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Chapter One
 
 
“You’re a far way from safety, Seraphena.” Carver St. James’s deep voice rumbled from the darkened doorway.
Goose bumps rippled over Sera’s skin and her temperature spiked. Her heart began to race as her feline counterpart became more alert. Tension sang along her legs and arms and she clenched her fists. The magic that flowed unhindered during this time of year skittered along her bare flesh, causing her to tremble. Something moved down her limbs, like raw silk kissed with heat.
She clenched her jaw and inhaled deeply, filling her lungs to capacity and then letting the air out all at once. All night long she’d felt his gaze on her, like a shawl covering her shoulders, pressing against her back. Fur rippled along her skin as the black panther within tried to take control. Her nose twitched and itched as her senses sharpened. She detected the tang of sweat, the musky aroma of hormones. Then there was a new, much more powerful scent. The cologne of magic hit her as if she had inhaled pepper; it burned the lining of her nostrils and raced down her throat. A sneeze built up and before she could even try to stall it, it burst out.
“Achoo!” Her eyes watered and her nose tingled. Just fucking great. She took care to wipe away the tears without destroying her eye makeup and then dabbed at her nose. If only she’d had the sense to bring along a handkerchief. With reluctance, she ran her hand over her skirt and prayed he wasn’t disgusted.
“Bless you.” His voice was rich and deep, like the glorious and addictive coffee served in his place of business, The Java Demon.
Seraphena’s tummy flipped and her heart beat just a little faster. The change shoved through her body. The base of her spine burned as her tail tried to break through her skin. Her toes and nails throbbed as her insides began to shift, reshape, and resize. She wanted to drop down onto all fours as the scream of the panther filled her chest and rippled up her throat. Sweat broke over her brow as she tried to calm down and relax.
“No. No. No. Please,” she pleaded with her other half. “Carver isn’t going to steal our soul. Nor is he going to incinerate us. He’s not going to take us to the Underworld. Please, stop. Pull back.” Even as she said it, she wondered if it was really true. Demons were a dangerous species with powers she couldn’t fathom.
She looked down at her arms and watched as the panther’s midnight fur rippled along her skin. She squeezed her eyes shut and focused on the feline. The big cat’s lustrous, golden eyes blinked back at her, reflecting her own fear, desire, yearning, anger…and something else that Sera couldn’t identify.
Sera tried to focus on things they both liked. The sound of rain against the window at night, the smell of cinnamon rolls fresh from the oven, a lazy afternoon lying in a hammock reading a good book, the rich, earthy taste of coffee. The stress ebbed away and she felt safe, comforted, and in control once more. Her black panther lay down and closed its eyes, content, almost purring, all anger and fear gone.
Sera let out another breath. Crisis averted. It wouldn’t do to shift and have a frightened big cat on the loose. It would leave her vulnerable. When shifters were in their other forms they could be compelled by magic. It had something to do with the animal mind. With all the loose spells in the air tonight, Sera wasn’t sure what would happen.
“Seraphena?” Carver purred out her name.
His voice was a deep rumble that made the air around her shake. The sound wrapped around her body like a hug. She shivered as her nipples pebbled within the tight confines of her corset. Sera cursed herself for not wearing something to act as a barrier. The smooth satin scraped against the sensitized nubs, sending bursts of electricity straight to her clit. She squeezed her fists, fighting the urge to reach up and tweak the peaks in order to give her breasts some relief.
“Sera,” Carver called out again, his voice even lower and richer than before.
She squeezed her thighs together and moved farther away from the entrance to the sun-room, hoping he’d stay where he was. Her heart hammered out an erratic rhythm against her rib cage as moisture coated her brow. The cooler air of the sun-room swirled around her, teasing her overheated skin with the promise of relief if only she’d take off her clothes. Tingles raced along her inner thighs, over her nether lips, and swirled at the base of her back as her arousal increased. Her panties soaked up her juices. Why did this always happen to her when she was around him or his friend Thornton?
She tried to reach for the calm of her feline side, but the cat refused to come to her call. It just blinked at her from the Otherwhere—that secret place where shifters’ animals stayed until called forth.
The panther snorted. “Oh, I see how it is. First you’re scared and now you’re horny. Go ahead. Leave me like this so you can get laid, bitch.”
A sliver of fear traced an icy finger down Sera’s spine. She was on her own and scared of what she might do. It was a week before the full moon. Her hormones were starting to surge, and the air was saturated with free magic.
“Mate?” the Panther asked.
The word whispered through Sera’s mind but did nothing to dispel the fog of need that filled her. She shoved it away. Mates outside of the shifter species were rare. She was more likely to be mated to a werewolf than a demon. But how else to explain these overwhelming feelings?
She turned her attention to Carver and studied his face. Darkness bathed his features, but she couldn’t miss the hunger in his onyx eyes. Nor could she ignore the tension that radiated from him. He was like a tethered beast ready to snap his leash at any moment. His eyes narrowed to slits, and she swallowed as her palms became damp.
“You’re not going to hurt me, Carver.” She prayed the demon hadn’t been drinking the punch. The once-red concoction had so much alcohol in it just a whiff from thirty paces could give you a buzz. Did liquor affect demons? She wasn’t sure.
“I haven’t been drinking.” Carver’s voice sounded as if it were moving closer, despite the fact that he hadn’t taken a single step toward her. Maybe he was using demonic magic to make a clone of himself. She’d read about such things while doing research for Bridget. But that ability was a legend, wasn’t it?
Sera strained to hear his footsteps, damning herself for not having turned on the lights when she’d entered the room. All the furniture looked like black blocks with no definition or distinction. The place seemed cluttered with shadows. Her heart hammered against her rib cage as she continued to step backward.
The party had felt oppressive. All she’d been able to focus on was Carver. He seemed to be everywhere she turned, so she’d fled. Now she was all alone in a distant part of the house with him. She swallowed hard and closed her eyes. She couldn’t understand where this fear was coming from. Carver had never shown the least inclination to hurt her, but she barely knew him beyond their encounters at The Java Demon, where he served her coffee. She had to be careful.
She opened her eyes and looked around for an exit. Light flickered beyond the windows from the Tiki torches and a few shadows passed before the glass, but she couldn’t spot a door. Her nerves were getting the better of her, making it difficult to focus.
“I won’t hurt you, Sera. I just want to talk.” Carver’s voice sounded right next to her ear. She could almost feel the humidity of his breath and the heat of his skin pressed against her back.
She whirled around to find nothing there. Disappointment and frustration filled her but she ignored the sensations. “Then turn on the light and stop these games.” The overhead lights flickered on, but the setting was too low for her to see all the details around her. She blinked a few times to adjust to the glow. “Thanks.”
As her sight adjusted she could make out his features and expression with clarity. There was blatant desire there as well as something else that she couldn’t quite put her finger on. In the shifter world it would be called “a gaze of claim.” If he were a shifter and they were surrounded by other shifters they would all know he’d staked his right to court her with that look. They would know to back off unless they wanted their throats ripped out.
“Like I said I don’t want to hurt you. I’ll stay right here if that makes you trust me.” Carver leaned against the archway entrance. His arms were crossed over his chest, showing off his well-muscled arms. Flame tattoos decorated the golden flesh. The spiked red choker that wrapped around his thick neck looked strained to its limit. The black leather of his sleeveless shirt stretched tight across the wide expanse of his pecs.
Sera’s gaze slithered down his body. His pants clung like a second skin to his muscular legs, tucked into knee-high boots. He was like some dark, wet dream she would refuse to acknowledge to herself during waking hours. The fire in his eyes burned so hot it seared into her skin.
He reached up to tuck an errant, inky-black tendril of hair behind his ear and gave her a smile. If he’d been a vampire he would be flashing her some fang. The lack of the pointy teeth only made her unease grow and her arousal increased. She wondered how he’d mark her. With his hands, maybe? He had long, thick fingers with trimmed fingernails. A ripple of heat rolled through her body at the thought of him gripping her, holding her still as he drove into her over and over again. Maybe he’d hold her wrists behind her back? Or maybe he’d call in his best friend, Thornton, to hold her still, distracting her with kisses and caresses. Maybe Carver would fuck her ass while Thorn took her pussy.
The image filled her head. Her vaginal muscles clenched as moisture dampened her panties, and her nipples tightened further to aching points. She wanted to blame Lunar Lust for her growing desire to fuck, but she knew it was more than that. Carver and Thorn made her question herself. They tested her self-control. When she was around them she wanted to touch, caress, and cuddle into them. She wanted to feel all that corded muscle over her, under her, all around her. She shook her head, trying to clear it.
Carver’s grin widened. “Well, well, well, my saucy little black cat wants to be fucked by me and my best friend. I had hoped you’d be open to that.”
“Get out of my head,” she gritted out as she tried to force the images away. Her fear rose up again, turning to panic. How far could he see into her thoughts? Could he find her fantasies? Her needs? She started to back away from him. The cat—damn it—refused to come to her aid.
“It’s rude to read a person’s mind without their permission. A violation.” She relaxed her body and got ready to attack if necessary. It was a rule—but not a law—among paranormals who were telepaths.
Physically, he didn’t pose much of a threat from where he was. Carver hadn’t moved. He remained lounging against the wall, a knowing look on his face. “You get out of my fucking head, my dreams, my desires, my fantasies. Then we’ll call it even.”
Carver straightened up and began to walk toward her with a slow gait that made her think of one of her feline shifter brethren stalking its prey. She swallowed as she realized that she was the prey this time. “What are you talking about?”
“I only came to this godsdamn party for you. And now that I have you alone, I can’t go another night without a taste of you. All I ask is one kiss.” Carver stopped a few feet away. It may as well have been the Grand Canyon between them. He seemed too far and yet so close.
Her body ached for his touch. She rubbed her arms, feeling exposed under his scrutiny. Those dark eyes roamed over her form, making her wonder if he found her lacking. Sure, he said she was in his dreams and fantasies, but demons lied as easily as they breathed.
Carver shook his head. “Don’t. I’m not going to deny it. I can see your doubt. I want you. No tricks, no denials. The question is, will you give in to me and Thorn? I know you want it, but I want to hear you give us permission.”
She stared at him, not believing for a second he was serious. “Exactly what are you saying?” Paranoia filled her. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Was this some kind of Samhain magic gone horribly wrong? Newbie witches had been known to cast love spells on this night because they thought it strengthened their power. Sometimes it did; sometimes it didn’t.
Carver moved forward until he stood only a foot before her. “Make no mistake, I’m not under some spell. This isn’t some passing fancy or a taste for the exotic. I want to fuck you. I want to make you cry out in orgasm and then do it all over again. I want to show you such pleasure that you can no longer ignore our attraction to each other. And just when you think I’m done, when we’re done, we’ll do it all over again. And then maybe we’ll go on a date…if we can move.” He gave her a crooked smile. “Well?”
Arousal flared throughout her body, hot enough to burn. Her cream soaked into her panties. Her heart rate increased as her legs turned to jelly. Words escaped her. She wasn’t sure how she could speak anyway. Her mouth had gone dry. All she could do was gaze at him in shock.
“Maybe I need to get specific.” He moved closer, invading her personal space. His body heat pressed against her skin, merging with hers. His unique cologne of coffee and spices swirled around her, becoming her air. With each pull of breath, he became a part of her.
She took a step back and he followed.
“You can run all you want, little cat. I’ll just continue to follow you. Now, where was I?” He tilted his head to the side and tapped his chin. “Ah, yes, specifics.”
He lifted his hand and reached forward. With just his fingertip he traced the curve of her chin. “Such soft skin, like silk. I’ve wanted to feel you against me for so long.” His touch slipped down her neck. “To taste your flesh, inhale your personal perfume.” He darted his head forward and inhaled before pulling back. His hair swung forward like a curtain of midnight streaked with crimson.
Her fingers itched to grab hold and feel the satin tresses under her grip. To feel his hair brushing against her inner thighs as he went down on her…she mewled at the thought. She closed her hands into fists to keep from reaching out. His fingertip edged the neckline of her corset. Her nipples throbbed with the need to be touched. She inhaled and waited for him to do something, anything.
He continued to outline the deep scoop neck of her corset. “I want to suck your tits until you squirm and beg me to fuck you.”
She pressed her thighs together as her clit began to throb in earnest and her temperature spiked. She let out a shaky breath as her knees shook. The desire to act out what he was describing overwhelmed her. She relaxed her legs, the pressure on the aching bundle of nerves had only increased, making her want to lift her skirt and work herself into a frenzy.
“I want to kiss my way down your stomach, tracing your curves with my hands, finding out the secret spots that make you gasp and groan.” He moved closer until their clothes touched. He reached out, grabbed her hips, and pulled her against him. His erection pressed against her stomach. Just the feeling of the thick ridge made her pussy contract. She wanted to remove her soaked panties. The feeling of the wet fabric against her clit only agitated her further.
“And once I’m between your thighs I will bury my face there and eat you out and worry your clit until you come over and over again.” He dipped his head down, bringing his lips just a breath away from hers. “And you will be crying out my name.”
All she could do was stare into his onyx gaze. Words had fled her mind and the images took shape before her eyes.
“Then, I’ll give you a reprieve by turning you over and spanking your sweet ass until you can’t stand it anymore and you beg me to fuck you—hard, fast, and deep.” His voice shook as he murmured his desires.
Sera began to whimper, unable to stop the noise from emerging. It was all she could do to keep from begging him to start right that very minute.
“And if you’re a really good girl—and I mean a good girl—I’ll ask my best friend to join us. Him in your ass and me in your pussy.” Carver pressed his palm against her stomach and slipped it down until he covered her mound. “You want to be our good girl, don’t you?”
She nodded, unsure of what it would take to be that, but knowing that whatever it was she’d do it. He smiled and it felt as though the sun had come out. Heat radiated from his lips. She reached up to cup his face and bring him closer for a kiss, but he lifted his head.
“Tsk, tsk, not yet. I’m not finished.” He rolled his hips, rubbing his erection into her. The noises she made turned to moans. “Feel that? Every inch for you, used to pleasure you, fuck you, make you moan and scream and beg and cry out, to own you. I’ll sink into you over and over again, make you come so hard you’ll see stars. I’ll use toys, my fingers, my mouth, my tongue, my lips, my cock to worship you as you deserve. My beautiful one, I will never do to you what that bastard, Arthur, did to you.”
Sera jerked back. The fantasy faded away at the mention of her ex. How could he? She narrowed her eyes at him. “How do you know about Arthur? Only Mysta, Bridget, and Lana know what happened with him.”
Carver shrugged. “Word does get around, even if you don’t open that pretty mouth of yours. Besides, the asshole told anyone who would hear at the Harvest Festival about leaving you. But don’t worry, Thorn and I put him in his place.” A hard look entered Carver’s eyes, a darkness that glittered in the inky black of his irises. He gave her a dark smile.
Her nipples pebbled to the point of pain and she shivered. The arousal stirred to life. “Why would you do that for me? Whatever it is you did.”
Carver bent his head down. “Because I will fight to have you and shed blood to keep you safe and keep your heart secure. You are worth it. You are priceless. Do not doubt that.”
He cut off any response by lowering his head and pressing his lips to hers. Her mind became swathed in desire, and her body temperature rose once again. She was in so deep she wasn’t sure she wanted to escape.
 



Chapter Two
 
 
A few hours earlier…
 
 
Sorry but I need someone who will be there for me. Take care of yourself. The e-mail’s words rolled around Seraphena’s head as she took a sip of her chardonnay. She tried to focus on what Ariel was saying to Donna, but all she could think of was Arthur. She took another swallow of the wine and let the dull buzz filter through her system, only to feel the spark die down as her shifter’s metabolism took over, keeping her sober.
The words continued to roll around and she tried to find meaning in them. She got nothing. It was more like the bastard hadn’t been there for her. She waved away the thoughts. Tonight was about forgetting and she intended to do just that.
“Carver St. James just showed up, and he’s looking hot I might add.” Ariel tilted her head toward the door. “Whew, spank me daddy! All in leather too. Is that a red collar? Ooooh, dirty priest. Sexy! At least I think he’s supposed to be a priest. Whatever. Sexy is sexy.”
Sera turned to look. Her legs turned to jelly and she lost feeling in her hands. Heat flared on her face. She swallowed and found her throat refused to work. Her gaze was locked onto the dark figure of Carver and his best friend, Thornton, drifting over to the punch bowl. Ariel was right. Whatever he was supposed to be, he was walking sex in black leather.
“Damn. If I wasn’t mated, the things I would do to that demon. I’d show him some tricks he’s never even heard of.” Donna barked out a laugh and took swig of her beer. “Now, I have a new thing for Troy to dress up as.”
Sera growled. The sound came out before she could check it and embarrassment quickly followed. She wanted the ground to swallow her whole. Why couldn’t she control herself when it came to those two demons? She’d like to be able to chalk things up to Lunar Lust, but even when the moon wasn’t full she was just as reactionary. She needed to calm down or she would march over there and mark them as hers.
Donna held her hands up. “Whoa there. He’s not mated, and last I checked your name isn’t tattooed on his ass.” She gave Sera an impish grin. “You know, he and his best friend won’t be alone for long. Better go over and stake your claim.”
A few months ago she wouldn’t have noticed Carver or Thornton in a sexual way. She had been in an exclusive relationship that was going somewhere. Or so she’d thought. Her mother, Francine, had been so pleased. Arthur was really top rung in the feline shifter community. Now all she wanted was closure.
“Hey, where’d you go?” Ariel grinned and nudged her. “We were just wondering how Thorn would look in assless chaps.”
Sera let her train of thought go. Tonight was about fun. “Sorry.”
Ariel laid a hand on her shoulder and gave the muscles a squeeze. “Don’t you dare get all dopey over Arthur. He’s an ass. It’s so his loss.”
Donna nodded. “I wanted to say something when you were still with him, but you were so happy. I thought I was imagining things, but then I heard it wasn’t just me…”
Sera clenched her jaw. “D, just spit it out.”
Donna licked her lips. “Well…he did make a pass at me. I threatened to castrate him with a butter knife and he backed off…but still, you’re like a sister to me. I’m sorry I kept my mouth shut. It didn’t help that your mother told me to keep things under a tight lid. I just…I’m sorry, hon.”
Sera pressed her lips together and counted to ten before she could speak. Her own mother knew? Had there had been others? What else had she missed with Arthur? Tears burned her eyes. The room was too hot. There were too many people. Did they all know? Were they pitying her? Was that why they had invited her in the first place?
“That bastard,” Sera whispered. “Why was he even with me?”
Donna enveloped her in a hug that only served to make her feel even more claustrophobic. “Don’t hit me, but I think he was trying to play hard to get with Dina Kristia. Wanted her to think he was off the market, so if he did come after her she’d feel all flattered. Dina is a Grade-A bitch of no nonsense. She wouldn’t fall for that shit. And she didn’t.”
Sera pulled out of Donna’s embrace. Tears fell, even as she tried to blink them away. Her heart ached at being made a fool of. Her feline wanted to retreat and turn this new bit of news over, examine and accept it in the darkness and safety of home, but she’d be damned if she hid under the covers now. No, her mother and Arthur wouldn’t take her ability to have fun from her. She’d deal with them later. Tonight, fun was all that mattered.
“Hey, it’s OK. You know now, so no going back to that piece of slime. And besides, I doubt Carver or Thornton would allow him to get too close.” Ariel tilted her head toward the punch bowl again.
Sera peeked over and spotted the two demons staring at her. Her skin flushed and she felt suddenly self-conscious about how tight her clothing was. The twin gazes made her fidget. Shifting from one foot to the other, she ducked her head and took in her costume. She moved her hands over the tight, black mermaid skirt and then brushed imaginary dust from the black corset with floral edging. When she glanced over at the two men again, their stares were still on her. She readjusted her lacy, butterfly-shaped mask and hoped it looked OK.
Ariel gave her forearm a light smack. “Stop that. You look gorgeous.” Ariel turned away and Sera watched her scan the room.
“You stop looking for Zak and I’ll stop fidgeting.” Sera knew it wasn’t true. Her fingers adjusted the hem of her corset as if they had a mind of their own. Nervous energy filled her. It was as if she’d downed a few shots of espresso before coming to the party.
Ariel bobbed her head. “Not looking for him. Looking for the bathroom. I’ve had far too much wine and nature is calling.”
Sera relaxed. Ever since Zak had abandoned Ariel as his familiar she’d been watching for him around every corner. “Let’s go find it. I can go get some air. It’s too stuffy in here and I need some time alone.”
Donna pursed her lips. “Too stuffy, or you just want the demon duo to chase you?”
Sera rolled her eyes. “Air. Come on, Ariel.”
Twin stares followed her as she left the main room.
 



