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​Wee = Little

Scran = Food

Sling Yer Hook = Fuck Off 

Haud Yer Wheesht = Shut Up

Off Yer Trolley = Out of Your Mind

Ah Dinnae Ken = I Don’t Know

Bevvy = drink

Jobby = Shit

Pure Barry = That’s Brilliant (Used sarcastically)

Aye = Yes

Eejit = Idiot 
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Now that you know the basics enjoy Slone’s Bounty. 
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​CHAPTER ONE
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Naveen

​Anger simmered under Naveen’s flesh. She’d spent the past ten minutes scanning the throng of people gyrating at the party house, trying to find her boyfriend. Instead of finding him, she rounded on his buddy, Kit. He should know where the hell Pharell had run off to. The freaking human male had no clue what lay beneath Naveen’s surface, but she knew better than to let her peridot dragon out in the human realm. Soon she would have to return to the magical realm, Draíochtia, but for now she searched for her mate. Pharell didn’t look like a promising match, but she wanted to give it one more try before she gave up. 

So far, it had ended in dating jerks—and Pharell was no exception. She could hear a few couples having sex in the rooms, but the music boomed too loud, she couldn’t tell if he hid in one of them. 

After a long day at work, she decided to take Pharell, her current boyfriend, up on his offer and come to the party. She’d wanted to surprise him, and she’d had just enough time to get all dressed up before coming out during the beginning of a snowstorm. She may have a dragon to warm her, but she loathed the cold. The recent weather shift reminded her of the story of her birth. On January 22, a winter storm struck so strong, it almost knocked out the power in Draíochtia.

“Where the hell is he?” Naveen asked Kit. The music booming in the background almost drowning out her voice. They had only been dating a week at the most and even he didn’t know about her dragon. It had all been talking and jobby since he wanted to wait on having sex. She didn’t know why he held back but tonight she planned on breaking him down. A girl could only hold out so long. 

“Who?” Kit tried to play it off.

“Don’t fuck with me!” Naveen yelled as her beast lurched forward, a warming sensation rolled over her eyes for a split second. As a born dragon she knew her eyes had changed to green but turned back to normal so fast humans normally mistook the change for a trick of light. Kit’s eyes widened, but he shook his head.

“I don’t know for sure.” Kit shrugged.

“Then where did you see him last?” Her blonde curls bounced in the sides of her vision. The cool leather mini dress clung to her curves. 

“Maybe in the bathroom upstairs.” Kit pointed. Naveen turned to the kitchen and grabbed a drink. Her stomach twisted. Twice. Twice she’d had to figure out where the hell he’d run off to and it pissed her off. She took a shot of straight whiskey and then grabbed a closed beer from the fridge. She’d actually met Pharell at a party just like this one a week ago, so she knew the house pretty well. Kit turned away from her and Naveen hurried up the steps the back way. 

She found Hemi, another of Pharell’s friends, standing outside of a bedroom door and his hands jolted forward to cover his crotch. His eyes widened when he met her gaze. She took a deep inhale of air, catching Pharell’s scent. 

“Is he in there?” Naveen pointed toward the door behind Hemi. 

“Maybe you should talk to him later,” Hemi said after a few breaths. Naveen glared at him then shoved him to the side only using her human strength. When Naveen opened the door, she found a skinny white bimbo on her boyfriend’s dick. Pharell stopped moving, but the girl kept bouncing on him, completely unaware of who’d entered the room. Before Naveen could force herself to calmly walk away, she screamed out his name. Her dragon roared, ready to burn the house down with both of them in it. 

“Bitch.” Naveen walked up and grabbed the woman by the hair, pulling her off Pharell. She struggled to get out of Naveen’s grip as they headed toward the open door. Naveen tossed the bimbo into the hall then turned to her now ex-boyfriend. 

“Listen, Naveen—” Pharell stood stark naked. What the hell did I see in him? 

“Get your boxers on,” Naveen hissed and pointed to the floor. Pharell grabbed his boxers and pulled them up his toned black legs. What a fucking waste of time! Once he covered himself up, he grabbed for his jeans, but Naveen shook her head and walked up to him. Her Scottish blood turned hot as her anger flared. She couldn’t believe she actually wanted to sleep with this trash.

