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Sydney
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I breathed in the familiar scent of pine trees and savored the fresh air as I stepped outside. Cities always stank to high heaven. The smells of garbage, pollution and chemicals were hard for shapeshifters to ignore. As a werecougar, my sense of smell was supernaturally sharp. I’d been to Las Vegas many times and I was well aware of how badly it reeked.

The mouse Alex had brought back from the dead for me peered up at me from inside my purse. She was patiently waiting for me to tell her where I wanted to go. “Take me to Las Vegas, Beta,” I told her, then touched her tiny head with the tip of my finger.

Beta obediently made us sink into the ground. I kept my eyes and mouth shut until hot air washed over me a moment later. It was far warmer in Nevada than in Colorado now that summer had arrived. The tiny zombie had taken me to a secluded park near the Glitter Strip. It was handy that she could take me anywhere any of the Levine-Garrett siblings had been before.

“Now to find myself a hottie,” I said with a grin of anticipation.

I was only a couple of blocks from the action and the sounds and smells were already overwhelming. All shifters learned to ignore loud noises and the myriad scents to some extent. We’d go crazy if we lived in large cities, which was why most packs, prides and other groups chose territories near smaller towns.

Picking up on the scent of werewolves, I followed their trail to a club that had opened a few months ago. Shifters of all kinds were allowed to enter, but humans were barred. They lined up at the main entrance, hoping to be let in, but were doomed to failure.

I snickered at the sign that displayed the name of the club. It was called Menagerie. “That’s fitting,” I murmured, since I could smell a wide variety of shifters from all different species in the nearby vicinity.

Sneering at the scantily clad girls wearing too much perfume and men who wore heavy cologne, I strutted past them. I was wearing a slinky, dark green top and black leather pants. The werehyenas guarding the door nodded at me surreptitiously, pegging me for one of them by my scent. I nodded back and turned the corner where a second door was waiting. Another hyena was minding the smaller entrance. Like the other two guys, he was big, had longish hair and wore a bored expression. Their uniforms consisted of black t-shirts, jeans and shoes.

“How’s it going?” I asked the bouncer when he opened the door for me.

“I can’t complain,” he replied. “Watch yourself in there,” he warned me. “A pack of werelions are on the prowl.”

My steps hitched and he caught me by the elbow before I could trip. “I thought the clubs were supposed to be safe,” I said with a frown. There were too many scents all mingled together for me to easily tell them apart. It was doubtful that Colton, the Rex who’d enthralled me briefly, would be here, but I couldn’t rule it out.

“The owner has forbidden the Rexes and alphas from enthralling his patrons,” the hyena said. “Still, it can’t hurt to be careful.”

Nodding my thanks, I slipped him a tip for the warning. He pocketed the cash, then pulled the door shut behind me when I stepped inside.

I paused at the mirror in the foyer and finger combed my short blonde hair into order. I didn’t have anything to hand over to the coat girl behind a counter to the right. She smiled and nodded at me and I nodded back. She was some kind of bird shifter, with a sharp nose that was appropriately beaklike.

There was no need for me to brace myself when I stepped through the archway into the club. The music wasn’t painfully loud and no one had to shout to be heard over top of it. Going by human standards, it was almost too quiet. A bar took up the entire back wall. The main entrance and large foyer were over to the left. A few patrons were clustered in the foyer, engaged in private conversations. A balcony ran around the circumference of the upper floor, which could be accessed by stairs over to the left of the bar. Shifters leaned against the railing, peering downward at the crowd. Others stayed hidden in the shadows so they could watch the action without being seen.

Dark blue carpet covered all but the dancefloor, which was tiled with large, shiny black squares. The walls and ceiling were painted black, making the club seem almost cave-like. The ceiling was so high that I had to squint against the subtle lighting to see it. The dancefloor was in the center of the room. Tall tables without seats were scattered here and there. A few plush dark blue couches and chairs were arranged near the walls. The tables and seats all been claimed by various groups. It wasn’t a surprise to see most shifters were sticking to their own species.

Heads turned when I sauntered over to the bar. Hands from various types of shifters tried to cop a feel of my butt. They were withdrawn at my snarl of warning. I was only here for werefelines. The other species backed off now that they were aware of my preference.

I elbowed my way between a gigantic pair of werebears to claim a spot at the crowded bar. They glanced down at me in amusement at my rudeness, then continued their conversation over my head. While they were the biggest of our kind, they weren’t as easy to rile up as werewolves tended to be.