Chapter Three
 
 
Carver watched Sera leave the room. His heart hammered against his rib cage and need burned through his veins. He could feel the desire to claim start to consume him. He tightened his grip on his glass as he scented the air, searching for her unique perfume. The delicate aroma of sunlight and roses drifted toward him with a tang of arousal that lit him up from the inside out. The urge to follow her, find her, and fuck her filled his gut as his dick lengthened and hardened even more. His palms tingled and his back throbbed as his wings threatened to break free. If he wasn’t careful he’d turn completely red, an indication that the demon side of his nature had taken control. He would know he had lost control completely if his fire magic manifested and his wings broke through the skin.
If it happened, he doubted anyone would be too alarmed. His demonic wings were made up of red-and-black feathers on a frame of bones that looked as though they’d been roasted in a fire. But everyone would think it was part of some show the owners of the house had organized for Samhain. They’d probably just applaud. But he refused to be a sideshow for anyone, and he didn’t want to scare Sera away either.
It had been too long since he’d indulged fully in his desires. His free hand clenched into a fist. Sharp pinpricks of pain erupted in his skin as his fingernails dug into his palm. Find her. Fuck her. Claim her. Those imperatives circled his brain like water going down a drain.
He began to go after Sera, but a hand on his arm stopped him. With a growl he turned around to face whoever it was who dared touch him.
His best friend, Thornton, shook his head. “Give her some space. She looked upset.”
Carver couldn’t deny that. “Probably something to do with that Arthur asshole. You did send him far away, correct?”
Thornton gave him a dark smile. “Very far away. He’s not dead or dealing with taskmaster demons, though. I think they sent him to LA or something.”
Carver nodded. “Good. He deserves it for using her like that. Good thing Dina didn’t like him. Why he’s so lusted after in the feline shifter community I don’t even know. He’s not even that wealthy or handsome.”
Thorn shrugged. “It’s because he’s a pureblood shifter. His line hasn’t been tainted by a mixing of the species.” Disgust filled his face until Carver thought Thorn would throw up.
Carver shuddered. “They sound like the demonic hierarchy, too ancient and stuck in their ways. Idiots.” He hated all the talk of keeping things uncorrupted. Whenever he returned home to visit his family he had to listen to that nonsense. It was always about being the best or the oldest house, about being able to trace your line back to the Morning Star himself. Never mind that the original demon never cared much for purity himself.
“And yet you fit into that ideal, my friend.” Thornton raised his glass at him in a toast and saluted him.
Carver shuddered. “And? Doesn’t mean anything in the long run. Demonesses nowadays don’t care who they fuck. They’re no longer restricted to demons like ye olde days. We can be with who we want to be with. Besides, aren’t you from the oldest house, my friend? Lucifer’s such and such and such?”
“So? Doesn’t matter with my archangel father. Anyway, let’s get to the point. You want Sera.” Thorn’s face was completely impassive.
“Want can’t even begin to describe my desire for Sera. She is perfection made flesh.” A flash of heat burst in Carver’s body, and the change tried to find a foothold once more. Even his fire magic burned to come out and play. He could only imagine what Thorn was going through. One look at his friend’s pale face told the story. There was a tightness in his mouth and around his eyes that told of Thorn’s own war within.
“Look at you being poetic. I’ve never seen you so smitten before. I do have to admit I feel the same way. Now if she would be willing to allow us to share her…” Thorn looked away but Carver didn’t miss the blatant yearning in his eyes.
Carver’s face flushed with heat. It was the norm among demon kind to share their mates. Each para community had their own customs in this regard. Among lynx shifters, you had no choice but to share; fox shifters tended to be born as twins or triplets, and you had to accept all the siblings or none. But demons were different. With every generation fewer females were born. They had to either share their women or die out.
During Carver’s first sexual experience, Thorn had been there with him to calm him down and help him focus on the woman instead of his own nerves. His best friend was like a brother to him. It felt natural for him to be there, helping him to bring as much pleasure to their chosen partner as possible. He hoped Sera could understand that, but he didn’t want to feel as if he was giving her away or selling her to his best friend for sex. She would have complete say in everything they did. Their Sera should know she was loved and appreciated and that they desired every inch of her. With Arthur out of the picture it was time for her to know it.
He couldn’t keep waiting, fantasizing that she’d take the initiative and come to them. It was now or never. A quick scan of the room showed she hadn’t returned, but that her friend, the lynx shifter, had.
“I’m going to go find her. I don’t like her being alone at this party. The punch might as well be all alcohol for all the shit they’re pouring in there.” He watched as yet another person came up to the pale pink liquid and poured in more cheap gin. Disgust filled him. If you were going to spike the punch why use the crap stuff? The mere sight of the low quality alcohol offended his demon sensibilities. So what if demons were the snobs of the paranormal world? There was something to be said for excellence.
“Go. I don’t want to ruin my Samhain with having to pull you off someone for dumping another bottle of shit gin into the mix. Nor do I want to have to deal with the sheriff and bail you out. I’d like to enjoy my holiday, thank you very much. I’ll find you when you’ve cornered our quarry.”
Thorn moved off to disappear in the crowd. Carver had no illusions that his friend would follow him after a few seconds. Thorn hated crowds as much as he did. It was a wonder he hadn’t started a fight by now. He was probably afraid to ruin his costume—whatever he was supposed to be. “Leather-clad something” was all he seemed to have come up with.
Carver took in a cleansing breath and let it out. The change had stalled for now but it would get worse before it got better. It wouldn’t do to scare her. All he needed was to sink his throbbing cock into Sera’s tight wet heat and he’d be right as rain.
Once he felt the stillness settle on him, he wove around people, ignoring the women who called out to him. His target was set and nothing short of a bomb would keep him from getting to her. The deeper into the throng he dove the angrier he became. Too many fucking people, too many scents diluting hers, and too much distance between them.
Find, fuck, claim. The words returned, only louder. Desire and anger drove his steps. As he brushed against the people at the party he could feel their needs and wants slip into his mind like silk. All it took was a touch and he knew what it would take for them to sell their souls. Carver hated that part of his nature and ignored it. He focused on tracking Sera.
Underneath the sweat, the mélange of perfumes, the confusion of pheromones and hormones—underneath it all he found the natural perfume that haunted his imaginings, his nighttime fantasies and wet dreams. He narrowed down his focus, weeding out all the other aromas to find hers. He used his demon sight to find her aura, a bright, vibrant trail of purples, reds, yellows, oranges, shot through with threads of black energy. It stood out like a sun among all the other dulled hues.
Her aura contained more than just her mood; it allowed him to read her. Her sexual desire became clearer as he approached, as well as her sadness and disappointment. The demon screamed in his head, a wild screeching cry. He would wipe every last trace of that asshole from her memory.
It had eaten away at him, knowing she was connected to Arthur, that asshat of an ex. Once he saw an opening he’d sent Thorn in. His best friend had gotten Arthur alone and given him an ultimatum: break up with Sera or become hellhound chow. The little coward had shit his pants and promised to leave her.
Carver hadn’t wanted to cause her pain but she deserved so much more than that piece of shit. The bastard had been using her to make another woman jealous. He was not worthy of her love.
Things grew even worse when Carver and Thorn had brought the issue up with her mother, who had known what Arthur was doing the whole time and let it happen. It had taken everything in him not use his demonic powers to compel her to leave town without a word, or to open up a portal to a distant planet and send her hurtling through it.
But no, they would let Sera’s mother stay in the picture, for Sera’s sake. Eventually the truth would come out and they would be there to pick up the pieces. How it would affect her leap, her black panther community, would be up to her.
Carver drew comfort from the way Sera had set up her life. Pride filled him as he turned over all her accomplishments. Very few shifters left their respective communities and thrived in their ventures. Sera had a job, her own home, and friends who loved her. What more could you want in life? Well…true mates who would fulfill her heart’s desire in a hot second. Carver believed, without a doubt, that he and Thorn were the mates she needed, if only she would let them in and give them a chance.
Carver made his way out of the main hall where the party was being held and into the darker, quieter part of the house. He stretched out his senses to find out if there was anyone nearby besides himself and Sera. A few people were moving on the periphery, but no one close enough to disturb them. They would have privacy.
Should he tell her about the meeting with her mother? Carver didn’t want to start things off with Sera on a lie by omission. She had turned both him and Thorn down flat. In Francine’s world, men who owned and operated a mere coffee house were not worth her time. He doubted Sera felt that way, but it had given him pause. There was more hanging on tonight than just sex. If she accepted them both, it told him that she could look beyond appearances to what mattered. He and Thorn were men who would love, fight, and die for her if need be.
As Carver followed her aura and scent, he allowed his mind to turn over the possibilities of what could happen. One thing was for sure—sex was on the menu. Maybe in the morning they could talk. For now he needed to make sure she would be open to the both of them. Her trail led him to the back of the house, toward the sun-room.
The sun-room had the best views of the gardens. The entire back wall was made up of floor-to-ceiling windows, and it also had enough tall foliage to block the view and allow a modicum of privacy. His cock jerked at the thought of maybe getting caught or putting on a show for a few discreet and discerning voyeurs who’d be lucky enough to watch as he and Thorn pleasured Sera into pure bliss. He wasn’t into exhibition per se, but if you fucked in a public place you could end up with an audience. That was part of the thrill. But if said spectators couldn’t be discreet he’d deal with them personally. He refused to have Sera’s reputation besmirched by prudes.
By the time he arrived at his destination his skin burned and sweat bathed his face. His fingertips stung as the demon part of him pushed to be let loose. He paused to push that part of himself down. It wouldn’t do to scare her away. He hung back in the darkened entrance, not wanting to announce his presence just yet. For a moment he wanted to observe her mood and adjust his plan if need be.
She stood in the middle of the space, her body relaxing bit by bit, the emotions that he had witnessed earlier fading away until all that was left was the second-nature alertness that all shifters possessed. He sensed that her feline counterpart was at ease. Her black panther counterpart was not someone he wanted to meet. Once in feline form he knew her irises would become a bright, lamplight yellow. She’d also have a rich pelt of black fur. It would take time and a lot of pain for her to pull back the change. Pain was something he didn’t want to cause her—at least not in that sense. Would she enjoy the riding crop or want something stronger? Maybe a flogger or a paddle? A little slap and tickle wouldn’t hurt anyone.
A fever crawled over his skin as the demon rushed up to destroy Carver’s self-control. He ordered it back and waited, allowing the seconds to tick by while the demon pulled back like a receding tide. Once it was back deep down he exhaled and stilled, waiting to be discovered.
She didn’t even look in his direction. What could be preoccupying her so much she didn’t even acknowledge him?
He gazed at her form. He loved her outfit. It was not really a costume, just something simple and dressy. The top part of her skirt hugged her hips lovingly and showed her rounded ass to perfection. Her corset lifted her small breasts, offering just a hint of cleavage. Her hair was a mass of soft waves that framed her face perfectly. She had delicate features and wide, hazel eyes that were a warm mix of brown, green, and gold, and at times they turned to amber.
Carver focused his attention on the gentle curve of her cheeks. They begged to be cupped by his palms. He yearned to dot a kiss on her pert nose. Her lush, rosebud mouth was a temptation all on its own, with its plush lower lip that just pleaded to be sucked, worried, and nibbled.
He held back a groan at the thought of that plump flesh wrapped around his dick. Arousal swirled low in his groin, filling his cock. The shaft jerked and throbbed and his balls tightened, bringing him closer to climax. The demon tried to rise up, but with a force of will he pushed it away. Not yet. The damned thing hissed but retreated into his dark cavern to pace. Always pacing.
In a room full of people he could control himself, distract the creature. Alone with her he was tempted to run free. Screw Thorn for not being here. Without Thorn here to stop him and calm him down he could feel the thread of his self-control shred to pieces. He could taste the musk and sweetness of her shifter heat on the air, along with the darker desires she kept from the surface. Images flashed through his mind of what she would want and need during sex. A rush of heat had his skin tightening just a little and an ache started on the crown of his head. Damn it. Where was Thorn? He didn’t dare take his eyes off of her. There was no way he would let her slip out of the back and into the garden.
Carver took in a deep, cleansing breath. He had to approach her with calm. He had to look as harmless as possible—well, as harmless as a man dressed like a priest could look. Again the demon tried to surge up and the demonic flush slipped over his skin like heated silk.
At least he wasn’t a vampire. If he had been, his fangs would be out and his eyes would take on a red sheen. He shuddered at the thought. Some assumed that demons and vampires were distant cousins, or at least cut from the same cloth. Nothing could be further from the truth. Demons had once been angels but had fallen from grace. Vampires had been humans who had used blood magic to become what they were now.
In an unguarded moment Carver studied Sera’s face. Emotions flitted across her features like fallen leaves. To most they’d be unfathomable, but to someone who’d watched her closely he could pick each one out with ease. He saw worry, sadness, fatigue, fear, and desire. She was an open book to him. Sera wore her heart on her sleeve but tried to hide it. With patience and time a person could learn all her secrets, and Carver wanted to do just that.
His skin tightened, and his heart hammered out a staccato beat in his chest. His stomach muscles clenched in anticipation as his breathing ticked up a notch. He fisted and relaxed his hands. Nervous energy jittered through his blood. He felt as though he’d swallowed a large mug of black coffee. He was too energized to focus. It was as if he’d returned to his gangly youth and had no idea how to talk to a woman.
He licked his lips and just spoke up, letting whatever came out be his opening gambit. “You’re a far way from safety, Seraphena.”
Even to his own ears, his voice sounded too deep. There was an edge of roughness to it. Why the fuck did he have to sound so stalker-y? He could have kicked himself for what he’d just said.
He watched her ease turn to fear. The sharp metallic scent of alarm was like a bullet sounding in the quiet room. It drowned out all of her other emotions.
Carver opened his mouth to apologize, to say something else, anything to soothe her, but his inner demon took that moment to push forward. One thing that brought out the beast in him was the chase. The demon wanted her to run from him so he could hunt her down and claim her. Demons were like shifters in that regard, and yet they were far more dangerous. Carver’s fire magic danced close to the surface of his skin, ready to cage and keep his prey.
Lava poured into his body, thick and binding, until he couldn’t move or breathe without feeling it all around him. His senses sharpened. He heard her heartbeat, like a steady drum in his head. He could feel the warmth of her skin increase in slow increments. He watched, with heightened vision as she parted her lips, and the delicate tip of her tongue flicked out to wet them. Her pupils widened and her breathing increased.
He wanted to feel the tip of her tongue tracing a circle around his nipples, down his stomach to swirl a pattern over his navel before moving down to tease and torment his throbbing cock. He watched her mouth, wishing he could feel that humidity ghosting over his skin and the press of her flesh to his. He imagined her tormenting and teasing him, testing the very self-control that was almost shattered to pieces. The demon hissed in its cave. It moved with a slinking grace that reminded him of a snake.
With a silent growl he cursed himself and pushed the demon back once again, not as far down as he would have liked, but it was all he could muster.
Her arousal wrapped around him like a blanket. Her musk was intoxicating; there was a depth and a sweetness and a subtle bite to it. He wanted to find the source, bury himself in it until she came for him over and over again, until she could neither run nor walk away from him, until she no longer feared him.
Wariness darted across her face. He took a moment to inhale and exhale, trying to adjust to this new situation. The question of his competence showed in her eyes. He realized in a flash that she assumed he was drunk. And he realized a moment later that she was right. If you could get inebriated on a person’s presence then yes, he was drunk and he wanted more.
The pull to move closer, to touch her, made his skin itch and palms tingle. The room seemed so damn big and she felt too far away. But he had to assure her that he wasn’t here to hurt her.
“I won’t hurt you, Sera. I just want to talk.” His voice echoed back at him, sounding distant, as if it came from somewhere behind her. Shit. He hadn’t meant to allow his demonic magic into the game yet. Voice projection was one of the most basic tricks demons had up their sleeves. They used it to lure or scare their victims, and it was a talent they learned to control early. He wanted to slap his forehead, back away and leave her alone, but found himself rooted to the spot. His feet refused to obey him. His legs were so tense he thought they’d break off.
His head continued to throb and his balls ached as the pressure inside of him rose. Any second now he expected to come in his pants. That would be a sure way to drive her away. He was that damn close. If he moved a hand to squeeze his cock would that frighten her?
If only Thorn was there. Thorn would have been able to talk to her. Carver closed his eyes and prayed that Sera wouldn’t run off on him before he had a chance to explain. It was unacceptable that a demon of his ilk would pull such a rookie maneuver. He’d spent years honing his abilities and self-control. Only a few minutes around Sera and he’d turned into an idiot.
He watched as she turned around, ready to pounce, searching for the source of his echoing voice. Her gaze darted around the room before settling on him. Something glittered in her eyes, making them glow a soft gold. It was both eerie and enticing at the same time. He wanted to move toward those eyes.
“Then turn on the light and stop these games.”
For a second he wasn’t sure if he’d heard her right. She wanted him to turn on the lights? He let out a breath and thanked the old gods that she hadn’t sent him away or run from him. Thorn would have his hide if that happened.
He reached out and patted around until he found the switch. Soft yellow illumination spilled over the room. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust. When they did, he loved what he saw. Whether bathed in darkness or full light, Sera was gorgeous. His palms itched to touch her, to trace her curves, to show her without words how much he adored her. He tried to relax and show her he was harmless. It didn’t seem to be working. His body felt foreign, an achy, throbbing, overheated thing on the verge of eruption. Was this what a volcano felt like?
Sera bobbed her head at him, causing her hair to shift a bit against her cheek. “Thanks.”
Tension still hung around her and the colors of her aura had darkened. Carver watched the swirl of rich crimson and midnight blue, the deep gold and pumpkin orange, the threads of black and spirals of purple. As she relaxed, she allowed her hormones to break free and her desire to nudge its way back up to the surface.
Carver responded automatically, hypnotized by the color show. The demon part of him rose up, like silk filling him, until it was too late to stop it. He found himself spouting off words without knowing what they meant. Desire swirled in his gut, saturating his body with fire and need. It wasn’t until he stood before her, his body pressed against hers, that he realized he’d moved.
She felt so warm, so alive and vibrant. Her pupils had dilated, her heart rate had doubled and her breaths came out in soft puffs that caressed his skin and sent goose bumps over his bare arms. He had to taste her, had to connect with her on a deeper level. Unable to fight himself any longer he lowered his head and kissed her.
Perfection. Electricity shot through his system, stealing his breath and causing his heart to stutter. His thoughts went blank. All he could feel was her body against his. All he could taste was the cool, fruity wine she’d had earlier. His thoughts centered on keeping the connection, continuing on in the moment. Her breasts pillowed against his chest. He could feel her nipples through the thin fabric of her corset. Her hips filled his palms, allowing him a firm hold. The only thing that could make this moment better was if they were both naked. Heat rippled down his spine and rolled around his balls. His cock jerked against the leather. The material cocooned his shaft in softness, only adding to his desire.
Carver’s lungs burned from the lack of oxygen, but he kept his mouth sealed to hers. He didn’t dare try to push for more, didn’t dare break the moment. What if this was a dream? What if she evaporated as soon as he lifted his head? He didn’t move, not even an inch. If he gave her a second to think, she could turn this into something bad or dirty. Her arousal was driving him crazy. It merged with his own libido until he couldn’t tell the difference.
His fingers itched to sink into her hair and get a good grip, but he kept them where they were. An image appeared in his mind of her tied down to the bed with leather straps, blindfolded, awaiting the dual pleasure that only he and Thorn could give. It stole what little breath he had left. His thoughts swirled and his body burned as his cock throbbed and he was pushed closer to climax. He felt close to passing out.
Unable to hold off any longer, he pulled back, letting out a gasp as his body trembled. Pleasure rocked him to the core, making it difficult to think.
“Carver?” Sera’s palm pressed against his cheek, cooling some of the ardor. The soothing touch allowed him to think but only for a second.
His name on her lips was like a gun going off next to his ear. He jerked back and gazed down at her as beads of sweat slipped down his temple and traced a path along his jaw. Shame filled him at almost losing control. He’d forgotten where he was, who he was with.
He shook his head. “I’m sorry. I forgot myself.”
His voice was a hoarse whisper that grated on his ears. His senses were still sharpened. As the moisture slipped over his flesh it felt like ants skittering over his skin. He shivered and tried to step back, but she didn’t remove her hand and he didn’t want to break contact. Instead, he took slow deep breaths and focused on her. The demonic flush rippled over his torso and spread down his legs.
“It’s OK. I’m here if you need me.” She nibbled on her bottom lip and worry filled her now-golden eyes. Flecks of bronze and green glinted at him from her irises. He could feel her shifter magic dancing on the air, mingling with his demonic essence. Her aura pulsed with bright, vibrant colors—pinks, sky blues, lilacs, mint greens, and whites streaked with silver. He felt settled and calmed by the sight. Desire still buzzed around his body, but he felt better with her hand on his cheek. She stroked his skin, her silken fingertips brushing against his stubble, making him wish he’d shaved. The rasping sound in his ears made him cringe.
“What’s going on?” she whispered. “Carver, you OK?”
“Not sure,” Carver whispered. He felt as though he was waking up from a night of drinking but without the nausea. His head began to pound, and the brightness of her aura made his brain hurt all the more. The room dimmed and he exhaled.
Sera grabbed his hand. “Come on, let’s sit.”
She guided him to the couch and urged him to sink down onto plush cushions.
Thorn entered, the heels of his boots clicking on the stone floor. They sounded like shots in the quiet of this part of the house. “Ah, you’re drunk on Sera’s beauty,” he announced. “Understandable. I’m a bit in awe myself.” Thorn grinned, showing full, straight, white teeth. A wicked spark lit up his stormy gray eyes. Desire emanating from him in waves. He sat down next to Sera, sandwiching her between them.
Carver swallowed back a comment on how right it felt to have her like this, to have them like this. He gave what he hoped was a solid smile but couldn’t force his lips to move up all the way.
As the minutes ticked by he could feel his body calming down and the ardor turning into a low buzz. Even his thoughts were clearer. Embarrassment filled him. But at least he hadn’t set anything on fire.
Thorn’s eyes narrowed and a dangerous glint filled his gray eyes.
Carver shook his head. He hoped his friend didn’t become so concerned that he started asking him if he was OK. That would provoke him. Last thing a demon wanted to hear was the inference that he was weak. He didn’t want to snap in front of Sera.
Twin patches of red appeared on Sera’s cheeks. Carver could smell her arousal as well as her embarrassment. He shook his head. He couldn’t understand why she should feel shame. He lifted his gaze to Thorn who held up a pack of cards. Carver frowned. What the hell would cards do in this situation? He was at a loss as to what his friend wanted. He wished that they had formulated a plan before he had taken off to find her.
“How about a distraction, yes? A chance for Carver to cool off and for us to get to know the exquisite Seraphena? A game of high card. The rules are simple. Lowest card has to answer any question the winner asks. It just has to be the truth. Yes?”
Sera glanced between the two of them. She nibbled her lip and fidgeted with the ribbon on her corset. “You’ll answer anything I ask?” Her voice quivered and his heart tugged.
Carver reached out and took her chin between his index finger and thumb. “Anything.” He had nothing to hide.
“And everything,” Thorn added.
Carver exhaled. He felt calmer, more grounded. And with Thorn here he wouldn’t lose his cool, he hoped. But his demon side continued to poke and prod his defenses, wanting another taste of Sera. He didn’t blame it. His lips still tingled and his chest felt hot. At least his heart rate had returned to normal. Breathing was no longer a struggle and his mind was clear. For now.
In a flash of inspiration, Carver added a rule to the game. “And just to make it interesting those with the lowest cards must strip.”
Thorn shook his head but didn’t rebuke or contradict him.
Sera’s eyes widened. “Strip?” Her fingers worked the ribbon to the point where she pulled the bow loose.
Being naked, open, and vulnerable could break through the walls and distance. Carver reached out and held her hands still. “It’s OK, beautiful. If you don’t want to strip, we won’t.”
Her features hardened and her jaw worked back and forth. She gripped his hands tighter and shook her head. “No, let’s do this.”
He stared at her. Heat flared high and he couldn’t suppress the whoop of excitement. Thorn laughed and Sera blushed.
Carver cleared his throat. “As you can tell, I’m eager to see you naked, Sera.”
She narrowed her eyes at him. “How do you figure? For all you know, I’ll pull a high card every time.” She tossed her head and her mink-colored hair shimmered and fell over her shoulder in a curtain.
Carver longed to thread his fingers through that hair and tug. He couldn’t help but chuckle. “Proud little minx, aren’t you? Well you’ll lose. Between us, your chances of a high card are very low. How about we wager for something a bit more than outfits?”
He waited to see if she would become skittish again. She met his stare head on, not even blinking. “Go on.”
He reached out and traced a finger down the center of her body until he got to the end of the ribbon and tugged a bit more. “If we win, I get to taste your pussy and Thorn gets to tease and suck your tits?”
She blinked. Again that flush of red filled her cheeks. Was Sera that coquettish when it came to sex? He’d always assumed she was confident in everything she did. It was one of things that attracted him to her. This new side of her fascinated him.
Thorn leaned forward and brought his head closer to her neck, his lips only millimeters from her throat. “Just think of it, sweet, me tugging, sucking, biting your beautiful nipples. Are they as sensitive as I imagine, or will I have to work to make you come for Carver and me? Maybe you’d like us to bind your hands to your sides and place clamps on them. Jewels would be perfect for her, yes? I think rubies and emeralds. Diamonds are too pedestrian for such a vibrant creature. Maybe you’d like your clit clipped too?”
Sera rocked back and forth on the couch, her ass squirming against the cushions. Carver could see the deep indent of the pillows. He watched her throat work and could hear the pounding of her heart in his ears. Once again, his demonic senses sharpened and watched as her aura turned garnet, onyx, deep amethyst, and bronze. The hues swirled around her, seeming to caress her body, stoking her temperature higher until he felt as though she was sitting next to a hearth on a cold winter’s night.
He bent forward and inhaled her arousal. “I’ll bet your panties are soaked right now and your clit is screaming for attention, love. You’re so tight and ready for us, aren’t you? Maybe we should forgo the card game and just get down to fucking, hmmm?” He reached out and tugged on a stray tendril that had fallen across her cheek.
“No.”
That single word stilled him. He glanced at Thorn to gauge his reaction. Confusion filled Thorn’s stormy gray eyes. Carver opened his mouth to ask if she was turning down their game when she spoke.
“No, you’re going to have to work to get me naked. And then maybe I’ll consider sex with you.” She lifted her chin, a queen surveying her soon-to-be-lovers. She glanced between the two of them.
The stubborn set to her jaw and the hardness of her bronze eyes told Carver all he needed to know. She wouldn’t budge.
Thorn grinned and ripped off the plastic covering of the deck. “Fine then. Games it is.”
Carver moved away from her. His hand trembled as he pulled it from her face and went about clearing the low coffee table that sat a few feet away from him. He pulled the piece of furniture closer. The scrape of the wood against the stone floor made him wince. Carver threw a glance toward the entryway. “I wish this room had a door.”
Despite his words, the thrill of someone catching him zinged along his spine like an electrified sliver. It had always been a fantasy of his to almost get caught having sex. He turned his attention to Sera and wondered if she would approve of such a thing.
She just shrugged. “We’re far enough away from the party that we won’t be disturbed unless someone gets lost. But if they find us, who cares as long as we’re having fun?”
Thorn sucked in a breath.
Sera held up a finger. “That doesn’t mean I’m totally fine with fucking in front of a large bunch of people. But maybe one or two is OK. As long as they get off too, where’s the harm?”
A lump formed in Carver’s throat. He tried to find breath, but his thoughts had been blown to smithereens at her words. He opened and closed his mouth in an effort to speak but couldn’t find his voice. His heart skipped a beat and his balls throbbed as his cock pressed, insistent, against his leather pants. He turned his attention to Thorn for guidance and all he got was Thorn’s Adam’s apple bouncing up and down.
“Shiiiit,” he managed, at last.
“What he said,” Thorn murmured.
The evil wench laughed. “Men. So predictable and yet so cute.” She reached up and grabbed a hank of Carver’s hair, pulling it down until their noses touched. “By the end of the night I’ll own you both.” A wicked smile made her lush lips look that much more seductive. She looked like a wicked woman with her red lips and that spark of naughtiness in her dark gold eyes. Her pupils were dilated and he could smell her arousal. It was muskier and darker in its perfume. Her aura swirled and flexed, a seductive candy-apple red.
Carver could feel her need dance on his skin, taste the sweetness of her honey, drink in her fire and passion. His head swam and for a moment he thought he’d pass out from all the emotions she was projecting without even knowing it. His vision cleared just in time.
She pulled back, released his tresses, stood up, and lifted her skirt. “Why don’t I get this party started, hmmm?”
The dark fabric pooled over her hands, hiding what she was doing, but with her legs exposed Carver saw a rich expanse of cocoa-colored skin wrapped up in sheer black stockings. He damn near swallowed his tongue but caught himself just in time. A glance at Thorn showed he was just as enraptured by what Sera was doing. Her confidence radiated from her, throwing off sparks of heat that cascaded down Carver’s body, igniting the fire within him. He watched, hypnotized, as her hands worked under the dark fabric, teasing him with possibilities. She started to shake, causing the tops of her breasts to bounce up and down.
“Fuck.” Carver’s voice was a harsh whisper.
She shoved something down under her skirt, let it fall to the floor, and stooped down to pick up the object. When she straightened up she held up a scrap of black lace. She tossed it at Carver. Without thinking, he caught it. Thorn scooted over and they both gazed at what he now held: panties. The fabric was soaked with her cream and still warm to the touch.
“Sweet fucking goddess. You’re trying to kill us.” Carver gazed up at her in wonder as he brought her underwear to his nose and inhaled. His reward was a dark, smoky laugh. Yes, she was going to murder them, and he would go off to the Underworld with a smile on his face, willing to do it all over again.
 



