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ELECTRA

“Stay here, I will be right back.” Alexander ordered as we walked into his suite.

The dark man prowled ahead of me, his movements pure grace, his tail swishing out behind him. Tall, wiry, with wide shoulders and sharply curving hips. And hard. Very hard, those muscles, sharp and ridged, unforgiving. Just like he was. 

Then there were the crystalline green eyes that practically glowed from behind his black framed glasses. Black curling hair fell around his face, square jaw, roman nose, wide, soft looking lips made all the more deceptive due to the sharp fangs they hid. 

As his assistant, I automatically obeyed his order, stopping in the middle of the main sitting room. Dark black and red. A mixture of the two splashed over every surface in a way that seemed more ominous than sensual. All of the furniture, including the fireplace, was black while everything else, the floors, the walls, bled red. 

I had learned over the last weeks to keep my mouth shut and obey. Not just because of the advice that my brother tried to pound in my head but because of the man who was currently striding to the bedroom. 

At first, I hated Alexander and his rules and demands. I hated his punishments. But then there was him. His unyielding demands, his strength, the vastness of his intelligence. 

“What the fuck are you doing here?” I heard his voice, sharp and demanding. 

Confused, I disobeyed his order and stepped forward, a single step, but it was just enough that I could see inside of the bedroom. It carried the same black and red theme as the sitting room. 

“I am here for you.” A gorgeous and very naked woman crooned to him, sliding from bed and gliding towards him with sensual slink. My brows furrowed in confusion at the fact that there was a stranger here within the castle let alone in his bedroom. There was something very, very wrong happening here. “Well, in a way.”

Something stabbed deep into my chest at the way Alexander’s eyes stared down at the woman, unfocused and dark with desire. My stomach twisted painfully when the woman ran her hands over his chest. He looked almost frozen under her touch. 

Then something seemed to snap inside of him and his hands were on her, his mouth. It felt as if something had been ripped from me at the sight of him kissing her, hungry, wet kisses that left nothing to the imagination. 

I want to scream but I felt just as frozen as he had been, my burning eyes wide, watching as she groped him. Long, delicate fingers moved over the thick length in his pants, hard and erect. 

Deep groans of pleasure were falling from his chest, causing my hands to fly up and slap into my ears. My mind screamed for it all to stop, it screamed at me to run away. But my feet were frozen. They wouldn’t move. Even when he began to push her back to the bed, his pants falling open under her fingers. 

Then his dick was out, in her hands, fisting stroking. The long, thick length, smooth and pale and capped with a pink crown, glistening. 

She smiled, a wicked stretch of lips, as she sprawled back on the bed. His hands were spreading her legs, his dick moving over her bare sex, touching it, covering his tip with the moisture leaking from her. 

Then he was there, at her entrance, and my body finally unfroze.

“Alexander?” My voice came out surprisingly steady, concerned. 

His eyes widened, flickering into focus.

“Fuck.” He snarled, ripping himself away from the woman, his clawed hands darting up to squeeze into his head. I blinked and the woman was gone, the bed empty. The man in front of me was repeating the same words over and over again. “Get the fuck out.” 

His face was pale, twisted, his eyes wide with horror. Rushing into the room, my worried hands caught his ice-cold face. “Alexander.” I guided his haunted eyes up to mine.

Something flashed in his gaze, recognition maybe, before his eyes darted from me to the now empty bed.

His face hardened, becoming angry, furious in a way that made me want to seek out a corner.

“She got in my fucking head.” He snarled, his voice carrying a dark, ominous bent. 

“Who?” I asked, confused, my hands pulling away from the deadly threat he was. 

“I have to get it off. I need you to get it off of me.” He snapped out, his hands hard as they caught mine, his claws pinning painfully into my skin. He yanked my hands back to him, using them to rub harshly over his shoulders and chest. 

He was cold, shivering, trembling, his hardness even harder than usual, tense.

It was the first time I had touched him, felt him, since the day I touched his tail. That didn’t by any means mean that he didn’t touch me. Hard hands, sometimes impatient, sometime punishing.

