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      Lion shifter, Gunner, is on the worst date in the history of worst dates when he sees someone who really catches his eye. Only problem is, she’s breaking into the fire station where he lives.

      

      Dragon shifter, Aleida, didn’t come to Colwood, Montana for love. Far from it. She came for help in stopping her powerful brothers from carrying out their devious plans. But when the help Aleida is looking for turns up empty, she has no choice but to turn to the grumpy lion shifter who seems to have taken a liking to her.

      

      And when Aleida’s dragon shifter brother comes seeking revenge, she’s going to need all the help she can get. Luckily, the shifters of the Colwood Firehouse are always up for a good fight!

      

      This series should be read in order for maximum enjoyment. Start with Book One featuring Zane: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B077CZFQG3
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        Gunner

      

      

      “We can skip the meal and go straight to the fucking if you want,” Gunner’s date said as she ashed her cigarette on the floor.

      Gunner cringed.

      It’s for a good cause. It’s for a good cause. He kept repeating that phrase in his head over and over again as he stood at the perverted old ladies’ door.

      “Dinner was the only thing included,” Gunner answered with a gulp.

      “I’m not interested in dinner,” the woman said, licking her leathery lips. “I only want dessert.”

      Gunner took a step back as she stared at him with hungry eyes like he was the dessert she was talking about.

      He took a deep breath and silently cursed his alpha, Draven. The dragon shifter was the one who forced him into this horrible position.

      Draven had set up a charity auction and forced Gunner and the other three shifters of the firehouse to be bid on by horny women.

      The other three shifters all fared better than him. Zane found his fated mate when he went on a date with Gwen, the owner of the muffin shop next door, Axel was bid on by a pretty blonde who he immediately hit it off with, and Jax was the luckiest of all. He had put on such a mean, sullen appearance while he was on stage that no one at the packed auction bid on him.

      Gunner was beginning to think that his friend Jax was a genius.

      “I’m hungry for a big sausage,” she said, licking her lips as her eyes slid down to Gunner’s pants.

      He gulped. “You can get whatever you want at the diner.”

      “Whatever I want?” she asked, taking a long haul of her cigarette.

      “Anything on the menu,” Gunner quickly clarified.

      She tossed her cigarette onto her hardwood floors and crushed it with her scuffed-up red heels. “We’ll see about that,” she said as she dragged her index finger down Gunner’s chest. “I paid two thousand dollars for this dinner. It better come with a sausage.”

      Gunner shivered as she sauntered past him, shaking her bony hips as she wobbled to the pickup truck. He grabbed the handle and glanced inside her house before closing the door. There was junk everywhere. It looked like an episode of hoarders, and Gunner wasn’t sure, but he may have seen a dead cat in the corner.

      The woman was already lighting up another cigarette when she got to the truck. Gunner walked over with a sour taste in his mouth, wondering what would happen if he just took off running and didn’t stop until he got to the Canadian border.

      “I never got your name,” he said as he walked over. She was wearing a sparkly red dress with long tassels at the bottom like a Vegas showgirl from the fifties. Like the woman, the dress had seen better days and looked as sexy as a shower curtain.

      “Name’s Phyllis,” she said as a cloud of smoke puffed out of her mouth. “But you can call me Fill This.” She laughed as she pointed to her crotch.

      “Phyllis is fine,” Gunner said quickly. He cringed as she took a step toward him.

      “And what’s your name, big boy?” she asked, leering at him. “Or should I just call you Fuck Stick?”

      “You can call me Gunner,” he answered as nausea crept up his throat.

      It’s for a good cause. It’s for a good cause.

      She took another step toward him and in a panic, he rushed into the truck and locked the door.

      “A shy one, huh?” she muttered as she walked to the passenger’s side. “I like ‘em shy.”

      Gunner started the truck as she climbed in. Her perfume was overpowering—like old potpourri that was used as an ashtray mixed with a rotting banana—and Gunner had to open the windows just so he could breathe.

      “So,” she said as she turned in the seat to face him. “Let’s drop the romantic charade. Do you want a gum job?”

      “A what?”

      Gunner stared in horror as Phyllis pulled out her dentures and laid them on the dashboard. “A gum job,” she said, flashing her toothless smile. “It’s more slick on your dick.”

      “Oh, God!” Gunner shouted as he struggled to open the door as she bent forward. He finally got it open and leapt out of the truck, cursing his alpha who made him do this as he ran over to the passenger’s side. He opened Phyllis’ door and picked her up, holding her away from his body at arm’s length where she couldn’t reach him.

      “You just lost your front seat privileges,” he said as he opened the back door and tossed her in. “Try anything else and you’ll be in the cargo bed.”

      He slammed the door and took deep calming breaths as he walked back to the driver’s seat. Joan’s beautiful face flashed through his mind as it often did. He sighed, wishing it was her that he was picking up instead.

      “Okay,” he said as he slipped back into the truck. “Let’s set some ground rules.”

      “Good idea,” she said as she fixed her wig. “So we can be bad and break them.”

      Gunner just ignored her. “Rule number one. No smoking in the truck.” She whined as he reached back and plucked the cigarette out of her fingers and tossed it out the window.

      “Hey!” she complained. “Are you going to give me something else to put in my mouth?”

      “Rule number two,” Gunner went on. “No unwanted touching.”

      She slid her bony hands over his shoulders making his skin tighten. “I don’t think that will be a problem. You can touch me wherever you want.”

      He shuddered as he peeled her hands off him. “I meant no unwanted touching of me.”

      She tried to giggle but it turned into a coughing fit. “Playing hard to get. I like that.”

      “More like impossible to get,” Gunner muttered under his breath. “Rule number three. Clothes and dentures,” he said, picking her dentures up with his thumb and index finger and trying to touch as little of them as possible as he handed them back to her, “stay on.”

      She rolled her eyes as she slipped them back in. “We’ll see what you have to say about your rules after I get you all liquored up.”

      Gunner sighed as he glanced at himself in the rearview mirror. “Let’s just get this over with,” he muttered to himself.

      He threw the truck into drive and drove off, hitting the gas a little harder than he normally did. Every time that Phyllis leaned forward to touch him, he would either slam on the gas, sending her flying back into her seat or he would make a sharp turn, sending her sliding to the opposite side of the truck. Eventually, she just lit a cigarette and left him alone.

      Gunner’s chest tightened as he turned on the familiar road that led to the Wilde Ranch. He was the newest addition to the firehouse in Colwood, Montana. He had only been there for a few months, and so far it was a relief. He could breathe there. He no longer felt like the weight of the world was sitting on his chest.

      He was originally a member of the Wilde Crew with Rory, Ashton, and Cole, but when their crew got a new alpha named Joan, it all went to shit. She was a fierce tiny woman with a huge ferocious bear hiding inside of her, and Gunner had fallen absolutely in love with her.

      It killed him that she didn’t feel the same way, and when her bear bonded to the skin shifter Rhett, it was too much to take.

      Gunner nearly jumped out of his skin as a frail hand slid up the back of his head. “There’s an inn up the road,” Phyllis whispered into his ear. “Should we get a room and test how soundproof the walls are?”

      When Gunner felt a cold wet tongue on his earlobe, he jerked the truck to the side, sending Phyllis sliding across the back seat.

      “You just broke rule number two,” he said, looking at her over his shoulder.

      She held up her lit cigarette. “And rule number one,” she said with a mischievous grin. She grabbed the hem of her dress and began pulling it up her varicose-vein scarred legs. “Should I go for all three?”

      “Oh, God!” Gunner said, jerking his head away as he felt his lunch creep back up. “Please don’t!”

      She laughed. “Don’t worry, we’ll save that for later. I don’t want to come across as too easy.”

      Gunner shook his head. “Yeah, we wouldn’t want that to happen.”

      He kept his eyes straight as he passed the Wilde Ranch where the inn was located. Every cell in his body was screaming at him to look, to see if he could get a glimpse of Joan, but he forced his eyes forward. He hadn’t realized he was holding his breath until the inn was far back in his rearview mirror. He took a deep breath and released his kung fu grip on the steering wheel as he continued to the restaurant.

      After Joan had bonded to Rhett, it was too hard for Gunner to stay in the crew. Every look they gave each other was like a knife in the heart. Every gentle touch they shared was a twist of the handle. He had to leave.

      That was when he had met Jax. The two lion shifters hit it off immediately and they often met at the bar for a few beers. Jax was a good listener and he helped Gunner through the tough time. When Jax spoke to Draven, and they offered him a place in the firehouse crew, Gunner had jumped at the chance. He couldn’t stay at the Wilde Ranch any longer. It was killing him, and it was killing the crew.

      He desperately wanted to get over his feelings for Joan, but as much as he tried to let them go, they stubbornly lingered.

      Gunner pulled up to the restaurant and he tried to keep his distance as they walked inside. He kept his eye on the horny old lady, but she still managed to slap his ass as he slipped into the booth.

      “Aren’t you going to look at the menu?” he asked. He was reading his, but she hadn’t touched hers. She was too busy creepily staring at him from across the table. Her head began to slide down lower and lower, and Gunner was confused until he felt a foot touch his inner thigh.

      “This is inappropriate,” he said, pushing her foot away. He leaned in close and whispered. “I’m not going to have sex with you.”

      She pouted, looking like a wrinkly prune. “Why not?”

      Gunner sighed. He didn’t want to hurt her feelings. “I’m gay.”

      “Oh, fuck,” she cursed, shaking her head. She raised her hand in the air and called out to the waitress who was talking to another table. “Martini,” she shouted. “A strong one. Better make it two.”

      By the time the dinner was over, there were eight empty martini glasses on the table. All hers. Phyllis was face down on the table snoring when Gunner paid the check and apologized to the waitress.

      He had to violate rule number two when he picked her up and carried her to the truck. She was out cold, snoring like a hibernating bear in January when he laid her on the back seat.

      It was a beautiful summer night, and Gunner took a deep breath of the cool mountain air as he closed the door and looked around. The sun was setting over the Abrasoka mountains, casting a pink and purple hue in the sky. The town was full of life tonight with the hardworking ranchers going to the restaurants and the bar. Colwood really was the perfect town, and a nice haven for shifters. Gunner just wished he didn’t have to worry that he was going to run into Joan or Rhett anytime he went out.

      Gunner heard the siren before everyone else. He looked down the street as the fire truck turned and came driving down the road.

      Axel was sitting on the roof of the truck, waving at all of the girls who were out on the street.

      “Axel,” Gunner said, running alongside the truck. “Should I follow you guys?”

      The polar bear shifter shook his head as he waved at two girls walking on the sidewalk. “Nah. Tom Hopkins’ goat is stuck on the roof again. Enjoy your hot date!”

      Axel was laughing as Gunner slowed to a stop, watching as the fire truck drove away.

      With a sigh, he walked back to his truck where his date was passed out in the back seat. “Let’s get you home, Phyllis,” he said as he started the truck.

      He drove down the main street and turned left on Wilbridge Road. Another right turn and he was on the road where he lived with the other four shifters in the firehouse. He was a minute away from home, but he had to go back to Phyllis’ house to drop her off. It was such a nice night though, that he didn’t mind. He smiled as he passed Gwen’s muffin shop where Zane was probably inside slacking off.

      A faint smell hit his nose that had him pressing on the break. “It can’t be,” he muttered to himself as he pulled over to the side of the road and shut off the engine.

      The smell was subtle, but it was there. Charcoal. “That’s not Draven’s scent,” he whispered as he stepped out of the car. His inner lion was on full alert as he inhaled deeply.

      Dragon shifters always smelled like burnt charcoal. His new alpha was an old dragon shifter named Draven, and his scent was all over the firehouse, but that wasn’t what Gunner was smelling. This was a new scent. It smelled a little sweeter, making his nose tingle.

      “Stay here,” he said to his passed out date who definitely wasn’t going anywhere. Her head was hanging over the seat, her legs were spread wide open, and her deep snores sounded like a gorilla with a megaphone.

      Gunner was hurrying across the road when he heard a crash and saw movement in the window upstairs. “Who’s the dead man?” he grunted as he sprinted the rest of the way.

      Draven’s dragon shifter brother named Jarin had returned recently and turned Zane’s vicious Kodiak bear into a broken whimpering teddy bear with one punch, and the crew was supposed to be on high alert for any other dragon shifters stopping by. The smart thing to do would have been to call the boys back and wait for them to engage, but no one had ever accused Gunner of being smart before. And he wasn’t about to pass up on an opportunity to show the boys what he could do. The dragon shifter may have made short work of Zane’s Kodiak bear, but Gunner wasn’t a weak little bear. He was a motherfucking lion.

      He flew up the stairs in two giant steps as he squeezed his hands into fists. “You picked the wrong fuckin—”

      The rest of his words froze in his throat as the intruder stepped out of Draven’s room. Adrenaline coursed through his veins as a force gripped his core, stunning him and freezing him in place.

      She was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. Huge curls of fiery red hair surrounded her head like a smoldering halo. Her skin was as pale as porcelain and looked just as smooth. Little freckles dusted the tops of her cheeks, making her stunning orange eyes look that much brighter.

      Just one look at her and Gunner was disoriented. Dizzy. Euphoric.

      How could someone be so gorgeous? How could seeing one woman make him so numb? How could one look make him forget about everybody else?

      She stood in the hallway, facing him with dark narrowed eyes. Gunner couldn’t breathe. She looked like she was ready to rip his head off, but he didn’t care. All he cared about was knowing her name.

      “Who are you?” he asked, his voice racing as fast as his heart.

      He finally managed to pry his eyes away from hers to look down at the rest of her. She was slim with a hard muscular body that he desperately wanted to explore.

      “Lions,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “I hate lions.”

      Before Gunner could raise his sweaty hands, she launched forward and hit him with a thunderous uppercut that lifted him off his feet. Two more crushing fists slammed into his stomach, smashing him into the ground and ripping the breath out of his lungs.

      His head was spinning, and before he realized what had happened, a foot came stopping down on his face, sending pain and blackness ripping through him.

      “I’m in love,” he whispered as he dipped in and out of consciousness.

      His enhanced shifter healing kicked in and he shook the dazed thoughts out of his head as he climbed up to his wobbly feet. The door that led to the roof was open, and Gunner rushed up the stairs to stop her before she flew out of his life forever.

      The ripping and tearing sound of a phase reached his ears as he ran up the stairs. His head was still aching and his stomach felt like he had been punched by a sledgehammer, but he pushed forward.

      “Wow,” he gasped when he stepped onto the roof. There was a turquoise dragon flapping its wings to take off. She was much smaller than Draven’s dragon but infinitely more beautiful.

      “You’re not going anywhere,” he muttered as he let his lion come. He gritted his teeth, flexed his arms, and felt his whole body burn as his lion exploded out of him.

      The dragon pushed off the roof, taking off into the dark sky on her turquoise wings.

      Gunner let out a low growl and then sprinted after her, leaping off the roof with his long black claws out.
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        Aleida

      

      

      Aleida wanted to cry. It was either that or scream out in frustration. It had taken her months to track down where her brother Dravenous was living, and five long days to fly over the ocean on her exhausted wings. And now that she had finally arrived, she found nothing but dirty underwear and smelly socks.

      It had been a long shot to think that Dravenous was hiding Caliburnus here, but she wasn’t exactly overwhelmed with options at the moment. She had to try something before it was too late.

      “What now?” she whispered to herself as she stepped onto the roof and quickly got undressed. She slipped her clothes into her bag and tied it to her ankle. It was dark enough now that she could fly out of here.

      She would have preferred to walk out of the firehouse just in case she was spotted by any wandering eyes, but there was a lion shifter in the hallway who was about to wake up in a bad mood any second. She wasn’t interested in having him run after her and starting a fight on the sidewalk. Right now, she just wanted to get as far from here as possible and get a drink to help ease some of her frustration.

      With a deep breath, Aleida let her dragon burst out of her. She flapped her wings and pushed off the roof, flying away into the night, thankful that she hadn’t run into her brother.