Chapter Four
 
 
Sera didn’t know where this confidence was coming from. Her knees had turned to jelly, and her heart was trying to beat its way out of her chest. When she looked into the demons’ eyes, she saw her own desire reflected back at her. It had bolstered her spirits and made her forget about her pain. The desire in their eyes made her feel as if they wanted to devour her. She reveled in their attention. Just the thought of being under all that flesh intoxicated her.
A purr rumbled through her as her inner feline preened. She could feel her body trying to change, and her mating heat surged upward.
From the moment Thorn had joined them, it had been more than she could handle. She couldn’t wait to be the filling to their sandwich. Her pussy contracted and cream slipped down her thighs. Her nipples and clit throbbed for attention. She didn’t know where to look or who to focus on. It was a demon stud buffet, and she had no clue who or what to sample first.
All those frustrated nights and secret fantasies that had kept her from fully committing to Arthur were coming true. She knew she had to take this night with both hands or regret it for the rest of her life. There was no plan for after this. Demons weren’t like shifters. They rarely committed for life.
Nervous energy jittered through her limbs. She eyed both men, trying to figure them out. If they’d been feline shifters she would assume they were after her for leap status. Maybe it was her trust fund. There had been those, in the past, who’d wanted her to give them a free ride. She refused to let that happen here. But neither man seemed to know or care about her rank in her community or her personal wealth. That left her sex appeal, which she wasn’t entirely sure existed.
Her practical side took hold for a second, and she wondered what would happen after this. How could they go back to being just—whatever they’d had—when the night was over? There was no way she could walk in front of much less go into The Java Demon without seeing them, and she couldn’t very well send Mysta or Lana out every time she wanted coffee. The questions they would ask would make things worse. And if Bridget got involved… She nibbled her bottom lip as doubts and worries started to pile up in her mind.
Taking off her panties had been a tease and now her sex was exposed. Humid air swirled under her skirt and her arousal continued to churn in her body, but she couldn’t shut down her mind no matter what she tried. Staring at Carver didn’t help, neither did turning her focus on Thorn. She gritted her teeth, hating herself. It reminded her of the nights after the full moon when the insomnia would hit her hard, and she wouldn’t find any rest until the sun was breaching the horizon. At those times her arousal would ride her hard and only images of the two men in front of her would help get her off. But the buzz would still be there, coasting along her nerve endings, lighting up her body and making her squirm and cry out. Those times were torment. Not even her dual-headed vibrator would help calm her down.
Carver glanced up. His black gaze softened. He stood and reached out to cup her cheek. His thumb stroked her bottom lip, setting off sparks and warming her flesh as he gazed into her eyes. “You’re safe with us. If you want to stop at any time just say so. There will be no harm done, and we won’t think less of you. I promise. We just want you to know you are desired.”
Thorn murmured something, but she didn’t catch it. All she saw was the inky darkness of Carver’s eyes. A fire seemed to burn in the onyx depths, hinting at his heritage.
“It’s not that.”
Carver retracted his thumb but didn’t remove his hand. His thick, dark brows bunched together and confusion filled his eyes. “Then what?”
She tried to find the words to explain her worries. The feline’s silence didn’t help matters.
“Just tell us, love. We’ll understand,” Thorn urged. He stood up and slipped behind her and slid his arms around her waist, holding her close. Hardened muscles cushioned her back and ass, giving her comfort and solidity. A sigh slipped out and she closed her eyes for a moment, allowing herself the delicious option of letting him to take the burden.
She opened her eyes and straightened up. Being between them once again allowed her to focus on them and release some of her problems. The knot inside of her unwound a bit and she relaxed.
She exhaled. “My mother wants me to take my place in the feline shifter community and get ready to become the matriarch of my leap. I like my life, my job, my friends—everything. I thought my ex, Arthur, might have been the one.” She paused and ran a hand through her hair. “I don’t know why. I thought I was starting to fall for him but something always held me back.” She decided to keep back her attraction to them as the reason and pressed on. “I came to find out all he wanted was status and money and to make someone else jealous. I don’t know what I can bring to this, whatever it is. I don’t know what happens beyond this night. I’m doubting my appeal, despite the looks you’re giving me.”
Thorn’s palms stroked up and down her belly, setting her at ease even further. Carver’s thumb stroked her jawline and he gave her a gentle smile. “Then we take it one moment at a time. What you offer us is your pleasure, your beauty, your presence, your time, and honesty. Basically, you give us all of you and we’ll do the same.”
She tried to wrap her head around what he’d just said. It still didn’t make sense. Frustration welled up inside of her. She hated that she doubted their words. Would it always be like this? She gritted her teeth as some of the calm ebbed away.
Thorn pressed a kiss over her pulse point on her neck. “Why not let us show you rather than talk about it?”
She mulled over the request. She was already invested in this night. After all, she’d taken off her panties. Could she really go through with this?
“What do you have to lose? Let us distract you. How about we start with this?” Carver bent his head and took her lips in a soft kiss as Thorn’s hands slid up to cup her breasts.
She moaned against Carver’s mouth and opened hers up for him. His tongue slipped in as Thorn brushed her hair aside and blazed a path of nips, licks, and kisses down her neck. His hands kneaded the aching mounds, giving them just the right amount of pressure and attention. Desire flooded her mind as her confusion and tension faded away. She lifted up on tiptoes and wrapped her arms around Carver’s neck. Thorn’s hands followed the move to return to his teasing and tormenting of the globes. Through the thin material of her corset he found her and pinched her nipples, holding them tight.
Carver released her cheek and slipped his hand into her hair, gripping and tugging on the tresses, pulling her head back, allowing for more control and a deeper kiss. She moaned around his tongue as it twined and teased hers. Carver rested a palm on her hip and pulled her pelvis forward. He rocked his erection against her mound while Thorn released her turgid peaks.
A mini-orgasm shook through her body, taking her by surprise. Her feminine honey dampened her thighs as her clit pulsed and heat flooded her from head to toe. Her legs shook as she fought to stay upright.
Thorn undid the hook and eyelets of her corset one by one. As he exposed more and more of her skin he placed kisses along her spine until her corset was open all the way in the back.
Carver’s mouth turned hungry. He used his teeth to scrape along her bottom lip, and his tongue fucked the warm cave. He released her hair and stepped back, taking his body heat with him. He took hold of the straps of her top and pulled them along her arms. She released his neck and allowed him to slip the garment off of her. He let the corset drop down to the floor.
Both men took a step back. Cool air caressed her torso, slipping along her spine, between her breasts, across her stomach. Confusion set in. Why had they stopped? She glanced from one man to the other and then down at their groins. Both of them were sporting erections that tented their pants. She studied their faces. Carver’s and Thorn’s features were hardened. Determination lit up their eyes.
“I’m sorry, Sera. We went too far.” Carver bent down and picked up her corset.
Sera blinked and then shook her head as understanding dawned on her. “Leave it. Consider it a freebie.” She brushed her hair back over her shoulder. There was no way to judge if they’d planned that just to give them an advantage in the game, but she wouldn’t put it past them. Sneaky demons. They would pay for it; she would make sure of that.
Carver folded her top and placed it on the coffee table. Thorn settled down on the sofa and shuffled the cards, acting as if nothing had happened. Sera decided it would be safer and to her advantage not to sit between them again. It would be too tempting to just throw the game and demand that they fuck her. She pulled one of the plush wicker chairs closer to the coffee table. The rough scraping sound echoed around the room. She paused and listened for approaching footsteps. Nothing. She sank down into the deep cushion.
The smooth, firm back of the chair dug into her skin, keeping her alert. She waited for Thorn to act while she tried to calm her body down. Moisture coated her thighs and her clit pulsed. Her nipples were sore and her breasts ached. Tingles raced along her skin, making her want to move around. She could feel the ghost of Thorn’s lips on her back, and her lips burned from Carver’s kiss. She could taste the sweetness, spiciness, and richness of the whiskey he’d been drinking.
The imprint of their bodies against hers had branded her flesh. Now that she had the time to study him she noticed that Thorn was dressed in almost all leather. He wore a jacket, pants, and boots, and a mask with a satin shirt to top it off. She couldn’t quite say what his costume was supposed to be. A pirate? Or a rake? Maybe a highwayman? The guyliner was a nice touch, making his steely gray eyes stand out. His dark red hair, streaked with golden highlights, was pulled back into a low ponytail. Only a few strands had sneaked out to frame his angled face.
If she hadn’t known any better she would have said they were brothers. They had similar hawk noses, but Carver’s lips were fuller; Thorn’s had a more sensual curve to his. Both had sharp features, but Thorn’s were the more defined. Neither man was Hollywood pretty. There was a roughness about them, an untamable quality edged in danger. Since coming to Evenfall, neither man had ever tried to fit in with the shifters, the vampires, the witches, or wizards.
Demons liked flash. They liked sparkly, pretty things, which is why they gravitated to places like Vegas or New York or Chicago or Paris or Rome. They loved areas where souls were offered up freely, and they could wheel and deal unchecked. Having two demons all to herself made Sera want to find out a few things and report back to Bridget.
She considered the card game laid out before them. What would they want to know about her if they won? There wasn’t much to tell. She didn’t do much: an occasional drink with the girls, some shopping in the city, maybe a spa day if she had the time. Lately, she’d been spending more time at the office than at home. She hoped she didn’t come off sounding boring. But how else could she sound? Ever since the breakup she hadn’t made the effort to get out there. She’d been nursing her wounds.
As Thorn dealt the cards, Sera focused on his hands. They were strong hands, with smooth backs, tanned with a smattering of red and blond hair. He dealt out three cards, one for each of them, with ease. Sera picked hers up and examined it. A two of clubs. She looked up at what the men had gotten. Carver held up an ace of spades and Thorn showed off a five of hearts.
“Well, well, well, I lose the first round. You’ve already taken off my corset…” She reached up and cupped her breasts, giving each globe a few squeezes before taking both nipples between her thumbs and index fingers and giving them a pinch. Electricity arced straight to her clit, giving her a jolt of pleasure. She moaned and released the tips. “And I took off my panties…” She slid a hand down her abdomen, pausing to circle her middle finger around her navel before continuing on to cup her mound. Pleasure and heat swirled around her body as the arousal woke in her again, and the pressure began to build. She groaned and lifted her hips. The tip of her middle finger was only a few millimeters from her clit. If she eased her hand a little lower she could work it through the skirt.
Carver and Thorn stared at her. She felt the heat of their gazes as she leaned back into the chair and slid down. Pure lust shone in Thorn’s charcoal gaze while something darker and hungrier filled Carver’s obsidian orbs. It thrilled her to know they wanted her. She decided to push them a bit further. “So, whatever shall I do?” she asked, not knowing the answer.
She twisted her nipple and moved her other hand to trace the curves of her right side. “Should my skirt be the next to go? Hmmm.” She pretended to think on it. An idea came to her. She released her breast and moved her hands over thighs. She opened her legs, spreading them as wide as the tight mermaid skirt would allow. She bent over, lifted the hem until it came over her knees. Once the material rested on her thighs, she leaned over and pulled off first one shoe and then the other. She threw them over the side of the chair before straightening up and settling against the back of the seat.
She smiled, feeling a sense of power rush through her. Carver’s Adam’s apple bounced up and down and Thorn’s mouth fell open, just a bit.
“Fuck,” Carver muttered.
“Ditto,” Thorn responded.
Sera picked up her card and handed it back to Thorn. “You’ll just have to win the next round for me to lose something else.”
She couldn’t stop grinning. It felt so good to be in control of two powerfully built men like Carver and Thorn. She couldn’t wait to see what happened next.
She studied her picks: five of clubs. They had to have twos, threes, or fours for her to win or she’d have to lose something, and she wanted to be clothed a bit longer to continue the tease.
They laid down their draws and giggled. Thorn lost the round with a two of hearts while Carver had a five of diamonds.
“Go on. Ask.” Thorn sat back, a king on his throne, expectation in his eyes.
Sera glanced at Carver, who nodded. “OK, what kind of demon are you?” Both men looked normal, human. Nothing about them indicated they were of the Underworld.
Thorn scooted forward and bent over. He pulled off first one boot and then the other, letting them clatter to the floor. “Easy. I’m an upper-level ice demon. Would you like to hear what I can do or save that?” Mirth played on his features.
She turned to Carver but he only shrugged. “Your call, beautiful.”
After mulling it over she came to a conclusion. “What do you look like in your demon form?”
Carver shook his head. “Not the rules. Draw and beat me if you want to know the answer.”
She grumbled but didn’t object. “OK. Carver, shuffle.”
Carver picked up the deck and jumbled it up. When Sera received her card, she slammed it down in triumph. An ace of clubs. “Beat that.”
With a Cheshire cat smile Carver slammed down an ace of hearts of his own and turned his attention to Thorn.
“Fuck, you’re cheating somehow.” Thorn placed a three of diamonds on the wooden surface. He bent down and removed his socks, wiggling his toes. The nails were neat and clean and the skin was pale.
Sera resisted the urge to tease him about his lack of a tan. “Powers, what are they?”
Thorn scooted in reverse until he was settled against the backrest. “My features will sharpen almost to points, my skin will become the color of snow under moonlight, and my muscles will bulk up. I’ll grow long, black talons and a long, thin, whip-like tail with a brush of fur at the end and thin horns on my forehead. And if I’m not in control I’ll freeze you both. Happy?”
She nodded.
“Good. Next round.” Carver picked up the cards, rearranged them, and dealt.
Sera lost the next round with a six of hearts while Carver got a king of diamonds and Thorn pulled a Jack of clubs.
“So, what is your role in the leap?” Carver asked.
Sera ruminated over the question. “I don’t do anything, actually. My mother took over all the duties that I would’ve had, such as keeping in touch with community, bringing grievances to the head of the leap, making laws, and hearing issues. I would also have helped organize charity events and fundraisers, but my mother took over all of that when I walked away.” A pang hit her heart. Saying it out loud made her realize just how much she’d left behind when she chose not to take her place as Leap Princess.
Carver reached for her.
She shook her head. “No, it’s OK. It was my choice. It doesn’t mean that I don’t care about my people.” She lifted her chin in defiance.
“Didn’t say that, sweetheart,” Thorn’s eyes glinted. “We respect you for doing what was best for you.”
She swallowed. They may respect her, but her mother didn’t. “Deal.”
The next round ended with all of them getting sixes. For Sera it was of diamonds, for Carver it was of spades, and for Thorn hearts.
“What do we do now?” Sera wasn’t sure whether she wanted all of them to strip or to ask questions.
“I say we reveal something about ourselves. Each of us gets one question to ask,” Carver threw out.
“OK. Thorn?”
“Let’s go for it. Ladies first.”
Sera crossed her legs at the deep tenor of his voice. The sound reverberated inside of her, caressing places he had yet to touch with his hands. Carver’s eyes had gone so dark they seemed to swallow the light.
She shivered, her nipples pebbled, and her pulse thickened. “Um,” she licked her lips once more and tried again. “What kind of demon are you, Carver?”
“Fire,” he purred out the single word. “I’ll give this to you for free. Listening?”
All she could do was bob her head in response.
“In my demonic form my skin will become so red it will seem as if I’ve been dipped in red paint. My eyes will become entirely black. No whites will show. And if I lose control, I could burn this house down with all of us in it. Only Thorn and I would come out unscathed.”
Sera swallowed.
“Thorn, why don’t you ask Sera something? Since I know all about your scrawny ass.”
Thorn snorted. “You’re just jealous of my fashion sense. Don’t mind him, Sera darling. Do you fantasize about us?”
This was one question she didn’t have to debate. “Yes, yes I do.”
Desire filled every curve and line of Thorn’s face. Just witnessing it made Sera wonder how long she could go before she broke.
 