His hands stayed firm on mine even when I took over the movements. I was careful to touch every bit of the front of his torso, wiping away whatever he was feeling from her touch.

I must’ve been doing something right because his tension slowly eased, and his shivering stopped.

“What is going on, Alexander? Who was that woman?” My questions had his eyes snapping back to mine.

“You saw her?” He demanded in a snapping voice, his fingers tightening even more on my wrists. 

“Yes.” I nodded, the images replaying over and over in my head. Especially his eyes. “You, uh, she, well...it was like you were hypnotized by her, your eyes were empty, like you weren’t even there, doing...things without your control.”

“Yeah.” He nodded in full agreement with my assessment, his eyes glinting with danger mixed with surprise. “That’s exactly what it was.”

“Are you ok?” I asked, worried for him. 

“No. I need a fucking shower.” He growled with disgust. “She fucking touched me.” 

“She did more than that.” My numb lips whispering, my brow furrowing as my eyes uncontrollably dropped down to the limp length of his penis hanging out of his pants. I swallowed tightly at the sight of the slickness that was still coating him and I gestured downwards. “You were about to...”

“Fuck.” He gagged, tearing from me and rushing to the nearest garbage can where he proceeded to be very violently sick. 

My hands twisted tightly together, wanting to do something to help him but not knowing if he would appreciate it. When it came to things like this, me trying to show any type of empathy towards him, he tended to shut it right down. Those eyes would sharpen, pinning me into place, warning me to back off.

“We need help.” He straightened from the garbage, wiping his sleeve over his mouth, his chest heaving for air. 

My eyes caught on the wicked sharp, dagger-like claws on his hands as they expertly pushed his limp flesh back into his pants. While he was doing that, he was striding towards me. I tried not to think about the dick that had just been in his hand when that very hand caught mine in its hard hold. He dragged me with him as he stormed out of the suite and down the hall. 

The halls of the castle, Scabbard, where shadowed, lit with low wall scones. The walls were cobblestone, the floors thankfully carpeted. The paintings and artwork hanging on the walls or set in the alcoves should’ve added an element of warmth, but they really didn’t. Not with how dark and filled with death they were. 

We reached the door Alexander was searching for, and his fisted hand pounded on it.

“We have a major problem.” His voice snapped out when the door finally opened.
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ELECTRA

I was once a very outgoing, vocal person. I was curious and that curiosity tended to lead me into trouble. Until I came to Scabbard that was never an issue, not with Diablo, my big brother, always there to help get me out of it. He was an expert at covering my ass. 

Or that was the story I was sticking with.

It wasn’t until I went too far that I got myself in more trouble than Diablo could save me from. I mean, yes, I had been warned but I didn’t think it would be that serious. 

I was very, very wrong.

Scabbard was the mysterious home of the Mystical Hunt, the group Ancient hunters who hunted down magical lawbreakers, they were the boogie men of the magic world, feared by witches and wizards alike. The moment I arrived, I was dropped into the middle of pure mystery with very little explanation beyond a couple of rules. I was brought right into the home of the mythical and unnatural, it was the ultimate mystery, and I decided that I wanted to solve those mysteries. 

The more I followed those wants, the deeper I got, the more concerned I got for my brother and the others. Which led me to doing something that was incredibly stupid. I broke the first rule of the castle, don’t go into rooms with closed doors. I snuck into one very particular office, the one that would and did get me in the most trouble, Alexander’s. 

He was the scientist of the group, experimenting and creating spells and potions. I dug through his office/lab and ended up finding what I thought was a spell used to control people. 

I was wrong, so very wrong. 

The day I almost lost my life was the day I was given to him. No, not given. The sword was inches from my neck when he spoke up, taking responsibility for me. What I didn’t understand at the time, but what I now knew, was that he now held my life in his hands. He owned my life. 

And because of the treason I committed and the way I had abused my hosts, I was now enemy number one. The castle was now my permanent home because I knew too much. 