      It hadn’t ended well the last time she had seen Dravenous. That was mainly her fault since she was the one who put the knife to his—

      What the fuck?!? Aleida gasped as her dragon screeched. Sharp teeth sank into her wing as a heavy body slammed into her back, sending her plunging downward. The fierce teeth sunk even deeper into her scales as her dragon shrieked. She tried to regain some of the lost altitude by flapping her free wing at a furious pace, but the lion on her back dug the claws of his hind leg into it and pinned it to her body.

      She had nowhere to go but down.

      Aleida plummeted to the pavement like a rocket with the weight of the huge lion on her back. Her dragon stiffened and closed its eyes as it slammed into the ground with a crushing thud. Aleida had grown up with five brothers and was as tough as they came, but even she had to admit that the landing fucking hurt.

      Her dragon was letting out high-pitched whines as she rolled around with the lion’s jaws still locked onto her wing. If they were in a more secluded place, her dragon would have turned this pesky feline into a fireball, but there were too many people nearby and a flaming lion running down the street would cause a little more attention than she was hoping for.

      But that didn’t mean she couldn’t warn him. The dragon opened its huge jaws in the lion’s face and let a touch of fire ripple down its tongue.

      The lion’s honey colored eyes widened as the fire reflected in them, singeing the long hair on his mane. He immediately released his grip on the wing and backed away with his lip curled up over his bloody teeth.

      Her dragon’s high-pitched screeching probably got a lot of people curious, and now it wasn’t a good idea to fly out of here. Especially from the ground.

      She pulled her dragon in, and phased back to her human form, opting to walk out of there instead. It would be safer that way.

      The lion began shaking as she quickly opened the bag tied to her ankle and got dressed. The muscular man from the hallway burst out of the lion, but only this time he was naked.

      Aleida could suddenly feel her heartbeat pounding away as she looked at the gorgeous man standing in front of her. His body was built like a tank with a massive frame and a long thick cock hanging between his muscular legs. He had long blonde hair and golden skin. But it was his stunning eyes that were making her breath quicken. They were the color of honey, and right now they were glaring at her.

      “What were you doing in there?” he hissed as Aleida finished buttoning her shirt in record time. She was glad that he didn’t have time to grab any clothes. Not only was she enjoying the view, but she could run onto the busy sidewalk and he wouldn’t be able to follow her unless he wanted to get arrested for public indecency.

      He stepped forward with his arms flexed. “Answer me!”

      Aleida just laughed as she turned away. “Dragons don’t answer to sheep.”

      The man leapt in front of her as she tried to walk away. “I’m no sheep, lady,” he said, looking furious with his hardened face and his flailing nostrils. “Now what the hell were you doing in there?”

      Two people came running out of the lesbian muffin shop next door, heading right at them. “Shit,” Aleida cursed. This was getting more complicated.

      “What’s going on, Gunner?” the man asked. Aleida could smell a bear in him. The curvy brunette beside him was only human.

      “Zane,” the lion shifter said. “I found her going through Draven’s room.”

      “Another dragon shifter,” Zane whispered as he stared at her in shock. “Draven’s sister?”

      “Gunner, where are your clothes?” the woman asked as her cheeks turned pink.

      Zane covered her eyes with his big hand. “Why don’t you go get Gunner some pants?” he said. “And then go back inside.”

      The blushing girl nodded and then ran into the firehouse.

      Aleida weighed her options as she stared the two shifters down. She could phase into her dragon, smoke these clowns, and then fly away, but then she would be in the same hopeless situation as she was in before.

      But the other option made her stomach turn.

      She really didn’t want to see her brother after all of these years, but as much as she hated to admit it, he may have been the only one who could help.

      Maybe he knows where Caliburnus is. Aleida wasn’t even sure if she could wield it if she did find it. She took a deep breath and sighed. It seemed like meeting Dravenous again was her only option.

      “Do you have any alcohol in this place?” she asked as she turned and walked toward the firehouse. “I could really use a drink.” The two shifters glanced at each other and then hurried after her.

      The bear shifter named Zane ran around her and blocked the door. “My mate is in there,” he said, crossing his flexed arms over his massive chest. “Wait until she comes out.”

      The curvy brunette came out a few seconds later and tossed Gunner a pair of pants. She kept looking at Aleida with wide curious eyes that had a hint of terror in them.

      “Is she a dragon?” she whispered to her mate.

      Zane swallowed hard. “You better go back inside,” he said with a tight voice. “Go finish the movie without me.”

      The girl gave Aleida one last quick glance and then hurried back into her shop.

      “Now can I get that drink?” Aleida asked as she stepped up to Zane. He held her eyes for a minute before stepping to the side and letting her in.

      The firehouse looked so basic inside. Just a small kitchen, a small living area, and some small rooms upstairs. He could be ruling the world and he chooses to live here. It was currently a total mess thanks to the good ransacking that Aleida gave it while looking for Caliburnus.

      She noticed that Gunner’s eyes never left her as she strolled into the kitchen and sat down at the table.

      “I’ll go call Draven back,” Zane said, hurrying away to the phone.

      It was just Aleida and a shirtless Gunner left in the small kitchen, and it was sizzling with something. Maybe it was attraction, or the after-effects of the adrenaline-infused fight, but whatever it was, it was making the kitchen seem unnaturally warm, even for a dragon shifter.

      Her nerve endings stirred and tingled as she watched him walk over to the open cupboard and grab a bottle of Whiskey.

      “Are you going to tell me why you’re here?” he asked as he opened the bottle.

      “Are you going to pour me a glass of that or just keep standing there yapping?” she answered.

      His hard eyes were locked on her, but the corner of his lips curled up into a grin. Without another word, he grabbed two glasses and placed them on the table.

      His eyes never left hers as he sat down, filled the two glasses halfway, and then slid one over to her.

      “Cheers,” he said, lifting his glass up.

      She smiled as she clinked her glass to his. “Cheers.”

      A shot of Whiskey was exactly what she needed after a shitty day. It felt so good going down that she drank the whole thing. Luckily, her new friend was quick to refill her glass.

      “I bought you a drink,” he said with a deep throaty voice that made the tiny hairs on her arms raise. “The least you can do is tell me your name.”

      Aleida was a dragon shifter. Daughter of the great King Artorious. She didn’t have to answer to him. He was beneath her in every possible way, but there was something about him. Something she couldn’t explain, and she wanted him to know her name. She wanted to hear it on his lips.

      “Aleida Stone,” she said in a low voice. Their eyes were fused together. She was feeling lightheaded as he shamelessly stared at her.

      “Aleida,” he growled in his low gravelly voice. Seeing his sexy lips move while hearing her name slip out of them was making her warm between the legs.

      She would have laughed if she wasn’t so flustered. No way, Aleida. You are not having these thoughts about a lion shifter.

      But she couldn’t stop herself. She couldn’t stop imaging what it would be like if he bent her over the table and took out that big cock that she had seen outside. The one that she couldn’t stop thinking about.

      “So, Gunner,” she said, biting her bottom lip as she stared at him. “Let me give you a little tip. Don’t ever jump on a dragon’s back unless you’re wearing SPF a million sunblock.”

      He chuckled and the soft sound made her chest hurt. “Well, here’s a tip for you,” he growled back. “You should throw your hips into your punches to give them some more power. That way they’ll do more than just tickle when they land.”

      Aleida laughed. “That’s funny,” she said, downing her drink. “If I hit you any harder you would have flown through the roof.”

      He grinned. “Probably.”

      “They’ll be here in a few minutes,” Zane said as he walked over.

      Aleida was disappointed that their drink was now interrupted by a third wheel. She was enjoying Gunner’s company and once Dravenous arrived, she probably wouldn’t get the chance to be alone with him again.

      “You should wait for him by the door,” Gunner said, nodding at the bear shifter. “I got this.”

      Zane looked at him funny, and then glanced at Aleida. “All right,” he said, looking at them skeptically before walking to the door. It seemed that she wasn’t the only one who was enjoying their drink.

      This time she grabbed the bottle and refilled the two glasses.

      “I don’t think my brother is going to be very happy to see me,” she said as she placed the bottle back on the table.

      Gunner looked around at the trashed kitchen and laughed. “I wonder why. Do you always do this much destruction wherever you go?”

      “I’m a dragon shifter,” she said with a mischievous grin. “Destruction is what I do.”

      He smiled warmly at her as he raised his glass. “Well, you’re pretty good at it.”

      Aleida grinned. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

      A minute later the fire truck came barreling into the fire station—the big tires squealing to a stop. The driver’s door opened and then slammed closed and she heard a voice that she hadn’t heard in a long time. “Where is she?” her brother asked, his tone thick with anger and impatience.

      Aleida swallowed hard as she finally took her attention off the sexy lion shifter in front of her and turned to Dravenous who was charging over with fury in his eyes.

      She downed the rest of her drink and stood up.

      “Hello, brother.”
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        Gunner

      

      

      Every nerve in Gunner’s body was on high alert as his alpha charged over to the table. Draven looked like he was going to strangle his sister and not let go until her wild red curls went limp.

      Thankfully, he stopped in front of the table, took a deep breath and looked down at the bottle of Whiskey instead.

      “Grab me a glass, will you Gunner?” he whispered.

      Gunner jumped up and happily got his alpha a glass. He was more than intrigued by Aleida and if the dragons came out swinging, he was afraid to know which side he would be on.

      The two siblings sat at the table, eying each other as Gunner, Jax, Axel, and Zane stood close by, listening in.

      “You can call off your sheep,” Aleida said, grinning at the boys. “Or are you afraid you can’t handle your little sister?”

      “My ‘little sister’ tried to kill me the last time I saw her,” Draven said, staring her down. “So, my friends can stay right where they are.”

      “Are we still holding old grudges?” she asked, raising her red eyebrow. “That was over three hundred years ago.”

      Three hundred years ago?!? She’s that old? Gunner couldn’t believe that this breathtaking girl was much older than his ancient date who was currently sleeping in the back of his pickup truck.

      “Funny how it’s hard to forget when your own flesh and blood tries to kill you,” Draven said before downing his drink.

      Aleida’s bright eyes dropped to the table. “I was wrong Dravenous. I’m… I’m sorry.”

      Draven took a deep breath as he leaned back, eying his sister with a curious look. Without a word he grabbed the bottle of Whiskey and refilled his glass.

      “Why are you here?” he asked, narrowing his eyes on her. “First Jarin, now you.”

      Her eyes darted up to his as she stared at him in shock. “Jarin was here? When?”

      “He came with a cryptic message and left before I could see him,” Draven said. Gunner listened closely. Their dragon shifter brother Jarin had muttered something about bringing the earth back into the shadows of time right before he dislocated the jaw of Zane’s Kodiak bear. “Do you know what that was about?”

      Aleida’s eyes flickered over to Gunner, making his body tense.

      “Our brothers—”

      “Half-brothers,” Draven corrected.

      “Half-brothers,” Aleida repeated, “are planning to scorch the earth and start over.”

      Gunner snorted out a laugh. Scorch the earth? It was time to take that bottle of alcohol away from her.

      But she wasn’t laughing, and neither was Draven.

      “They long for the good old days,” she explained as Draven listened closely. “It’s too hard to rule with technology. There’s no need for them and they know it. They’re becoming obsolete. They want to bring the world back into the stone age. They miss the blood and battles. Swords and spears are more fun for psychotic dragon shifters than RPGs and unmanned drones.”

      Draven was watching her skeptically. “And how the hell are they going to do that?”

      “One country at a time,” Aleida said. “They have it all planned out. They’ll destroy the power sources, light the world’s oil reserves on fire, and Jarin will destroy all the satellites in orbit. It will be chaos.”

      Jax laughed, shaking his head in disbelief. “That would take decades.”

      “Nine months,” Aleida said, her eyes darting to the lion shifter. The amusement disappeared from Jax’s face when he heard the seriousness in her voice. “You haven’t seen how fast these guys can move. They can wipe out a power reactor that’s powering a whole state with a sneeze and be onto the next one before your TV shuts off.”

      “Are they all…” The words disappeared from Draven’s mouth like he was afraid to utter them. “Mated?”

      Gunner was watching Aleida closely and saw her muscles tense. “Yes.”

      “Shit,” Draven cursed as he leaned back in his chair. He rubbed his eyes as Aleida shifted uncomfortably in her chair.

      When a dragon shifter finds their mate, their core ignites making them powerful beyond belief. All dragon shifters have a superpower hiding within that only comes out once they bond with their one true mate. Draven had been alive for centuries, but he still hadn’t found a mate. It was too bad because a superpower could really have come in handy right about now.

      “Their powers?” Draven asked, looking like he really didn’t want to hear it.

      Aleida told him anyway. “Jarin still has the speed of light,” she explained. “And Valerius is still an ice dragon.” They already knew that, but his two remaining brothers were still a mystery. “Berinon is a size shifter. He can make himself as large as the tallest trees.”

      “And Terrowin?” Draven asked, his eyes full of dread. Gunner knew that his oldest brother Terrowin was the one to really worry about.

      “Terrowin seems to have the gift of invincibility,” she said. “His scales and skin are as hard as his heart.”

      “That’s pretty damn hard,” Draven said, shaking his head.

      “You have no idea,” she said, turning even paler than she already was. She leaned in and lowered her voice to a whisper as if she didn’t want the words to escape the room. “It’s worse than you can imagine. All four have locked their mates in cells.”

      Draven’s face dropped. A shifter had to be mad to deliberately harm their mates.

      “Why?” Draven asked, looking horrified.

      “They don’t want to lose their powers,” Aleida explained. “So they’ve locked their women away forever.”

      Gunner knew that the mates of dragon shifters also gained power once they bonded to their true loves. The power of the dragon’s core extended to them as well, making them immortal. They could still be killed by physical harm, but they stopped aging the second they bonded and would never die from natural causes. If a dragon shifter’s mate did die by accident, the dragon’s core would extinguish and they would lose all of their powers.

      Draven watched her for a long while before he opened his mouth again. “So, why are you here, Aleida?”

      Gunner leaned in closely to hear the answer. He had been asking her that but she had refused to tell him.

      “I came looking for it,” she said.

      Draven laughed. “You can’t be serious.”

      “Your mother was serious when she prophesied it,” Aleida said.

      “My mother was dying when she prophesied it,” Draven corrected as he shook his head. “The feverish words of a dying old woman.”

      “What other option do we have, Dravenous?” Aleida asked.

      Gunner couldn’t help himself. “Prophesied what?”

      Draven took another drink as Aleida turned to him. “Caliburnus,” she said. “Place it in the hands of the one true Dragon King and he will be unstoppable.”

      “Caliburnus?” Axel said, tilting his head. “The heavy metal band? I love those guys!”

      “Not the heavy metal band,” Draven said as he stared at the empty glass in his hand. “Remember when I told you guys that my father was King Artorius, or better known as King Arthur?”

      Gunner nodded. Draven’s family was so old that his father became the legend of King Arthur in literature.

      “Well,” Draven continued. “Caliburnus is better known as Excalibur.”

      Axel, Jax, and Zane burst out laughing, but Gunner didn’t. He could see that Aleida was not joking about this.

      “The sword?” Jax said, barely able to contain himself. “You have a magical sword?”

      Axel was crying with laughter. “What’s in that Whiskey?” he asked as he wiped his wet eyes. “Magical fairy dust?”

      Aleida squeezed the glass in her hand and threw it onto the floor, shattering it in pieces. The laughter stopped and the fists came up as she sprang to her feet.

      “It’s not funny!” she shouted. “It won’t be funny when these people are tearing each other apart in the streets over the last can of food! You’re the firstborn son of King Artorius, for God’s sake, and you’re hiding here with these sheep!”

      Gunner’s heart broke to see her so upset. He wanted to take her in his arms and make all of her pain go away.