Chapter Five
 
 
Carver wasn’t sure how much more he could take. Any second now his body would explode or implode or incinerate; he wasn’t sure which. His pants were so tight it was beyond uncomfortable. No matter how many times he adjusted his dick, nothing worked. His balls throbbed for release, and he was pretty sure any second now he’d come in his pants. A glance at Thorn showed him the same thing. Tension lines bracketed his eyes and lips.
Can’t take much more, Thorn mouthed to him.
All Carver could do was nod back at him. He hadn’t thought a woman taking off her shoes could be sexy, but that slow tease with the skirt had just about blown his top. Thorn looked like he was at the end of his tether.
At least the fire would be out, Carver mused.
The great thing about their relationship was that they kept each other in check. But adding Sera into the equation would push them to their limits. Normal control wouldn’t work anymore. Carver knew what needed to be done, but he wasn’t sure if Sera would be OK with it.
Carver cleared his throat, drawing their attention. “We need a safe word. More than just stop. I know I’m close to my limit of control and I’m sure Thorn is too. You drive us crazy, love, and being here with you is testing us. We need something that will stop everything, otherwise you’ll have to tie us down.”
They’d used this type of thing in the past, but it hadn’t been this serious before. Now, with her, they needed it as a precaution. Carver refused to endanger them just for the sake of fulfilling a fantasy. He couldn’t deny bringing bondage into play was appealing. He was man enough to say he wouldn’t mind if she was in charge. Neither he nor Thorn had ever allowed a woman that honor. Would Sera want to do it? He studied her and found no answers. His mind began to fill with handcuffs and blindfolds, maybe even a whip or two.
His cock jerked at the thought of being at her mercy. He imagined soft leather wrapped around his wrists, his ankles, and his cock, controlling his ability to come. He imagined Sera covering his body in kisses, sucking his nipples, brushing the soft end of a flogger over his swollen shaft…
He swallowed as his dick swelled, and again he found himself close to coming. Damn it. Seconds ticked by like slow drops of water from a leaking faucet. He could feel the demon fraying the magic seals that kept him in place. He could smell the light aroma of brimstone and ashes on the air. A fever crawled through his body. He hadn’t changed, but the change could come at any moment.
Carver turned to Sera. “It’s your call, love.”
Emotions flowed over her beautiful face. He waited, unsure of whether or not she would go along with this update to the game. She pressed her plush, crimson lips together and folded her hands in her lap. Her gaze rested on his face.
“OK. Do I pick the word?” Her voice was soft and husky, like a hush of velvet against his overheated flesh. It stoked his desire for her even more. He wanted to hear that tone during sex, crying out in passion until she was hoarse and couldn’t speak anymore.
She gave him a smile, and it felt like the moon had just risen over the sea. For a moment he was in complete awe of that small gesture bestowed on him. He hadn’t seen a true, genuine smile from her in a long time, and he was grateful that he could give her that.
She toyed with the hem of her dress as a mischievous glint entered her eyes. “I choose catnip.”
Carver took a moment to process that response before he threw his head back and laughed. “Cheeky. OK, catnip it is. Unless Thorn has any objections?”
Thorn shook his head. “Nope. Next round.”
This time Carver shuffled and dealt the cards. Once everything was handed out he flipped over his pick and stifled a grin: a two of spades. He glanced at Thorn, who held up a three of hearts. Carver turned his attention to Sera who had a huge smile on her face, and she held up her card: a queen of clubs.
Carver shook his head and chuckled. “Any suggestions?”
Sera settled against the back of her chair. Her eyelids slipped down until only a narrow crack showed off the dark amber and green of her eyes. “Make it good. Put on a show.”
Relief came over him. If he concentrated on taking off his clothes then maybe the seal would not crack, and the demon wouldn’t take over. Carver stood up and nodded to Thorn. “She wants a show.”
He took hold of the hem of his shirt and lifted it up a bit, just to give her a peek. Cool air rippled across the exposed portion of his stomach. He ran a finger over the bottom portion of his six-pack. Fire lapped through his veins as he imagined her soft, delicate fingertip moving over his flesh. She would torment him by scratching her nails along his belly, marking him with thin red lines. He acted that part out as a groan tore up his throat and out of his mouth. His stomach muscles clenched in anticipation. The need to do more grew inside of him.
With reluctance, he dropped the leather top and turned his attention to Thorn, giving him the spotlight for the moment and some time to catch his breath.
Thorn flicked open the tine of his belt and pulled the flat leather strap through the loops, dragging out each movement before he slipped it out of the buckle. Then he cupped his erection and worked his hand over it.
Carver refocused on Sera. Desire burned in her eyes. Her hands clenched the armrests of her chair. She leaned forward, hunger filling every dip, curve, and hollow of her features. The feline part of her glittered in the amber depths of her eyes. Her nose twitched and a soft purr rumbled from her. Her gaze flitted between them, full of expectation and need.
Carver refused to disappoint her. He pulled his top up again to expose more of his torso and traced a circle around his navel before tracing the line that bisected his stomach. Heat flared, making him wonder if he’d burn alive before he even had the chance to kiss Sera again.
Thorn moaned. “Do you see this, Sera? See what you put me through? How much I want you?”
Carver dropped his top to the floor and tweaked the black barb that pierced his nipple. He resisted the urge to point out that he was just as hard as Thorn. He slouched down into his chair. In his mind, he returned to those lonely nights when all he had were his fantasies and his hand for comfort. His eyelids slid down until he saw the room through a veil of dark lashes.
“Watch me for a moment, Sera. See what I do when I’m alone and all I have are memories of you to keep me warm.” Carver circled first one nipple and then the other. Then he tugged on the circle of blackened iron that shot through his right nipple. Dual shots of electricity jolted straight to his groin. He groaned as his shaft jumped and his pants became tighter. He wasn’t sure how much longer he could take the tease without releasing his erection to relieve some of the ache.
He pulled on the thick peaks of his nipples, setting off a line of fire. His breath came out in pants, and his body felt as though he were lit up from the inside out. He felt feverish and on edge. His breathing was labored as he tried to take air into his lungs past the tightness of the collar around his neck. The seal on his back burned and throbbed in time with the beat of his heart.
To regain some sense of control, he closed his eyes and drew in a deep breath until his lungs burned, until he felt as though they would burst. The perfume of her arousal swirled within him, combined with his own and Thorn’s. The tautness of the choker faded away, and he could only focus on their mingling scents. The brand between his shoulders still hummed with energy but it was calm.
He opened his eyes and went back to the tease. In the distance he heard the rasp of a zipper.
“Ahhh.” The noise came from Thorn, a pained gust of air.
Sera whimpered and shifted in her seat. The rustle of her skirt added to the tension that hung heavy between the three of them. Carver flicked his tongue over his lips and preened when Sera’s gaze focused on his mouth.
“Not yet, beautiful.” Carver grinned, fighting to ignore the desire clawing around his body.
“You haven’t won yet,” put in Thorn. “And I look forward to you losing the next round. I want to see your gorgeous pussy. Are you wet for us, love? Ready to be fucked by both of us?” His voice was a low rasp. There was power in that tone. Even Carver felt it and shuddered at the sound.
Carver knew that tone. It was one that indicated Thorn was at the end of his rope. But there were rules they had to adhere to. Carver picked up the deck and reshuffled it, allowing his focus to move to something other than just how slick Sera was under that skirt. She hadn’t answered Thorn, much to Carver’s disappointment. He wondered why that was. Couldn’t she speak? Give them a hint? Maybe she was too wrapped up in her own desire to find the words.
This was going to be long night, and he was very sure someone would break—possibly him. He only hoped he didn’t disgrace himself, allow the seal to break, go full-on demon and cost both of them their only possible chance with Sera.
He dealt out the cards, put the deck down, and checked what he’d pulled. He tried to suppress a grin: a king of hearts. Carver only prayed that Thorn wasn’t the one who lost this round. He may share women with his friend, but he didn’t relish the idea of watching him strip.
 



Chapter Six
 
 
Sera’s skirt and stockings felt too damn tight. They were smothering her skin. Her black panther was riding her hard to be let out. If she could do a partial shift maybe it would alleviate the desire swirling through her body. Her fingertips throbbed, demanding that she grow claws and shred the rest of her clothing. Her hormones were driving her crazy. She was covered in a light sheen of sweat and had to resist the urge to pat it all away with her corset. There was no ladylike way to do that, and she didn’t want to think about how she’d look with her stomach jiggling with every move.
Regret pushed away some of her arousal. Despite how hot she felt, the coolness of the room reminded her that she’d taken off her corset to reveal her not-so-fit body. It had been ages since she’d been to the gym, and although her metabolism was high it couldn’t surmount her poor diet as of late. Her once-taut belly was now soft and rounded, and her thighs seemed to have expanded while she wasn’t looking. She didn’t even want to think about how her ass would look once exposed.
Under the cover of dark, where she hadn’t needed to see herself naked, she’d been able to focus and masturbate and use her other toys. Now, under the dull glow of the room, with two gorgeous men looking at her like she was their every fantasy, she felt conscious of all her flaws. She nibbled on her bottom lip and toyed with her card.
“Stop it. You’re gorgeous, intelligent, sexy, funny. Pure perfection. Don’t doubt yourself.” Carver’s admonishment came out as a growl. His dark eyes flashed and a dark red blush spread over his skin.
She swallowed as a ping of fear tripped down her spine. The flush spread until both of his pecs were crimson. It looked like watered-down ruby ink staining his flesh. She wasn’t sure if this was a good sign or not. She turned her attention to Thorn and saw his hands were bone white. Was this a good sign?
“Hey, look at me.” Thorn reached out and grabbed her hand. The warmth and strength of his grip anchored her down in reality and calmed her nerves some. “You are beautiful. Now your card.” Thorn pulled back but his touch lingered on her skin, making it tingle.
She gave both men a small smile and flipped over her pick: a two of diamonds. Thorn and Carver flipped over their own cards and a laugh rumbled through Sera’s belly. She’d lost. Relief swept through her. At least now, one of her pieces of clothing would stop irritating her. She knew just the one she wanted to remove. She stood up and undid the side zipper of her skirt. With a shimmy, she let the fabric whisper down her legs. The feel of satin running against her stockings sent a zip of energy up her spine and increased her desire. Once her skirt was a pool of black ruffles at her feet, she stepped out of it and toed it to the side.
She swallowed and stood before the two men with only her mask, heels, and stockings on. With her chin lifted, she turned around, giving them a good view of what they claimed they wanted.
After one full circle, she settled down in the chair. The look of undisguised lust on their faces was enough, more than she’d ever dreamed. Carver was gripping the cushions beneath him, and Thorn had fisted his hands in his lap, but their faces were taut with pure desire.
Sera ducked her head, trying to hide a smile. She settled down back in her seat and crossed her legs nice and slow, giving them a glimpse of the Promised Land before shielding it from their eyes. A sense of power thrummed through her as she reveled in their passion.
Feeling daring, she moved her top leg and let her foot settle on the ground before parting her thighs. “See, I am wet for the both of you.”
She lifted her hand and dragged her fingertips down the center of her chest, through the valley of her breasts, over her stomach to trace the thin strip of hair on her mound. Then she slid her fingers over her thickened, damp labial folds.
She watched them. Their lips were parted and their breaths came out in soft puffs. Carver’s and Thorn’s eyes glittered: Carver’s the red-orange castoffs of a fire, Thorn’s the glitter of frost under bright light. Sera purred in satisfaction.
Going with her instincts she parted the dewy petals and exposed her clit. Switching her finger’s position she placed her middle finger over the distended bundle of nerves and gave it a quick brush.
Both Carver and Thorn inhaled. She rested her head against the back of her chair and began a slow rhythm, beginning with soft touches and then adding in swift circles.
“This is what I do when I’m alone and thinking of the both of you taking me, fucking me, owning me.” Her voice was unrecognizable to her ears; it was so soft and gruff, with the edge of a purr in there. She hadn’t known she was capable of making that noise.
Through narrowed eyes, she watched Thorn stroke his erection through his leather pants. Carver’s hands moved, undoing his belt buckle and popping the button on his fly, but he stopped short of yanking down the tab.
Sera gritted her teeth. A desire to make them both lose it gripped her. She lifted her hips and moved her hand to tease and stroke her dripping opening with a light touch. Taking first one pass and then other, she slipped the tip of a finger inside of her.
With a gasp, her vaginal muscles contracted, trying to pull the digit deeper. She withdrew and pushed it in again. Thorn’s hand worked faster, but he hadn’t made a move to take off his shoes, socks, or pants. Carver shifted in his seat, his gaze still focused on her. His gaze was like a weight on her chest. She didn’t want to disappoint either of them.
With her free hand, Sera cupped a breast and kneaded it, squeezing the plush globe before working her nipple between her fingers. She pressed her palm down on her clit and held it there as she sunk a second digit into her tight sheath.
“See how wet I am for you,” she whispered as she withdrew her digits and held them up for all to see. They were slick with her cream, glistening under the dim golden glow of the room.
Thorn was the first to move. He dropped to knees with a whimper and crawled over to her. If she didn’t know better she would have sworn he was a big cat. His muscles rippled under pale skin. He moved with slow grace, as if he had all the time in the world to get to her. He settled down in front of her on his knees.
She didn’t disappoint him for his effort. She smeared her honey over his lips before slipping her fingers back inside of herself, scissoring them to prepare for the coming invasion.
Thorn licked his lips with a leisurely flick and then he stood. He towered over her. She wasn’t sure what he was going to do but couldn’t stop her hands now. She whimpered as she squeezed and held her nipple. She fucked herself, rocking her palm against her clit. The hungry stares from both men egged her on.
“So close,” she moaned. She could feel herself at the edge, but she needed something extra to push herself over.
Thorn leaned over her. He bent his head down and took her lips in a slow kiss. The contact took her by surprise. His lips were so cold. Sera sucked in a breath and it was like inhaling ice, but she refused to break the bond between them. The sensation only pushed her closer to orgasm.
Thorn’s hand covered hers, even as she worked her nipple. He guided her grip, pinching her nipple harder. Pressure built in her breast as her orgasm hung just out of reach. The contrast of temperatures upped the ante, but still she couldn’t quite come. She lifted her palm over her clit only to have the tension wind tighter still. She let out a frustrated growl and moved her head, breaking the kiss, and turned to Carver.
Desperation filled her. “Please.”
Carver stood up, yanked down the tab on his zipper, bent over, and pulled off his socks and shoes.
“Fuck this. No more games,” he growled and moved to her. He dropped to his knees in a show of liquid elegance.
Stress and heat radiated off him in waves that amped up her own need and clashed with Thorn’s chilly touch. He took hold of her wrist and pulled her hand out of the way. Thorn took her lips once more. Carver shifted his position and settled between her legs. He lifted one of her limbs and placed it over one arm of the chair. He did the same to her other leg, opening her wide to his gaze. Then he buried his face between her thighs and feasted on her sensitized flesh.
Thorn moved his touch to her free breast, working it and showing it the same attention she had herself. She mimicked his moves as she rocked her hips against Carver’s mouth. When Carver let out a growl, the sound vibrated through her sex. And that was what set her off. She came hard, stars drifting before her eyes as her internal muscles clenched and relaxed around his tongue.
Carver’s didn’t stop. He continued to suck, nip, and tug on her clit until the pleasure became pain and flipped back to pleasure again. Thorn eased his hold on her nipple, setting off an aftershock of sensation. She wasn’t sure how much more she could take of this.
Thorn lifted his head. In his eyes she saw a swirl of stormy gray mixed with snow white. “Ours now, love,” he murmured.
Carver gave her clit one last nip before he scooted back. “And nowhere to run,” he rasped out.
She wouldn’t have been able to run even if her life had depended on it. There was no strength in her legs. And besides, why rush away when there were two very big reasons to stay?
 