“What’ll you have?” the bartender asked. Another hyena, he looked like a clone of the bouncers who were watching the patrons from the sidelines.

“Whiskey,” I replied. He nodded, took a bottle down from a shelf and poured amber liquid into a glass. I paid for my drink, then turned and leaned against the bar to survey the crowd.

I could see why Menagerie was such a popular place. It was clean, it didn’t smell too gross and they had plenty of security to keep the peace. Also, the prices were reasonable.

“You’re new,” one of the werebears said, nudging my arm with a meaty elbow.

“Yep,” I confirmed and took a sip of my drink. It was almost impossible for shapeshifters to get drunk. I’d have to guzzle several bottles of alcohol to even get slightly tipsy.

“Are you going to cause trouble?” the other bear asked me curiously.

I smirked up at him. “Maybe. It depends on whether I can find a man to satisfy me.” They were both handsome enough, with big muscles, dark unkempt hair and unruly beards. Bears didn’t do it for me, but I could still appreciate their looks.

“I bet I can satisfy you, little kitty-cat,” a wererat said as he slunk over. He looked like a skinny little runt in comparison to the bears. I could probably take him in an arm-wrestling contest.

“She isn’t into rodents,” the bear to my left said.

“How does she know if she’s never tried one?” the rat retorted.

“Who says I haven’t?” I said slyly. The wererat snickered, then scurried away.

“Are you into cross-species mating?” the werebear on my right asked. Like most of the guys in the club, he wore jeans and a t-shirt that strained against his biceps. The females wore far skimpier clothing to show off their bodies.

“Nah. I was just messing with him.”

They laughed and I could sense their relief that I wasn’t the type to date outside of my own kind. Most of us thought it was kind of perverted to have sex with other types of shifters. While I usually had a fairly open mind, not even I was comfortable with the idea of sleeping with any shifters but werecats. Humans were different, of course. No matter what the color of their skin was, they were all the same species to us.

I scanned the crowd, searching for a man who could catch my eye. My gaze came to a stop on a tall guy with short brown hair and wide shoulders. His red t-shirt and faded blue jeans were molded to his lean, toned body. I knew he was a werefeline of some kind, but he was too distant for me to tell which type. He was surrounded by women who were flirting with him while staring daggers at each other.

“Uh, oh,” the werebear on my left teased me. “The kitty-cat has found herself a mate.”

Snickering at his comment, I tossed back the rest of my whiskey and plonked the empty glass on the bar. “I’m not looking for a mate,” I refuted. “I’m just here for a good time.”

“Aren’t we all?” the other bear said philosophically.

The man who’d caught my eye turned around, almost as if he could feel me mentally undressing him. He swept his gaze across the room and came to a stop on me. Our eyes met and my heart gave a strange lurch at how insanely gorgeous he was. He smiled and my girly bits tingled in reaction. I suspected I was about to have an extremely memorable night.
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DRAWN TO THE HOTTIE like a housecat to catnip, I skirted around the dancefloor. He walked away from the bevy of beauties without a backward glance and met me halfway. “I’m Harlan Rafferty,” he said and held his hand out. He looked about twenty-five, which was five years older than me.

“I’m Sydney Walker,” I replied, leaving out the rest of my surname. I didn’t like to advertise who I was related to when I was on the prowl. I shook his hand and our eyes locked again when we both felt a jolt of lust flare between us. There was something different about Harlan that I’d never sensed before, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on what it was. His green eyes were magnetic and I almost felt as if I could get lost in their depths.

“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked.

“Honey, you can buy me whatever you want,” I said flirtatiously.

He grinned at me, then put his hand on the small of my back to guide me to the end of the bar. The tingling in my core spread outwards to suffuse my entire body. If he could do this to me with just one small touch, I couldn’t wait to see what it would feel like to have him inside me.

The other shifters moved away, leaving us with a small space of our own. It was about as private as we could get in a club full of beings with supernatural hearing.

“I’ll have two whiskeys,” Harlan said to the female bartender. She was a smaller version of the other hyenas, with shoulder-length hair and a brusque attitude.

I drew a deep breath to memorize Harlan’s scent and to try figure out what type of feline he was. “You’re a tiger,” I realized.

“And you’re a cougar,” he replied. “I haven’t seen you in here before.”

“Work keeps me busy,” I said vaguely, then took the glass the bartender handed me. “To a beautiful new friendship,” I said, holding it up to make a toast.