      “What can I do?” Draven shouted, pulling his hair in frustration. “Almost five hundred years and I’m still not mated. I don’t have their kind of power!”

      Aleida’s breathing slowed as she watched her brother. “That is why we must find it.”

      Draven let out a breath and shook his head. “Fairy tales,” he whispered.

      She opened her arms, showing her palms. “Do we have any other choice?”

      “Yeah,” Draven muttered. “We do.”

      He grabbed the bottle of Whiskey and headed for the door. “I need some fresh air. Aleida, you’re welcome to stay as long as you’d like.” He stopped and turned before stepping outside. “As long as you don’t try to kill me again.”

      She glanced at Gunner with soft eyes before following her brother to the door. Gunner didn’t want to let her out of his sight. Not for fear of what she would do, but he was worried she would leave and he would never see her again.

      Axel bumped his shoulder into Gunner’s chest as he walked by. “Hey,” the polar bear shifter whispered. “Did you get laid on your date?”

      Just the horrifying thought of that made Gunner shudder. “No.”

      Axel was grinning widely. “I got laid on mine.”

      “We know,” Zane said with a roll of his eyes. “You told us.”

      “Ten times already,” Jax added.

      “Well, here’s an eleventh,” Axel said with a smirk on his face. “I. Got. Fucked.”

      Aleida chuckled as she arrived at the door, turning to look at Axel. She had heard every word. “Good to see the true Dragon King has surrounded himself with the brightest and smartest of people,” she said sarcastically.

      Axel nodded his head. “Thank you,” he answered, smiling proudly. “That’s the first sane thing you’ve said since you’ve arrived.”

      She just laughed as she stepped outside. “You’re such an idiot,” Gunner muttered to him as he hurried after her.

      “An idiot that got laid on his date,” Axel shouted after him.

      Her pale skin and bright hair looked even more beautiful in the soft light of the moon, and Gunner had to summon up all the courage he had just to speak to her.

      “Aleida,” he called out. She turned and he nearly took a step back as his chest tightened.

      “Yes?” she asked when he just stood there staring.

      “I’ll help you.”

      She smiled. “This game is for dragons. I don’t want your little pussycat to get burned.”

      Gunner grinned at her playful tone. “How’s your wing?”

      “That little scratch?” she asked with a slow smile. “You’re going to need more than a nibble to fight off a mated dragon.”

      “Whatever you need me for, I’m here,” he said. And he meant it. If she was going to be in danger, he wanted to be by her side.

      She looked like she was about to make another playful comment but then stopped when she saw the seriousness on his face. “Thanks, Gunner. I might just take you up on that.”

      Gunner grinned as she walked away.

      I hope you do.
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      “I still don’t understand why you’re here,” Dravenous said.

      Aleida sighed as she looked up at the blanket of stars. They were sitting outside of the firehouse on the gorgeous night. She had been all over the world, but there was just something about Montana that spoke to her. She understood why Dravenous had chosen to live here for all of these years. The rugged terrain, the natural beauty, the spark in the air. It was perfect for a shifter. She could even see herself living here one day. That’s if she survived what was about to come.

      “Do you think that little of me, brother?” she asked.

      Dravenous just looked at her and then looked away without saying a word. I guess that answers that.

      “I’ve changed,” she said. “As I’m sure you have too.” She looked down at the fire truck below and then back to him. “Actually, I know you have. When you fled you were the heir to the greatest throne in the world, and now you’re a fireman in a small town.”

      “Fire chief,” he corrected with a grin.

      “Excuse me,” she said with a shake of her head. “Fire chief.”

      “You’ve changed, I’ve changed, the whole world has changed,” Dravenous said. “There’s no need for kings and kingdoms anymore if you haven’t noticed. That way of life is so outdated.”

      “That’s why our brothers are so intent on bringing it back,” she said, trying to make him see. “Look at these people. What are they going to do when the power shuts off? What are they going to do when the grocery stores are empty and the gas stations run dry? It’s going to be utter chaos, and Jarin, Berinon, Valerius, and Terrowin will rise up and devour them in flames. They’re going to bring hell on earth.”

      “Four mated dragons,” he said, staring at her with a blank face. “Against us. What do you expect me to do about it?”

      “If we can find Caliburnus—”

      “Enough with that,” he said, raising his hand to cut her off. “That’s fairy tale shit. Kid’s stuff. Next, you’re going to be suggesting we ride on unicorns to get there.”

      Aleida rubbed the back of her neck as she looked up at the sky. “Maybe you’re right,” she said as a tightness settled in her chest. “But I don’t know what else to do.”

      “Neither do I, but chasing fairy tales isn’t the answer.”

      They sat there for a long time in silence before Dravenous stood up. “We can figure it out in the morning. You can stay here for the night. Take my bed and I’ll sleep on the couch.”

      “Gunner offered me his bed,” she lied, trying to hide her grin. “He would love to sleep on the couch.”

      Dravenous looked at her funny for a second and then shrugged. “Whatever. We’ll talk again in the morning.”

      She could have offered to sleep on the couch, but there was just something irresistible about sleeping in Gunner’s bed surrounded by his rugged masculine scent.

      “Oh,” she gasped as she squeezed her legs closed. She was getting warm and wet just thinking about it.

      Whatever you need me for, I’m here, he had said. Aleida wondered what exactly that entailed. Whatever you need me for.

      I might need him for more than just fighting after I sleep in his bed.

      She grinned wickedly to herself as she stood up and strutted back inside. The boys had gone upstairs for the night after they cleaned up the mess she made. Gunner was still in the kitchen. Still shirtless. Still looking sexy as sin.

      “Dravenous offered me your bed,” she said, quickly licking her lips as she approached.

      His back straightened as he pushed his massive chest out. “I was going to offer the same thing.”

      “It’s not full of cat hair, is it?” she asked with a smirk.

      He smiled back. “Just hairballs.”

      She gave him a sexy smirk as she strutted up to him. “Balls I can handle,” she whispered in his ear as she dragged a fingertip down his hard abs.

      A low groan rumbled up from his naked chest as she continued to the stairs. She smiled to herself as she walked up, swaying her hips with every step.

      Aleida could feel his eyes burning into her. It felt good.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Aleida couldn’t sleep. It wasn’t from the stress of what her brothers were up to. It wasn’t from seeing Dravenous after all these years. It wasn’t from the fear of what was to come.

      It was from the need and want and desire of being in Gunner’s bed.

      She was surrounded by his erotic scent and it was driving her crazy. The thought of his big muscular body laying in these sheets was making her body tingle. She wondered if he slept naked and if his long thick cock was on these sheets that were currently touching her skin.

      Her clit was aching with need. Her sex was on fire as she fantasized him walking in and taking her on his bed.

      “Oh, fuck,” she moaned as she slid her hand down her stomach to give herself some relief.

      A warm shiver rippled through her when her fingertip touched her clit, and she began rubbing it in tight little circles, imagining that it was Gunner’s hand instead.

      It wasn’t long before her back was arched and spots were dancing in her vision as an orgasm slammed into her.

      She opened her heavy eyes, staring at the ceiling as she caught her breath, smiling to herself at what she’d done. The thick scent of her arousal was all over his sheets and she couldn’t stop grinning as she thought how it would drive Gunner and his cat crazy when he smelled it.

      She would get his pussy as hot and bothered as he got hers.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Aleida hadn’t slept that well in a long time. The sun was already up when she pulled herself out of bed. She was about to put on her clothes from last night when she saw one of Gunner’s t-shirts laying on his dresser.

      She put it to her nose and inhaled his scent before opening it up. Guns and Roses. Don’t mind if I do.

      The shirt draped down her legs to just above her knees, and with her boyshorts underwear on she went downstairs to where the boys were already up.

      Her curly red hair was always so wild in the morning so she just fluffed it up with her hand, not even trying to tame it.

      Axel was cooking breakfast at the stove and the smell of bacon was making Aleida’s mouth water. Dravenous wasn’t there but the rest of the guys were sitting at the table chowing down on the food, all except Gunner who was staring at her with an open mouth as she walked down the stairs.

      The desire was thick in his eyes. He wasn’t even trying to hide it.

      “Good morning,” Aleida said as she strutted over to the coffee pot and helped herself to a cup. She glanced at the dark glass of the microwave and smiled when she saw Gunner still openly gawking at her.

      “Bacon?” the polar bear shifter at the stove asked.

      “Oh, yeah,” she said as she took a sip of the hot coffee. “Burnt to a crisp.”

      “You dragons,” Axel said with a laugh as he shook his head.

      “What’s on the calendar today?” she asked as she walked over to the table. “Do you guys just sit around and jerk each other off until the alarm rings?”

      Jax and Axel laughed.

      “Why, are you going to join in?” Jax asked with a grin.

      A low possessive growl rumbled out of Gunner’s throat as the lion shifter glared at him.

      “Calm that pussy down,” Aleida said, smirking at the flustered hottie. “Nobody is jerking anything.”

      “Who wants to get jerked off?” an old gravelly voice called out from the door.

      They all turned their heads to the front door as an old wrinkly woman in a red dress came shuffling in. Her blonde wig was shifted to the side and her lipstick was smeared up her cheek like she just made out with a ditch. She was scratching her crotch as she yawned.

      “Oh, no,” Gunner muttered as he dropped his head. “I forgot all about her.”

      The decrepit woman exploded into a coarse coughing fit as she reached into her ancient purse and pulled out a pack of slim cigarettes.

      “There’s no smoking in here,” Zane said as she put a cigarette to her wrinkled lips.

      “Let me smoke this and I’ll smoke your pole after,” she said, lighting up anyway.

      Jax and Axel burst out laughing as Zane’s cheeks turned red.

      Aleida watched in amusement as she walked behind Gunner and slid her hands into his blonde hair. His cringing face looked like he had a nest of spiders crawling up his back.

      “Did we fuck last night?” she asked in a hoarse voice. “I can’t remember.”

      “You sure did,” Jax answered before Gunner could. “You guys kept the whole street up.”

      “Did we use protection?” she asked, looking worried. “I don’t want to get pregnant.”

      The boys exploded into a fit of laughs. Aleida couldn’t help but join in.

      “You’re going to make a wonderful father, Gunner,” she said, teasing him.

      He just glared back at her.

      “Coffee?” Axel asked the woman.

      She grunted out a yes.

      “How do you take it?”

      “With bourbon.”

      Axel poured her a cup, added some whiskey, and handed it to her. The ash from her cigarette fell in, but she took a sip of it anyway. “What’s your name?” he asked.

      “Phyllis,” she said, “but the guys at the bowling alley call me Sy-Phyllis.”

      Gunner’s body shuddered again.

      Aleida loved how uncomfortable Gunner looked. It was time to play with him a little bit.

      “So, this is your girlfriend, Gunner?” she said, grinning at him.

      “No,” the woman said, shaking her head, which made her wig shift even further out of place. “I don’t want to get tied down. This was strictly business. I paid two thousand dollars for his cock.”

      “Really?” Aleida said, her eyes widening as she looked at Gunner squirm. “So you’re a prostitute as well as a firefighter. Interesting…”

      She wondered how much his services cost. She would have happily paid for them last night.

      “No,” he said, quickly shaking his head. “We had a charity auction, and Phyllis was the one who bid the highest for me.”

      “Does my two thousand dollars include a morning screw?” Phyllis asked, leering at Gunner as he shifted in his seat.

      “It sure does!” Zane said.

      “Great,” Phyllis said, looking around. “Where’s the bathroom? I want to wash my crotch in the sink.”

      Aleida laughed as Gunner gagged, looking like he was about to throw up his breakfast.

      “It’s next door in the muffin shop,” Gunner said, pointing to the door. “Tell Gwen that Zane sent you.”

      Zane leapt out of his seat and followed the old woman out in a panic.

      “Well, that was interesting,” Aleida said, watching the lion shifter from across the table. She was almost a little bit jealous.

      “Interesting is not the word I’d use,” Gunner muttered. “Horrifying is more like it.”

      “There you go, my lady,” Axel said as he placed a heaping plate food in front of her. Scrambled eggs, burnt toast, black crispy bacon, and a sausage that looked as fried as a charcoal briquette. Her mouth watered and her stomach grumbled.

      “I think I’m going to like it here,” she said as she dug in. She glanced up at Gunner who was watching her closely.

      Yup. I think I’m really going to like it here.
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      “Remember the rules,” Gunner warned his date as he helped her climb into the backseat of the pickup truck. “Or I’ll put you in the cargo bed.”

      “Why can’t I sit in the front again?” Phyllis whined as he closed the door.

      “You lost your front seat privileges when you tried to give me a gum job,” he said through the open window.

      She pulled out her dentures and gave him a gummy grin. “The offer is still on the table.”

      Gunner closed his eyes and turned away as a cold shiver ripped through his body. “Just ten more minutes,” he whispered to himself. After he dropped the perverted old woman back home, she would be out of his life forever. Hopefully.

      He sat in the driver’s seat and was starting the engine when the passenger’s side door opened and Aleida slipped in. She was looking spectacular in the same tight clothes from last night. Gunner much preferred seeing her in his old favorite t-shirt, but she looked good in her tight jeans and black tank top too. He had gotten hard on the spot when he saw her walking down the stairs with her long bare legs, wearing only his Guns and Roses t-shirt. The thought of his shirt caressing her soft pale skin had made his heart race.

      “Where are we going?” Aleida asked, grinning at him. Her wild curly hair was tied back in a ponytail and the sight of her exposed neck was getting him going again.

      “I haven’t had a threesome in weeks,” Phyllis said from the backseat. “This is going to be great.”

      Gunner just rolled his eyes as he threw the truck into drive. They drove down the main street and Aleida began playing with the radio as Gunner pulled onto the road that led out of town.

      “I love this song,” she said as she turned the radio up and leaned back in the seat. I’m on Fire by Bruce Springsteen was playing softly through the speakers.

      Gunner glanced at her and smiled as he watched her luscious lips moving as she sang the words under her breath. The warm air was blowing in through the windows, making her beautiful red hair dance around her face as they drove down the mountainous road.

      It was perfect.

      “Are we going to fuck soon?” Phyllis whined from the back.

      Almost perfect.

      “Your girlfriend is getting antsy,” Aleida said in a low voice that only Gunner could hear.

      “She’s definitely not my girlfriend.”

      “Too old for you?” she asked, resting her cheek on the seat as she watched him. It was pure torture to keep his eyes on the road and not on her beautiful face.

      “A little bit,” he answered. “She’s practically ancient.”

      “What?” Phyllis shouted from the back. “I can’t hear you!”

      They just ignored her.

      “That’s too bad,” Aleida said, turning away to look out the windshield. “I’m much older than her. Too bad I’m not your type.”

      She was exactly his type. He couldn’t stop thinking about her since she stepped into his life.

      “But you don’t look it,” he said, taking a deep breath.

      “So, it’s all about looks to you?”

      “No,” he said quickly, trying to find the right words. Gunner was never very good at finding the right words. “You’re beautiful, but you’re also… you have the… uhm…”

      She was playing with him. The smirk on her face was giving it away.

      “Let’s just listen to the song,” she said, turning it up with a smile on her face, “and enjoy the scenery.”

      Gunner glanced at her from the corner of his eyes.

      He was certainly enjoying the scenery.
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* * *

      “Are you going to call me?” Phyllis asked when Gunner walked her to the door.

      “Probably not,” he said. He could feel Aleida’s eyes watching him from inside the truck. “Definitely not.”

      Phyllis sighed as she kicked the plastic rock on her porch that was covering her house key. “If you change your mind,” she said as she bent over and picked it up, “we can get freaky in the shower with my shower seat.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind,” he said as he backed away from her. “Thanks for the date.”

      “Anytime, sugar dick,” she answered with a wink.

      Gunner turned and hurried to the truck. Aleida was laughing at him as he jumped in.

      “No goodbye kiss?” she asked with a smile.

      “Not this time.”

      “Saving yourself for the wedding?”