I was a threat.

Working with, for, Alexander had been an eye opener. The first time I smarted off to him, he had me sit in the corner, facing the wall. The second time, it was the corner again, with a warning that I wouldn’t like it if I did it again. 

I could still remember the third time I did it. I probably would until the day I died. 

“The chamomile, Electra.” Alexander’s order, made in that irritatingly emotionless way he had, hard and expectant. 

I was angry, tired. I spent days cleaning his lab, organizing his equipment and stock, sterilizing everything, all under his watchful eye. Every single time I missed something or put something away wrong or didn’t clean something to his exacting preferences, he made me redo it all. All without one single answer.

When I asked what or why we were doing something, he shut me down with sharp efficiency. 

And I couldn’t say anything back to him or I ended up in that damned corner. 

In that moment, I felt something snap inside of me. 

“Get it yourself, you demanding bastard.” I snapped out, spinning around to stomp out of the office. His stupid fucking office. I was so done with this shit. 

A hard hand caught my arm in an almost bruising hold, and I found myself being hauled over to the stool at the island. 

“Let me go.” I screamed, slapping at his hand and arm to no avail. 

“I warned you. Repeatedly.” He stated, sitting down and yanking me, stomach down, over his lap. 

“What are you doing?” I gasped, arching up in order to shove myself off of him. The arm in his hold was twisted up behind my back at the same time his free hand landed on my ass. The sharp pain had me kicking in a desperate attempt to free myself. “No!” 

“Disrespectful little shit. Someone should’ve taken their hand to your ass long ago.” His hand landed again, sending more pain shooting through me. “But no worries.” Another blow landed, radiating over my ass and hips. “I have no issues disciplining you myself.” 

“Stop.” I begged, tears sliding from my face at the situation I found myself in. I was a twenty-year-old woman, being spanked like a child. 

“Not.” He kept spanking me, his hand landing between his words, drawing more and more cries from my lips. “Until. You. Listen. Learn. Respect.” 

Honestly, I was seconds from cursing him, telling him to go fuck himself when the blows changed. No, not the blows, the feelings I was getting from them changed. It was no longer just humiliation and embarrassment, but something deeper. Something that had the inside of my stomach quivering.

The feel of his hard thighs underneath my hips and breasts, the tight hold of his fingers on my wrist, the blows radiating deeper, right into my center. My nipples pulled tight against the shift of his thigh muscles against them. My pussy clenched with each strike, each pain had my clit swelling more and more.

I had never felt anything like this before. Fire, need, arousal. All for a man who was turning my ass into burning flames. 

My eyes squeezed tight, my body shivering, trembling within his hold. 

“Please, Alexander. I am sorry.” My trembling lips emoted. 

The blows stopped and that hand found my hair, yanking my head up. “Respect.” His voice hissed. 

“I will respect you.” I promised, my voice shaking with my emotions. 

My hair was released, and I was pushed off his lap. I would’ve fallen right to the floor if he wasn’t as fast as he was. He rose at the same time his hands caught my arms, setting me firmly on my feet. 

Fingers caught my jaw and forced my burning wet eyes up to his. “Next time, I will not be so nice. Now, do as I told you to and get me the fucking chamomile.” 

“Yes, Alexander.” I whispered. 

He released me and I stumbled to the cupboard to get the chamomile, my ass feeling bruised, my shaking hands swiping at the tears that continued to fall.

When I tried to talk to my brother about what happened, Diablo very painfully and bluntly informed me of my own circumstances. Alexander was my jailer and one who I owed my life to. He had essentially put his own life on the line for mine. If I fucked up again, it wouldn’t be me who paid the price, it would be him.

And I couldn’t understand why Alexander did it. But I did know that there was no way I was ever going to put him in that situation. In that moment, I came to the realization that despite how he was treating me, I was going to do everything I could to be a good assistant to him. 

It took a couple of weeks before he finally started easing up, showing me things that I didn’t even ask about, explaining the herbs and plants that he used and what they did. He was teaching me. He started allowing me to measure the ingredients out, not just getting them for him. 