“I can drink to that,” he agreed and clinked his glass against mine.

It didn’t escape my notice that Harlan had stashed me near the wall and was blocking me from the view of the rest of the bar. He’d staked his claim on me and I wasn’t about to argue with him. We’d both chosen our conquests for the night and we weren’t going to let anyone get in our way.

“What do you do for a living?” I asked, more because small talk was expected rather than out of any real interest. I couldn’t wait to get him alone, strip him naked and have my wicked way with him.

“I’m in private security,” he replied. “What do you do?”

“I work for the PIA,” I replied honestly, without going into full detail. “Do you live in Las Vegas?”

He took a sip of his drink, then shook his head. “I’ve just finished a job here. I’ll be flying back home in the morning.”

I nodded and readjusted my plans. He didn’t have a house here, so we’d have to go back to his hotel, which was fine with me. “I’m just here for one night,” I told him.

Desire pulsed between us. It was strong enough to make the shifters nearby stare in envy. I’d never been this attracted to a man so quickly before and I didn’t want to waste any more time with small talk. I was about to ask him to take me back to his hotel when a familiar scent wafted over to me.

Harlan picked up on my tension immediately. “What’s wrong?” he asked, turning his head to scan the room.

“I need to leave,” I said in a low voice, then downed the rest of my drink and placed the empty glass on the bar. “Let’s go,” I added in a harsh whisper.

Reacting to the fear he sensed emanating from me, the weretiger tossed back his drink. He grabbed hold of my hand and headed for the exit. We made it halfway across the room before a pride of werelions blocked our path.

“Well, well, if it isn’t the pretty little werecougar who belongs to me,” the Rex I’d hoped I’d never meet again said maliciously. He must have spotted me from the upper floor and had come down to harass me.

“I don’t belong to you, Colton,” I said coldly, wishing I’d brought one of my guns along. The last time I’d seen him, he’d been a Shifter Corps recruit. He’d either graduated, or he’d been kicked out of the Corps. As tall as Harlan, Colton’s blond hair hung to his shoulders. His eyes were blue and haughty. His pride of werelions were all attractive, with blond hair and either blue or green eyes. They’d copied his style from his hair to the designer t-shirt and artfully torn jeans he was wearing. Their Rex was undeniably handsome, but I loathed the very sight of him.

“You did for a short time,” the Rex said, looking me up and down with an insulting sneer. “I’m claiming this female for my harem,” he announced to the room at large, ignoring the fact that I was with someone else.

Harlan displayed his opposition to the idea by snarling in rage and grabbing the werelion by the throat. “She’s already taken,” he said in a dangerously low voice.

Everyone went quiet and heads turned as the hyenas hurried over to prevent a fight from breaking out. “No fighting in Menagerie,” one of the werehyenas said sternly. “It’s against club rules for Rexes or alphas to claim anyone in here,” he added with a pointed look at Colton.

The lion and tiger locked eyes and became engaged in a staring match. Power emanated from them both. As a Rex, Colton should have been able to force the tiger to bow to his authority. Since he was surrounded by bouncers, he couldn’t use his power openly. He grabbed hold of his rival’s wrist and tried to pry his hand loose.

“Come on, Colton,” one of the other werelions said uneasily. “We don’t want to start any trouble.” Everyone in the club was staring at us. The two werebears from the bar were glowering at the pride of lions, ready to come to my defense if they needed to.

Smiling mockingly, Colton managed to yank Harlan’s hand away from his throat. “She’s not worth it,” he said with a sneer.

“Yes, she is,” Harlan said, then he put his arm around my shoulders protectively and guided me outside.

“I can’t believe you stood up to a werelion Rex,” I said in quiet amazement when we were safely outside. Lions were at the top of the werefeline hierarchy, but tigers were a close second.

Harlan guided me over to a waiting taxi. “Where did you meet that creep?” he asked.

“On a PIA job,” I replied, shivering at how close I’d just come to being enthralled again by a man I despised. “He tried to claim me and add me to his harem a few months ago, but he was stopped before he could enthrall me completely.” By that I meant permanently. He’d turned my mind to putty as all werelion Rexes could do to lesser felines like me.

Harlan muttered something beneath his breath, then told the taxi driver which hotel he was staying at. He drew me to his side and put his arm around my shoulder again. “I won’t let him get his hands on you, Sydney,” he said with a heart-melting smile.

“You’ll protect me from the big, bad lion?” I asked teasingly.

“You can count on it,” he confirmed.