      He laughed. It felt good to laugh. Gunner seldom did and he seemed to be smiling and chuckling every time Aleida was by his side.

      “Are you done?” he asked her as he started the engine.

      “Am I going to get invited to the wedding?” she teased.

      He put the truck into drive and pulled out of the driveway. “You’re done.”

      She just laughed as he drove down the road, and he couldn’t help but join in. The darkness and heaviness that was entrenched in his bones were slowly lifting off him with every minute that he was with her.

      “Did you talk to Draven today?” he asked.

      She took a deep breath and held it as she looked out her side window. Gunner couldn’t help but glance down at her legs.

      “Is he always this stubborn?” she asked.

      Gunner nodded. “Yup.”

      A few minutes later they turned down the road that the Wilde Ranch was located on. Usually, Gunner’s chest tightened and he had a hard time breathing every time he turned onto this road, but this morning, with Aleida by his side, he hardly even noticed. He felt fine.

      In fact, it was the first time he noticed that he hadn’t thought of Joan once all day. Normally, the bear shifter he had been in love with passed through his mind every few minutes, but today… nothing.

      He drove by the ranch, feeling as light and carefree as ever. He didn’t even have the urge to slow down and catch a glimpse of Joan. “That’s new,” he muttered under his breath.

      “What’s new?” she asked.

      He just smiled to himself. “All kinds of things.”

      She looked at him funny but he didn’t explain. A familiar face was walking up the road and he grinned as he slowed to a stop beside Ashton, the scrappy grizzly bear shifter from the Wilde Crew.

      “Gunner,” he said, grinning as he reached past Aleida to give him a tattooed knuckle bump. “It’s been so long.”

      Ashton glanced down at the gorgeous girl sitting beside Gunner and his eyes widened when he caught her dragon scent. “Hello,” he said, stepping back as he watched her cautiously.

      “This is Draven’s sister, Aleida,” Gunner said in a tone that meant she wasn’t any danger, although from what Gunner had seen so far, she was plenty dangerous, and he plenty liked it.

      “This is my old friend Ashton,” Gunner said. “Or better known as The Boston Brawler.”

      Ashton grinned. He was one of the toughest bare-knuckle boxers that Gunner had ever seen and he loved to fight.

      “That reminds me,” Ashton said. “I’m hosting a fight tonight in the usual spot on the Clawed Ranch. Coming?”

      Ashton was the local Tyler Durden of Colwood, hosting shifter fight clubs every few weeks to help get some of the pent-up energy and aggression out of the apex predators.

      “He’ll be there,” Aleida answered, turning to him with a grin. “I want to see what he can do with his hands.”

      Gunner’s heart started pounding. He really wanted to show her what he could do with his hands, but it didn’t involve fighting.

      “Perfect,” Ashton said, slapping the door. “We’ll see you both there?”

      The grizzly bear shifter looked at Aleida as she nodded. “Definitely.”

      They said goodbye and Gunner pulled away, driving down the secluded road. He thought about what it would be like to walk into the crowded barn of shifters with this stunning girl on his arm. He could barely contain his grin.

      “You like watching fighting?” he asked as she played with the radio.

      She found a song that she liked, and leaned back in the seat and closed her eyes. “Not really,” she said with a smirk on her sexy lips. “But I love watching you get your ass kicked.”
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      Aleida wasn’t getting anywhere with Dravenous, but she still didn’t want to leave. She was having a good time making Gunner, the dark sullen lion shifter, smile, and laugh.

      The world as they knew it was about to end, and she shouldn’t be wasting time like this. She should have been flying back to Europe to find a way to stop the inevitable, but she couldn’t bring herself to leave.

      Was it so bad that she wanted to enjoy the remaining little time she could before it all went to shit?

      She had been alive for centuries but she couldn’t remember the last time that a man got her heart pumping and made her breathless like Gunner did. Why couldn’t she enjoy herself for once? At least for a night…

      One night. And then I go back.

      Back to England. Back to the chaos. Back to her half-brothers who were craving the power and dominance on a level that only dragon shifters could. Aleida knew all too well the dark need to control and dominate that a male dragon could bring out in their human companion. She had seen it first hand over the years.

      The weakest of her kind gave into the intense desire to control and oppress like four of her five half-brothers had already done. The need to control was always worse among the males. Even Aleida herself felt it from time to time, but the tyrannic need for authority was overwhelming for most males.

      Dragons were the ultimate apex predator. The top of the top of the food chain, and they expected every creature below them to submit to their will.

      She was forced to watch from the sidelines as her brothers dominated the business sector over the years. They controlled most of the world’s major corporations and owned vast amounts of real estate, accumulating even more than the Catholic Church. And they did it all in secret.

      They were the four richest men in the world, and hardly anybody knew their names. They had control over the world’s economy, but even that wasn’t enough for them. It was the physical control they lacked. It was the mental domination they needed.

      Erasing technology and returning to the Middle Ages was the ultimate show of power. They could split the planet in four and rule unchecked like they were born to do.

      Aleida shuddered just thinking about it. She had seen first hand how cruel her brothers could be, and she didn’t want the world to learn the horrors that she knew so well.

      She had come to Montana for Dravenous. He was her hope. Uncorrupted by his dragon’s dark needs. He was the light. The true heir to the Dragon Throne.

      But so far, all he had been was a big disappointment.

      “So, you’re just going to let them win?” she asked when she finally found him sitting on the roof of the firehouse. It was late in the evening and the boys had cooked her a nice dinner. Her steak had been as black as the barbecue and was burnt until it resembled a hard rock. It was delicious.

      “You’re not even going to try to stop them?” Aleida was giving it one last try before she left in the morning. The boys were taking her to the fight tonight and they were waiting for her down below by the pickup truck.

      “I don’t know what you want from me,” Dravenous said as he stared at the setting sun. It was slowly fading behind the snow-capped mountains in the distance, lighting the sky on fire. “You’re asking me to go up against four mated dragons. You’re asking me to kill myself.”

      She sighed as she sat down beside him, letting her legs dangle over the edge of the building like his were. The guys were laughing below as they waited by the truck. “I’m asking you to help me find Caliburnus.”

      “Excalibur?” he said, shaking his head. “You read too many old books.”

      “Your mother—”

      “Was dying when she said that,” Dravenous snapped. “I’m not going to travel across the world and throw my life away for the feverish ramblings of a dying woman.”

      “So, what’s the alternative?” she asked. “Die here? Live under your brothers’ tyrannical rule?”

      She let that sink in while they both stared at the red slivers of sun cutting into the sky.

      “Look, Aleida,” he said with a sigh. “It’s good to see you again, really it is. But I’m not the savior you’re hoping for.”

      Aleida gritted her teeth as she watched her coward of a brother shrink down from his true destiny.

      “Clearly,” she said as her chest tightened in disappointment. It was pathetic. He was pathetic. And she was out of here. “Our father would be ashamed of you.”

      She pushed off the building and clenched her jaw as she plunged to the ground below.

      “Holy shit!” one of the guys shouted as the air rushed through her hair, sending it flying over her head. She landed on her feet without a sound, gracefully dipping down to absorb the shock of the landing.

      She stood up with a grin and walked over as the four shifters by the truck stared at her in shock.

      “Bravo,” Axel said as he gave her a slow clap.

      Gunner’s jaw was still hanging open as she strutted by him. She placed two fingers under his chin and closed his mouth as she grinned at him. “Not only pussycats can land on their feet.”

      “You’re full of surprises,” he said as she leaped into the cargo bed. Gunner tossed Zane the keys. “You’re driving.”

      “But you always insist on driving,” Zane said, looking confused.

      Gunner leapt into the cargo bed and sat beside Aleida. “Not tonight.”

      Zane climbed into the driver’s seat, and Jax got into the passenger’s side. Axel was about to join them in the cargo bed when Gunner held up his hand.

      “Bears in the back,” he said.

      “But…” Axel said, looking disappointed. “It’s such a beautiful night out.”

      Gunner let out a low growl. “It won’t be so nice if you’re looking at it through black eyes.”

      “All right, all right,” Axel said, shaking his head as he opened the door to the back seat. “Save it for the fights.”

      Aleida couldn’t hide her smile, even with Dravenous watching her from the roof. This may be the last night she could spend as a normal person going out with some fun friends.

      And she was going to enjoy it.

      The engine started and they drove down the street.

      “Bye, Gwen!” the boys called, waving to the curvy brunette who was waving back in front of the muffin shop.

      “Don’t let Zane get hurt!” she called out.

      Axel and Jax had a field day with that one, making fun of the poor Kodiak shifter.

      “Are they always like this?” Aleida asked Gunner as they pulled onto the main road.

      “Only when they’re awake,” he said with a chuckle.

      It felt so nice to be far from home, riding in the back of a truck on a beautiful summer evening next to a hot guy. They slowly drove down the main road with good music playing through the speakers and Aleida started nodding her head to the beat. The boys were waving to people they knew on the sidewalk and trading insults with the friendly men walking by. The truck went over a pothole in the road and Aleida bounced a little closer to Gunner. Their legs were touching and neither of them made an effort to pull away.

      “I like it here,” Aleida whispered, looking around at the busy restaurants with the full terraces.

      Gunner was watching her, looking gorgeous with his golden skin and honey-colored eyes locked on hers. His blonde hair was blowing in the breeze like hers was. She wondered if his heart was beating as fast as hers was too.

      “I like it here too,” he whispered, but he didn’t seem to be talking about the town.

      Their eyes closed as their mouths came together, neither of them able to hold off the attraction any longer. Aleida moaned as his lips touched hers in a soft kiss. His big arms wrapped possessively around her, and he pulled her close against his hard body. For a rough and gruff lion shifter, he was a very smooth kisser.

      She placed her palm on his chest as he slid his tongue over hers, and a warmth flooded through her when she felt his heart pounding in his chest, just like hers was.

      “Mmmmm,” she moaned, licking her lips when they finally pulled away. She slowly opened her eyes and smiled when she saw Gunner looking back at her with all of the want and desire that she was feeling.

      Yup. I definitely like it here.

      She suddenly felt eyes on her and she looked past Gunner to the rear windshield of the pickup truck. Axel had his face pressed up against it, watching them with a wide grin on his face.

      “Go, Gunner!” he shouted, giving them a thumbs up.

      Without looking back, Gunner slammed the side of his fist into the windshield, making Axel jerk his head back in pain. “Ow!” he complained as he held his nose. “Jerk.”

      Axel finally turned around, giving them some privacy.

      She nibbled her bottom lip as she looked up at the big lion shifter who still had his arms wrapped around her. “Let’s do that again.”

      Gunner grinned as he leaned forward. “I was hoping you would say that,” he growled.

      And then he kissed her.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Aleida was walking into the packed barn when Axel raised his hand and stopped her. “Aleida,” he said. “Before you go in there you have to know. The first rule of shifter fight club is—”

      “You don’t talk about shifter fight club?”

      “No,” he said, shaking his head and looking at her with a confused look. “You take your shoes off.” He pointed to an area against the wall where everyone’s shoes were placed neatly on the floor. “It’s just basic politeness.”

      Aleida stepped into the packed barn and slipped her shoes off. “Wow,” she whispered as she looked around. The barn was filled with huge shirtless shifters, all cheering as they watched the fight in the middle of the room. It was between a mountain of a man who was kicking the crap out of another scrawny looking guy.

      “That’s Alexander Vega,” Gunner whispered to her, staying protectively close. “Undefeated polar bear shifter.”

      Aleida’s inner dragon started moving about as she watched him. He wouldn’t be undefeated for long if I didn’t want to mess my hair up.

      The huge polar bear shifter was in luck because Aleida wanted to look good for Gunner. She was just here to watch.

      Heads began to turn toward her as the scent of her dragon spread through the barn until every single person was staring at her.

      “She’s with us,” Axel shouted to the room. Even the fight had stopped and the two exhausted shifters were staring at her. “This is Draven’s sister. She’s cool.”

      One by one they all turned back to the fight, and before long the attention was back on the two shifters who were slamming their fists into one another.

      “So this is what you guys do for fun around here?” she whispered to Gunner, giving him a sly look.

      He just shrugged. “It’s either this or Scrabble, and my spelling is not very good.”

      She laughed as Jax pushed past them, carrying the cooler. Gunner stopped him, opened the cooler and grabbed two beers.

      “Here you go,” he said, handing her a can.

      Aleida grinned as she cracked it open and the foam spilled all over her hand. It had been ages since she’d been to a party like this. Warm beer. Hot guys. Blood flying across the room.

      She was loving it.

      “Oh, crap,” Gunner muttered, suddenly looking very uncomfortable. He turned away with his cheeks burning red, and naturally, Aleida looked in the direction that he was turning away from. There was a pretty little shifter talking to a man with dark hair and a dark goatee.

      “Who’s that?” she asked, staring at the girl. She could sense the dominance of her animal radiating off of her. Aleida watched her curiously. Over the past few hundred years, she’d only come across a handful of shifters with an animal that had that kind of power before. That tiny body was hiding an incredible beast inside. I think it’s a bear. It was hard to tell with dozens of different scents swirling around the room, and dragon shifters didn’t have the best sense of smell. Why would you need it if you could just burn everything in sight?

      Gunner slid a hand through his blonde hair as he took a deep breath. “That’s just, uh… She’s an old…”

      “Ah,” Aleida said as it dawned on her. “Old girlfriend?”

      “Something like that,” Gunner muttered. “I had a thing for her, but she bonded to someone else.”

      “Someone else with a black goatee?”

      Gunner glanced at them over his shoulder and sighed. “Yeah, that someone else. That’s Joan,” he explained. “She was the alpha of the crew I just left. That’s her mate, Rhett. He’s the Sheriff and a skin shifter.”

      “A skin shifter,” she repeated, suddenly taking an interest in the man. Aleida had only met one skin shifter before, but it had been a long time ago. They had the incredible ability to slide into the skin of any animal and control them with their mind. I wonder if he can control my dragon. She shuddered just thinking about it. She knew how much damage her dragon was capable of and didn’t want that kind of power in anyone else’s hands.

      The smile faded from Joan’s face when she spotted Gunner. The way Joan was watching the lion shifter was making Aleida’s jaw start to clench with jealousy.

      “Hey,” she whispered as she slid her hand up his muscular arm and stepped in close, pressing her breasts against his chest. “Thanks for bringing me here.”

      She grinned as he looked down at her with a smile. “To a room full of sweaty, stinky guys?”

      Aleida tossed her head back and let out an exaggerated laugh, trying to make Joan jealous. If Gunner had any feelings for that girl when they walked in, Aleida was going to make damn sure he didn’t have them when they left.

      “You’re so funny,” she said in a flirty tone before stepping on her toes to kiss him.

      His lion purred inside his chest, turning her on. God, I love that sexy sound.

      She turned around when she finally pulled away from the kiss to see if Joan had been watching. Aleida could tell by the way the tiny shifter was staring at the ground with red cheeks that she had been.

      Gunner’s body stiffened when he made eye contact with the girl, but then relaxed again as Aleida ran her hand over his broad shoulder.

      “We should go say hi,” he muttered as he walked toward them.

      Aleida grinned wickedly. “Yes. Let’s.”

      The pair looked as uncomfortable as Gunner as they approached. Rhett, the skin shifter with the dark features, glanced at the exit behind him.

      “How are you, Gunner?” Rhett asked, offering his hand.

      Gunner shook it. “Rhett. Joan. This is my friend, Aleida.”

      “Girlfriend,” Aleida corrected, grinning at the girl as she shook her tiny hand.

      The girl looked a little flustered at first but did a good job of hiding it. “You must also be Draven’s sister?” she asked. “What brings you to Colwood?”

      The Sheriff crossed his arms over his massive chest as he watched her closely while waiting for her answer.

      “Just visiting my brother,” she said, trying to sound casual. “Watching the fights.”

      “Well, you’ll see enough tonight for one lifetime,” Joan answered, laughing nervously.