It was small but it was a start. 

I also started to do other things, little things to help out around the castle, during my rare free time from him. 

Alexander was still a demanding bastard. But now...

There was just something...

Constantine, the leader of the Hunt, a huge, muscular and frankly terrifying man stared at us. His eyes were straited with every color you could think of, and his hair was a golden brown. 

“What do you mean, we have a problem?” Constantine demanded of Alexander. 

Like usual, with him and the rest of the Hunt, I was completely ignored, a nonentity. 

“Theia.” Alexander’s explanation had my eyes widening with realization. 

The Titans were a group of very powerful magic users that had been hunted down by the very first Hunt and locked away deep in the bowels of the earth. They rose a couple months ago and since then have been wreaking havoc not just for the Hunt but for the whole world. 

Even though a number of them have already been taken out by the Hunt, there were still too many Titans left, and Theia was one of them. 

She specialized in obsessions, getting into people’s heads and manipulating their wants and desires. She was a very attractive woman, sensual, sexual, with golden brown hair and eyes. The very woman that I saw in Alexander’s suite. 

My hand automatically tightened on his. Not so much in support but more to simply hang on to him, hold him to me and keep him safe from that evil woman. I didn’t know why I felt that need, I just did.

His fingers shifted around mine, an almost comforting movement. 

“Come.” Constantine growled, stepping past us and shutting his door. 

We followed him down the hall and the stairs to the second floor. The huge, icy castle boasted four main floors with a basement and towers that led up another three floors. The fourth floor was where the suites were while the second was where the offices and conference room were.

Constantine led us to the conference room where all of the information on the Titans and their allies were pinned to the pegboard walls. This room boasted the same floor to ceiling wall of windows and the door that led out onto the balcony as all the others did. It also had a familiar woodless fireplace that sent warmth through the room. 

We followed him over to Theia’s picture and the information below it. Even though I knew every single bit of information that could be found on them, I couldn’t help but glance over the others. 

The leader, Gaea had green hair and eyes and a toxic love for plants. She was the leader of the Titans and hated humans so much that she wanted them stricken from the planet so that she could live in completely green world. In the attempt to achieve that, she performed frankly horrifying experiments to combine human DNA with her beloved plant DNA. Experiments that thankfully failed. 

Her consort, Ouranos was a marble pale man with white hair and clear blue eyes. He based his talents around the weather.

Cronus was marked as deceased. He once had delusions of being a God and a talent for bending reality. Unfortunately, he was the one who kidnapped and dismembered my brother, Diablo. 

His consort, Rhea, was also on the deceased list. She used to be a mannish woman with pale skin, curly orange hair, and blue eyes. She was once the scientist of the group, performing all of the living experiments for them. Christos was the one who took her out. 

Crius was another one of the deceased. One who was a very petite, mocha skinned man with maroon hair and brown eyes. Obsessions and experiments with time travel caused him to lose chunks of his mind and his ability to distinguish reality. Aikaterini helped him lose the rest of it. 

Coeus was yet another Titan with delusions of Godhood, one who was highly trained in mind control. The man had charcoal skin and grey hair and eyes and claimed Phoebe as his consort. Or he did until she ended up marked as deceased. 

That blond haired, brownish yellow eyed woman once believed that the Gods themselves were speaking to her through prophetic visions. She was another one who Demetrius killed.

Hyperion was thankfully now deceased. He had been a pyromaniac, a freckled and severely scarred man due to the burns that covered 45% of his body. Reddish orange hair and red eyes. He had really loved his fire. That unfortunate love could very well have been advocated by his consort, Theia’s talent.

Iapetus was a necromancer with black eyes and blond hair tipped with black. He had a very disturbing attraction to dead people.

Oceanus was marked as deceased. A dark aqua haired and pale aqua eyed male who once boasted an affinity for water. Christos killed him. 

Tethys was Oceanus’ consort, and she loved animals. She had pale green hair and brown eyes and was yet another Titan who experimented with Rhea. Her experiments were based around the creation of chimeras from living humans and animals. 

