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Content Warning

 


Lust &
Destruction may contain triggers for some. As readers, we find
trigger warnings to be spoilers, but as authors, we understand they
are sometimes necessary. Although we are not going to list each one
(there are many), please feel free to email us with your specific
trigger(s), and we will let you know if that trigger is in this
book.

Lila Fox:
jensen065@gmail.com

Jade Marshall:
author.jmarshall@gmail.com

For those of you
that wish to go in blind, please remember that this is a work of
fiction, and I do not condone any of the situations or
actions of the characters.


Chapter One

 


Dutchess

Men are idiots. And
yes, that includes all men. I watch a man in an expensive black
suit emerge from an equally expensive dark-blue sedan, all the
while checking me out. His girlfriend or wife is sitting in the
front seat with a frown, watching him.

Yes, I’m probably a
little underdressed to be working in the mechanic shop, but I’m
comfortable. It’s hotter than hell today, and since I own the
place, I get to wear whatever the fuck I want. And today, I wanted
to wear cutoff jean shorts and a damn tank top. So, sue me.

“Hello, darling,” he
drawls as he approaches me.

I roll my eyes so
hard that I’m sure Rat hears me where he’s working in the back.
“How can I help you?” I ask a little less professionally than
usual.

He frowns at my tone
before replacing it with a grin I am sure has charmed him into many
women’s panties in his life. “I’m looking for the owner. I’m here
to pick up a custom rebuild I was told has been completed.”

“You must be talking
about the cherry-red 1968 Dodge Charger. You can follow me.” I lead
him through to the office, where I retrieve the paperwork from
behind the counter.

He watches me
closely as I get everything together and add some last-minute items
to the invoice. “So, where is the owner? I would love to talk to
him about getting a discount on this deal.”

His words stop me
cold in my tracks. See, men are idiots.

“I am the owner. You
approved the estimate and all other extra costs per email. There
won’t be a discount.”

“Listen, woman.” His
charming facade has disappeared, and now I get to see the asshole
beneath. “I am not paying you another hundred grand.” He leans over
the counter into my space.

I bristle at the
fact that this asshole thinks he can intimidate me, my panther
already itching for a fight. Leaning forward, I get up in his face.
“You can pay me what you owe me or get the fuck out. Those are your
options.”

He grabs my wrist in
what I would assume is a firm grasp for a human male his size, but
I’m not some simpering girl he can push around. My panther growls
lowly in my mind for a moment before she starts purring.

Fuck.

I know what that
means. A groan escapes me as his scent hits me. An involuntary
shiver works its way through my body, my nipples pebble tight
through my tank top, and slickness gathers between my legs. Dom is
here.

“Is there a reason
you have your hands on my woman?” His voice carries across the
inner office from where he stands, leaning against the outer
door.

He is gorgeous, even
if I won’t admit it aloud. Olive-toned skin, with dark tousled hair
and tattooed muscles that I want to run my tongue over. The man
glares at me before turning to see who would dare interrupt him. He
quickly releases my wrist at the sight of Domenico Esposito.

“I’m here to pick up
my vehicle,” he tries to keep the bravado in his voice.

“So, get your shit
and get out,” Dom replies as he prowls across the room to my
side.

It’s easy to see
he’s a feline shifter, the way he moves gives him away. I step back
from him when he tries to touch me, glaring at the idiot the fates
sent to be my mate.

“He isn’t taking
shit out of my shop before he pays his bill. This isn’t your
business, Dom. You would do well to remember that.”

We glare at each
other for long moments before Dom glares at the man. “Come back
when you can pay. Now, get the fuck out.”

The man seems like
he may want to push the argument, but the aura of danger that
surrounds Dom has him thinking twice. He hightails it out the door
without another word, but I’m sure I will be hearing from him
again.

“What do you want?”
I ask Dom, frustrated with his presence and my reaction to him.

“You can’t keep
running from me, Rylee. You’re my mate.”

I snort. “I told you
I wouldn’t be your mate. I can’t stand you, and the idea of letting
you touch me, much less fuck me, has my skin crawling.” Lies. Every
word out of my mouth is a fucking lie. But I won’t let another
idiot man break my heart.

“Then we need to end
the mating bond.” His words are harsh and final. “I won’t walk
around knowing my mate is less than five miles down the road, and I
can’t claim her.”

I stare at him in
disbelief. I knew this was what needed to be done, but for him to
say the words out loud after chasing me relentlessly for the past
six months was not what I expected. Memories of my eighteenth
birthday flood back, and I close my eyes. The joy of finding my one
true mate and the excruciating pain of refusal. My mind is awash
with things I thought I had long forgotten, and everything around
me disappears.

Minutes or hours
later, I really can’t be sure, I find myself sitting on Domenico’s
lap, cradled to his chest, while he gently comforts me as I
cry.

****

Domenico

I hold Rylee in my
arms for the first time ever, and I can’t believe how perfect she
feels. I came to her place of business because I couldn’t stay
away. I didn’t mean to get angry at her and threaten to end the
bond that I continue to fight, but I let my frustration get the
best of me.

Although I didn’t
mean to make her cry, it gives me some sense of perverted
satisfaction that I am finally seeing her vulnerability instead of
her regular resentment and anger.

I’ve never gotten an
answer from her about why she is so against us being mates. At
first, I thought it was due to the constant battle between the
families, but I think it goes deeper than that. She finally winds
down, and I’m thrilled she doesn’t automatically push away from me.
I’d hold her forever if that’s what she wants.