Chapter Seven
 
 
Carver remained kneeling before Sera, her taste still on his lips and tongue. He was going to explode if he didn’t get inside of Sera soon. Tasting her honey, bringing her pleasure, and watching her come had pushed him to the edge. All it would take was a soft gust of wind and he’d come himself. A glance at Thorn showed him he wasn’t alone. His friend met his gaze and gave him a nod.
Carver didn’t need to be told what that gesture meant. He glanced up at Sera. She had a distant look in her eye and a small smile on her lips. “Should we let you nap or can you handle more, sweet cat?”
She lifted her head and met his stare. Then she nodded.
“That won’t do, beautiful. We need to hear you say it. Tell us you’re ready.” Thorn removed his clothes and straightened up.
Carver tugged down his zipper all the way and reached into his pants to lift out his hardened shaft. The easing of pressure gave him a brief respite from the constant weight of his pants and all the blood pumping through his erection. He gave himself a slow stroke before he turned his attention to Sera.
She watched him through hooded eyes. Her irises were a mix of green and amber and dark gold that glittered with eerie luminescence, like her feline counterpart’s eyes in the dark. He could drown in that gaze.
She reached out and caressed his cheek. “Yes. I can take anything you can dish out.”
A finger of electricity played up and down Carver’s spine and buzzed around his balls at the soft, husky tone of her voice. The seal on his back seared but didn’t break.
She moved her hand up and gripped a hank of his hair. “And you better make it good.”
He reached up and tugged her hand away. “Oh, I’m sure it will be. How do you feel about being bound?”
“If you agree, I’ll bind your wrists behind your back with this.” Thorn held up his belt.
Sera licked her lips. Her eyes glowed as if lit from inside. “Yes.”
Her voice was hushed, edged in roughness. It moved over Carver’s skin like claws raking down his back. He wanted her to mark his skin, show her ownership of him. Carver shuddered as his cock jerked. The thought of her talons digging into flesh was almost too much to bear.
He brushed away the urge to kiss her again and took control of himself. “Stand up.”
The two of them moved her so that she was standing behind her seat and then bent her over. They switched positions, with Thorn at her back and Carver in front of her. Sera rocked forward onto the tips of her toes and kissed her way along the edge of Carver’s pants, but she didn’t stop at his thickened shaft, nor did she try to explore his flushed cockhead. She teased him until his focus broke apart and all he could feel was her.
They weren’t at a party or in someone else’s sun-room. All there was was her soft tresses sliding against his palm and the feel of her tongue and lips and teeth marking his flesh with small love bites. Focusing on her allowed him to ignore the demon, even though it was there, prowling the back of his mind. Between his shoulders, his seal was ablaze.
Carver groaned and let his head drop backward. “Sera,” he groaned. “Please. Taste me. Suck me.”
Carver could hear the glide of leather against flesh, the jangle of the belt, and then the rasp of fabric rubbing against itself. Pleasure slipped over his flesh, manifesting as goose bumps. The pressure in his groin amplified.
He sucked in a breath when he felt the first touch of the tip of her tongue against the base of his dick. She traced the vein that ran along the underside of his penis to the V of his crown, rimmed the underside of the flared head, and ran her tongue back down again. She flicked the sensitive area, pulling a moan from him.
He tightened his grip on her hair and gave her a tug to let her know she was doing it right. Sera repeated her path, this time tracing the underside of his crown, sending a shower of sensation through his groin.
His balls tightened, pulling closer to his body. Tingles started at his toes and slid up his legs. “So fucking close, Sera, please, stop.” He didn’t want to come like this. His brand smoldered and sizzled but didn’t break. Carver, the man, was close to falling apart.
Rather than obey him, Sera took his cockhead into her mouth and swirled her tongue around the flared crest, tonguing the slit.
“Sera,” he hissed.
A crack of leather rent the air. The sound caught his attention and Carver refocused on Thorn.
“Sera release him.” Thorn cracked the belt once more.
Sera let go of him with a wet slurp and pouted up at him. “I wanted you to come down my throat.”
Carver’s cock twitched. He almost didn’t notice Thorn move around her to stand next to him. Carver let go of her hair and with his free hand reached down and pinched the crown of his cock. The sharp pinch staved off his orgasm. He wasn’t so sure he wouldn’t blow his wad if she pulled a repeat.
“Such a bad girl, Sera. You need to be punished.” Thorn handed the folded belt to Carver. “I believe Carver should punish you.” Thorn passed him a square packet.
Carver had almost forgotten protection. There was very little chance she’d get pregnant, but they hadn’t asked her permission to come inside of her without a condom. He ripped open the envelope and sheathed himself.
Thorn ran a hand through her hair. “Do you agree to let Carver spank you with the belt? He won’t go too hard on you.”
Sera nodded. Desire showed in her gaze; her pupils were blown wide so that only a thin band of gold was visible. “Yes, please. I’ve been naughty. Please, spank me.”
Carver didn’t have to be told twice. He moved behind her and slipped a hand around her hip. He ran his fingers over her stomach to glide across her mound and delve between her slick folds. She was so wet she was dripping. The dampness coated her inner thighs. He grinned and slipped first one finger inside of her, then a second, and then a third. She opened for him with very little resistance. He pressed his palm against her clit as she had done earlier and worked the distended nub. She groaned and rocked back against his hand.
“That’s it, beautiful. Yes, you like that?” With his free hand, Carver caressed her other hip and massaged the side of her buttocks. Her skin felt hot enough to singe.
He continued to pet her. A slow rumble, like a purr, rippled through her. He watched her body, waiting until he sensed that she was on edge. Once he sensed her pussy contracting, he pulled out and straightened up. He dragged the edge of the belt along her spine, using the flat side to let her feel the soft glide of leather. He studied the midnight black of the leather against her sweat-dampened mocha skin. An image of her wearing the manacles attached to his bed flashed in his mind. She would have struggled so sweetly while he’d eaten her out earlier.
“So, beautiful. You are exquisite,” he whispered. “I’m going to ask again, do you want this?” He ran the belt over her back once more.
She moaned. “Please, yes. I want to be spanked with the belt.” That was all he needed to hear. “As you wish.”
He took a step back and gave her two quick smacks, pausing to soothe the pain with gentle caresses. He repeated the action on her other cheek and stopped to watch red spots appear on her skin.
Carver lifted his gaze from her ass to Thorn. She had taken Thorn’s cock into her mouth; his friend’s head had dropped back. One hand was fisted in her hair, controlling her actions as she sucked him.
Carver returned his attention to his own task. He stopped only to check to see how wet she’d become. Her cream dripped over his fingers. The scent of her need was pungent on the air. He inhaled deeply and let the perfume become his oxygen.
He gave her a few more swats, this time with his palm, and stroked the pain away. She whimpered around Thorn’s penis but didn’t let go of him.
Carver repositioned himself at her entrance and pushed in with a shallow thrust. He withdrew and then drove deeper. Her pussy clamped down on his cock, as if to hold him there and not let go.
He was in heaven. Pure unadulterated bliss slipped over his body, and he lost himself to the basic mating rhythm. He gripped her hips and fucked her slow and steady, matching his friend’s pace as Thorn drove into her mouth.
 
 
 
Sera gazed up the line of Thorn’s body and watched the pleasure play over his face. His features were so open that she could read every emotion he had. His face was a mélange of lust, passion, and pure need. It was all there for her to see.
His skin had turned a marble white and his fingers had blackened. Instead of being horrified by these changes, Sera watched in fascination. His torso, arms, and neck had turned the color of snow. Only his face was the same golden color it had been before. More frosty white glints showed in his eyes, dancing among the stormy gray.
Pleasure rocked her body with each thrust. Just being able to give Thorn some joy added to the bliss that rolled through her. Tension sung along her legs and arms and all through her body. She was helpless between them and loving every minute. There was no thought. She just allowed them to use her, and in return she received pure delight. With each thrust they murmured words of praise and told her the filthy things they would do to her later.
Carver’s pace sped up. She could only imagine what it would look like when he shifted. Her senses expanded and moved around the room. She felt rather than heard the scuffle of feet on the wood floor. She turned her attention to the source of the sound and spotted Ariel as she slipped into the room, jaw open in an O, eyes as wide as saucers.
Rather than move deeper into the room or say something to indicate her presence, the lynx shifter melted back into the darkness of the hall beyond the room.
Sera watched Ariel go from a state of shock to a state of lust. A light scent of lynx pheromones drifted on the breeze to mingle with the aroma of sex on the air, and Sera watched as Ariel lifted her own skirt. Her hand disappeared under the folds of fabric and the material started to shake. With her free hand she massaged her breast through the thin fabric of her top.
Sera groaned and returned her attention to Thorn. His grip on her tresses tightened as Carver held her hips tighter. Her men fucked her harder and faster. She didn’t hesitate to relax her gag reflex and swallow Thorn’s cock down. They seemed to fill up every part of her until she thought she’d burst like a balloon. Pleasure and pain switched back and forth until she couldn’t tell the difference.
Carver released one of her hips to slide his hand over her damp stomach, over her mound and between her folds to find her clit. He pinched and released it. That was all it took to slip over the side of the precipice. Stars burst in front of her. Her cries were muted by Thorn’s shaft.
Fireworks boomed overhead as she felt Thorn’s shaft jerk in her mouth and Carver’s cock thicken inside of her.
“I’m going to come, lovely, do you want me to come in your mouth?” Thorn gazed down at her with so much desire it hurt to stare into his eyes. All she could do was hollow out her cheeks and increase the suction, bobbing her head faster.
“Going to come,” Carver grunted. He pistoned his hips in and out of her faster and faster, his wet flesh slapping against hers, abrading the sting of her previous spanking. The feeling only increased the fire that burned in her sex.
Tingles raced throughout Sera’s body as another orgasm ramped up. Carver came with a growl. His cock jerked inside of her. For a split second she felt disappointed at having to use condoms. But the sentiment didn’t last long.
Thorn’s shaft jerked in her mouth and he came with a grunt, spurting jets of cum down her throat. Among all the noise she could hear Ariel’s soft cry.
Sera let Thorn’s now-flaccid penis slip out of her mouth and looked into the hallway at her friend. Ariel’s features were relaxed and she had a shy smile on her face. She ducked her head and turned, then disappeared into the darkness, her gait unsteady.
“She’ll be fine, sweetheart,” Thorn murmured.
Sera bobbed her head and then let out a gasp as Carver pinched her clit once more. She came again, with a cry. Her body shook. Carver held her as she shook in his grasp. Thorn bent down and pinched her aching nipples.
Aftershocks rocked her body until she didn’t have the strength to stand, and her arms ached from being held behind her back. Carver pulled out of her clenching pussy. She groaned as the action reignited more embers of pleasure.
Thorn stopped playing with her throbbing peaks and murmured something to Carver. “I’ll be back, beautiful,” he whispered and then left the room.
Carver undid the belt and carried her over to the chair. He set her down and began to massage her arms. “You were so beautiful, sweetheart. So perfect.”
She mumbled something. Her brain was swathed in cotton and tiny fires continued to burst and simmer as her muscles jumped and twitched. She groaned and cuddled into his touch.
“Shh, just lie still and let us take care of you.”
Thorn returned with a damp cloth and began to clean her up. She was grateful that they had thought of even that. In the dim glow of the room, Thorn’s skin had become a pale tan. The soft white of his skin and the black of his nails had returned to their usual buff color.
As Sera’s thoughts coalesced and the arousal died down, she felt a sense of peace descend upon her. She’d never known such bliss, acceptance, and appreciation before. And she had Thorn and Carver to thank for it.
 