Mnemosyne was almost more stunning than Theia with her silver hair and silver eyes. She was a touch reader who could affect memories. Mnemosyne liked to use her talent to manipulate and control people.

Themis claimed herself as justice. She was a plain woman with her brown hair and eyes who used her own brand of justice to get revenge on others.

“What happened with Theia?” Constantine asked, unhooking her information packet and carrying it over to the couch. 

I was surprised when Alexander kept hold of me, pulling me with him over to the couch bedside the chair Constantine sat in. 

“She was in my room tonight.” Alexander stated. 

“What the fuck do you mean she was in your room?” Constantine’s voice clipped out, his eyes narrowing. 

“I mean, she was somehow in my room. There but not. And it wasn’t just in my head because Electra saw her. The bitch took my control and twisted my mind until everything was pure desire and need mixed with mind and soul-destroying horror and disgust. I couldn’t stop myself. If Electra hadn’t seen and spoken up, I would be fucking her right now.” Alexander’s words stabbed into my chest at the same time they warmed something inside of me. 

I felt his muscles jerk tight, his hand clenching bruisingly around mine before he was once again pushing it along his arm and chest.  

“I can still fucking feel her.” He hissed darkly. “I want to know how the fuck she got in my head, into my fucking room.” 

“That is not something I could tell you. I will, however, acknowledge that you are right, this is a problem. A big problem.” Constantine clipped out, his eyes glowering down at the packet in his hand.

“What if it wasn’t just one spell.” I spoke up before I could stop myself, inwardly cringing when two pairs of eyes snapped to me. “Sorry.” I whispered, dropping my eyes down to my lap. 

“Speak, Electra.” Constantine ordered. 

“I, uh, ok. When he first went into the room and saw her, he was mad, angry. It wasn’t until she touched him that his eyes kind of went blank and filled with...um, desire. I think she used her, uh, presence, an astral projection or something, to jar him enough that she was able to get into his head.” I explained what I saw and felt in that moment. “When I saw her, something felt off, like she was there but not. Physical enough to, um, touch him and for him to touch her.” 

“Excuse me.” Alexander roughly shoved away from me, practically sprinting to the garbage can where he was once again heaving violently. I couldn’t help but wonder how much he had left inside of him. 

“That’s the second time.” I whispered softly, my worried eyes watching his torso jerk violently as his stomach emptied itself. 

“He came out of it when you spoke?” Constantine asked, his lips stiff, his eyes watching Alexander. 

“Yes.” I confirmed, the body that I didn’t realize was tense relaxing when Alexander finally stopped heaving.

“I guess that means that your job title now has some new bullet points.” Constantine stated, causing both Alexander and I to frown at him. 

“I, uh...?” I emoted, confused. 

“You were somehow able to pull him out of it. So, you are moving into Alexander’s suite. From now on, he is never without you, no matter where he goes. We cannot take the chance that this will happen again. Alexander, and the knowledge he holds, are too important to the Hunt and the Ancients.” Constantine explained, his voice determined in a way that was irrefutable. 

Alexander narrowed his eyes at the man for a long moment before nodding sharply in agreement. While they were doing their silent communication thing, I was working on simply breathing. 

My heart was pounding so hard that it was shaking my chest, ringing in my ears. It was hard enough to be around Alexander as much as I was and now it was going to be all the time. I would have to sleep in the same room as him, follow him everywhere. The bathroom? The shower? 

“...Electra!” Alexander’s sharp voice whipped through the ringing of my ears causing my body to jerk and my eyes to dart up to his. “Alexander?” 

“Go get your stuff packed up and wait for me in your suite while I finish talking to Constantine.” Alexander commanded in a clipped voice. 

“I, uh, sorry?” My eyes shifted from him to Constantine.

“Don’t look at him.” Alexander’s order forced my eyes back to him to see his eyes flashing down at me. “Now go!”