I wanted to kiss him, but I suspected that once we got started, we wouldn’t be able to stop. Thankfully, the journey to the hotel was short. We climbed out after he paid the fare, then we took the elevator up to his floor.

Harlan showed incredible restraint by waiting until we were in his room before he made his move. He picked me up and pressed me against the door. I let my purse fall to the floor, hoping Beta didn’t get squashed when it landed. “I wanted to do this from the first moment I saw you in that club,” he said, then he devoured me with a kiss.

I wrapped my legs around him and gave as good as I got. He put his hand on the nape of my neck and angled my head to the side. While he was firmly in control, he wasn’t the abusive type. He didn’t feel the need to dominate me. He just wanted to kiss me on the neck.

My heart was thudding hard with excitement as he worked his way down to my shoulder. His teeth grazed my skin almost as if he wanted to bite me. I was almost tempted to let him. We’d only just gotten started and I was already worked up into a frenzy of need.
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I TUGGED ON THE HEM of Harlan’s t-shirt, impatient to feel his skin against mine. He leaned back to grin at me sexily. “How long has it been since you were naked with a man?” he asked.

“Too long,” I muttered. “Less talking, more stripping,” I ordered and pulled his shirt over his head.

The weretiger didn’t resist me as I bared his torso. I drank in his muscular body, mulling over all the things I wanted to do to him. He shuddered in pleasure when I ran my hands down his pecs, then up to his shoulders. “I can smell your arousal,” he said, voice thickening with desire.

“Every shifter in the city can probably smell it,” I said with a cheeky smile. “I want to see you naked, Harlan Rafferty.”

“I like the way you think, Sydney Walker,” he said with a teasing grin. “You speak and I obey.”

That was something I said to Liam sometimes and I snickered. I’d never met this guy before, but it was surprising how quickly we’d clicked. “Put me down on the bed,” I commanded him. He turned around with me still wrapped around him, then strode over to the bed and deposited me onto it. “Take your jeans off,” I said next, propping myself up on my elbows to enjoy the sight.

Locking eyes with me, Harlan took a few steps back. He undid his jeans and slowly slid them down. He wasn’t wearing underwear and my eyes widened when he was naked. “Do you still want to do this?” he asked as I took in his perfection.

My mouth went dry as I nodded. “Hell, yes!” Some women might have been daunted by his size, but I liked big men.

“What now?” he asked with a teasing glint in his eyes.

“Now you get to strip me,” I told him.

Hardening even more, he crossed to the bed again and climbed on top of me. He leaned down to kiss me and put one hand beneath my shirt. His hand slid upwards, taking my top with it. It was erotic to have a naked man looming over me, holding his weight on one arm and keeping his body suspended just above mine.

Harlan drew back far enough to slide my shirt over my head. He raked his gaze down my chest to my navel, then back up again. “You’re perfect,” he declared, then lowered his head to plant a kiss between my breasts.

“You haven’t seen all of me yet,” I said breathlessly as he nipped and sucked at my flesh.

“I’ll take that as an invitation,” he said, then rolled me over onto my stomach. “You work out,” he said, brushing his hand over the defined muscles in my back. It was a statement rather than a question.

“So do you,” I replied, giving a quiet groan when he massaged my shoulders and worked his way down to my bra strap. He unhooked my bra and slid the straps down each arm. Rolling me over again, he took my bra off and dropped it to the floor. He gazed at my half naked body speechlessly. “Like what you see?” I asked him huskily.

“Yeah,” he admitted, then took my nipple into his mouth. My back arched as he licked, sucked and stroked my breasts. I was wild to have him inside me by now, but he wanted to take his time.

Sliding one hand into my leather pants, Harlan stroked my sweet spot until I ground myself against his finger, urging him to finish it. He chuckled at my eagerness, then undid my zipper and crawled backwards off the bed. Tugging my pants and undies down along the way, he pulled them off and dropped them to the floor. I knew I was in good shape and that I had a decent body. He was looking at me like I was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.

“Are you going to finish this, or are you going to stare at me all night?” I asked in a cross between impatience and amusement.

“You’re beautiful,” he said in a tone that sounded almost dazed.

“So are you,” I replied, throbbing between my legs as he knelt on the bed. “You have a gorgeous body.” He had a six pack that begged to be traced with my fingertips.

“What about my face?” he asked. “Don’t you think that’s gorgeous?”

“I think your face is perfect,” I replied.