Chapter Eight
 
 
By the time they got back to the party, Carver was ready to go another round. His hunger for Sera surprised him. He hadn’t felt this way about any of his past partners before. Not even in his fumbling beginnings when he first started to explore sex had his demon felt so close to breaking his seal. It had never wanted to claim a woman before. Nor had he ever felt so complete before now. He doubted he’d ever again feel contented now that he’d made love to Sera. There would always be a hunger for her. He couldn’t imagine them not pursuing their attraction to each other.
This wasn’t a onetime thing for him. This was the start of something that would last forever. He knew he had to take Thorn aside and see how he felt about this, make sure they were all on the same page. He couldn’t imagine going forward without his friend with them. They were a triumvirate or nothing.
Then there was Sera to consider. How would she feel about dating two men? He’d seen a few ménage à trois couples around town who seemed to be doing well. There were even a few shifters involved in relationships with multiple partners at once. They could make it work. They just had to set the rules and talk it over. In any case, he couldn’t let her go now that he’d gotten a taste.
Carver reached over and brushed a tendril of hair from Sera’s eyes.
She turned toward him and smiled. “Thanks. Oh! Ariel and Donna. Let me go talk to them and then we can leave, OK?” Sera dug into her skirt pocket and handed them the tab for her jacket. “Can you hold this? Thanks.”
Carver accepted the stub of paper and bobbed his head. Perfect timing, he could talk to Thorn while they waited. Carver nodded toward the entrance. “Let’s get the coats.”
Thorn agreed. “Good idea. All the magic floating around this place is making my seal itch and my skin crawl.” He shuddered and sneezed.
Carver chuckled but didn’t admit that the atmosphere was making him feel uneasy too. He decided to start off slow and ease into the topic. “That went well.”
“Spill it, Carver. Tell me what you’re thinking and I’ll give you my thoughts.” Thorn matched his stride as they wove their way around people.
While they’d been gone, more people had arrived. Lust, greed, and other sins flitted through the air. Something was afoot; that much Carver knew. He sensed an oncoming storm and knew the farther away they were from this place the less they’d regret come morning.
Being away from Sera already felt wrong. He wanted to feel her skin on his skin, taste her mouth, her pussy once more. His head swam with thoughts of all the depraved things they could do to her—with her. He couldn’t wait to get home and show her their toys.
How the hell did humans go through life feeling all this desire without tearing themselves apart? He couldn’t understand how they managed to go through life with so many emotions rioting through them. Demons never allowed their emotions to get the better of them. And yet, one look from Sera and it felt like the sun had come out from behind some clouds and his heart would explode. Now that he had her he couldn’t let her walk away.
He sidled up to Thorn. “We need to set rules for this relationship, but I need to know if you’re going to stay.”
“I can’t let her go. There’s no way I’d leave.”
Carver felt relief sweep through him. His body relaxed and he released a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding.
Thorn gave him a punch and laughed. “Worried I’d run off? Nah, Sera is exceptional. We could live a million years and never find someone like her. You find someone like that and you pursue her. You don’t run from her.”
“Exactly.”
They arrived at the dining room, which had been turned into a coat closet for all the guests. Carver handed over the stubs. “So how slow should we take it when we get home? Give her the tour, maybe make something to eat, and then get down to the fun? Or let her dictate what we do?”
“We’ll talk it over in the car. Right now we need to get her out of here. It’s interesting that no other panther shifters are here.”
Carver took a moment to gaze over the room and extend his sense. He only found Sera. None of her leap was in the room. “Think her mother sent out a blast to stay away?”
Thorn shrugged. “No idea. Just as long as she doesn’t interfere with Sera and us we won’t have to interfere with her and her plans. If she does, she’ll find out just how much influence we have in this town.” Cold determination filled Thorn’s winter-gray eyes.
“It’s up to Sera how things are handled as far as her mother is concerned.” Carver turned back to the attendant and accepted their jackets. Despite his words he did worry that Francine would press her daughter too hard and force Sera into a decision that would hurt her.
“Stop worrying. It will be fine.” Thorn accepted his jacket and shrugged into it.
“Why on earth did you bring that thing? You have a leather coat on.” Carver shrugged into his top and waited for Sera to join them.
“I thought it would snow. Last year those damn necro-worshippers fucked up their spells and almost turned things into blizzard conditions, remember? Wanted to be prepared.” Thorn didn’t button up the front; he just left it open as if daring the elements to touch him.
As Sera approached, her hips swayed with each step. A look of satisfaction lit up her face. A secret smile played on her lips. Carver couldn’t help but preen at the sight. They’d done that and would continue to do that tonight…and forever if she’d allow it.
“Ready?” Thorn brushed back strands of her hair as he bent down and placed a kiss on her cheek.
Carver mimicked his friend’s action, only he paused to inhale her scent. It was now mixed with the musk of arousal and their colognes. It pleased him. Her aura shone a bright silver white with strands of red, orange, and yellow. There was no longer any sadness or worry in her eyes. That was how it should always be.
Carver held out her jacket and helped her into it. Then he guided her to the door, which Thorn already held open. Carver kept a hand on her lower back, keeping his body close to Sera’s.
Thorn rushed ahead of them to get the car and bring it around. While they waited, Carver played his hand over Sera’s back and down around her hip. She snuggled into him and grabbed his hand to guide it up to her breast. Pleased by this urging, he squeezed the mound, kneading the globe, before pinching her distended tip through the thin covering of silk.
She groaned and rubbed against him. A purring noise came from deep inside her.
Carver bent down until his lips were close to her ear. “Like that, sweetheart?” Her answer was a whimper as her hand came up to clutch at his wrist. “Just think of my fingers as my teeth. Think of what I can do to your other nipple.”
“Please.” The word seemed to be dragged out of her from the depths of her soul. It was a pained word, both pleading and aching.
“As you wish.” He held the thick peak between his thumb and forefinger until the rumble turned to a sob. Carver felt the uptick in her body heat. When he released the turgid nub she shuddered and the musky perfume of her orgasm floated up to his nose. He grinned.
Before he had a chance to go any further, Thorn pulled up to the curb in the car. He slipped out of the driver’s side and rushed around the vehicle to open the door. Carver urged Sera on. Her steps were slow and dragging and Carver grinned.
“Just think, as soon as we get you home there will be more like that.” Carver pressed a kiss to the hollow just under her ear and helped her along until they had her seated and buckled up.
Thorn gave him a look, but all Carver could do was shrug and grin as he opened up the back door. “Just a little teasing,” he explained.
Thorn chuckled. “Shall I take over?”
Carver paused before getting in. “Maybe, but the skirt is too damn long.”
“Never stopped me before.” Thorn rushed to the driver’s side and entered the car.
Carver took his place and buckled up. His cock throbbed in his pants and desire was riding him hard. His seal simmered and his shirt felt abrasive. They didn’t have long to drive before they got home, but the tension in the interior felt thick enough to cut with a knife.
The scratchy sound of Sera shifting in her seat and the creak of the leather was like a bullhorn in Carver’s ear.
“Lift your skirt, honey,” Thorn ordered.
Carver unlocked his belt and slid into the center position of the backseat. He remembered that she hadn’t put her panties back on. A groan came out of his mouth. She was bare, open, and wet. “I should’ve ripped your skirt when I had the chance.”
Sera rewarded them with a shaky laugh. “You do and I’d have to kill you. This skirt is expensive.”
Carver leaned between the seats and watched as Sera pulled up the now-crumpled skirt to reveal her thickened labial folds. They glistened under the low lights of the streetlamps. She used one hand to hold up her skirt and used the other to part the petals, revealing her plump clit. Without prompting, she began to rub it with her middle finger.
“Fuck,” Thorn moaned. The car jerked, but they remained on their side of the road.
Carver reached down and squeezed his erection, which was already pushing against his fly. He stroked the throbbing shaft. The leather felt good against the sensitive skin, but every now and then, when the metal of his zipper rubbed against the crown, a shock wave of pain bit into him. He ignored it and kept going.
“Thank goddess, we’re home!” Thorn drove into the garage and put the car in park before opening the door and sprinting out of it.
Carver sank back and blew out some air. He was so close to coming and yet grateful that he hadn’t. For a few seconds he didn’t move, willing the oncoming orgasm back. Once he was sure he could get of the car without disgracing himself, he climbed out and shut the door and followed his friend up the steps. He reached into his pocket and extracted the keys as Thorn guided Sera up the steps behind him.
“So we continue this party here?” She nodded toward their place. Lights blazed in arched windows.
“Yup. Damn, the hooligans have been here.” Thorn nodded to the large jack-o’-lantern they’d set out filled with candy. It was tilted over, the contents spilled out like the innards of the pumpkin once were.
Carver could only shake his head and unlock the entryway. “Yup. I’ll clean up the mess. Thorn why don’t you take our guest inside.” This would give Thorn some time with Sera and him a chance to think. His pants felt tight and uncomfortable, and his mind was swathed with the fog of need. The demon wanted to fuck, claim, and fuck some more.
It was better than at the house where it had almost broken out. Having sex before had sated it somewhat, but not by much. It still wanted out and Carver didn’t blame it. He bent down and righted the jack-o’-lantern before scooping up the contents and putting them all back inside. For a second he considered hexing the pail with a little demonic magic to deter it from happening again, but he thought better of it. Instead, he went inside and locked the door behind him.
When he entered he found Thorn stalling for time, giving Sera a tour of the first floor layout. The two of them stood by the fireplace.
“This wasn’t original to the house,” Thorn was saying. “We had that added during the renovation.”
Carver took a moment to watch them together. Sera gazed at the piece of architecture with interest while Thorn seemed to struggle for snippets of conversation. Carver could only smile. His friend was trying not to take things sexual without him. It was cute, really, but Carver doubted Sera was that interested in their redecorations.
“Do you have a fireplace at the brownstone?”
Carver decided to save Thorn from further embarrassment. “What my best friend is trying to say is, would you like to fuck here or maybe just start upstairs?”
Relief swept over Thorn’s face and his body relaxed. He mouthed out a thank-you before turning his attention back to Sera.
Carver waited, on edge, for her answer. His body thrummed with tension and his arousal continued to swirl around his body. He could feel the demonic flush drifting over his skin like the slow brush of feathers. If he looked into the mirror he knew his skin would be flushed a light red. The obsidian color of his eyes would seep into the whites, making his eyes look as if someone had injected ink into them. Thorn looked normal, but the edges of his fingernails were sharper than normal. It was a relief to know that he wasn’t the only one struggling to keep his demonic side in control. His seal burned hotter at the thought of going full form.
Unlike shifters or vampires, demons didn’t bite to mark. Instead, they made unbreakable contracts and branded their chosen with tattoos. An image flashed in his mind of Sera carrying the brand of both his and Thorn’s family houses. For him it was the trident and for Thorn the scythe. He imagined her with one on each hip.
Carver sucked in a breath, glanced at Thorn, and nodded. A silent understanding passed between them. They both wanted the same thing.
“Well, sweetheart?” Thorn moved closer.
Carver followed suit until they flanked her in front and back, caging her in.
“I would offer you a drink to relax you, but I want you to make this decision with a clear mind. Do you want us?” Carver waited. He watched a mask slip over her features until they became clear and calm and unreadable.
“Yes, I want you.” She turned attention from one man to the other. Desire heated the amber-green depths of her eyes. The cat peeked out and a ripple of black fur coated her face before it disappeared, almost as if it had been imaginary.
Thorn grabbed Sera’s hips and pulled her pelvis closer to his. Carver dipped his head and slipped his hands around to cup her breasts.
“Good,” Carver murmured. “Same rules as before, only no cards. But you must tell us what you want. What is your safe word?” He had to make sure she remembered it.
“Catnip.” She moaned when Carver pinched her nipples through the delicate material of her corset.
“Use your safe word when you want to stop and everything will halt until you say you’re ready. Just tell us if something hurts too much or we go too far. We’ll push and test your limits but we won’t go over the edge. Now, tell us what you want to do, and be explicit. We want to hear all your fantasies. You get to control this part. It’s up to us to deliver and you to trust us.”
Thorn placed kisses along her jawline. Carver pinched and tugged on her nipples as he waited for her to make her decision. He could feel the demon rise. Fire danced along his skin as the magic flared within him.
“We’re waiting, love. We won’t undress you until you tell us what you want.” Thorn nibbled his way to her ear. Sera moaned and squirmed between them.
Carver felt her shiver against him. Her ass rubbed against his erection. The tension coiled tighter inside of him as the fire increased. His demonic flush increased until his skin tingled, and his clothing felt too constricting. He wanted to claw through the leather. He felt as if his flesh was suffocating and needed to breathe. Any second now he expected sparks to dance off of his fingertips and her corset to be set ablaze.
“Please, please, please say something,” he urged her with his mind, hoping some of his telepathy worked on her.
“I want you to put on a show for me and strip. Not like before. I want you to bring me to the edge just by taking off your clothes.” Her voice came out in a hoarse whisper. She slipped out from between them and rushed over to the couch, where she sank down like a queen, chin up and eyes blazing. Expectation filled her hazel eyes.
Carver glanced at Thorn who was grinning like a loon.
“Thank the goddess,” Thorn muttered as he shrugged out of his jacket and started work on his shirt.
Carver could only return the smile and take off his own coat. “No music?”
Sera nodded. “No music. Just you. Wait! Light the fire and turn the lights down low. Demons use fire magic don’t they?”
“How attached are you to those clothes?”
“Carver can use his ability”—Thorn gave her a wicked grin—“but unless you want to freeze I’ll keep my magic to myself.” For a moment, his face turned marble white.
Carver could only shake his head. He was sure Thorn was just as close to the change as he was. What would it be like if he shifted, only partially, during sex? It could be painful but worth it.
“Let me get the toys. Carver, you start the fun.” Thorn left them alone.
Sera leaned forward. “Well, you heard him, get to it!” She snapped her fingers and sank back into the couch.
Carver swallowed as his heart beat triple time against his rib cage. A sheen of sweat coated his skin. The leather chafed everywhere it touched. He didn’t want to disappoint her in the least. Carver wanted her aroused like she was back in the sun-room. He wanted her so wound up that she needed to touch herself. Gazing at the anticipation on Sera’s face, he felt himself become steady. He refused to disappoint her in this.
“You asked for it.” He grabbed the hem of his shirt and slipped it off, too fast for her to enjoy the show. Quick enough that he wouldn’t back out of it.
Sera rose off the couch and came at him with a slow, graceful gait that made her hips sway. His thoughts blew apart as he let his gaze wander over her body, from her toes up to her face where he found a soft smile on her lips. The sight made his stomach flip and his heart beat a little faster.
She stopped in front of him, with only a few inches between them. He stared into her hazel eyes. The greens, browns, and golds burned with an unearthly light. They were so dark and yet so luminous he couldn’t look away even if he wanted to.
She reached up and cupped his cheek. He turned into her touch. Her thumb rubbed back and forth over his jaw. The fingers of her free hand danced across his collarbone. Everywhere she touched incited his fire magic until it tingled across his skin to spread over his flesh like a fever. He groaned. Her touch slipped down over his pecs to circle one nipple and then another until both nubs were tight.
He couldn’t take enough air into his lungs. His flesh felt tight and his body too small to contain the growing arousal she was provoking in him.
“Slow, Carver. Go slow. Enjoy it,” she purred.
Her voice was a rumble that came from deep in her chest. The words felt like fur rubbing against his exposed torso. He groaned again.
She moved her hands and took hold of his to guide them over his chest. “See? Slow.”
She guided his movements with gentle pressure and unhurried sweeps. He wanted to close his eyes and savor this moment, but he kept them wide open and watched his own hands glide toward his waistband. Then they stopped. As she held them there, the moment stretched on and on. His heartbeat had slowed and his breathing had eased. Slowly, she urged his palms down until they gripped his belt.
“Unbuckle and remove it.” Her voice was rougher than usual. Heat and longing filled her tone.
He followed her directions. The belt fell to the floor with a thunk, and again he waited for her instructions. Fire spread through him, seeping down his limbs and filling his stomach and chest, like thick syrup. The dull buzz of need hummed along his spine and around his balls. His cock pressed against his fly, straining the fabric as if it knew and wanted to make contact with Sera’s body once more. She guided him down again, her fingers urging him to undo the button of his fly and then his zipper. His shaft slipped up through the opening. The crown, leaking precum, showed through all that blackness. It was red, thick, and ready.
She guided his hands down the front of his pants. He gripped the material and pulled them down, in a measured, easy motion, until his groin was fully exposed. Then she stopped him. His cock bobbed, unsupported by the leather.
The pressure on his penis had eased a bit, but the throbbing in his balls continued. She released his hands and ran her fingernails over the exposed section of his legs. The light scratch of her nails added to his desire. He wanted to feel the indentations of her fingers on his buttocks as he rode her hard and deep. A groan grew in his chest, climbed his throat, and came out of his mouth. It was a long, rough noise that didn’t sound anything like him.
She tugged his pants down, dropping into a graceful crouch at his feet. He gazed down on her in wonder and waited to see what she would do next. She gave him a wicked smile and started to unlace his shoes.
“Lift your foot.” The words came out as a rumble, as if the cat was controlling her vocal cords.
He did as she said—first one and then the other, allowing her to tug off his shoes and socks.
“Now for your pants.”
A thought occurred to Carver. “You know this isn’t really stripping? It’s you doing it for me.”
She chuckled and then kissed her way along the side of one leg. The soft touch of her plush lips felt like a breath of fire. His magic responded to that touch. At first his powers skimmed over him, heating his skin as if he was sitting too close to the fire. It burned but it didn’t harm him. The sensation only increased his desire for her.
She continued to undress him until all he wore was the collar. The ring of leather and metal felt tight against his neck and pressed into his skin as she made her way up his body, using her lips and tongue to tease and torment him.
“Change of plans. I like this way better. It lets me touch you.” She ran her hands over his legs. “You taste like cinnamon and fire. I can only imagine how your cock will taste when I suck you dry.” She pressed her lips to his hip, taking a bite of the skin and giving it a hard tug.
Carver let out a groan as his cock jerked and more precum leaked out of the slit. He wanted to wrap his fist around the base and give himself a tug but resisted the urge. She transferred her attentions to his other leg as he lifted his foot, allowing her to tug his pants off.
Sera blazed a trail of licks and bites up his body. Carver reached down and threaded his fingers through her soft tresses, gripping them tight. When she reached his groin, all he could do was grunt. Words had fled him. Language became nothing but meaningless noise. She lapped at his cock with quick flicks of her tongue, teasing and tormenting him.
“Please.” The word sounded as though it had been dragged out of the depths of his soul. Tension sung along his limbs. He could feel his orgasm so close and yet so far out of reach.
A dull buzz had started at his toes and rode its way up along his limbs. His body shook as he resisted the desire to lift her up and lower her onto his shaft. The musky perfume of her arousal filled the air. When she wrapped her lips around his crest, pleasure zipped along his nerve endings and lit him up. The dull electric thrill strengthened, riding up along his spine. He was so close to coming. A vague question of what the hell was taking Thorn so long swirled around is brain.
In the distance he heard the clatter of footsteps on the stairs and then Thorn’s voice calling out, “I’m back.”
Carver couldn’t care less at this point. Sera swirled her tongue along the underside of his shaft and then over his flared cockhead before taking more of his shaft into her mouth. The sweet torment continued until Sera pulled her head back.
He swore under his breath. “Fuck.” It was the only word he was capable of. He was only moments away from shooting his load.
Thorn chuckled. He held up two nipple clamps attached by a chain, along with a silver bullet. “Don’t worry, you’ll get relief soon enough.”
Carver stared at the implements for a second. It took a moment to remember what they were.
“That’s what you brought back?” He couldn’t believe it had taken his friend that long to find three items.
“Just the beginning.” Thorn fished a pair of steel handcuffs out of his pocket. “These too.”
“How do you want to do this?” Arousal pulsed hot and heavy in Carver’s veins.
Sera went to Thorn and examined the objects that would be used in her pleasure. Her sleek fingers touched and examined each implement.
“This time I get to take her pussy and you get her mouth. Switch places.” Thorn took the cuffs and opened them. “We start down here and then move up to your bedroom, using everything in between to our advantage.” A wicked glint had entered his eyes.
Carver understood what his friend was saying. “Starting with the stairs?” He reached down to give himself a long, slow stroke.
Sera stopped and glanced from one man to the other. “Excuse me?”
Carver stopped teasing himself, went to his friend, and snatched the handcuffs. “Do you want to stop the fun? If so, say your safe word and we stop.”
Sera held out her hands. “OK.”
“Excellent.” From his other pocket, Thorn produced a blindfold. “Close your eyes.” He slipped behind her.
Carver put the cuffs around Sera’s wrists and snapped them closed while Thorn slipped the mask over her eyes. Carver knew he would miss gazing into those beautiful amber depths, but he also knew it would increase her pleasure.
“You prep her breasts and I’ll work on her pussy.” Thorn had already settled down onto his knees in front of her and was urging her legs apart.
Carver nodded, eager to give her some sensual payback. He started by taking her mouth while he massaged and worked her breasts with strong tugs. Then he rolled her nipples between his thumb and index fingers. She moaned into his mouth as wet sounds from below drifted up to his ear.
Thorn’s head brushed against Carver’s legs, his hair gliding over the overheated flesh, sending a shiver up his thigh. Carver adjusted his position so he wouldn’t accidently knee Thorn in the head. He created a path of openmouthed kisses along skin, punctuated by little bites. By morning she would be marked with their teeth.
She pleaded with them, without specifying what it was that she wanted. “Please, please, please.”
Carver circled her breasts with lips and nips and then laved the tight nub of her nipple with his tongue. Sera whimpered and rocked her chest against his mouth. He tugged the sensitive tip between his teeth with strong pulls and then soothed away the pain with licks.
“Thorn,” she gasped out.
Not to be outdone Carver pinched her free nipple, holding the thick bud for a few seconds, and then let it go. She shook against him as she sobbed out her release. Carver took that moment of distraction to grab the clip and attach it to her distended point.
She cried out but didn’t protest. Once he was sure her other breast was ready for the same treatment, he used the second clamp and stepped back. He studied her features. Her lips were parted and she didn’t look in distress at all.
Thorn scrambled out from between her legs and stood up, his lips glistened with her juices. “Just as sweet as I thought.” He wiped away the excess before taking her hands and guiding her over to the stairs. On the way, he slipped a hand into his pocket and brought out the key. He unlocked one of the cuffs and looped it through the spoke at the base of the stairs before reattaching it to her wrist. “How do you feel?”
“Horny,” she gritted out between clenched teeth.
Thorn gave her buttocks a swift smack, first on one side and then on the other.
“Good, so are we. You’ll give Carver a handjob while I take your gorgeous, dripping pussy.” Thorn took out a condom, undid his fly, and sheathed himself.
Sera didn’t protest. She reached out and took hold of Carver’s shaft. She began to work her hand up and down his length while he bent down and took her mouth in a hungry kiss. Every so often he tugged on the chain attached to the clamps.
Thorn had rolled on a condom and he sank into her pussy—slipping in and out of her with slow thrusts that rocked her hold on Carver’s cock.
Sera used the precum slipping out of the top of Carver’s cock to lubricate its length. She worked him over with strokes that matched Thorn’s pace. Carver kissed her mouth, letting his tongue duel with hers while he flicked her nipples in between pulls on the fetters. She moaned and whimpered against his lips.
The pungent scent of sex filled the air as Carver’s body raced to orgasm. The electric buzz had returned tenfold. His toes curled as the hum rolled around his testicles. He moved his head away from hers and groaned. “So close.”
“Come for me, Carver.” Her strokes increased, but her hands were limited in what they could do. He reached around her arms to tug and pull at his balls. She bent her head forward and planted a kiss on his chest. Then she found and took his nipple between her teeth and bit down. The jolt of pain was all it took to force him over the precipice. He groaned out her name as he came, spilling his seed over her hands.
Sera followed him, crying out Thorn’s name as she came. Thorn grunted and continued to pound her pussy until he gave a shout. Carver’s legs wobbled as he fought to remain standing. With the little remaining strength he had, he reached out and—with care—unclipped her nipples. He soothed away the pain with his mouth as she shook against Thorn.
Sera made soft inarticulate sounds as she came down from the orgasm. Carver massaged her breasts as Thorn rubbed her wrists. Both men praised her. Carver pressed kisses to her face while Thorn removed her blindfold, kissing her shoulders and along her neck. Once they were sure she was OK and in no pain, Thorn slipped out of her and left to dispose of the condom.
“How are you doing?” Carver moved behind her to place his hands on her shoulders. He started to knead the muscles. “Sore?”
She let out a sigh. “A bit but I’m recovering.”
“Good. Want to use your safe word?” He needed to make sure that she was still willing to continue.
“No. What do you want to do next? Will you be fucking my ass?”
The question came out of left field for him. He hadn’t wanted to take that on yet. This was new for her and he wanted to work her into that.
“Have you ever had your ass taken?” Acid churned in his gut at the thought of someone taking her anal virginity.
“Yes. It was OK, but I’m willing to do it with you guys.”
Thorn returned. He held a silver bullet. “Since you’re willing, why not use this for your pussy while Carver takes your ass, and you use your mouth on me? Do you want to keep the handcuffs or no?”
Carver waited to hear what she would say.
“Do you have something softer?” She tilted her head. Her amber gaze switched from Carver to Thorn.
“Yes, we do. So, does this mean yes?” Carver hoped so.
“Yes, let’s do this. Although next time”—she reached out and dragged a finger down the center of Carver’s chest, stopping at the thatch of pubic hair that surrounded his cock—“I want you to be tied down, since you seemed to like that idea.”
Arousal poured into Carver’s flaccid penis, bringing it back to life. He grinned. There were some benefits to being a demon. “Anything you want, sweetheart.”
Carver headed to the bathroom to perform the quickest cleanup he could manage, just enough to assuage his inner neat freak. Then he headed upstairs to find Thorn dressed again. “What’s up?”
Sera lay out on his bed, looking like a vision. She let out a soft yawn.
“Sera needs her rest, and the alarm’s gone off at the JD. You stay. I’ll go check it out. We’ll do the fantasy later?” Thorn started toward the door, and Carver sidled off to the side.
“Yeah, sure.” Carver followed Thorn down.
“Don’t worry. It’s probably just the alarm acting up due to all those idiots running around. Go back up there. Give her a massage.”
Carver chewed his bottom lip. Indecision filled him. His heart hammered as images filled his head. What could be going on at his place of business?
Thorn reached out and gave his shoulder a squeeze. “If they’re really fucking up the place I’ll use my ice magic.” A wicked smile twisted his lips.
Some of the tension eased from Carver’s body. “We won’t do anything without you.”
Thorn nodded. “Just give her some aftercare.”
Carver turned that suggestion over and agreed. “Good idea.”
He saw Thorn out and locked the door behind him, not setting the alarm. Each step he took got lighter as he grew closer to Sera. When he got upstairs he found her asleep right in the center of the bed. With a smile, he went to the closet and took out the massage oil and wet wipes. As quietly as he could, he moved around the room and climbed onto the bed. Then he turned her over onto her stomach. He took out a wipe and began to clean the sweat from her body. No movement was wasted. He took his time savoring the honor of taking care of her.
Her breathing never sped up. Her aura was a pastel palette that showed her ease and trust in him. His heart skipped a beat as pride and awe filled him. Once he was done with the wet wipes he turned to the massage oil. He flicked up the top and squeezed a few drops out.
She moaned as he smoothed the slippery substance onto her back. Nowhere did he find tension or knots. She was at ease with him. Tears stung his eyes. His kind were always distrusted or feared. Other paras kept their distance.
She rolled over just as he began to work on her calves. “Hey.” She let out a soft yawn.
“Hey, you have to turn over again. I’m not done.”
His reward was a sleepy smile. “OK. Goddess, I don’t know why I’m so sleepy. I really did want to do that scene we agreed on. Must be the Lunar Lust hormones.”
She yawned and fell asleep again. He didn’t feel the least bit disappointed that she kept slipping off to dreamland. He finished up the massage, wiped away the excess oil, and tucked her under the covers before putting the things away and joining her.
An hour later Thorn joined them too. “I’m tired. Stupid-ass kids. They were playing with some slug that seemed to be growing by the second, stinking up the place with bad magic to boot. To fuck with them, I made it snow.” Thorn pulled off his jacket followed by his shirt.
Carver started to laugh. “And?”
“The little shits weren’t impressed.” Thorn sounded outraged. His features scrunched up and his eyes glinted. “So I turned the ground to ice under their feet. They slipped, slid, and fell on their asses a few times and even tried to hex me. Can you believe that?” Thorn grunted, bent over, and yanked off his shoes and socks.
Carver stopped chuckling. Worry gnawed at him. The more Thorn spoke the madder he became. “What did you do?”
The bed shook and Sera mumbled but didn’t wake.
“Well, I didn’t turn them into ice statues, but I did take their stupid slug, freeze it, and smash it. One of them pissed his pants and ran away. It took longer for sense to get into the other two pissants’ heads but eventually they got the message.” He pushed down his pants and climbed into bed.
Carver grinned. “Good job. Did the security cameras catch it?”
Thorn beamed. “Of course. So if they even try to bring a lawsuit, I can show them exactly what was going on. Goddess, I love technology.”
Carver patted his friend on the head. “Could’ve been worse. It could’ve been those raccoons you can’t catch.”
“Don’t start.” The mattress shook and Thorn pulled the covers over his head.
“I still remember when they got the drop on you, and one of them was clinging to your back like a bull rider on a bull while the other threw garbage at you,” Carver teased.
“Do you want to do the books tomorrow?” Thorn threatened.
“Gods, you smelled like shit for a week. Don’t know why, but you did.”
“Do you like spit in your coffee? ’Cause I could do it,” Thorn grumbled.
“Both of you shut up or I swear you won’t be able to have sex for a month.” The threat was followed by a growl.
“Yes ma’am.” Thorn reached over and switched off the light.
“Yes ma’am.” Carver shut his eyes but couldn’t wipe the grin off of his face at the memory of Thorn coming back into the diner covered in banana peels and coffee grounds and stinking to high heaven. He knew that Carver fed those little beasties. He was training them up as a secondary guard system.
 