Her hand wrapped around his ball and squeezed tight making him gasp in pain. Most men had two but he had explained how he had an accident and lost one. When she heard the story, sadness filled her mind but now she didn’t give a jobby. “Let’s go downstairs. And you’re going to tell everyone what a piece of jobby you are.” 

“But-” Pharell whimpered when Naveen’s grip tightened. “Ok.” He nodded. Still holding his ball in a vice-grip, Naveen walked out of the room dragging Pharell behind her. Hemi helped the white bitch into another room then winced as he watched Naveen drag his friend by the ball sack. 

They slowly made their way down the stairs. The music halted mid-song when they reached the landing five steps above the lower level. Everyone stared from the living room below. 

“Say it,” Naveen hissed while digging her nails in. Keeping her dragon below the surface grew harder, but the fucker needed to pay so he didn’t do this to another human girl. They might not want to make him suffer, but Naveen wanted to yank off his fucking dick. 

“I made the awful mistake of fucking someone who wasn’t my girl. I’m a stupid jackass.” Everyone stared, and a few guys winced while covering their own crotches. She stood taller with the pride in her own lesson to the men in the room. 

“Good boy.” Naveen patted his cheek before letting go. He turned to her. She half expected him to try to slap her for humiliating him in front of the entire party. 

“I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.” His eyes pleaded with her as bile filled her mouth. She didn’t want to look at him, let alone think about forgiving the fucker. 

“Sling yer hook.” Naveen balled up her fist and punched him right in the nose. He fumbled down the last few steps. Naveen walked past him and caught a glimpse of a tall bulky man watching her carefully, making her dragon perk up. 

He lifted his hand for a high five and his eyes flashed silver before returning to green. He’s a shifter from home. Naveen smiled at him and the gesture cooled some of the anger in her soul. She slapped her hand against his and a zap of electricity rolled under her skin. She blinked a few times and slipped out of the house. 

She let out a scream of anger before walking to her car. Her dragon rolled her eyes and thought of the man who sent electricity through her veins. She glanced back at the door, wondering if the little zap meant something or if he’d accidently shocked her with static. For a few seconds she paused, debating on going back. Instead, she kept walking as her mother’s face filled her mind. When you find your mate, you will know with every fiber of your being. 

Her mother wanted her back home before the House of Rowan, or the overbearing shifters born to the rowan zodiac sign, took their turn to protect Draíochtia. Well technically speaking only one rowan dragon was overbearing, her mother but Naveen wouldn’t change being born to the rowan zodiac for the world. Soon, she would have to be the one to protect the magical realm, but she wanted to find love before she acquired the guardianship role. Her mother might not be the only guardian in Draíochtia, but it was a damn family tradition to pass down the guardianship spot. Oh and she would be strong-armed into waiting three months and then intentionally getting pregnant to create a new generation of Rowan guardians. Like it’s not pressure enough to be a guardian—not having much of a choice sucks. 

Centuries ago, the Quick family made a pact with the druids when the guardian population was in short supply. Five siblings became guardians and swore to have children who would become protectors after they died, creating the Houses now guarding Draíochtia. The tradition of passing down the role of protector would continue—unless one was unfit, which would be determined by the druids. Normally druids chose the guardians, so Naveen had to prove her strength and wisdom so they would accept her and keep her. 

Only one male had given up his place as the next guardian, and the entire family had disowned him and left him in the human realm with no way to get back to the island. To the Quick family and their descendants, not sticking to the agreement was worse than committing murder. Naveen did have a choice—give up her birthright or become a protector. The second option didn’t require being stripped of her life back home.

She wanted a mate before she took on the role of protector and she’d be damned if it happened the other way around.

“Hey, wait up,” a deep voice called behind her, sending heat through her body. What the hell? Naveen turned to the man she’d given a high five. Her dragon purred with excitement, something she never did with Pharell. She marveled at the breadth of his shoulders.

“I’m not—”

“What you did in there showed real guts and I need to make sure you get home safely.” A deep pull to the guy washed over her skin, keeping her dragon’s interest. His sharp jaw and thick arms only gave her hints as to what might lie beneath his clothes.