“Good answer,” he said, then rewarded me by leaning down and lapping at me with his tongue.

I had to muffle a scream of pleasure with my hand when Harlan brought me to an orgasm within a few short minutes. He didn’t let me recover before he settled on top of me and nudged himself inside me. “Just do it,” I said, gripping his butt and pulling him closer to me. “It won’t hurt,” I added when he hesitated.

Taking me at my word, the weretiger thrust into me. He froze when I let out a hoarse shout. “Are you alright?” he asked in concern.

“Don’t stop,” I gasped. “I like it hard and fast.”

Grinning wickedly, he took hold of my hands and lifted them above my head. “Hold onto the bed,” he ordered me. “I’m about to give you exactly what we both need.”

I gripped the bedhead as Harlan pulled out of me. We both braced ourselves and looked deep into each other’s eyes as he began to thrust deeply. While I’d slept with a few humans, they couldn’t compare to shifters. Humans were fragile and weak and they couldn’t give me what I wanted or needed.

Harlan Rafferty knew exactly how to bring me pleasure. Our bodies became slick with sweat as he slammed into me in a frenzy. I could hear myself moaning and the bedhead protesting beneath my tight grip. No other man had ever taken me so hard or so fast before. I could feel fresh ecstasy just out of reach and began jerking my hips against him with each thrust.

Teeth grazing my neck, the weretiger gently bit down without breaking the skin. It was a love bite rather than a mating mark, but a thrill of anticipation shot through me. I slid my left arm further along the bedhead, baring my shoulder for him.

The tiger seized the invitation and moved his mouth to my shoulder. He put his teeth against me and slid a hand between our bodies. Rubbing my sweet spot again, he licked and sucked my shoulder, not quite biting down, but threatening to. It was something a couple of my other lovers had done, but none of them had ever elicited this type of reaction from me. Just the thought of being claimed by Harlan sent me over the edge. I bucked against him, giving a strangled groan as I orgasmed.

Leaning back so he could watch my face, the weretiger sped up his thrusts. His body tightened in intense pleasure and he gasped in relief when he reached his peak. He collapsed on top of me, heaving for breath as I ran my hand through his hair. Normally, I’d push my one night stands off me, so I could take a shower immediately. This time, I came very close to sinking my teeth into his muscular shoulder to make him mine forever.

“What’s wrong?” Harlan asked when I tensed and clenched my jaw to stop myself from doing something stupid.

“Nothing,” I lied, wondering what the hell had come over me. It was considered to be taboo to bite a shifter without their consent. I was reacting to him like he was my true mate. That was something I’d always secretly longed for, but didn’t believe I would ever have.

“Are you still shaken up about that Rex?”

“Yeah,” I said, seizing hold of it as an excuse. “You might have to do this a few more times to help me recover,” I added, sliding my thigh against his enticingly.

“Your wish is my command,” he said with a grin, then climbed off the bed. “I could use a shower. Would you like to join me?”

He held his hand out in invitation and I took it without needing to think about it. Just the fact that I wanted him to take me again was rare. Normally, once I’d had my way with a man, I lost interest in him pretty quickly. This time, I wanted to stick around for a bit longer. I wasn’t filled with the need to head back home to my sometimes lonely existence. It wasn’t easy being surrounded by the older generation who’d all found their true mates. It had left the younger members of the squad with unrealistic expectations that would probably never be fulfilled.
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HARLAN TURNED OUT TO be exactly the sort of man I’d always dreamed about meeting. He was sexy, intelligent, funny and inventive when it came to sex. We satiated ourselves in the shower, then in several other locations in the hotel room. I was pleasantly tired by the time we’d both had our fill.

“Can I have your number?” the weretiger asked. We were lying on the bed and he held me tightly to his side as he lay on his back.

My answer surprised me. “Sure.” I’d never given a guy my number before. While I’d had plenty of conquests, I’d never actually dated anyone. The fact that I was willing to give him my number was a bit of a shock.

Harlan reached for the phone he’d taken out of his jeans and had placed on his nightstand. I rolled over to grab my purse that I’d moved to the other nightstand. Beta peered at me from the depths of the purse when I reached for my phone. Zombies couldn’t get bored, so I didn’t need to worry that she would venture out of hiding to explore the room.

We exchanged numbers, then took photos of each other’s faces to attach them to our phone numbers.

“I’m very glad you came to Vegas tonight,” Harlan said as I reluctantly got up to shower for a final time.