Chapter Nine
 
 
Sera awoke with start. Her eyes opened to darkness. She could feel the panther alert and ready. Large, warm, male bodies lay next her. As her eyes adjusted to the light in the room, she could make out a few details. They lay in a four-poster bed with a king-sized mattress that fit all three of them with ease. Thin, cream-colored sheets obscured the view of their bodies. She groaned as heat swirled in the pit of her stomach. Memories of what had happened downstairs rose up in her mind. Fire threaded through her veins as her nipples tightened and her sex slickened. Tingles raced along her inner thighs and her nether lips. She’d never come so hard in her life and been so fully sated, but she’d also never been so damn exhausted after sex either.
It was with embarrassment that she remembered she’d fallen asleep so soon after climbing onto the cloud that was Carver’s bed. Now she was awake and ready to go but the men on either side of her snored away. She considered her options. Desire shimmered throughout her body, reminding her that Lunar Lust was still riding her. She could only imagine how the snake shifter, Mysta, was dealing with it. Rather than wait for her two lovers to wake up, she decided to get the party restarted herself. She sat up and lay against the pillows.
Her mind drifted to the scene that had played out when they’d arrived at the house. A low moan slipped up her throat and out of her mouth as the fire spiked. She lifted up her hand and let her fingertips drift across her collarbone. The light touch continued on down. With each millimeter that went by the big cat offered her some of its strength and abilities. A light simmer washed down her arms and through her hands to dance along her fingertips, changing her fingernails into sharpened claws. The pointed ends scraped her skin, bringing about shivers of delight. As a shifter, she could take a lot of damage, and there was a part of her that did like it rough, loved the pain and primal edge that happened when both partners let go and allowed themselves to sink into the moment. In this case, all three of them had gone to that edge.
She hadn’t been so out of it that she’d missed Thorn’s comment about ice magic. What would that be like? None of her past lovers had brought anything cold to the union. That also left the question of what Carver could bring to the table. She let her mind drift over the possibilities. She closed her eyes and rested against the headboard. Her fingers circled her breast, taking her time to allow the fire to build up. When the sharpened ends of her claws reached her nipple she groaned. The sensations multiplied and filtered through her body. Her clit hardened and jerked. She spread her legs as far as they could go and allowed her free hand to drift along the contours of her body until it could settle between her thighs. She repeated the slow tease of her breast and ran the tips of her fingers along her nether lips, first up one side and then down the other. The slight edge of pain raced along her nerve endings, creating sparks and increasing her arousal.
A groan rattled around her chest as she pinched and rolled the tightened nub. Her clit jumped in response. Her pussy lips warmed. She grazed the head of the bundle of nerves that lay between. She clenched her jaw as pleasure spiraled up her spine. A hiss of air slipped out between her teeth.
Carver shifted beside her but didn’t awaken. Thorn grumbled but didn’t roll over. She wished they would wake up and play with her. The thought of waking them up prickled her desire-hazed mind. A wicked smiled curved her lips. Why not wake them up with the sounds of passion? She worked her nipple until it was too vulnerable to continue touching and then transferred her attention to the neglected peak. She repeated her actions a while, circling and rubbing her clit, allowing the pressure inside her to build. Her orgasm continued to build, so close but so far out of reach.
A groan sounded beside her but she ignored it and kept going.
“Naughty kitty,” Carver murmured as his hands wrapped around her wrist and forearm and dragged it away from her aching globe.
“Very bad, kitty. I think she deserves to be punished.” Thorn mimicked Carver’s motions with her other arm.
She let out an animalistic scream as her cat surged to the forefront. The shift came on her hard and swift. Plush, velvety, black fur pushed its way up through skin, her fingertips shortened as her hands became paws. Her torso elongated and her chest shrunk. Her thighs became thicker and her legs shorter. The hair on her head pulled into her until there was only black fuzz.
“Oh no, dear sweetness, no.” Thorn muzzled her neck and kissed the hollow just below her unchanged ears.
Anger and impatience filled her as threads of fire wrapped around her body in thin ropes. She struggled in their hold.
The men peppered her neck and face, brushing and touching her skin with their lips. Her pelt receded as her body returned to human form, but she willed her claws to remain.
Thorn and Carver lifted her arms over her head. She felt the glide of soft cotton against her wrists as the locks snicked home. Thorn pulled her legs wider as the bed shook and the men readjusted their positions. Carver slipped down and began to suck and nibble on her nipples while Thorn slipped between her thighs.
She shuddered as Thorn lapped at her damp slit with slow licks and nips. Each time the tip of his tongue passed over the head of her clit, it sent a quiver of flame through her until her toes curled and she yanked on her bonds. She wished she could sink one hand onto Carver’s head and the other into Thorn’s hair and hold them where they were. Noises slipped from her lips as the desire grew. Carver grazed her sensitive nipples with his teeth. She pushed her chest out to encourage more stimulation. Her legs shook as electricity zipped along her nerve endings.
Thorn pulled back at the same time as Carver. A blush of heat kissed her breasts as Carver’s lips brushed over her chest. A touch of cold breezed along her legs as Thorn explored the tender skin of her inner thighs. Thorn took hold of her ankles, the trail of ice following in his wake. Curious, Sera lifted her head to find Carver’s skin flushed a deep red. His nails had become long, pointed, and black while, in contrast, Thorn’s flesh had become a milky white. Ridges ran along his forehead, pushing up through the skin.
Both men lifted their heads. Carver’s eyes had become black. Even the whites had darkened until only obsidian gazed back at Sera. Thorn’s irises had become so pale they seemed translucent.
A shiver raced over Sera, but she wasn’t afraid. “You’ve let your demon natures come out and play.”
“Thought maybe you’d like that. Besides, it does get tiring holding it back.” Carver shrugged, an elegant unhurried movement that made her think time had slowed down.
“We’re using just enough to entice but not hurt.” Thorn nipped the side of her calf before moving back up her leg.
The thought thrilled her. They’d decided to give in to their baser natures. This gave her courage. She allowed her body to relax and her cat some slack, feeding out its leash. With permission, the change came swift, hitting her so hard her back bowed and fire erupted throughout her body. Bones, muscles, and organs reshaped as her body accepted the shift. Her vision, her sense of smell, touch, taste, and hearing all sharpened. She knew where they were without having to look for them.
She closed her eyes and sunk into their ministrations. Carver worked on her breasts. Each brush of his lips, nip of his teeth, and pinch of his fingers enflamed her need. Thorn’s touch, the flick of his tongue, the grip of his hands, all sent pleasure rippling along her nerve endings, setting off pinpricks of delight. She squirmed and writhed as they covered her body with kisses, bites, and sweeps of bliss. Thorn brushed a finger along one side of her labia and down the other. His icy touch was a sweet contrast to the heat that pumped through her sex. Meanwhile, Carver used his fire magic to increase her passion. His heat seeped into her skin and burrowed deep into her flesh. As Thorn crawled up her body, his cooling contact helped to douse some of the sharpness of Carver’s fire. The contrast between the two men had her hanging between heaven and hell.
The bed shook as the demons switched places. Carver took his place between her thighs and Thorn moved to her left side to tease and torment her breasts. She cried until her throat was hoarse and her words turned to gibberish. Both of them kept her on her a knife’s edge, close to coming and yet denying her that final release.
“Please, please,” she begged. “Let me come.”
“This what you want?” Carver slipped first one finger, then a second, and then a third inside of her weeping pussy. He pushed and withdrew in a leisurely fashion, as if he had all the time in the world to make her come.
She tried to ride the invasion but her bonds gave her limited movement. A feral cry clawed out of her mouth to pierce the air as Thorn bit down on her nipple and held.
She cried out as a searing line of energy shot straight to her clit. An orgasm hit her out of nowhere. One second she was on the verge and then she was coming. Her body shook, limbs stiffening as fire and pressure coalesced to create one huge burst of sensation that enveloped her body, setting her blood and flesh ablaze. She was sure she was dying. Light burned beyond her eyelids. She heard herself crying out, in a hoarse roar, Carver’s and Thorn’s names.
She felt the bed shake, but her body felt too heavy to move. She couldn’t even open her eyes.
“Look at us,” Carver ordered. His voice was a murmur that caressed her skin like velvet and suede, both soothing and abrading her from the inside out. Her vaginal muscles contracted as her juices coated her inner thighs.
A fire flickered to life in the pit of her stomach. Another climax began to form. She watched Thorn kiss his way down her stomach, forming a path of chilled skin as Carver fucked her with his fingers, bringing her to the periphery yet again, the orgasm just out of reach. They both stopped just as Thorn reached her mound, and she knew she was about to come again.
Sera growled low in warning. The cat wanted to come just much as the woman did. “Let me come!”
Carver withdrew his digits and lapped at her juices. “We’re going to flip you over to prep you to take my cock in your ass. Do you want to stop now?”
She didn’t need to think about it. “Do it.”
With care, both men turned her over so that she lay on her stomach. She turned her head to get more comfortable and heard the top of a bottle flick open, followed by a rushing of air. Then she felt the slippery texture of the lubricant on her skin. The cool jell heated up under Carver’s touch. Thorn massaged her feet and worked up and down her limbs as Carver worked to relax her back passage.
She closed her eyes and allowed the men to work. Despite some discomfort, she allowed her muscles to relax. Thorn kissed and nipped his way up her right leg and down the left side.
“You are so beautiful, every inch of you,” Thorn murmured.
“That’s it, sweetheart. Relax for me. Absolutely perfect.” Carver’s hair brushed down her back as he traced a path of fire down her spine. His fingers withdrew and pushed forward again, sliding deeper and deeper into her ass. The urge to push back took her and she lifted her hips to do just that.
“No.” A sharp slap cracked on the air as a sting danced along her butt cheek. Fire flared along her skin and seeped deep into the muscle. The ache was replaced by pleasure almost instantly, and she groaned, digging her toes into the bedcovers. She tried to get up onto her knees to move into that touch.
“More.” The word came out as a moan as she dug her toes into the bedclothes and tried to push up onto her knees.
Carver placed a hand on the small of her back and pushed her down again. “Stay on the bed, beautiful. You don’t move until we tell you to.”
She gritted her teeth as her desire increased. The yearning to be filled by both men took hold of her. Her sex dripped onto her thighs. She could smell the musky arousal on the air, feel the coolness of Thorn’s touch on her skin, mixing and contrasting with Carver’s hotter caresses.
“Let me take over.” Thorn switched places with Carver. More lube was spread and poured on her ass before it was worked into her, slicking the passage and making things easier for whoever would be there.
Sera gasped as Thorn’s icy fingers slipped into her. Her body stilled as she waited, allowing herself to accept the invasion and see where it led. He kissed his way across her back, breathing cold air across her skin and causing goose bumps to rise. She shivered and her nipples pebbled but she didn’t want him to stop. It felt so good.
Thorn had moved to between her thighs and began lapping at her slit, teasing her clit with each stroke of his tongue. The feelings overwhelmed her. Her cat rumbled and groaned as the bliss took her. She was sure she could come this way if given a little more of a push by either or both of them. The pressure increased as the heat inside of her swirled. She clawed at the covers as the pleasure grew.
“Please. Can’t take much more. Help me.”
Carver chuckled. “Thorn?”
“Switch?”
“Switch.” The bed rocked again.
She heard the tearing of a packet and the bed shook as both men sheathed themselves with condoms.
“I’m going to be taking your ass, sweet one. Ready?” Carver’s voice was a deep tenor that wrapped her body in fire and need.
“More than ready. Fuck me.” She panted as sweat bathed her face and slipped along her body, adding to the caress of the men’s hands.
Carver straddled her thighs and parted her butt cheeks. Then he pressed his cockhead against her back entrance.
Sera gritted her teeth and readied herself for the invasion. She felt him take hold of her hips and push in with a groan. It felt like heat-made-solid was trying to push into her. She cried out as he pulled back. He pressed kisses on the nape of her neck and across her shoulders.
“Easy, easy. Relax. Breathe,” Carver urged.
She drew in air and blew it out, focusing on Carver’s touch. These men wanted her, desired her. There was nothing to fear. They wouldn’t hurt her unless she asked for it.
She continued to take in deep breaths. “OK, try again.”
She braced herself and tried to keep her body loose as Carver moved again. The combined heat of his magic and her body made her feel as if she would incinerate at any moment. Despite some discomfort, her muscles began to relax and let him in. He moved slowly, retreating and then thrusting forward, increasing the depth of his thrusts a millimeter at a time, until she thought she’d go insane with anticipation.
She let out a low, whining cry that sounded more cat than human. “For fuck’s sake, Carver, fuck my ass,” she growled.
She tried to push her hips back at him and take more of him inside of her but Carver stopped. Damn him. She let out a hiss and tried to move again. Nothing. Carver’s grip on her hips tightened.
“Not until you stop moving.”
She let out a scream but lay still. The cat rose up, offering more of its power to her, but she refused it. If she fully shifted, not only would she not get sex, but they’d also have a pissed off black panther on their hands—a horny one under Lunar Lust, no less.
She closed her eyes and went back to focusing on her breathing until the urge passed. Her thoughts scattered as Carver thrust into her, going deeper than before. He withdrew and repeated the action. Warmth and pleasure multiplied with each stroke as his cock massaged muscles that weren’t used to this kind of stimulation. She let go and sank into it, allowing him to take her higher and higher. He stopped while deep inside of her, then rolled them over until he was lying on his back with her on top of him, her back pressed to his chest.
“I’m going to switch the position of the bonds,” Thorn said. He took the leather straps that were attached to the bed and pulled on them until they were loose. Then he dragged them up until her arms were in the air over her body. She tugged on them and found they wouldn’t give.
“This will help your position when I’m inside of you. Helps with traction when you have to move.”
She didn’t really care. She just wanted both of them inside of her. Now. “Fuck…me.”
Thorn spread her legs wider and positioned himself at her dripping entrance. Carver’s hands slipped up her sides to grip and massage her breasts as Thorn took her hips and moved forward, sinking into her.
She gasped out. It was too much. They wouldn’t fit. She started to struggle as madness tore at her mind and pricked the bubble of ecstasy that she had been in. Carver took hold of her nipples. The pressure and ache caught her off guard. She dug her heels into the bedspread and struggled against her bonds. The chains attached to ceiling rig that held the straps up rattled but refused to give.
Thorn bent forward and took her lips in a hungry, possessive, branding kiss that stole all thought from her mind. Carver released her throbbing peaks. A small orgasm took her, sending waves of pleasure through her nerve endings. She gasped as Thorn sunk into her to the hilt. Both men kissed her, covering her with love bites. In concert, they pulled out and thrust forward. Spots danced before her eyes as the combination of fire and ice filled and withdrew from her in unison. The sensations were too much. Her body felt too small to contain all the heaven that they were doling out.
The cat shoved forward and the partial shift came at her again. Pain played along her muscles and limbs, riding along her tendons and flaring her nerve endings. Thorn took her lips again. Their tongues tangled as the men fucked her, increasing the tempo. Carver squeezed and rolled her nipples as Thorn bit the tender spot where her shoulder and neck met. She went wild and bucked between them.
Carver sat up behind her, holding her to him while Thorn withdrew. The ice demon sat on his heels and repositioned himself before entering her again. She clutched at the leather bindings. Her newly sharpened claws dug into the sturdy material, poking holes into it. Ripples of bliss cascaded through her as they took her higher and higher, until she was sure that she would fall and all the delight she was experiencing would stop. Her hold scrabbled on her bonds as she tried to work herself back and forth to match their thrusts and withdrawals.
Now, when Carver withdrew Thorn shoved forward. They worked in tandem to bring her such overwhelming sensation that it rode the line between pain and pleasure. Tears streamed down her face and she struggled with her baser instincts.
The cat wanted her to mark both of them, here and now. Her teeth changed, becoming sharper. Saliva pooled in her mouth. The urge to brand them rode her until it became a constant beat in her head. Unable to resist, she bent down and lapped at the same exact place on Thorn’s shoulder where he had bitten her. His cry only pushed her on as the men fucked her harder.
She felt her teeth sink into his shoulder and she moaned around the flesh in her mouth. Blood rolled over her tongue. The taste was metallic, but there was something cool about it, almost like the sensation of peppermint. There was also fire. She tasted darkness and immortality, anger and passion, desire and greed, good and evil, and something beyond both her feline and human understanding. She groaned and held on as Thorn pounded her pussy. She wouldn’t release him, not until she came. And then the bonding would be complete.
She came with a burst of flame and fire as the pressure erupted and the climax took her and flung her into the air. A muffled inhuman scream pierced the air. Her claws shredded the leather straps and she wrapped her freed arms around Thorn’s neck, even as she released him from her jaws. She took his lips, her own still covered in blood, and continued to ride him and Carver.
Sera’s nails scratched along Thorn’s back and she felt the pinch of Carver’s fingers into her hips. Multiple orgasms hit her, overwhelming her body until she didn’t have the strength to move again. She lay back, allowing the men to use her for their pleasure.
Carver was the first to come. She felt him thicken and twitch in her ass. He was so hot she expected him to burn, but she wasn’t afraid. The heat danced along her flesh, drawing out more pleasure from her sensitized skin. The desire to brand still echoed in her mind, but she was too exhausted to try to claim Carver as well. Thorn reached his climax soon after his friend. As he did so, he took her lips in another bruising, greedy kiss. His scraped her bottom lip and he sucked on the plump flesh as he climbed to his zenith and poured himself into the condom.
When he pulled back and smiled, mouth smeared with his own blood, all she could think of was how lucky she was. Most men would’ve run away screaming, but not Thorn and Carver. Now if only she could mark Carver too. Later. When she could move again. For now, her eyelids began to drift down. Sera fell asleep, and for now the cat was satiated.
 