      “What do you know about the dragon in the area?” Rhett asked, going into Sheriff mode.

      “Honey,” Joan said, quickly turning to him.

      “She doesn’t know anything,” Gunner said bluntly. Aleida could feel his arm flex under her hand.

      Rhett’s jaw hardened. “Why don’t you let her answer that?” he asked as his arms fell to his sides. His hands were clenched into fists.

      “She’s my guest,” Gunner said, raising his chin in the air.

      “I’m just trying to talk to her.”

      “Why don’t you talk to me?” Gunner said with his nostrils flaring. “Over there. In the ring.”

      “We don’t need to do that,” Joan said, quickly stepping between the two men. She placed her hands on Rhett’s chest and started pushing him backward. “We were just about to go check out that side of the room.”

      “Good,” Aleida said, grinning as Joan gave her a dirty look. Aleida turned and kissed Gunner deep on the mouth as they left.

      “Sorry about that,” Gunner muttered when they were alone again. “That was—”

      “Fun,” Aleida said, grinning mischievously as she wiped her wet lips with the back of her hand.

      “You have a strange idea of fun,” Gunner said, shaking his head.

      She laughed. “You’re the one hanging out in a barn with a bunch of half-naked guys.”

      Gunner grinned as he took her arm and motioned to the fight that was starting. “Jax is up next. Let’s go watch.”

      Aleida smiled as he pulled her through the crowd. Jax was fighting two twin shifters at the same time, but her eyes were locked on Gunner’s ass.

      “Good idea,” she said with a grin. “I love to watch.”
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      “I think it was a tie,” one of the twins said as he held a cold beer can to his swollen eye.

      Axel laughed. “Jax literally beat you with your twin.”

      He wasn’t kidding. The whole barn watched in awe as Jax grabbed the ankle of one of the twins, swung him off his feet, and beat the other twin with his body.

      “I still say it was a tie,” the twin said, opening his beer as he left.

      “He’s lucky he can say anything after that,” Aleida said with a laugh as she watched him leave.

      The large shifter who was fighting when they walked in was in the middle of the fighting circle, looking for an opponent.

      “Hey, Jax,” Zane said with a sly grin. “If you were a real badass you would fight Alexander.”

      Aleida and the boys all turned to the huge polar bear shifter who was pacing around the circle looking for a fight. He looked so intimidating with his tank of a body and his vicious scowl. Nobody in the barn was daring to make eye contact with him.

      “Who’s up next?” he shouted as he flexed his huge arms. They were the size of Gunner’s thighs, and that was pretty damn big.

      The front door of the barn squeaked open and a familiar scent filled the room. “I’ll take that challenge,” Jarin said as he waltzed into the room with a smile on his face.

      Aleida’s face dropped when she saw her brother. Half-brother. Luckily, she wasn’t fully related to that monster.

      Her chest tightened and her heart started pounding. What is he doing here?

      She couldn’t speak. She could only hold her breath and watch in horror as he walked through the crowd of shifters, the huge bodies parting before him like he was some sort of god.

      Aleida’s first thought was of Gunner. She knew what her brother was capable of and she didn’t want Gunner anywhere near him.

      His bright gray eyes finally fell on her and he stopped, staring at her in shocked amusement. “Well, that’s a familiar face,” he said in his smooth voice.

      Aleida could feel the color draining from her face as he stared her down. Her hands felt clammy. Her shoulders tight.

      Jarin couldn’t look any more out of place with his styled hair and fitted three-piece suit. He looked like he should be walking into a Manhattan nightclub, not an underground shifter fight club in the middle of the wilderness. Jarin was always the best looking of Aleida’s brothers, but right now he looked damn near terrifying.

      Gunner stepped protectively in front of her as Jarin walked over. She could hear his inner lion growling.

      “It’s okay,” she whispered as she touched his thick forearm. It wasn’t okay. Aleida’s brothers would probably kill her if they knew what she was up to, but this was between her and Jarin. There was no point in putting Gunner in danger. If anything happened to him, she would never forgive herself.

      Gunner just ignored her and stayed right where he was, standing in front of her like a muscular wall.

      And she was happy he did.

      “New friend?” Jarin asked as he stopped in front of Gunner and looked him up and down.

      “New boyfriend,” Gunner corrected.

      Jarin laughed as he looked past Gunner to Aleida. “We’re trying to conquer the world, and here you are getting your freak on with a stray cat.” He shook his head and made a tsk tsk sound.

      If Aleida was safe anywhere on the planet it would be here—in a barn full of scrappy shifters on fight night with a tough brute of a lion shifter standing in front of her like he was ready to die before he let anyone touch her.

      But she wasn’t safe. Jarin could cut through this room like a flamethrower cutting through a field of dried flowers. And she knew it. He was a mated dragon. Powerful beyond belief. His dragon core had ignited when he bonded with his mate, giving him the power to travel at incredible speeds. He was the fastest thing on the planet.

      “I was searching for Dravenous,” she said in a shaky voice. “To bring to you.”

      Gunner’s body tightened as he listened to her.

      “Leave these guys alone,” she said. “I’ll take you to our brother now.”

      Jax stepped toward her with a scowl on his face. “No, you won’t.”

      Gunner let out a low growl as he pushed his friend back. This wasn’t going well. All she wanted to do was get some distance between Jarin and her new friends. What she really didn’t want to do was put Gunner in this kind of situation.

      “Are we going to fight or what?” Alexander asked impatiently. He was pacing around the fight circle with his arms open.

      “Please excuse me,” Jarin said with a grin. “I just have to take care of this first.”

      “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Jax growled at her as Jarin walked to meet his huge opponent. “You think we’re going to let you bring him to Draven?”

      “Jax,” Gunner warned. He placed a hand on Jax’s chest and kept him at arm’s length away. “Don’t talk to her like that.”

      “This is our alpha,” Jax hissed, staring at Gunner in disbelief. “Or are you not part of the crew?”

      “Guys please,” Aleida said, staring at Jarin as he stepped into the fight circle. “We can’t fight with each other if we want to get out of here alive.”

      And that wasn’t an exaggeration. Aleida had seen her brother Jarin take out a full army of Visigoths single-handedly, and that was before he had been mated. A room full of surly shifters was nothing to him. It would be like a rabid wolf slicing through a herd of baby deer.

      “Are you going to take off that pretty suit?” Alexander asked with a laugh. “I don’t want you to get blood all over it.”

      “How thoughtful,” Jarin said as he slipped off his jacket, folded it and handed it to a confused looking shifter in the crowd.

      “This isn’t going to be good,” Aleida said, swallowing nervously. Jarin had a wide handsome smile on his face as he unknotted his tie and pulled it from his neck. He placed it on his jacket and then slowly began to unfasten his cufflinks and roll up his sleeves.

      He looked up at Alexander with an amused grin. “My,” he said with an appreciative nod. “You didn’t forget to eat your Wheaties, did you?”

      Alexander slammed his huge fist into his open palm. “No. I didn’t.”

      It looked so one-sided. Jarin was half the polar bear shifter’s size, but Aleida knew which side really had the advantage.

      “So,” Jarin said with a polite bow. “Shall we get started?”

      Alexander’s thick lip curled up into a grin. “We shall.”

      Without warning, the enormous polar bear shifter lunged forward and swung his huge fist at Jarin. He hit nothing but air and before Alexander could look around in confusion, Jarin was standing behind him as if he had teleported through space.

      “He’s so fast,” Gunner whispered in a gasp. “How can he be so fast?”

      Alexander was at his mercy and the face he gave when he realized it, was priceless. Aleida could imagine that a lot of Alexander’s opponents over the years had shown him that face before he knocked them out, and now the shoe was on the other bear paw.

      Jarin made it quick. There was a blur around the huge polar bear shifter as Jarin attacked, landing devastating punches on every inch of Alexander’s body. When he finished, Alexander was a bloody mess. His eyes rolled in the back of his head and he collapsed to the floor in a limp unconscious heap.

      The whole barn was silent as Jarin turned back to Aleida with a smile. “You were saying… about my brother?”

      “Hey!” another big shifter with a long scar down the side of his face shouted as he bravely (or stupidly) stepped up to Jarin. “This is a friendly fight club, and that wasn’t very nice.”

      Jarin had an amused look on his face as he turned to the shifter. “A friendly fight club? How odd of a concept.”

      “It’s not going to be so friendly now,” the shifter said as he grabbed a fistful of Jarin’s shirt.

      In the time it took Aleida’s terrified heart to beat once, her brother grabbed the shifter by the neck and launched him into the air so hard that he broke a hole through the roof and disappeared outside.

      “You’re right,” he said with an evil grin on his dark face as everyone stepped back. “It’s not going to be so friendly now.”

      Rhett, the skin shifter Sheriff of the town stepped forward. “All right, buddy,” he said as he walked up to Jarin. “Time to get the fuck out of here and never come back.”

      Jarin raised his nose and sniffed. “I don’t smell an animal in you,” he said, tilting his head curiously as he watched the brave skin shifter. “What are you?”

      “The Sheriff,” he answered in a firm voice. “And I’m telling you to leave.”

      “All right,” Jarin said with a grin. “I’ll leave. Just give me a second to get my ride.”

      “Everybody out!” Aleida shouted to the crowd of stunned shifters. But none of them moved. They all stood there watching in awe as an enormous gray dragon burst out of her brother.

      “Whoa!” some shifters shouted as they hurried away from the massive beast. He filled a third of the barn and had to keep his huge head low so it didn’t hit the roof.

      “That’s very impressive,” Rhett said in a blank voice. “But I’m still going to need you to leave.”

      The Sheriff looked so tiny standing in front of the dragon all by himself. His head was the size of a nostril. His arm the size of a tooth.

      “All right,” Rhett said, stretching his neck from side to side. “I’ve had enough of this shit.”

      His body went rigid as he stood there in front of the beast.

      “What is he doing?” Aleida asked, staring in shock.

      “He’s channeling him,” Gunner said. “He’s sliding into his skin and is going to take control of his mind.”

      “No,” Aleida gasped, shaking her head in horror. It wouldn’t work. This wasn’t a dumb rabbit that he was trying to take over, this was Jarin. There was no controlling him.

      “It’s going to kill him,” Aleida whispered. “It’s going to kill him.”

      Gunner stepped forward, watching closely as a tremble rippled through Rhett’s body. “His eyes aren’t turning white,” he said, staring at the dragon in horror. “His eyes are supposed to turn white.”

      “Jarin is too powerful for that,” she said. Thin wisps of smoke began curling up from Rhett’s skin as his body began vibrating. It sounded like there were a thousand ravens outside cawing in a panic. “He’s burning him alive from the inside out.”

      Aleida gasped as Gunner flew forward, exploding into his lion as he headed straight for the dragon. Jarin was distracted with the Sheriff and didn’t notice the furious lion lunging at him until it was too late.

      His attack was vicious and unrestrained. The lion went straight for the dragon’s eye, the one weakness on Jarin’s body. The dragon whipped its head from side to side, trying desperately to get the lion off, but Gunner’s jaws were sunk deep in the dragon’s scales as he clawed at his eye.

      “Rhett!” Joan screamed as she rushed forward to her man. The smoke radiating from his skin was starting to disappear as he finally woke back up. He was wincing in pain and couldn’t stand up without Joan helping him. “We have to get you out of here,” she said, pulling him back to the door.

      The other shifters in the barn were rushing forward to help out Gunner. Aleida watched with her heart pounding. They should all be running the other way.

      Jarin’s dragon swung his huge tail, smashing it into Jax and Axel as they ran over to help out their friend. It sounded like a cannon firing when it slammed into their bodies, sending them flying into the wall. The whole barn shook and dust fell from the roof as more shifters exploded into their animals and ran to join the fight.

      There were so many of them. Bears, lions, and even a wolf. Jarin’s dragon was cornered in the barn, but he was doing a good job of fighting them off.

      But Aleida knew that once he opened his mouth and let the flames go, the fight would be over. The shifters who were now her friends would be nothing but dust and ash.

      The dragon finally threw Gunner off and the lion went flying into the crowd, knocking over two grizzly bears as he landed. He quickly phased back into his human form just in time to see the dragon barrelling down on him.

      “No,” Aleida gasped as Jarin opened his massive jaws. She could see the spark of flames in the back of his throat. He was about to burn them all alive.

      And he was aiming at Gunner.
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      It was like staring into the sun.

      The dragon’s huge jaws opened and a wave of fire came rolling down his long pink tongue. Gunner gasped as he felt the heat. A sheen of sweat poured out of his skin as it started to get painfully hot.

      He closed his eyes, gritted his teeth, and said goodbye to his long blonde hair as he turned away from the flames. They were coming too fast to move. The best he could do was to turn away and hope that his enhanced shifter healing could grow back melted skin.

      But the flames never came.

      Aleida jumped in front of the dragon’s mouth, throwing herself into the flames. She let out a piercing scream as the flames washed over her body that was shielding everybody else from the carnage.

      Without thinking, Gunner ran past Aleida and leapt onto the dragon’s face, grabbing his nostril and pulling his nose up with a powerful yank. The dragon’s head jerked up, sending the jet of flames ripping through the roof.

      Gunner was terrified to look at Aleida. He couldn’t bear seeing her dead body lying on the floor as the flames devoured her whole. Life was so unfair. He had finally found a girl who seemed to like him back, only to lose her a few hours later.

      “You fucker!” he growled as he punched the hard scales on the dragon’s face. “You killed her!”

      “Gunner!” a familiar voice called out. It was Rory. “Choke him.”

      The wolf shifter tossed him the leather whip that he always carried on his belt. Rory always wanted to be a cowboy and never left his home without his cowboy hat, cowboy boots, and whip. Gunner used to make fun of him, but he would never do that again. If he survived.

      Gunner reached out and caught the leather whip. He quickly wrapped it around the dragon’s neck and pulled as hard as he could. “Rggh,” he grunted as his arms and back strained with the effort. Every muscle in his body was flexed to the max as he pulled as hard as he could, trying to strangle the dragon.

      The dragon thrashed his head around, smashing through the outer walls of the burning barn, but Gunner held on. His tail was whipping around, taking out the shifters that were still trying to attack.

      The flames were spreading quickly in the old dry barn, crawling up the walls and over the ceiling. The room was thick with smoke and many of the animals inside were turning to flee.

      One body caught Gunner’s eye as he struggled to hold onto the whip. Aleida was still standing. Her clothes were burnt off, but her skin looked unharmed.

      It gave Gunner the extra bit of strength that he needed to hold on. He gritted his teeth and pulled even harder, trying to snuff out this threat to his girl, this threat to his alpha, and this threat to his town.

      The dragon’s thrashes became less and less powerful with every second that Gunner prevented the oxygen from reaching his brain. He was going to pass out soon. Gunner could feel it.

      He gave him one last pull as the ruthless flames ate the barn from the inside out, but the dragon didn’t go down. He raised his two enormous wings and began flapping them.

      “Oh, shit,” Gunner cursed as the dragon leapt through the burning ceiling of the barn. Gunner grunted as a thick burning piece of wood slammed into his temple on the way out.

      The dragon shot up into the air like a rocket. He moves so fast.

      Cool air was racing against Gunner’s skin as he closed his eyes and held on as tightly as he could. When the dragon finally slowed, Gunner looked down and gasped. The burning barn that was engulfed in flames was the size of a toy, the shifters outside the size of ants.

      “Uh oh,” he muttered as he looked around. They were higher than the snow-capped Abrasoka mountains. It felt like they were higher than the stars.

      Gunner’s stomach dropped as the dragon tucked its wings and nosedived back down to the earth. Jarin was moving so fast and when he began spinning, Gunner couldn’t hold on. Rory’s leather whip slipped from his grasp and he cursed when it slipped out from around Jarin’s neck.

      The dragon was free. In an instant, Jarin turned and disappeared over the mountains in the blink of an eye, leaving Gunner falling by himself.