“I’m just going to drive home.” More like to her tiny rental she used when in the human realm. He could come with us, her dragon suggested, while pushing ideas of stripping him down to nothing and exploring every inch of his body. 

“How about a bevvy?” His emerald green eyes studied her. Her fingers itched to run them through his short dark hair. She’d been without sex for months, but even Pharell hadn’t sparked this kind of reaction. Naveen craved him like a drunk staring at a bottle of hard liquor. 

“I could use a few drinks.” Naveen nibbled on her lower lip. She looked back to the house, where Pharell watched her through the window. Fuck him, some humans just aren’t worth my time. “What’s your name?”

“Slone. Yours?” He stood with ease only a shifter could have in the late hours of a busy city. Take him home instead of for drinks, her dragon suggested but Naveen mentally shook her head. No, she’d get him a little tipsy before climbing up and riding him like a horse. 

“Naveen.” She motioned toward the road. “Take me to the best bar you know.” 

Mate, her dragon whispered.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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Slone

​Slone had a job to do—gather some blood from the Quick daughter, take it to the witch, and collect his payday to pay off his debt. Simple easy steps, which now seemed impossible with his dragon purring like a fucking kitten in his thoughts. He liked to call his bounty hunting his art, because he knew how to slip in and out without most knowing he had been there. As a shifter born to the Ivy Moon cycle, he should have some kind of skill as an artist, yet he couldn’t fucking paint, draw, write, or really anything most called artsy...but he did have his skills.

He’d even debated on selling his home in the human realm but with the current market he was upside down which would be pointless to attempt to sell and the home he had on the island wasn’t under his name so he didn’t have the rights to sell it. Any of his assets, he’d already liquidated then gambled away at the tables. Yes, not my greatest few months. 

They glided into a bar as the music’s beat slowed down, about ready for a song change. A smile lifted Naveen’s lips and the sudden urge to pull her into his arms raged through his soul. His dragon wanted to see her smile for the rest of his life, but his human side shook his head. We are here to do a job—a simple retrieval—and get paid. Then we can explore your feelings. 

At the age of eighteen, he was thrown into the world—alone, with both of his parents dead. They died in the human realm, leaving him surrounded by humans and filled with the knowledge of Draíochtia. But he had strength unlike most people, and so he became a bounty hunter. A damn good one at that...and soon came the magical bounties. Most of the witches and warlocks in the mortal realm liked to get their hands on ingredients from Draíochtia and they paid well. He made enough to have two homes, one in each realm.

Taking this job wasn’t the smartest thing to do, but it’s only a little blood. He rolled his shoulders. Naveen had been the first magical being he had been charged to find. Humans were easy to find and take in for skipping bail or even escaping police custody, but he had a policy of not chasing down magical people. They could be too unpredictable. 

“Are you ready to forget about him?” Slone motioned toward the bar, but she shook her head. The idea of the fucker with her made his dragon breathe fire inside. 

“He’s not worth the whiskey. But I would be happy to have a dance partner.” She arched her brow. I suck at dancing. And yet he tailed her to the center where a makeshift dance floor held sweaty-drunk humans. 

She grabbed his hands and it seemed like every nerve ending in his body tuned into where they touched. When she placed his palms on her hips, his dragon imagined lifting her up and thrusting deep inside her warm body. His cock hardened. He knotted his fingers around her waist keeping her secure and trying to ground his beast. Her scent reminded him of home in Draíochtia. A slower jam pulsed from the speakers and she swayed with the beat. He followed her lead, trying his best not to make a damn fool of himself. But when she leaned closer, her breath touched his neck making his cock throb. 

“What part of Draíochtia are you from?” Her sensual voice reached his ears and he thought about abandoning his mission of retrieving her blood, instead just fucking her senseless. 

“South side...Zinna, to be specific.” He wanted to tell her all about his shitty childhood, but he kept it to himself. Never before had he actually cared to share his past, but she put him at ease. 

“Edana for me. I’m going back soon.” Her plump lips called to him but he stayed in his little swaying motion. 

“So why bother dating humans if you don’t plan on staying here?” 

“I want love, of course. I’m in search for my one true mate.” A light laugh hit his ears before a sigh left her lips. She leaned closer into his embrace even with the song change, a quick pounding beat played heavily with the
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