With a sharp breath, I blinked back the tears that rose, my feet already rushing my body towards the door. I didn’t know what I did wrong, but I knew that Alexander was mad, furious. And I hated the fact that I was the one to make him even angrier. 

The last time that anger was directed at me, my ass hurt for two days. I could almost feel his hand already. That radiating pain reaching some place deep inside of me, prying me open to him in ways I never knew was possible. Ways that terrified me.

Reaching the suite I had been assigned, I rushed to the bedroom closet and started yanking everything out, throwing it on to the bed. The bathroom was next, everything joining the clothes on the bed that were wrapped up tight in the blanket from the bed. 
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ALEXANDER

I didn’t watch as my assistant raced out of the room as if her ass was on fire. Instead, I kept my attention centered on the man still seated in the chair. 

“That was sharp.” Constantine noted, his eyebrows raised in surprise. 

“She is my assistant, my responsibility. While you may be the ‘leader’ of the Hunt, you are not her leader. I am.” I stated that fact, making sure that he fully understood that he had no say when it came to my dealings with Electra.

“Alexander...” Constantine sighed, his eyes taking on a wary look. 

“Don’t.” I denied him. “Diablo trusts me with her and so will you.” 

“That was really stupid of him.” Constantine shook his head knowingly at me. “He doesn’t really know you.” 

“Not many do.” I shrugged indifferently. “You and maybe Demetrius.” 

“He never said anything.” Constantine scowled at the thought of Demetrius knowing things about me that Constantine himself didn’t.

“And he won’t.” I stated. 

Constantine shook his head and chuckled. “And you were worried about Lyra and Jordan.” 

“I can honestly say, I have never made a woman scream like that before. Whimper, beg, plead, but not scream. Which, to be honest, I am glad of. I am not a big fan of a woman bursting my ear drums every time she comes.” I shared with him, pacing the length of the room, my tail swishing out behind me. 

“When is the last time you made a woman scream?” Constantine outright laughed. 

“I won’t lie, it’s been a while. Not many women want to fuck a man with fangs and claws let alone a tail.” I shared, not really caring too much about that. 

Back before I decided to experiment on myself using pyra DNA, a vicious large feline-like creature that lived in the jungles, I wasn’t hurting for company. A lot of women had found me attractive. I found it easy to gorge myself on their offers which unfortunately led me into a couple really bad situations. 

It was in one of those situations where I ended up trapped in a dungeon built to contain powerful magic users where I was introduced to dominance and pain. It was during another incident, this one happened after my change, where that dominance and pain was twisted deeper into me, ingrained in way that it was a now a need. I wasn’t a masochist or a sadist, not half that bad, but I found a firm hand and, well, other things, was something that I needed to employ. It was all about control. Complete control. 

“Have you...?” Constantine led. 

“That is between me and my assistant.” I denied him. 

He didn’t need to know how I dealt with her and her spicy little attitude. As much as her lips had stopped talking back to me after the time I disciplined her, her eyes didn’t. When they did meet mine, firing with the fury and frustration that my commands caused, my palm started itching to feel her rounded little ass under it again.

As much as I wanted to punish the little witch for her continued disrespect, I couldn’t bring myself to douse that inner fire she carried within. 

I liked that fire. 

It kept her strong and fighting. 

My assistant was a curvy little thing with a slim waist, a very rounded, bubbly ass, and a set of perky, plump breasts. Pale greenish blue eyes set in a rounded face boasting a lush set of full lips. Then there was her smooth, creamy mocha skin and brown hair boasting a dyed green underlayer. 

“Just be careful, Alexander.” Constantine advised. 

“I know what I am doing.” I told him. “As for Theia, we should let the others know so they can keep their eyes and ears out. I might not be the only one she makes an attempt for.” 

“I agree. And as your ‘leader’, I am advising you to stick your ass to your assistant until we figure how to stop Theia from fucking with you.” Constantine stated. 

“I do know of a way.” I slid a hinting look his way. “But that might be a bit of an extreme step.” 