      The ground was coming up incredibly fast. Let’s hope lions can land on their feet.

      He gritted his teeth as he quickly phased into his terrified lion.

      I better have all nine lives left because this landing is going to cost me at least eight.

      His lion wasn’t the graceful cat that Gunner had been hoping for. He was flailing around like crazy, yelping in fear as the ground raced up.

      Uh oh. Maybe this will cost me all nine.
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      “Is that a lion?” someone asked as they pointed up to the sky.

      Aleida looked where they were pointing and sure enough, there was a flailing lion falling from the sky. She didn’t stop to think, she just sprinted forward, letting her dragon come.

      “I’m coming, Gunner,” she whispered the second before her turquoise dragon burst from her body.

      She never took her eyes off the falling cat as she flapped her wings and jumped off the ground. Come on. Her dragon was moving as quickly as she could, but it wasn’t quick enough. Gunner was falling fast.

      A fall from that height at that speed would kill even the toughest of shifters. Enhanced healing didn’t do much good when your brain was leaking out of your cracked skull.

      Go. Go. Go. Her dragon got to him just in time, catching the golden lion with her long talons. The lion screeched out in pain as the sharp talons sunk into his skin.

      Aleida’s dragon flapped her wings harder as Gunner’s heavy body pulled her down. She felt bad for the pain her talons were surely causing, but it was still better than the alternative.

      She carried him back up and flew away from the burning barn with the freaked out shifters. All she wanted was a minute alone with him. She didn’t know why, or what she was going to say, but she didn’t care.

      She wanted it to be just her and him.

      It was a beautiful night now that the chaos was behind them. Aleida flew to the quiet mountains and finally landed on a large flat rock that was sticking out of the face of a cliff.

      They both phased back into their human forms and stared at each other in awe.

      “You can thank me now for saving your life,” she teased, trying to keep her eyes on his, but it was hard with his nakedness tempting her. “Twice.”

      “Thank you and thank you,” Gunner answered. He wasn’t as good at keeping his eyes up. Aleida felt arousal course through her as his hungry eyes roamed up and down her naked body.

      “Is he going to come back?” Gunner asked, looking into the far distance at the burning barn. It was barely visible from up here.

      “Probably not tonight,” Aleida answered. “He only cares about my brother.”

      “That was…” Gunner said, shaking his head. “There are four of them?”

      Aleida gulped as she nodded. How could she tell him that Terrowin and Valerius were even worse?

      “Your skin,” he said in a low gravely voice as he reached out and touched her. Her nipples hardened under his gaze. He was looking so sexy in the moonlight. “The fire didn’t burn you?”

      “I’m a dragon shifter,” she said with a soft smile. “Nothing is too hot for me.”

      Her breath quickened as he touched her cheek, staring at her with smoldering eyes.

      Well, most things are not too hot for me. Gunner on the other hand…

      She closed her eyes as he leaned forward, taking her lips in a deep and shameless kiss. Her body melted under his big protective arms. He grabbed a handful of her red hair and tugged her head back to deepen the kiss. Aleida whimpered as she let him have her.

      It had been so long since she had been carrying the burden of her brothers’ plans. It had been so long that she had to be smart, had to be in control. Just for one night, she wanted to hand over her control to Gunner. Just for one night.

      She had an irresistible urge to let him take control, to do whatever he wanted with her, and the thought of that made arousal and lust flow through her like a corrupting wave.

      “I thought I lost you,” Gunner said in a breathless tone as he pulled away. His strong hands were cupping her cheeks as he stared into her eyes with all of the need and desire that she was feeling right back.

      How could she tell him that it didn’t matter? That they would all be gone as soon as Jarin and the rest of her brothers got started with their plans?

      But the truth was that it did matter. They had tonight and nothing else mattered to her in that moment.

      His grip on her cheeks tightened and she let out a little whimper as she saw his face twist up in what looked like pain.

      “Oh,” she moaned as her body felt a comforting warmth flow through it. A black cloud was spreading over Gunner’s eyes as he stared at her. In all of her many years, Aleida had never seen this before, but she knew what it was. The sexy lion shifter was bonding to her.

      But does that mean I’m goin—

      Her question was answered when her body froze on the spot. It felt like her soul was merging with Gunner’s as blackness filled her vision, blocking out everything but him.

      He was the only thing visible in the darkness—the only thing that mattered—as their animals bonded to one another.

      They were both out of breath, staring at each other in shock when it was over.

      Gunner’s huge chest was heaving up and down as he stared, looking at her like he was seeing her for the first time.

      “You’re my mate.” He said it like he still didn’t believe it. When it slowly dawned on him, the corner of his lips curled up into a smile.

      “Can your little pussy handle the heat of a dragon?” Aleida asked, grinning up at him.

      He bit his lip and growled as he stepped forward, taking her in his arms. “Let’s find out.”

      This kiss was even better. She now knew beyond a doubt that they were meant to be, and kissing her soulmate felt like pure bliss.

      Gunner swept her wild curly hair to one side and kissed a trail down the side of her neck. Every touch of his lips gave her warm shivers that made her excited body tingle even more.

      “Oh, Gunner,” she moaned when she felt his long hard cock press up against her stomach. She hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it since she first saw it, but now it was taking over her mind. She couldn’t think of anything else but wanting to feel it inside her.

      Aleida reached down and touched it, wrapping her fingers around the thick shaft. Gunner groaned against her neck as she began to stroke him up and down.

      The cool breeze was caressing her warm skin, making her feel so alive. They were on the side of a mountain in the middle of the wilderness with no one to see them.

      “This body,” Gunner said as he slid his big hands up her sides and cupped her breasts. “You’ve been driving me crazy with it since I first saw you.”

      “Well, it’s all yours now,” she said with a grin.

      Gunner let out a low grumble as he dipped his head down and took a nipple into his hungry mouth. “Oh, Gunner,” she moaned as he swirled his tongue around her aching nipple, sucking and licking as she began to pant. He alternated between breasts, loving every round inch as she threw her head back and moaned.

      His big palm slid down her stomach and she shuddered as he cupped her sex.

      “Is this mine too?” he asked as he began to slide his fingers back and forth through her wet folds.

      Aleida swallowed hard. She could barely breathe, let alone talk. “Yes,” she gasped. “It’s all yours.”

      “Good answer,” he grunted as he slipped two fingers inside. A deep throaty moan fell from Aleida’s lips. It had been so long since she felt the touch of a man, and she had never felt a touch like this.

      Having her mate’s fingers inside her was enough to make her nearly come from just his touch.

      Her clit was aching. Her pussy was on fire. Luckily, she had a sexy fireman on hand to take care of it for her.

      “You’re so wet,” he growled as he played with her pussy. She sunk her nails into his arm as he pressed the base of his palm against her throbbing clit. “You like that?” he asked with a smirk. He didn’t wait for an answer before he did it again.

      “Fuck!” Aleida cried out as his perfect touch brought an orgasm racing forward. She gripped his forearm, gritted her teeth, and cried out his name as the heat swallowed her whole. She writhed against his touch, clamping her legs shut around his hand as her body twisted in pleasure.

      “Was that fun?” he asked with a grin.

      Aleida was in too deep to answer and all she could manage was a nod.

      “Good,” he said as he reached down and grabbed the back of her thighs. “Because you’re about to do it again, and again, and again.”

      A thrill rushed through her as he picked her up and pressed her back against the cold rock of the cliff. She immediately wrapped her legs around him, locking her ankles in place to prevent him from leaving.

      She wanted him so bad. She had never wanted anyone like this before and it was completely consuming her.

      “Yes,” she moaned as he pushed the thick head of his cock against her wet opening. It was already so big and it was barely in. She squeezed her eyes shut and pressed the back of her head against the hard rock as he slid in deeper.

      Aleida never had anything close to filling her like that, and he was only halfway in. She gripped his round shoulders and hissed out a breath as he thrust all the way in, filling her completely with his big cock.

      “Oh, my God,” she moaned, digging her nails into his golden skin as he held himself inside her, feeling her warmth surround him.

      It felt so good that Aleida’s eyes drifted closed as he began to thrust in and out of her with long powerful strokes.

      “Oh, Gunner,” she moaned, feeling so tiny in his strong arms. “This is how I always want us to be.”

      He started to fuck her harder and deeper. “You’re mine now, Aleida. You’ll wake up every morning on my hard cock and fall asleep with it buried inside you.”

      That sounded like fucking paradise.

      He squeezed her ass cheeks as he slammed her body down on his dick with every thrust. His cock was perfection. It felt like it was made for her body.

      Because it is. We’re mates.

      This is how it would feel every time he touched her from now on. It would feel like a piece of heaven on earth.

      “Come for me, Aleida,” Gunner purred as he picked up the pace. “Make that pussy come on my dick.”

      She was already so close and the sound of his sexy words being growled into her ear was bringing her even closer.

      His hips were relentless, driving into her at a pace that made her heart pound. She felt herself heading for the edge and with one powerful thrust from her man, her body gave in, erupting in an intense orgasm.

      Her body went limp, but Gunner was there to catch her. He held her up and then hit her with a couple of powerful thrusts before he finally rooted his cock deep into her pussy and let go.

      “Fuck,” they both moaned as their orgasms took over. It was loud and violent and messy, but it was also pretty damn perfect.

      In fact, Aleida was stunned at how perfect this all was. She wondered if every moment with Gunner would be this good from now on.

      It felt like she had finally found where she belonged. She had been alive for hundreds of years, but that was a foreign feeling for her.

      He slipped out of her and they sank down to the cold rock, still clutching each other like they weren’t ready to let go. Aleida wondered if she’d ever be ready to let go of him.

      They looked out at the beautiful view as they caught their breaths, enjoying the moment before they were forced back to the cruel reality that awaited them.

      “Can we just stay here forever?” she asked as he held her tight.

      Gunner let out a contented moan. “I was thinking the same thing.”

      They couldn’t stay there forever, but no one was going to complain about a few more hours.

      And if they did, then too bad.

      Because they weren’t going anywhere for awhile.
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        Gunner

      

      

      Gunner smiled when Aleida finally opened her eyes in the morning. He had been awake for the past hour, stroking her hair, watching her, thanking the universe for bringing her to him.

      After their fun on the mountain, Aleida flew them back to the firehouse so they could sleep in a bed. Together.

      He still couldn’t believe that she was his mate. A dragon shifter was his mate.

      “Why are you shaking your head?” she asked when she slowly opened her eyes with a smile. Her unruly curls had taken over half of his pillow, but Gunner didn’t mind one bit.

      “I just…” he said, smiling as he tucked a strand of her red hair behind her ear. How could he tell her how he really felt? He was still discovering it and still didn’t fully know. All he knew was that he was connected to her on a level that he still didn’t quite understand. He was seeing her in a whole new light, and it was flipping his world upside down.

      He had been in love with Joan for so long, and the thought of finally being able to let that go was making him breathe a little easier. The pain and heartache of unrequited love had been brutal on Gunner, but now he could finally put that stage of his life to rest.

      Gunner had put all of his feelings out there, and she had said no. Joan never felt the same. She had chosen Rhett over him, and it nearly killed him.

      Until now. Now, he was glad that she had said no. He was relieved that she didn’t feel the same way.

      Because the way he felt about Aleida, trumped any feelings he ever had for Joan.

      It was beyond physical attraction, although that was there too. It felt like their souls were connected. Like their essences had merged as one.

      She was his mate now, and he only had eyes for her.

      “Cat got your tongue?” she asked with a smirk.

      “Not exactly.” He kissed her softly on the lips and her cheeks flushed a light red. “It’s just hard to put into words what I’m feeling.”

      Aleida slid her hand over his shoulder and cupped his jaw. “Then show me,” she said, shifting on the bed and pulling him down on top of her.

      “That I can do,” he said as he positioned himself between her legs. They were both already naked and ready to go. In fact, Gunner had been hard for the past hour.

      They were quick and quiet, making love until their bodies twisted in orgasm together. Gunner had sex with a few girls over the years, but none of them were like Aleida. They couldn’t even compare.

      It went beyond physical. He was making love to his fated mate, and there was nothing more special than that.

      “There’s nothing more special than waking up to pancakes,” Aleida said as she walked into the kitchen.

      Gunner grinned as he followed his girl. Axel and Draven were sitting around the table while Jax cooked up some pancakes on the oven. Zane was washing the truck outside while Gwen watched.

      Draven’s eyebrow raised as he watched them get some coffee. Aleida was wearing Gunner’s old Nirvana t-shirt, looking very comfortable in it.

      “We, uh…” Gunner said, feeling uncomfortable under Draven’s gaze. He did just walk down after a night of sex with his alpha and boss’ sister. Gunner had been so caught up in his new found feelings for Aleida that he forgot to consider how inappropriate this was. “We bonded last night.”

      Now Draven’s eyebrows really went up. “You what?”

      “It’s true,” Aleida said, sliding her hand over Gunner’s bicep. “We’re mates.”

      Jax grinned as he punched Gunner in the arm. “Shaggin a dragon?” he whispered. “Nice.”

      Gunner was too busy trying to read Draven’s face to give his fellow lion shifter a shut-the-hell-up look.

      “You and you?” Draven asked, pointing from Aleida to Gunner.

      “You can’t get rid of me that easily, brother,” Aleida said with a smirk as she sat down at the table with a coffee.

      “We’ll discuss this later,” Draven said, turning to his sister. “What the hell happened last night?”

      “Jarin happened,” she answered with a serious face. They retold the story of how the dragon shifter burst into the barn and attacked everyone in it.

      Axel was really getting into it, swinging his fists around with a wild look in his eyes. “Then I grabbed onto his ear and yanked his head toward me and said ‘hey buddy, you better vacate the premises right now or I’m going to vacate your head from your body.’”

      “I must have missed that part,” Gunner said, looking at him skeptically.

      “Yeah, me too,” Jax said, shaking his head. “I only remember you hiding under the table.”

      The polar bear shifter turned red. “It happened,” he lied. “There was a lot going on. You guys probably just didn’t notice when it happened.”

      “That makes sense,” Jax said, rolling his eyes.

      “Is he going to come back?” Draven asked, ignoring the guys.

      “They’re going to keep coming back,” Aleida said. “Until they’ve conquered the world. That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you. This is no joke, Dravenous. This is serious.”

      “I know,” he snapped, exploding out of his chair. “I know it’s serious. But I’m not mated. I don’t have any powers like they do. What do you expect me to do?”

      Mated… Powers…

      “Wait a minute,” Gunner said, turning to Aleida. “You’re mated now. Does that mean you have powers?”

      Her back straightened as a dawning realization passed over her face. “I must,” she whispered as she stared at him blankly. “But I don’t feel any different.”

      “It appears that you have the power to be attracted to men with effeminate haircuts,” Jax said with a laugh.

      Gunner pulled his long hair back into a ponytail as he frowned self-consciously.

      Aleida wasn’t paying any attention. She was lost in thought.

      “Well, that would level the playing field a little,” Draven said as he walked back to the table. “Not by much, but we’ll take any help we can get.”

      “Does this mean?” Aleida asked, staring at her brother with a hopeful look in her eyes.

      “We have visitors,” Draven said, changing the subject. Gunner looked at the glass doors and saw Rhett and Joan walking over.

      Zane was in the background trying to shoo away all of the ravens that had all of a sudden landed on his clean fire truck. Rhett had an entourage of ravens that followed him everywhere. It was a skin shifter thing…

      Gunner swallowed hard as he watched Joan approach. It was strange. That sight had always gotten his pulse racing and made his heart twist in his chest, but it was doing nothing to him now.

      He could finally look at Joan like she was an old friend, and not a current flame wreaking havoc on his feelings.

      “Good morning, Sheriff,” Draven said, nodding to Rhett as he walked in. “Joan.”

      “Hi,” Joan said shyly as they walked in.

      “Pancakes?” Jax asked from the stove. “They’re my specialty.”

      “They suck,” Axel said, making a face of disgust.