“Do you want to tell
me what that was about?” I ask, keeping my voice low.

She wipes the tears
from her face quickly and pushes off my lap. I let her go and watch
as she grabs several tissues, wipes at her eyes again, and blows
her nose. She turns from me, and I can already feel her trying to
pull away and block me again.

I sigh loudly,
already fed up with this. I know I won’t get anywhere else today,
and there is still more work to do before she lets me in.

Standing, I frown at
her. “You won’t talk to me, and you don’t want to be with me.
Should we just move on? I won’t be able to love anyone as I would
you, but I can still find a woman and have a family with her.”

I grit my teeth when
she just shrugs without looking at me. How can she act like this
doesn’t mean a damn thing?

I study her for a
moment. “So be it,” I say. “Take care of yourself.”

Turning away from
her, I walk out, hoping she’ll call me back, but to no avail. I
drive away from her, looking in my rearview mirror. When she steps
outside and stares as I drive away, it gives me a bit of hope.

She may think I am
done, but I am far from it. Seeing her interest at that moment and
the fact she let me see her vulnerability makes my resolve even
stronger. She won’t know it until it’s too late. Before she can
realize what’s happening, I will have her on her back with my cock
deep inside of her and my mark on her skin.

Once we are mated,
and I have marked her, it will be next to impossible for her to
walk away from me. Until then, I will have to find ways of being in
her presence and watching her without her knowing I’m still
interested. It’s going to be hard, I think, and then I laugh at the
irony. The moment I sense my mate, my cock hardens to a degree
that’s beyond painful and extremely obvious, but I crave it
anyway.

A person only need
look at me to know how I feel because my cock perpetually stands
out blatantly and is almost impossible to hide. My arousal darkens
my complexion with desire, and my eyes heat with the need to fuck
her until every block in the wall she built lays shattered at our
feet.

I find myself
turning toward the Fallen Legion MC compound. Draven should be
there. He is Rylee’s younger brother and may be able to offer me
some insight into her psyche. Maybe he has some answers about why
his sister is so stubborn.

It is as important
for Draven and their club, as it is for me to mate with Rylee.
Because this is the only thing that would bring the families
together. If Rylee doesn’t claim me as her mate after everything
I’ve done, it just might destroy what little progress the two
families have made coming together.

I drive through the
large metal gates and up to the main building. Several of the
Fallen Legion MC members stand watching me, ready to take me out if
I make a wrong move, which only makes me smile. Cain, Draven’s
brother, stands on the top step with his arms crossed, glaring down
at me.

“Why do you think
you’re welcome here whenever you want to stop by? Our families have
not agreed on a treaty.”

I almost snort. “For
one thing, it’s your stubborn sister who’s preventing us from
proceeding. Secondly, my sister is pregnant with my niece or
nephew, and I like to check on her well-being. Thirdly, it’s none
of your fucking business.”

Cain’s eyebrows
rise. “Really? This is my family and my compound. It’s absolutely
my business.”

I sigh. “Do you
really think I’m here to cause trouble?”

“You’d be an idiot
to try, and although I know you’re an arrogant bastard, I’ve not
seen any evidence of you being ignorant or insane. So far.”

“Oh, wow, thanks,
Cain. I’m actually here to see your brother.”

“He’s in the back
garden, I think. The two lovebirds have barely left each other’s
sides since they moved here.”

“Give them a fucking
break. They almost lost each other,” I say with a glare.

Cain stiffens at my
words.

“Yes, someday you
and I are going to talk about that incident. You were the cause of
it.”

I pinch the bridge
of my nose. “Yes, and you know the circumstances. Besides, I fixed
it in time.”

“Barely,” he
retorts.

Jesus, fuck. Am I
always going to have that thrown in my face? “Listen, we’ll
talk another time. I have work to do, and I need to talk to
Draven.”

Cain steps aside and
throws his arm out, gesturing in the right direction. “Of course.
Go straight back and out the double doors.”

“Thank you.”

He stops me as I
pass. “Just in case you lose your head, you’ll be watched carefully
and with guns pointing in your direction.”

“Yeah, yeah.” I
retort with an eye roll.

“Good. Until our
families have united, you’re still our enemy,” Cain points out once
more.

Shrugging him off, I
walk on because I don’t want to hear his thoughts anymore. I need
answers and hope to get them from my mate’s brother. Besides, I
could also feel my panther fighting for dominance, wanting to tear
the man apart, and I knew that wouldn’t end well.

The gardens are
beautiful, although not as big as the ones at my house. It still
takes me a few minutes to find the couple. I study them before
interrupting. They make a beautiful pair, and I can feel the
strength of their bond from where I stand. It makes me even more
determined to knock down Rylee’s walls and mate with her. I want
what they have.

Draven senses me and
stiffens before he catches sight of me. He says something to
Aryanna, and she turns to me with a wide smile. She stands and
races toward me, only to have Draven wrap an arm around her,
stopping her.

He whispers
something in my sister’s ear that makes her blush before he
releases her, and she walks the last steps toward me.

“Hello, brother,”
Aryanna says, hugging me tightly.

“Hello, Ary.”

Releasing my sister,
I return my attention to Draven.

“Don’t expect me to
hug you or call you brother,” Draven says, making me laugh.

“Don’t worry,
asshole. Hugging you is the last thing I want to do.”

Draven and I laugh
when we
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