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Gritting her teeth at the evil, disgustingly pink dress that Thorne had given her, Jade growls and tugs it on. He invited her to a Fey nightclub and said she had to dress up. He didn’t have anything black or even dark colored for her to wear.

Gagging at the color she flicks her long hair over her shoulder, peering into the mirror on the wardrobe in her room. One hand runs down the dress, feeling the slippery silk flow like water over her curves. Frowning, she sighs, it doesn’t look horrible on her, the cut is flattering and its comfortable. But the color, ick...

Sighing again she turns away from the mirror, determined to have fun even though she looks like a bimbo. Thorne had said that the club was one of his favorite haunts, somewhere he goes whenever he’s lonely, but he wanted to share it with her.

Tucking a strand of her inky hair behind her ear she pulls on the heeled boots she had found, they were a tiny bit big, but they still fit comfortably.

Thorne had been super nice about her wanting to keep her options open, helping her avoid fey food and letting her have some time to adjust. But, they still hadn’t fully discussed her staying here. What she would be to him first off. She had wanted to do that today, but he sprung the trip on her and practically shoved the dress in her arms as he ran off to change himself.

Another sigh bursts from between her lips, the fey man was strange, sometimes he was so formal, others he bounced around like a puppy. She can’t get a good feel for him. But one thing is for sure, he cares about her, he has these expressions as he looks at her that make her feel warm, wanted, whole. But she still has doubts about staying, he had mentioned that she would have to basically be his pet. She wouldnt have any rights while she was here, and if he wanted to get rid of her, he could, without her consent.

But when he said that, he looked disgusted and had proclaimed that it was a horrid rule and didn’t want her to feel like she was nothing. A small smile touches her lips as she sits on the bed, he does care, she knows that.

A tap at her door makes her look up, her thoughts derailed. She takes a deep breath and steps to the door, opening it to reveal Thorne. He had dressed up in a dark green button up and black jeans. He has tall boots that rise to his knees covering his feet, buckles marching up the sides.

He smiles at her as the door opens, a twinkle of mirth in his mossy eyes. “You look cute.” He says with a smirk.

Scowling at him, Jade leans on the door jam and crosses her arms over her chest. “You gave me this god awful thing.” She says haughtily, trying to hide the thrill that goes through her at the sight of the Fey, his handsome face makes her heart beat faster. Her gaze sliding down his body, his chest is tight against the shirt, the buttons straining at his muscular frame.

Biting her lip, she forces her gaze back to his, feeling a pang of guilt as she does so, he stares at her hungrily, he’s looked that way before, she feels a shiver of need ripple over her body but she keeps a look of disdain on her face. She doesn’t want him to know how much she wants to rip his clothes off.

“Shall we?” Thorne asks, his voice low and husky. A promise in his eyes as his gaze travels over her body, he wants her as well, she can tell.

“Yes, lets go.” Jade says, shaking her head as she shoves off the door, pushing past him she heads to the garage. His car sitting there in all its glory.

She had loved the car the first time she saw it, he had said it was magic and ran off his massive pools of energy. But the light silver vehicle with its sleek curves and gorgeous trim had made her drool to drive it. She’s been wanting to get into it for what seems like forever now. Her hand trails over the smooth surface as she steps to the passenger side. The door opening for her as she nears.

Looking over the roof of the car, she sees Thorne smiling at her, he tilts his head in a question. Her heart races at his look and she swallows against the lump in her throat. Slipping into the car, the seat hugging her body like a delicious pillow, she stares at the gadgets inside as Thorne gets in.

He looks over at her, his eyes dancing with mischief. “You ready?” He asks, his voice still low, still promising something to her. Something she doesn’t know if she wants, but craves.

Jerking her head, she tears her gaze away from his hypnotic mossy eyes. “Lets go!”