“What is the way?” Constantine narrowed his eyes at me, already knowing that my answer wasn’t going to be good. 

“The Shared Life Spell.” I stated bluntly. 

Constantine raged to his feet, his hand sharply gesturing to the door, his eyes firing with fury. “Are you fucking serious? She’s a traitor. There is no way the Ancien...” 

“She is mine!” My voice snapped out before I softened my tone “My responsibility. If I decide to tie my life to hers, they have no say in the matter and neither do you. In fact, I would think you would be on board with that because if we were tied together like that then she would be completely locked down. Irrevocable tied to me and the Hunt. Forever.” 

Constantine’s mouth opened as if he was going to argue only to pause, his eyes narrowing in thought. “Fuck. That is extreme but fucking smart. Let’s do it.” 

I couldn’t help but shake my head at his demand. “Are you so willing to basically enslave a young woman like that? Yes, she fucked up, but she has been working her ass off to prove that she is helpful and trustworthy. Fuck, the girl barely sleeps trying to repay everyone she hurt with her actions.” 

“Do you trust her? If you were to put your life, our lives, in her hands, would you trust her to protect us?” He asked in a deceptively smooth tone. 

“I do.” I stated honestly. “After what happened with Diablo, the brother she loves more than anything, she would bend over backwards for us.”

“Show me.” Constantine stated. “Have her take the potion.” 

“And me?” I asked, my eyebrows rising in question. 

That had Constantine pausing. “Fuck.” He groaned, falling back into the chair. “I didn’t even think of that. I am just worried about Theia coming after you again, and somehow succeeding. Wait, why the fuck did you bring it up if you aren’t willing to do it?” 

“You really needed to think about what you were demanding of me and a young woman who still has the whole of her life ahead of her. Yes, she will never be able to leave but that doesn’t mean her life is completely over. And with something like this, something such as tying her life to another person in a way that could last centuries, it should be her decision.” I advised him. 

He was silent for a long time before his hands came up to scrape over his face. “Then, I guess we should ask her.” 

I nodded slowly in agreement. “If you will update Theia’s file, I will go do that now. Just give me half an hour.” 

“Done.” Constantine grunted. 

Leaving him to it, I made my way up to Electra’s suite after a quick pit stop to brush my teeth. 

She was sitting on the couch in the sitting room, a blanket bundle on the floor beside the couch. I prowled into the room, my hand slamming the door shut behind me, my eyes trained right on her. Seeing the punishment coming her way, her eyes flared right before she attempted to dart into the bedroom. 

As fast as my little assistant was, I was faster. 

Spinning her around, my hand caught her jaw, my clawed fingers holding her tight as I shoved her into the wall. Her desperate little hands came up to push into my chest. But there was no stopping me. My body pressed into hers, pinning her tightly to the wall as my eyes stared down into hers.

“Respect.” She whimpered, her eyes sheening with withheld tears, her body trembling against mine. 

My nostrils flared at the scent that filled the air. The same scent I smelled the night I spanked her. Soft and heated. Feminine arousal. 

While most of the changes to my body when it came to the pyra DNA were fairly prevalent, there were a few things I kept to myself. Such as my very keen sense of smell. 

“Respect who?” I demanded in a soft yet hard voice. 

“You, Alexander.” Her answer trembled out. 

“When I tell you to do something, do you look to anyone else but me?” I questioned, my hand tightening even more on her jaw until the tips of my claws were pressing into her skin. 

“No, Alexander.” She answered. 

Bending my head until my face was right in hers, my eyes inches from hers, “Then why did you look to Constantine?”

“I am supposed to stay with you, protect you. And I will, even if you don’t agree with it.” Her answer had me pausing, my eyes searching hers for the truth. 

Finding what I wanted to see, I released her, turning to catch up her blanket of items. “You have until we reach our suite to make a decision.” 

“What decision?” She asked nervously, her hand rubbing over her arm. 

“How far you are willing to go to protect me.” I stated bluntly, my eyes narrowing on hers. “The Shared Life Spell.”
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