      “They’re my specialty,” Jax repeated, shooting him a glare.

      “They still suck,” Axel said with a shrug.

      “As tempting as that sounds,” Joan said, “we already ate. But I’d love a coffee.”

      “Coming up,” Jax said, grabbing a mug. “And you, Rhett?”

      The skin shifter had his hands on his hips as he stared Draven down. “Actually, I’d like to know who the hell attacked half the town and burned down Thorn’s barn.”

      “And nearly killed the Sheriff,” Joan added.

      Draven raised his chin. “Are you hurt, Rhett?”

      “I tried to channel the dragon,” he said with a shudder. “It didn’t go as planned.”

      Gunner cringed. He could still remember the horrible smell of Rhett being cooked alive.

      “What happened?” Draven asked.

      “It felt like my insides were on fire,” he answered with his face twisting in pain. “I would have died if Gunner hadn’t saved my life.”

      Gunner swallowed hard as Rhett turned to him with a look of gratitude. Those two had been at each other’s throats since the first moment they’d met.

      Gunner was ready to put their rivalry to an end. He had Aleida, and Rhett had Joan. There was no need to be enemies anymore.

      “Thank you, Gunner,” Joan said softly. “For saving him.”

      Gunner nodded, keeping his eyes on the ground.

      “Seriously, Gunner,” Rhett said, looking at him with a new found respect. “I would have died if you hadn’t thrown yourself at the dragon. Thank you.”

      He reached out his hand, offering it in a show of peace. Gunner gladly accepted it, shaking his hand and putting all of the bad blood behind them.

      Joan smiled with a look of relief on her face.

      “Now about this dragon,” Rhett said, turning back to Draven. “I don’t want him in my town again.”

      “Neither do I,” Draven said, staring down at his coffee mug. “But I don’t know how to stop him.”

      Jax brought the two guests some coffee and they sat down at the table.

      They talked for awhile, trying to come up with a plan in case the gray dragon showed up again, ready to cause trouble, but they didn’t come up with any solutions.

      “Just make sure to call me if he shows up again,” Rhett said as they stood up from the table.

      “He’s probably on his way back to Europe,” Aleida said with a nod. “I wouldn’t worry about him.”

      Gunner knew that she wasn’t serious. She probably just wanted to keep any outsiders out of her family business.

      “All right,” Joan said with a raise of her shoulders. “I guess we’ll see you guys later.”

      Her eyes flickered to Gunner and then quickly dropped to the floor.

      “Bye, Joan,” Jax said, waving his spatula. “Tell Ashton we’re sorry his fight night got ruined.”

      They said the rest of their goodbyes and headed for the door.

      “By the way,” Rhett said, looking back at them over his shoulder as he left. “You guys are supposed to be the ones to put out the fires, not start them.”

      “Noted,” Axel said. “Our bad.”

      Gunner had something left to say to them, but he didn’t want to say it in front of everybody else. “Just give me a second,” he said, glancing at Aleida before running after them.

      “Joan,” he called out as they were about to get into the police cruiser that was covered in ravens. “Rhett!”

      He took a nervous breath as they both turned to him. “I just wanted to apologize,” he said, swallowing hard, “for the way I’ve been acting. Joan, you’re an amazing person, and I fell hard for you.”

      Rhett grunted as he shifted uncomfortably.

      “But I just wanted to tell you both that it’s over,” he said quickly. “I bonded to Aleida last night, and my feelings are gone.”

      “That’s great, Gunner,” Joan said, her cheeks reddening as she nodded. “I’m so happy you found your mate.”

      Rhett glanced at Joan before turning back to him. “You made it really hard for us,” he said, not as easily forgiving as his mate. “You wouldn’t leave my mate alone.”

      “I know,” Gunner said, shaking his head in shame. “I should have handled it better, but I didn’t. And I’m sorry. I won’t ever bother you two again.”

      Rhett’s body was rigid and he was staring at Gunner like he wasn’t sure whether to believe him or not. It’s okay if he doesn’t forgive me right away. I kind of have that coming.

      “All right,” Rhett finally said in a low voice. “Let’s just start over.”

      “I’d like that,” Gunner said with a nod. They shook hands once again, and then the Sheriff got into the car.

      Joan walked over with a smile on her beautiful face. “I’m really happy you found the girl for you.”

      “So am I,” he said, looking at her in a new light. He had been convinced for so long that she was the girl for him, but now he could see how utterly wrong he had been. “Can we be friends?”

      She smiled. “I’d like that. Very much.”

      He gave her a warm hug, ignoring Rhett’s groaning from inside the car, and smiled as she climbed into the car.

      Gunner felt lighter, like the heavy weight of his feelings for Joan were finally off of his shoulders. He could finally breathe a little easier.

      Aleida walked out and joined him as he waved at the departing car. He smiled as the flock of ravens took to the sky and followed them down the street.

      “I guess I have to rewash the truck,” Zane said, shaking his head as he walked over to the hose. The windshield and hood were covered in bird shit.

      “Lucky me,” Gwen said with a smile as she sat back in her chair. She loved to watch her man wash the fire truck. Probably because Zane never wore a shirt while he worked.

      “Should I be jealous?” Aleida whispered as she slipped her hand into Gunner’s. She rested her cheek on his shoulder as she watched the car turn off the street with the cloud of birds following.

      “You shouldn’t think about her again,” Gunner said.

      “As long as you don’t,” she said, squeezing his arm. “What can I say? I’m a greedy bitch and I want you all to myself.”

      “You got me,” he said, smelling the fruity scent of her hair. “Whether you want me or not.”

      She took a deep breath, squeezing a little closer to him. “I want you.”

      He kissed her hair. “Good. Whatever was there is gone now. You scorched it the second you flew into my life.”

      “It better be gone,” she said, looking up at him with a playful smirk. “Or I’ll scorch you.”

      It was gone. Gunner was sure of it now.

      “Let’s go do the dishes,” she said, pulling him back in the direction of the firehouse. “Then maybe we can go back to the mountain… you know, to look for clues.”

      “Right,” Gunner said, grinning at her as his blood started pumping. “Clues.”

      He opened the door for her but a chilling scream ripped through the air before she could step in.

      Gunner whipped his head around just in time to see Zane phasing into his Kodiak bear as Gwen ran inside her shop.

      Draven, Axel, and Jax exploded out of their seats, spilling coffee and dropping the forks in their hands as they rushed outside. Gunner looked around, ready to phase at any moment.

      Jarin slowly walked out from behind the fire truck with a wicked smile on his face.

      “Good morning everybody,” he said casually. “Now where the hell is my brother?”
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      Jarin wasn’t looking as sharp as he was the night before in his expensively tailored suit. He was walking up to them wearing oversized jeans and a baggy t-shirt like he stole them off of somebody’s clothing line. His suit had ripped to shreds when he phased into his dragon.

      “Good morning, everybody,” he said in a smooth voice that raised goosebumps on Gunner’s skin. “Now where the hell is my brother?”

      Maybe he didn’t look as sharp, but he was just as intimidating. Gunner’s lion let out a low vicious growl as he walked over.

      Brother or not, Gunner and his lion didn’t like this guy being anywhere close to his mate. He stepped in front of Aleida protectively as Draven stepped outside to confront his brother.

      “Jarin,” Draven said. “What the hell do you think you’re doing in my town?”

      “Your town?” he answered with a laugh. “You may think this is your town, but it’s our world. You gave up your claim to all of this when you gave up the Dragon Throne and left.”

      “Left?” Draven asked, staring at him in disbelief. “You five were trying to kill me.”

      Aleida’s guilty eyes dropped to her fidgeting hands.

      “That was a long time ago,” Jarin said, waving a dismissive hand. “The time has come to start over. The world will be reborn from the ashes and the dragons will rule once again.”

      “You can’t be serious,” Draven said, shaking his head. “Aleida told me, but I didn’t want to believe it.”

      “It’s true,” he said with his gray eyes shining. “The four of us are now mated. We’re going to conquer the world, separate it amongst ourselves and rule in the glorious way that our father did, and his father before him.”

      “Jarin…” Draven said, looking sick. “You can’t—”

      “We will,” he said with a wicked grin. “Join us, brother. You can be by our side where you belong. Ruling as the Dragon King you were meant to be.”

      Gunner watched the fire chief closely as he listened. He hoped Draven would take a stance against his brothers or they would be truly and utterly screwed.

      “No,” Draven said, shaking his head. “I won’t join you. The world was a cruel and dark place under the rule of the Dragon Kings. We should use their example to make sure that we never go back. Not try to emulate the pain and ruthlessness of it all.”

      Jarin’s face darkened. “I was afraid you were going to say that.”

      “Join us, Jarin,” Draven pleaded. “You were always the most sensible of our brothers. You have to see that this is a horrible idea. The suffering and misery you cause will be unlike anything you’ve ever seen before. Will that be worth it to rule over fields of bones and ashes? Even your dragon can’t be that heartless and cruel.”

      “This world belongs to us,” Jarin said, narrowing his eyes on his brother. “I won’t forsake it for the comfort of the sheep. It’s time to let our dragons do what they were born to do.”

      “Well, I’ll be there,” Draven said. Jarin perked his head up. “To stop you at every step of the way.”

      Heat radiated through Gunner’s chest at the words. His alpha was going to stand up to the unstoppable force of his brothers and Gunner was going to stand by him. No matter what.

      “I’ll give you one last chance,” Jarin said, his hard eyes cutting into Draven. “And remember… If you’re not with us, you’re against us.”

      Draven raised his chin and stared back at him defiantly. “I’ll always stand on the side of the good.”

      “Fine,” Jarin snapped. He moved in a fast blur, wrapping his powerful hand around Draven’s neck before anyone could realize what was happening.

      Gunner lunged on the attacking dragon shifter as Draven’s mouth dropped open and his eyes bulged out. His face was already turning blue with the lack of oxygen as Jarin strangled him.

      With a grunt, Gunner grabbed Jarin’s thick arm and tried to pull it off his alpha, but it wouldn’t move. It wouldn’t even budge. There weren’t a whole lot of shifters that Gunner couldn’t manhandle, but this one wasn’t like a whole lot of other shifters.

      He was a mated dragon, and they were seriously outgunned.

      “No!” Zane shouted as he grabbed onto Jarin’s arm, trying to help get him off, but even with the added strength of the bear shifter and number two in the crew, they couldn’t move his arm.

      “That’s enough, Jarin!” Aleida screamed. “He’s our brother! Let him go!”

      Jarin’s grin just widened as the tendons in Draven’s neck tightened under his unmovable grip. His eyes began rolling in the back of his head as Axel and Jax jumped on Jarin’s arm as well. They grunted and pulled with all of their might but he was still able to hold on.

      Draven was fading fast. Jarin was crushing his throat.

      Gunner gritted his teeth and pulled with all of his might, but the arm still wouldn’t budge.

      He’s going to die.

      The unwelcome thought popped into Gunner’s head, but once it was there, he couldn’t get it out. His alpha was about to die.

      “Jarin,” Aleida screamed as she grabbed his hand and yanked it off Draven’s neck. “That’s enough!”

      Searing pain ripped through Gunner’s head as a high-pitched scream exploded out of Aleida’s throat. He immediately let go of Jarin’s arm and fell to the ground, holding his ears as he winced in pain.

      What is happening? He could barely hear his thoughts over the ear-piercing sound. It felt like his head was going to explode.

      Draven’s limp body fell beside Gunner as he forced his head up to see what was going on.

      Aleida was holding Jarin’s body and blasting him with some kind of sonic scream. His face was twisted in agony as powerful sound waves shot out of her mouth and slammed into his head.

      Her power… That’s it.

      The pressure in Gunner’s head was so intense that it felt like it was going to burst. Jax, Axel, and Zane were all in equally bad shape, holding their ears and grimacing in pain as the piercing sound cut through their heads.

      She was hurting Jarin, but she was doing just as much damage to her friends.

      He reached forward with a shaky hand and grabbed Aleida’s arm with a weak grip. Her mouth closed, the screaming stopped, and Jarin collapsed to the pavement.

      “What the hell?” she whispered, staring at her open hands. “What was that?”

      Gunner could barely hear with the intense ringing in his ears.

      “Yeah,” Axel said, grimacing in pain as he rolled onto his back. “What the hell was that?”

      “Your power,” Draven said weakly. “You’re a banshee.”

      “What’s a banshee?” Jax asked, struggling to get to his feet.

      “Someone who should stay away from karaoke night,” Axel said, frowning as he climbed to a knee.

      Gunner wanted to learn all about his mate’s new powers, but he was more focused on securing Jarin, if someone as powerful as him could be secured.

      The dragon shifter was out, but Gunner knew that someone that powerful would be able to heal pretty damn fast.

      He grabbed the limp shifter’s wrist and twisted his arm behind his back. “Help me secure him before he wakes up.”

      Jax jumped on his legs and Zane pressed his weight down on the dragon shifter’s body. Axel was still cursing under his breath as he added his weight on top.

      “That was a sonic scream,” Draven said, staring at her in awe as he finally climbed to his feet. “That’s your mated power.”

      She was even more incredible than Gunner had realized. One scream from her mouth and she had disabled the toughest shifter that Gunner had ever met.

      And she was all his.

      “Uhm, guys,” Axel said nervously. “We better act fast.”

      Gunner felt the body under him move and he looked down just as two gray wings ripped out of Jarin’s back. The skin he was holding melted away as gray scales took its place.

      Before they could even react, a huge dragon exploded out of Jarin’s body, sending the four shifters flying off.

      “All right,” Draven said as he flexed his arms. “This is how you want to play it. Fine.”

      Gunner’s heart was pounding as his mate and his alpha let their dragons come.

      “We’re in broad fucking daylight,” Zane said, looking around the street in panic. Luckily, it was empty, but it might not be for long, and whoever walked down the sidewalk was going to see three dragons settling a family dispute.

      “We have to neutralize this fast,” Zane said as he started to panic. “Before anyone sees.”

      “Any genius ideas?” Axel asked.

      They all looked at each other with blank faces.

      Axel gulped. “Great.”
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* * *

      “No!” Jax shouted, pointing at Aleida’s turquoise dragon. “She’s going to sing again.”

      Gunner quickly covered his ears as Aleida’s dragon opened her mouth and shot out a mix of flames and devastating shock waves. The swirling fire missed Jarin who darted up into the sky, easily avoiding the jet of flames.

      But the fire station wasn’t so lucky. The stream of fire slammed into the wall of windows, shattering the glass, and filling the inside with a ball of flames.

      The boys reacted immediately, pulling the thick hose off of the truck and connecting it to the fire hydrant on the sidewalk. Within seconds they were dousing the flames inside with a strong jet of water while the dragons fought over their heads.

      “What about them?” Axel asked, looking up at the sky as Aleida’s dragon opened her mouth. The piercing pain was back as the turquoise dragon released another jet of fire mixed with her sonic scream at her brother.

      It hit nothing but air. He was too fast.

      At least the painful sound was giving the dragons some cover. Any person with ears within a five-mile radius was surely crouched on the ground, holding their ears in pain.

      Including Gunner and his friends. The pain was intense, but he gritted his teeth and fought through it, climbing to his feet as he looked up, trying to figure out a way to help his alpha and mate.

      Draven’s red dragon swooped in but got easily overpowered by his much stronger brother. The gray dragon moved in a blur, attacking Draven’s wings with his claws until his right wing was sliced up and the red dragon was unable to hold himself up any longer.

      He fell like a stone, slamming into the concrete with a thud that Gunner felt in his chest.

      Aleida swooped down and attacked with the devastating sound waves still ripping out of her dragon’s mouth. Gunner cheered her on, wishing he could do something to help.

      Jarin was too fast. He was dodging every jet of flames with the crushing sound waves that Aleida shot at him.

      Zane was struggling to crawl over to his alpha who still wasn’t moving on the ground. The pain of Aleida’s sonic scream was immobilizing all of them, but they were fighting through it.

