I’m not interested in going out drinking tonight or any
night.”

“Is this about the promotion thing? I meant
what I said. I’m sorry, okay. That business with Merv really shook
my confidence and I’m never sure how to act around you. It’s not
like dragons pick up on scent cues like wolves do.”

“Then maybe you should pay attention to what
my scent is telling you now.” It took a lot for Samuel to get
angry, but when his greatest achievement for the day was making
sure he left his house in matching pants and jacket, he was at that
mental point where he just wanted to get home where things like
what clothes he wore didn’t matter. Gregor was standing in the way
of that. “I’m not interested. I might have been once, but you made
your position very clear. If you want a promotion, speak to Dirk or
his PA Bryce. I am not on the market for a pity fuck.”

“The only pity would be if you didn’t fuck
me.” Gregor purred as he slid his hands up his thighs, showcasing
his bulge. “A big strong dragon like yourself…”

Samuel didn’t feel a smidgen of arousal,
although in normal circumstances he imagined a lot of people would
find the man sexy. “Just get out,” he said wearily, edging around
the desk making sure he didn’t go within touching distance of the
wolf. “I’ve had a long day and I’m going home. Alone.”

“Are you sure I can’t tempt you?” Gregor had
his pants open and was fisting a sizeable cock.

“I told you before….” That was all Samuel had
a chance to say before the door burst open and Rastin came running
in.

“Woah. Am I interrupting something?” Rastin
backed up as fast as he came in.

“You’re not interrupting anything except
another ploy by Gregor to get a fucking promotion, or he wants to
scratch a dragon off his fuck-bucket list, I’m not sure.” Now
Samuel had embarrassment to fuel his anger. Gregor didn’t even try
and cover up. “If you want a dragon to fuck you, show your goods
off to Rastin, he’s always up for a quickie. I’m going home.”

“Hmm, a quickie with a morsel like you.”
Rastin’s eyes gleamed. “I can get on board with that. But wait,
hang on, Samuel. I’m here… there’s a package… it’s got your name on
it and everything.”

“It’s probably more office supplies.” Pushing
past his cousin, Samuel headed for the elevators. “I’ll see to it
on Monday.”

“No. Wait. Fuck.” Rastin seemed frazzled.
“Wait there, little cutie, keep that cock busy, I’ll get to you in
a minute. Samuel wait up.”

Samuel didn’t even bother to turn around.
“For the last time, I said I was going home. If the package is for
me personally, send it there. If it’s more office supplies, it can
wait until fucking Monday. Good night.”

Fortunately, the elevator door opened right
at that moment, and Samuel got in, stabbing the button for the
basement carpark. He got one last look at Rastin’s indecisive face
as the door closed. My cousin’s an idiot, he thought
tiredly. If there’s spunk on my desk when I get in on Monday I
am going to rub his fucking nose in it.
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