“Me, too,” I agreed as he followed me into the bathroom. Despite our resolve to call it a night, we ended up having one last bout of shower sex.

“Do you really have to go?” he asked when I dried myself off and got dressed.

“I have to be at work in a couple of hours,” I told him. My left shoulder was stinging from a love bite that had been deeper than the others. I glanced at it to see a dark imprint of his teeth in my flesh. He’d bruised me a bit and it hadn’t healed immediately. We’d both gotten a bit carried away with our last session. I’d nipped him in response for the bruise he’d left on me. Strangely, his mark hadn’t healed yet either. Neither of us had drawn blood, so they weren’t permanent mating bites. A strange pang hit me that I couldn’t call the tiger mine.

“Is your team staying in the city somewhere?” he asked.

“I’m on my own right now,” I said, unwilling to lie to him. We would have to spend a lot more time together before I’d trust him enough to let him in on any of my secrets.

“Maybe I should escort you to your hotel,” Harlan said with a frown. “I don’t like the thought of you walking alone at night.”

“I’ll be fine,” I said with a grin. “My hotel isn’t far from here. I’m sure I can walk a couple of blocks without getting into trouble.” It wasn’t like I had Alex’s curse hanging over my head, waiting to pounce when I least expected it.

Wearing just a towel around his lean hips, Harlan walked to the door with me. He pulled me in for a scorching kiss. “Call me when you get to your hotel,” he ordered.

“Yes, mom,” I said with an eyeroll. “Thanks for one of the best nights I’ve ever had,” I added as I stepped out into the hallway.

“One of?” he asked with a mock frown. “You mean you’ve had better nights than this?”

“You’ve got me there,” I admitted with a lustful sigh. “You’re the best lay I’ve ever had, Harlan Rafferty.”

He chuckled at my sassiness. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

I blew him a kiss, then slung my purse over my shoulder and strolled over to the elevator. Harlan waved at me when I stepped inside and turned around. I waved back, then the door closed and he was lost to my view.

My grin refused to fade when I stepped out of the elevator and headed for the exit. “I miss him already,” I murmured, then blushed at how stupid that sounded. I was as giddy as a schoolgirl who’d just scored her first real boyfriend. My mind was whirling with all sorts of emotions right now. They were hard to sort through.

The moment I left the hotel, my strange feeling of euphoria faded as an insidious feeling of power swept over me.

“Hello again, Agent Walker-Levine,” Colton said as he and his underlings stepped out from behind a white SUV that was parked at the curb. His tone was smug and his eyes glittered with malice. The Rex struck before I could open my mouth to order Beta to take me home.

My mind was overwhelmed with the desire to please the werelion as he enthralled me. The first time he’d snared me had been mild in comparison to this. Now that he didn’t have anyone to stop him, he took control of me in mere moments. My ability to think clearly was buried beneath the power that drowned my free will.

I wasn’t sure why, but a tiny part of my mind remained clear as the pride moved in to surround me. My purse was stripped off my shoulder and was tossed into the thick bushes that grew next to the front façade of the hotel. I’d put my phone on vibrate, so no one passing by would hear it if anyone tried to call me.

“We should get out of here, Colton,” one of the minions said uneasily as the Rex came to a stop in front of me. “If anyone sees us, the supreme alphas or Agent Steel will figure out what happened to her.”

“No one is going to know that I’ve turned the cougar into my slave,” Colton said uncaringly. He gazed down at me and I stared up at him dreamily. “You’re mine now, aren’t you?” he said with a cruel smile of triumph. I nodded woodenly, while screaming in the back of my head. “Say it,” he demanded.

“I’m yours,” I said in a robotic voice.

“I’m never letting you go,” he told me. “None of my men will ever get to use your body. You belong to me and me alone.”

“Yes, Rex,” I said obediently, but I was crying in misery on the inside.

He wrapped his hand around my wrist and dragged me over to the SUV. I heard my phone vibrate as the back door of the vehicle was opened and I was shoved inside. Beta was still hiding inside my purse, but I no longer had the ability to give her any orders. I had become a minion myself now. I had to obey every command my new master gave me.

Despite his insistence that no one would discover that he’d kidnapped me, Colton took off with a squeal of his tires. One of the werelions had to squeeze into the cargo area at the back of the vehicle. I sat between two of the underlings. They knew better than to put their hands on me. Their Rex had claimed me completely and I was now his property. He would punish them if they dared to touch me without his permission.

Colton didn’t take








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
&
Z
e
5
ot
2






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