      Jax climbed to his feet beside Gunner, looking up at the dragons with a pained expression on his face.

      Gunner grabbed the ax that was hanging on the side of the fire truck and leaned into Jax’s ear.

      “Throw me up,” he yelled as loud as he could to be heard over the high-pitched wail.

      Jax grabbed the back of Gunner’s belt and the collar of his shirt, and spun around, lifting him off the ground as he turned. With a savage grunt, the lion shifter threw Gunner into the air at the fighting dragons.

      Gunner flew up like he was shot out of a cannon, heading straight for Jarin’s back. He squeezed the handle of the ax, raising it over his head as he sailed into the air. Jarin was distracted with Aleida and never saw him coming.

      “Mrph,” he grunted as he swung the ax down, sinking the blade into the gray dragon’s back. Gunner’s body jerked to a stop, and he almost flew off, but he managed to hold on with one hand.

      The gray dragon threw his head back and shrieked in pain as Gunner climbed onto his back. He had already experienced firsthand how fast Jarin was so he had to move even faster before the dragon took off and Gunner ended up somewhere in Mexico.

      He grabbed one wing and then the other and pinned them to the dragon’s back as Jarin thrashed around, trying to wrench his wings free.

      Aleida’s life was on the line, and Gunner wasn’t about to let go for anything. His whole body flexed as he gritted his teeth and held the wings down.

      Without the use of his wings, the dragon plummeted back down to the ground. Gunner held on tight as Aleida swooped down and followed them.

      The ground was coming up fast and that concrete looked mighty hard. Gunner squeezed his eyes shut and braced himself as the dragon slammed into the ground, absorbing the worst of the impact.

      “Goddammit,” Gunner muttered as he rolled off Jarin’s body. Aleida had finally closed her dragon’s mouth and the searing pain of her sonic scream had stopped for the time being.

      “Throw me the hose,” Gunner yelled to Axel.

      The polar bear shifter ran over to the fire hose and threw it to him. Gunner caught it as Draven phased back into his human form.

      “Hold him down,” Gunner shouted to the firemen. The gray dragon was writhing on the ground, snapping his jaws at his back, trying to take the ax out that Gunner had lodged in there.

      Jax and Zane jumped onto the dragon’s wings holding him down while Axel struggled to hold his tail. Draven ran over and put the dragon’s head in a headlock as Gunner hurried over.

      Jarin was struggling to break free and was about to, until Aleida’s turquoise dragon leapt onto his back, holding him down.

      Gunner had to move fast. They wouldn’t be able to hold a dragon of his strength down for long.

      Jarin’s eyes narrowed when he saw Gunner approaching. His huge jaws opened and Gunner gulped when he saw the flames rolling out of the back of his throat. The flame was rolling down his long tongue, heading straight for him.

      Time to put that fire out.

      Gunner yanked the handle open on the thick fire hose and pointed it into the dragon’s mouth. A strong surge of water shot out of the hose, dousing the flames that were heading right for him.

      “Hold him!” Draven shouted as the dragon started thrashing around.

      Gunner shoved the hose into its mouth and held it there as his friends struggled to hold him down. The gray dragon was coughing and choking but the relentless water kept shooting out, drowning him.

      He whipped his tail, sending Axel flying into the brick wall of the firehouse, but his movements were getting weaker as the water pumped down his throat. Every thrash was a little slower, every desperate jerk of his body a little weaker.

      After a minute his huge head lowered, his body went limp, and his dark eyes clouded over. He fell to the ground with a thud and his long pink tongue rolled out of his mouth.

      Gunner turned the water off when there was no doubt that the dragon was dead.

      “Get a tarp over him,” Draven shouted to Axel. The polar bear shifter hurried away to get one. “We’ll have to move his body when it gets dark.”

      “Why?” Zane said, looking around nervously. “The whole town probably saw you guys fighting in the air.”

      “No, they didn’t,” Aleida said. Gunner hadn’t even noticed that she had phased back. “As soon as I started screaming, everyone fell to the floor and held their ears. I don’t think anyone saw.”

      Axel came back a few moments later with a large tarp that they spread over the dead dragon’s body, hiding it from view.

      “Are you okay?” Gunner asked as he walked over to check on Aleida.

      “You’re the one who flew through the air,” she said, staring at him in awe. “I should be asking you.”

      “I’m immortal, remember?” he said with a grin. “I’m mated to a dragon.”
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      “There are three more like this,” Aleida said, gasping for air as everyone finally settled down. Jarin’s dead dragon was still lying on the cement under the tarp, looking like a drowned rat.

      Dravenous was staring at the unmoving body with a serious face.

      “Three more,” she said, catching her breath. “We won’t be able to stop them if they’re together.” And Aleida knew that Jarin was the easy one. The other three were even worse: Valerius the ice dragon, Berinon who could grow as big as a building, and Terrowin, the indestructible dragon.

      Next time they wouldn’t be so lucky.

      “You really think it’s out there?” Dravenous asked with a sigh.

      She didn’t. But what other hope did they have?

      “We have to try,” she said with a shrug of her shoulders. “I don’t know what else we can do.”

      “Magical swords,” Jax said, shaking his head.

      Aleida knew it sounded stupid. It was stupid to lay all of her hope—the whole planet’s hope—on this Caliburnus that Dravenous’ dying mother had predicted. But stupid was all she had.

      “I want a magic sword,” Axel said with a pouting face.

      Apparently, she wasn’t the only one who only had stupid.

      “Okay,” Dravenous whispered. His eyes darted up to hers. “I’ll go. I don’t see any other way.”

      Aleida should have been thrilled, but now that he had agreed to search for Caliburnus, she was realizing how hopeless a task it really was. She had no idea where this prophesied solution would be. It could be anywhere, or nowhere. It would be like finding a needle in a haystack—a haystack that stretched across all of Europe.

      “I’m going too,” Gunner said in a firm voice.

      Aleida didn’t want to put her mate in any more danger than she already had, but she could tell in his unwavering voice that this wasn’t up for discussion. Plus, she really wanted him to be there with her.

      “I’m going too,” Zane said, raising his chin in the air.

      “Me too,” Jax quickly added.

      “I better stay here,” Axel said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Just to clean up the fire station, and you know how I hate flying.”

      “You pussy,” Jax said, pushing him on his arm. “You’re coming.”

      “You’re all staying here,” Dravenous said. “I’m not going to put you in harm’s way for my family issues.”

      “We want to go, boss,” Zane said.

      “You’re staying,” Dravenous said in a voice that was final. “I need you here.”

      Gunner stepped forward. “With all due respect, Draven,” he said, not knowing when to quit. “Aleida is my mate, and if she’s going into a dangerous place, I belong by her side.”

      Dravenous stared at Gunner long and hard for a moment before nodding. “Fine,” he said. “You can come. But only you. I’m sure we could use a lion shifter like you where we’re going.”

      “And where exactly is that?” Gunner asked, running a hand through his long blonde hair.

      “Back to England,” Dravenous answered. “Back to my home.”
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* * *

      “All right,” Zane said, looking up at the sky. “It’s dark enough.”

      Aleida watched as Jax and Gunner pulled the tarp off of the dead dragon’s huge body. Her brother Jarin didn’t look so intimidating now. He looked peaceful for the first time in his life.

      “Want to say goodbye?” Gunner whispered to her as Axel backed up the pickup truck.

      She took a deep breath and shook her head. He was always more of a monster than a brother, and you didn’t say bye to monsters. You said good riddance.

      “Just take him away,” she whispered. The boys were going to take him up to the mountain and bury him.

      It was late at night and the street was dark and silent. The boys worked together and lifted the dragon’s dead body onto the truck. It was huge and could barely fit in the cargo bed.

      Axel was struggling to fit the long tail in but it kept falling back out.

      “We’ll just leave it like that,” Axel said as Zane put the tarp back on the body.

      “Like that?” Jax said with a roll of his eyes. “With the fucking tail hanging out.”

      Axel just shrugged. “It could be a rope that’s hanging out. People won’t suspect that it’s a dragon’s tail.”

      “A rope?” Jax said, staring at him in disbelief. “With spikes on it?”

      “Some ropes have spikes,” Axel whispered to himself.

      Jax was still shaking his head as he walked over to the fire truck and grabbed an ax that was hanging on the side. “You might want to turn away for this part, Aleida.”

      “Is that for the tail or for Axel?” she asked. “Because if it’s for Axel I want to see it.”

      “No breakfast for you tomorrow,” Axel said, looking hurt.

      “We won’t be here tomorrow,” Gunner said, looking pained. “We’re leaving tonight.”

      The boys all turned, looking at them in shock.

      “The faster we get this over with, the better,” Aleida said, forcing out a smile at the boys. “For everyone’s sake.”

      “You’re leaving tonight?” Zane asked as Dravenous walked out. “Is it true?”

      Dravenous nodded. “You’re in charge while I’m gone,” he said to Zane. “Do you think you three can handle fixing this place back up?”

      The first floor of the firehouse was trashed thanks to Aleida’s fireball. “Sorry again about that, guys,” she said, feeling her cheeks get hot. There was water and ashes everywhere. Not to mention, their kitchen was burnt to a crisp.

      “It will be looking better than ever when you get home,” Zane promised. “You can count on us.”

      “I know I can,” Dravenous said, placing a heavy hand on his shoulder. “I can always count on you guys.”

      There was an awkward silence as the guys held in all of the feelings they wanted to say. Instead, they just shifted from foot to foot and teased each other. Aleida guessed that it was their guy way of showing their love.

      “Watch out for our Gunner,” Jax said to Aleida. “And remember, if he doesn’t get his weekly manicures, he’ll die.”

      “Manicures?” she asked with a laugh. Now that Jax mentioned it, her mate did have some lovely nails.

      “Why are you guys always making fun of me about that?” Gunner asked with a look of confusion on his face. “Nail maintenance is an important part of life.”

      She had a lot to learn about her new lion shifter mate, but she was excited to learn every single thing.

      “Let’s get going,” Draven said, interrupting the guys. “We’ve had enough dragons in the open today.”

      Aleida’s cheeks got warm. She had always been so careful to hide her dragon from the public and today she had fought another dragon in the open sky, over a town. It didn’t get more reckless than that.

      Luckily, once she opened her mouth and let out her shiny new sonic scream, everyone had shut their eyes, fell to the ground, and covered their ears.

      Axel, Jax, and Zane had walked around the town after asking people what happened, and there was no mention of dragons. But there was a lot of confusion as to what the hell that sound was.

      Apparently, Axel started telling people that it was aliens. Aleida wasn’t sure which was worse, dragons or aliens.

      Although in the case of her brothers, the dragons were worse.

      “What’s that for?” Draven asked when he saw the ax in Jax’s hands.

      Jax didn’t answer, but his eyes said it all when he glanced at the tail that was sticking out of the truck.

      “Put it back,” Draven said, walking over to his brother’s dead body. He picked up the heavy tail and managed to tuck it in the cargo bed where it couldn’t be seen. “I think he’s suffered enough for today.”

      Axel, Jax, and Zane watched as Draven walked over. “Do you want to come with us?” he asked.

      Aleida shook her head. She didn’t. She had seen enough of her evil half-brother for ten lifetimes.

      “I’ll stay here with Gunner and get ready to leave,” she said.

      “Okay,” Draven said with an understanding nod. He turned to Gunner as the boys walked over. “That was pretty incredible, Gunner. He probably would have won if you weren’t with us.”

      “Nah,” Axel said, flexing his arm. “I was just about to pull out the big guns to let him have it.”

      “He would have had it all right,” Jax said with a roll of his eyes. “He would have had it for lunch.”

      Draven just ignored them. “You’re as much an official member of the Colwood Firehouse as any of us as far as I’m concerned.”

      Gunner’s face lit up. “Really?” he asked, looking around at the guys who were all nodding. “The probation is over?”

      “It’s over,” Draven said reaching his hand out. “You passed.”

      “Thank you!” Gunner quickly swallowed his hand and shook it up and down a little too enthusiastically.

      “And just to make it official,” Axel said, reaching into his pocket as he walked up to the newest firefighter. “I made you a little something.”

      “Oh, my God,” Jax said, rolling his eyes as Axel pulled out a homemade medal. It was made from ribbon with the top of a tin can as the medallion. It had ‘Newest Fireman’ written on it in a Sharpie.

      Gunner was grinning happily as Axel put it around his neck.

      “I’ll cherish it forever,” Gunner said with a laugh.

      “Be sure that you do,” Axel said, smirking at him. “It’s priceless.”

      “You guys are all priceless,” Draven said, waving them away. “Now get in the truck.”

      Zane, Jax, and Axel climbed into the pickup truck as Draven hung back. “We’ll leave as soon as we get back, okay?”

      Aleida nodded. She was ready. It was going to be a long flight back, first flying to the East Coast over the United States, and then flying over the ocean to Europe with a lion on her back.

      But it didn’t seem as daunting as it did when she first left Europe to fly here. She felt different. Like she could fly to Mars and back without breaking a sweat.

      Aleida was a mated dragon now and she had never felt so powerful. It wasn’t just a high-pitched scream that came out of her throat. There were also powerful sound waves and concussive forces and a whole bunch of other things that she still didn’t fully understand, but was excited to learn. Even now, just standing here, she could feel the power flowing through her veins. She was stronger, faster, tougher. She felt like a frigging superhero and wasn’t so scared of her brothers anymore.

      “Are you okay?” Gunner asked as the guys drove away with Jarin’s dragon in the back.

      She opened her hands and squeezed them into fists, feeling like she could punch through brick walls. “I’m better than okay,” she said with a grin. “I’m ready to go see my brothers.”
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      “How long is it going to take us to fly over this thing?” Gunner asked, swallowing hard as he looked out at the horizon. The Atlantic Ocean went on as far as the eye could see.

      “Probably about four days,” Aleida answered. She grinned as she turned to Draven. “Maybe five if he can’t keep up.”

      “Oh, I’ll keep up,” Draven said, rolling his shoulders. “I’ll be so far ahead of you that you’ll be staring at my dragon’s ass the entire flight.”

      “That doesn’t sound too appealing,” Gunner said with a laugh. “I guess there’s no movies or service on this flight?”

      “You guess right,” Aleida said with a grin. They had spent the past few days traveling over the country and had finally landed on the East Coast. This was going to be the hardest part of their journey. Flying for four days and nights straight with no breaks. No food. No rest. No nothing.

      Aleida was more worried about Draven and Gunner than herself. She felt so powerful now that she didn’t think she would ever need to rest again. It felt like she could fly around the planet without needing a break.

      “Let’s do it,” Gunner said, psyching himself up as he looked out at the ocean.

      “Ready?” she asked Draven.

      He just grinned and began to shake as he phased into his dragon.

      “He’s ready,” Gunner said as the huge red dragon jumped in the sky and flapped its wings as it flew over the ocean.

      “How about you?” she asked, smiling at her mate.

      “I’m ready to follow you wherever you go,” he said, smiling back at her.

      God, I love him.

      “Let’s go kick some dragon ass,” Gunner said, “and when it’s all done, I’ll stuff you full of little lion babies.”

      Aleida laughed as her cheeks warmed. “Sounds like a plan.”

      “Then let’s get going,” he said as he looked at Draven who was already looking small as he approached the horizon. “We can’t let him win.”

      “Oh, he won’t,” she said, laughing as she let her dragon come. “I’m a mated dragon, thanks to you.”

      He was smiling as Aleida’s dragon burst from her body. She lowered her wing and let him climb onto her back. When she felt his thighs squeezing her sides she pushed off the ground and flapped her wings, taking off over the ocean.

      Gunner leaned forward and stroked her dragon’s head. “I love you, my sexy dragon,” he whispered in a low gravelly voice.

      If her dragon could smile she would have. Instead, she raised her head and let out a high-pitched chirp as she followed Draven, flying off into the horizon.

      Happier than ever.
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