With a laugh, Thorne puts it in drive and speeds off through the strange landscape to a place that might end her freedom. Might tie her even more tightly to the Fey beside her.
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The club is amazing, with flashing lights and dull throbbing music that fills her chest with shivers of need. The Fey around her are all dressed in gorgeous clothing that hugs their slim forms, or their otherworldly forms. There are some fey that have silky fur covering their bodies, or some that have the form of a sleek feline, or some that appear as insects.

The strange forms all around them draw Jade’s gaze, Thorne watches her with interest as she takes in the odities around them.

Smiling to himself, Thorne throws an arm around her shoulders and tucks her close to him. “How do you like this place?” He whispers in her ear, his lips brushing lightly against the sensitive skin there.

She shivers under his touch, her eyes closing briefly as she snuggles deeper into his embrace. “The fey around us are gorgeous, but it all seems to be a front.” She says with a shrug. “I know you mentioned that you have something called glamour, I think that some of them are using it, because there is no way that all of you are that attractive, including those animal ones.”

Thorne laughs, his head tilting back, showing his slim neck, his throat bobbing with his mirth. “Jade, they are not using glamour. This is how we look.” He says with a glimmer in his deep eyes. “We are known as the fair folk in myths and legends. This is how we are.”

Jade looks at him, her eyes widening. “Bullshit!” She blurts, a second later her gaze drops and she blushes. “I, I mean everyone is hella attractive. It’s impossible!” Her eyes flick up to look out to the dance floor again, her feet throb as she looks at the whirling bodies. She wants to dance, but had way too much of that when she first got to the fey realm. The memory of the party she had been sucked into makes her shiver with fear and curl into Thorne again.

Thorne laughs again, his lips curling into a smile as he brushes a kiss over her hair. Her scent wafting up from her, lilacs and roses. She’s always smelled delicious. “Jade, this will be an everyday thing if you stay with me.” His tone grows more serious. “You have to understand that there will be temptation if you stay in the fey realm. I will try to teach you how to act and teach you the laws, but this is a basic thing. We are known as the fair folk for a reason.”

Shivering, Jade looks up into Thorne’s eyes. She looks for any falsehood, but doesn’t see anything that would indicate that he’s lying. He looks serious, deeply so, he’s trying to tell her how important this is. She shivers again, he’s trying to show her the dangers.

“I appreciate you telling me this.” She says quietly, her eyes flicking once more to the dance floor. The fey whirl around to the throbbing tempo, hair and clothing flying. The glint of too sharp fingers and claws, fangs and horns, she tries to stop her heart from racing, but, she’s frightened. Not of the man next to her. He’s safe. But for the unknown.

She wants to stay with Thorne, for stupid reasons, he makes her feel safe, unlike every other man she’s ever had contact with. He makes her feel whole, like she’s meant to be beside him. He makes her happy on a base level. Well, when he’s not forcing her into some god awful pink monstrocity. She looks down at the dress she’s wearing and snorts a laugh.

Thorne looks down at her, pulling his drink to his lips. “What’s so funny sweetling?” He asks with a raised eyebrow, his eyes dancing with mirth.

She shakes her head and tugs on the skirt of the dress. “I would never get caught wearing this horrible pink thing usually. But I know you picked it out and I appreciate you trying.” She says with a shrug. Pretending to gag she laughs. “I hate pink though.”

Thorne’s eyes dance with his humor and he brushes a hand over her hair, pressing a kiss onto her temple. “Well then, why don’t we go home to take it off of you?” He murmurs, his eyes hooded as he looks down at her.

Glancing up, her eyes wide with surprise, Jade sucks in a breath. His smouldering gaze fills her with warmth, her body tingling in her core. She had noticed his presence before, but now, she has an acute sense of where his hand rests on the top of her breast from around her shoulder, how his body is pressed into her side with a familiarity.

She lets the breath out shakily, feigning nonchalance. “You’d like that wouldn’t you.” She teases, the corners of her mouth turning up into a smile.

His gaze intense, Thorne strokes a finger over her pouting lips. “I would.” He breathes, his sweet breath
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