Chapter Ten
 
 
Ribbons of orange, blue, purple, and pink streaked across the sky as dawn began to break over the horizon. Sera woke up with a groan. Her body protested any movement, but she had to go. There was work to be done and there was no way she could duck out of it.
When she’d left the office, Bridget had taken a job for their vampire liaison, Fritz. Sera had to do up the paperwork and touch base with Bridget to see if she had found their target. Worry fluttered in her heart and her stomach quivered at the thought of her friend being out there alone, confronting a rogue vampire.
She slipped out from between the two men, Carver on her right side and Thorn on her left, both snoring softly, deep in dreamland. She winced at the jagged red strips painted on Thorn’s skin. Once she’d partially shifted, she hadn’t been able to resist. It had been a struggle just to get the black panther to behave, much less pull back once the fun had started. The men hadn’t minded, thank goodness. In fact it had seemed to stir their passion even more.
Her body began to hum with sexual awareness. She ignored it and crawled off the bed. After a quick search, she found all of her clothes and managed to put all but her corset on. Instead of struggling with the eyelet closures, she used her jacket as a top. She found the bathroom and washed up, feeling shame at the blood on her face.
Thorn hadn’t seemed disgusted it the least. If he’d been a shifter he would’ve known what to expect, but she didn’t know how much knowledge these demons had about her kind. She vowed to ask later and answer any questions they had before she pressed ahead. It was only fair to let them know what else to expect. She still had Carver to mark, if he allowed it. She should have asked before sinking her fangs into Thorn, but the cat had taken control and she’d been along for the ride.
Before she left, she scribbled out a quick note to them so they wouldn’t think she’d just ducked out on them. She hoped that they would want to go further. For the first time in her life she felt sexually satisfied. Two men might be too much for other women, but for her it had felt just right.
Usually around the time of the full moon she’d use up all the batteries in the house taking care of her Lunar Lust. The alternative was going out and finding some random guy who wanted a no-strings-attached fuck. Having Carver and Thorn to fuck wasn’t just unbelievably erotic; it was also safer.
But if she claimed them as hers she knew her mother would go apoplectic. Having sex with demons was one thing—she could’ve dismissed that as pure lust—but Francine wouldn’t forgive her only pureblood daughter being bonded to demons as her mates. Would the leap accept Carver and Thorn? In the light of day so many things were problematic—things that, in the heat of the moment, she hadn’t even considered.
She knew she couldn’t break things off with Carver and Thorn just when they were getting exciting. They had honored her desires without showing disgust and they’d treated her with reverence and passion. Now that she had experienced that, there was no way she could let it go.
She slipped out of the house and headed out into the breaking dawn. The streetlights were still lit up, but the sidewalks and roads were deserted. Balls of tissue paper drifted by her like tumbleweeds in a light breeze. Spilled fun-size candy littered the sidewalks, as did their crumpled and discarded wrappers. Her stomach rumbled but she refused to grab a few and treat them as a pre-breakfast treat. There was a sharp acrid tang of gunpowder on the air from the fireworks that had gone off at midnight to herald the arrival of Samhain.
Her ears prickled as she heard a rustling off in the distance. A small, black cat darted out, covered in damp toilet paper, and stopped right in her path. Sera shook her head and bent down to pick off the wet fabric. She soothed the small feline with long, slow strokes from her head to the tip of her tail. There was a diamond-studded collar around the pet’s neck, announcing that she was Miss Zelda. “There you go, Miss Zelda.”
A loud purr drifted up to Sera’s ears and she smiled. Her own feline gave a grumble of approval. Emerald-green eyes blinked up at her before it stepped back, end up in the air, and started walking in the direction that would lead Sera home. She decided to follow the cat. Evenfall’s crime rate was lower than the surrounding areas, but an angry cat seemed good protection all the same.
Exhaustion pulled on her energy reserves. Carver and Thorn had been thorough. Every move she made announced new aches and pains. She was aware of the small welts on her buttocks from the light spanking she’d received from Carver. She could feel the imprint of the belt on her wrists. And then there were the various love bites that both men had left on her flesh. The tender tissues in her vagina and back passage ached sweetly, and her mouth still hadn’t recovered from taking Thorn’s cock so deeply.
She thought back to their first encounter in the sun-room. A small part of her had been excited at being caught by Ariel. She had enjoyed watching her friend pleasure herself as she witnessed Sera’s little ménage. Sera didn’t feel the least bit awkward or embarrassed at having been caught, but she didn’t think public sex would become a regular thing. Once in a while was fine, but she didn’t need it to get off. She vowed to speak to Ariel later to clear the air and put the lynx shifter at ease.
“Looks like I’ll have to figure out my limits, huh?” She watched Miss Zelda stop to investigate a bush and dive into the foliage. A squirrel burst out the other side, but rather than chase it Miss Zelda returned to Sera and they continued on their way.
They arrived at Sera’s brownstone, having met no one else. Sera smiled. It had taken fifteen minutes. Good to know for next time she had to take a morning-after walk. She would need to start packing an overnight bag. There were so many things they had to talk about. She wanted to ask Mysta or Bridget what they knew about demons. A little extra knowledge would be helpful.
A yearning to turn back and crawl into bed with her men—and they were hers—took her by surprise. She shook it off, reluctantly. There was a job to do, and she needed to shower and change. Things had gotten messy, and she wanted to be clean and presentable when she went into the office.
As she opened her front door, Miss Zelda darted in and started to wander around the living room area.
Sera checked her messages and found one from her mother. “Happy Samhain, darling. Usual brunch tomorrow. Make sure to come early. I’ve arranged for some eligible tiger and panther shifters to be here to meet you. I know, I know, tigers are out of our usual circle, but they are rich, so we’ll make the exception, won’t we? Wear something tasteful yet sexy, but no corsets. Goddess knows why you insist on wearing such a slutty garment.
“Also, what’s this I hear about you and two demons? The owners of The Java Demon. Dear? You must be more careful. The company that you keep affects your reputation. It could be inferred among the feline community that you don’t feel you can find a mate among them. Let’s quash that, shall we? You know what? I’ll swing by before the brunch and pick something out for you, shall I? See you soon. Kisses.”
Her mother hung up. Tension built within Sera until she shook with restrained rage. She gritted her teeth as she tried to master her anger. A brush of soft warmth whispered against her calves. She sighed and crouched down as Miss Zelda made another pass. Sera closed her eyes and allowed herself the luxury of scratching behind the cat’s ears. She wished she could shift into her panther counterpart and wander through the woods, expend the energy that felt bottled up inside of her.
Only her mother could cause such a riot of emotion in her. Spending time with Carver and Thorn made her feel competent, as did Bridget and Mysta and Lana. But just one conversation with her mother sent her back to her awkward teenage years. In those days she had felt out of step with her friends. While they wore the latest fashions, she had had to wear conservative business-casual dress, even to school. It was only befitting feline royalty.
Her mother dictated her friends and her life. Now Sera was an adult, with her own life, her own friends, and now her own lovers, but nothing had really changed. The only good thing Sera had ever done in her mother’s eyes had been dating Arthur. No matter how many times Sera tried to make her mother see who she was, it never truly registered. She didn’t want to fight with her mother, but it looked like the day had come for Sera to give her an ultimatum: butt out or get out. It was harsh but needed if Sera was going to continue on with Carver and Thorn. There was no room for her mother’s insistence on purity, her judgments, her attempt to control her daughter. None.
Sera rose up and puttered around the kitchen. She put together a plate of food for Miss Zelda and headed upstairs for a shower and maybe a nap. As she stood under the warm spray of water she went over what she had to do that day. Go to the office, check in on Bridget, check on payments, call back a few clients, and try to sort out the pile of paperwork that had begun to take over her in-box. There was also the research room, which had begun to look like a pile of books and scrolls. Bridget had let Mysta go crazy buying manuscripts at a black-market book auction and estate sale.
On the brink of becoming a prune, Sera turned off the shower and stepped out of the stall. She’d have to confront her mother sometime during the day.
The doorbell rang once, then again in quick succession. Sera rolled her eyes and grabbed a robe. Her mother had a key—one Sera hadn’t given her—and would probably be investigating her kitchen before making her way up to Sera’s bedroom. No matter how many times she asked, her mother refused to give the key back.
Sera tied the belt on her robe tight and hoped the marks from last night wouldn’t show. Because she was in human form, she would heal and recover much more slowly than she would as feline. She tugged the sleeves down and went to go meet her early visitor.
Just as she thought, her mother was puttering around her kitchen. Francine had put on a pot of coffee and was making some food. Sera didn’t know what exactly.
“Mother, it’s early.” Sera tucked a wet strand of hair behind her ear and watched with gritted teeth as Francine moved around the room. She moved with so much familiarity that it made Sera feel like a guest in her own home.
“I know, dear, but you know how Samhain makes me ill at ease. Those dreadful pranksters were out this morning. Luckily, Howard scared them away.” Francine started to put ingredients into a mixing bowl. “Your sister didn’t come home last night. We had a disagreement on her costume. I came over here hoping to find her. Is she here?”
Francine turned around, with her eyebrow arched and her lips a pursed moue of distaste. Sera’s sister, Vivienne, was her half sibling, her mother’s new husband’s daughter from a previous relationship. Sera had a sneaking suspicion that Vivi was here and her mother knew that. “Mother, Samhain doesn’t make you uneasy at all. If you wanted to search my house why cook something and make coffee?”
Sera shoved her hands into the pockets of her robe and watched her mother’s movements. Francine’s features twisted into what Sera had come to describe as her mother’s hiding-something mask. No emotion broke through the tranquil covering. Her previous annoyance had disappeared.
“Vivienne is a young woman. She may not be of our breeding, but she is my responsibility since her mother abandoned her. I’m trying to make her presentable to feline society. She needs to act more grateful that I’m even showing her the least bit of interest. And I hadn’t come here to ‘search’ as you put it. Or snoop as you think. I’m here to help and make sure you eat something…well, eat something more nutritious. You’re looking a bit plumper than usual. Are you still going to that dreadful diner? Demons are not acceptable company if you want to attract a mate, dear.”
Sera took in a few deep, cleansing breaths and let them out as slowly and steadily as she could. When that didn’t calm her down, she began to count to ten. Once she was able to assemble a reply she dove in at the deep end: “One, I am not looking plumper. Two, who I hang out with is my business and any man I do attract better accept the way I look. Three, Vivi is grateful and she is acceptable to feline society. Stop trying to control her and me for that matter. She’s twenty-three years old, mother. And her mother didn’t abandon her; she divorced Howard. You know that. As for breeding, don’t even go there.” Sera managed to say all of this without stopping to take in a breath or pass out from lack of air. This was an old argument, but one of many they kept having over and over again.
Francine narrowed her eyes. “If you want your sister to fit into feline society as you did, she needs to start acting like it instead of hanging around those dragon brothers.”
Sera filed that tidbit of information to ask Vivi about later. “Mother, those dragons are respectable members of the community. They come from a very old, respected, and wealthy family. They may not be feline shifters, but they are good people.”
“Like your Bridget and Mysta. Or Lana? Or Ariel? Or Donna?” Francine turned away and began to clean up her mess. “Pixies, dear? Really? Dreadful, untrustworthy creatures. Why they got rights along with those gnomes and fairies is beyond me. And lynxes are fine so long as they don’t think they are better than us. They are still lower in the hierarchy than they believe themselves to be.”
Rage filled Sera. The black panther in her rose so fast and furious that Sera couldn’t call it back. The cat’s scream of anger shook the walls as fire flooded her body. The change came so quickly that Sera was left gasping for breath. Claws broke out of her fingers. Fur slithered over her flesh like a second skin; her head reshaped leaving her muscle, tissue, and brain throbbing with pain; her ears rang and her throat burned.
In cat form, Sera struggled out of the robe and leaped forward toward the kitchen. Francine didn’t back down. She held her ground, chin lifted like a monarch, and stared her daughter down with glowing gold eyes, so much like Sera’s own.
“Don’t you dare quick-shift on me! I am your mother. I know what’s best, not that fool of a father you had. If it had been up to him you would’ve married just anyone. I know what’s best for this family. I kept us out of debt, a roof over our heads, food on the table. I refuse to lose my place in society just because my daughter and stepdaughter have questionable associates.”
Sera roared again, ready to attack and defend her friends, her true family, her demons, and her way of life.
Footsteps pounded down the staircase but Sera paid them no heed. There was prey to take down. She salivated at the thought of taking her mother’s place, ruling the leap as she saw fit and releasing them from antiquated ideas that made no one happy.
“Sera, stop!” Vivi rushed into view, her brown eyes shining. Tears slipped down her cheeks. A ripple of black, white, and tan fur showed on her bare arms.
Sera pulled up short. No. She couldn’t attack true family. Pain shot through her heart. Vivi was right. What hurt the most was realizing that her sister had heard it all.
Vivi dropped down into a crouch. A small, tight, sad smile made her usually plump lips look anemic. “It’s OK. I’ll go with her.” She reached out and ran a hand over Sera’s newly shaped head and scratched behind her ears.
With reluctance, Sera’s back left leg pounded the floor and her tail thumped as bliss and calm asserted themselves inside of her. She whimpered and nuzzled Vivi with her feline head, trying to show comfort. She licked at Vivi’s still-changing arm.
Once she felt able to take control, Sera started to return to her original form. The switch back to human was slow and painful. It started in her legs. Since they were the furthest from her heart they took the longest to change. The next to come were the hands and arms. The receding fur and claws sent needles of fire and pain through the limbs. Her head returned to normal, but her headache only increased until seeing became painful and she had to shut her eyes.
Vivi’s touch soothed her. She continued to nuzzle Vivi’s hand. Being around another feline shifter could soothe and calm an injured one. Vivi began to purr. The sound calmed Sera down even more.
Francine made an impatient noise. “Just change back already. No need to go feral on me. I taught you better than that.”
Sera and Vivi turned toward Francine and hissed at the same time. Francine blanched, but didn’t hiss back or admonish them. Instead, she returned to whatever it was she was making.
The last part of Sera to change was her torso. Pain and aches pinged around her body. A quick mental inventory told her that the imprints and bruising from last night had faded away to nothing.
“You OK, sis?” Vivi stood up and held out a hand.
Sera took it and rose up, not the least bit ashamed to be naked. “Yeah.” She pulled her sister with her as she left the room and took her upstairs. There was no way Sera could speak to Francine again without going black panther on her once more.
“You don’t have to go anywhere with her. You can stay here for as long as you want.” Sera hoped Vivi would take her up on the offer. Vivi didn’t make enough with her jobs to get a place of her own. She only stayed with her stepmother to save up her money.
Vivi smiled. “No need to worry. I’ve already started to move out. Small stuff, so she won’t notice, and then the bigger stuff later. I have friends who can help me.”
“Those dragons?” Sera couldn’t have stopped the question if she had wanted to. Her black panther still had some control over her, and its curiosity was high.
Vivi smiled. “Yeah, they’re just friends.” She ducked her head, shyly.
Sera smiled, knowingly, but resisted saying anything out loud. “OK. Let me know if you need anything. And I mean anything, OK? Even if it’s bail money and you accidentally married that clown from It.”
Sera studied her sister’s features. Vivi had soft brown eyes with glints of amber and green. Her long, raven-black hair sported streaks of orange and white that showed off her calico and panther heritage. Unlike Sera, she was all curves, from her full breasts to her rounded hips. She was dressed in jeans and a button-up shirt. Her makeup was smeared with smudged black eyeliner and faded lipstick. Her blush was almost gone. There were bags under her eyes and worry lines between her eyebrows. Underneath it all she still looked beautiful.
“You OK?” Sera reached out and ruffled her sister’s already-messy hair.
“Yeah, fine.” Vivi turned and went back downstairs.
Sera didn’t believe that for a second. She sighed and went into her own room to get dressed in jeans and sweater. She wrapped her hair in a towel and went back downstairs in her bare feet. Francine had left. A note sat on her dining room table that she’d be back later to pick out some clothes for the brunch. Sera knew she wouldn’t be going anywhere until her mother came to her senses.
“Release tension. Allow the goddess to work,” she muttered.
The doorbell rang again. Full morning light streamed through the windows now. With a huff, she ran downstairs to make sure it wasn’t her mother back for round two. She peeked through the peephole to find Bridget on the other side, looking just as tired as Sera felt.
“Need your help and you’re the first person I tried,” Bridget said as Sera opened the door.
Sera didn’t ask what her friend needed help with. She just went upstairs, pulled on some socks and footwear, and grabbed a jacket and her purse.
“Can we at least get some coffee and maybe something to eat?” Sera said as she stepped out the door. “I’m starving.”
Bridget smiled. “Yeah, later. First the vampire.”
Sera shut the door behind her. “Oh, just so you know my mother still doesn’t like you.”
Bridget chuckled. “Fuck her very much, too.”
Sera couldn’t help but grin. No love lost there.
 



Chapter Eleven
 
 
Carver woke up first and groaned. He opened his eyes and groaned again. Bright light flooded the room.
“Fuck.” He glanced toward the clock and saw that they were late. They should’ve been up hours ago. The Java Demon had to be open at the same time every day, even on holidays, Samhain or no.
Carver ran the front of the house while Thorn took care of the business end of things. He hoped the staff wouldn’t think they were too hung over to help them out. Even when they gave their staff the day off they still came in, even on holidays. The Orphans, Thorn called them.
Carver got out of bed and grabbed his robe. He nudged Thorn.
“Fuck off,” the demon grumbled as he dragged a pillow over his head.
Neither man was a morning person, but once they got started the irritation faded away.
“Later. Café needs to open. I’ll hop in the shower. Make the bed first, will ya?”
“Why me?” came the muffled question.
“Cause we’re not in your room, are we? That’s what being a guest in someone’s bedroom is about. Get up.” Carver turned away and headed for the bathroom, but not before he caught Thorn’s response.
“Asshat.”
Carver didn’t feel the least bit annoyed that Sera had left them. She had a job to do as well. But they were going to punish her for not waking them up and letting them escort her home. Even though their little slice of heaven had a low crime rate, that didn’t mean that it wasn’t dangerous to be out there alone in the early morning. Drugged up or drunk paranormals weren’t fun to deal with at any time, and Samhain was a prime time to let loose.
And Sera was a vision of pure sexy. Carver didn’t like the idea of her being out there where morons cold try to take advantage of her. She could take care of herself—that was for sure—but it still didn’t sit right with him.
They were forming bonds but they hadn’t sat down and talked about what they were going to do or what they all wanted out of this. Neither he nor Thorn wanted to let her go. The question was, would she be willing to defy her mother for them? He didn’t know. The last thing he wanted to do was cause a family feud. Her pain would tear him apart.
As he turned on the shower, he could hear the dull thuds of Thorn cleaning up. He smiled. If left to his own devices Thorn would be washing the sheets and disinfecting surfaces. He just hoped that Thorn would put on a pot of the Kona Roast they’d just gotten in. Carver didn’t feel fully awake and he craved some bittersweetness.
The door opened behind Carver.
“Done.” The door slammed shut and Carver laughed.
He dropped his robe and stepped into the stall just as the puffs of steam began to rise in the air. For the first time in a long time he felt good after a night of sex, not dirty or disappointed. He wanted to ask Thorn if he felt the same way. Streamers of passion ran down his spine and buzzed around his balls as he remembered how Sera had reacted to the belt, how wet she had become. She’d even loved the feeling of Thorn’s palm on her ass. He wondered what other pleasure she’d like. He imagined using an anal plug or clips and other toys.
Between them both men had quite a haul. They didn’t have a playroom per se, but they could always turn a spare guest room into something like that. His cock thickened as heat swirled around his groin. Seeing her spread out on his bed like that—wet and ready and begging to be fucked—had only ramped up his desire to give her what she wanted. He only hoped that if her bruises showed, her friends wouldn’t think they had abused her in any way. They may have let some of their demonic power out, but she had been consenting to every second of it.
His heart lurched at the idea that anyone would think of them as abusers. Then again, his demonic brethren had a ruthless reputation. Both he and Thorn had that in them when it came to business, but in pleasure that urge took a backseat.
Once he had dried off, Carver reached down and gave his half-erect penis a squeeze. Not now. Any erections he got belonged to Sera.
He dressed in his usual uniform of a black T-shirt, jeans, and sneakers and headed downstairs. Thorn had indeed put on the coffee, thank goddess. Carver poured them both a generous cup. Thorn would take a bit longer to get ready. Showers didn’t do much to wake him up.
Carver took this brief respite to think about what they had on their schedule and decided a visit to Sera and her co-workers would be a good idea. He could bring them all lunch and make sure with his own eyes that Sera was OK after last night…if they were open. Most of the businesses would be closed for the holiday or only open half of the day. Only The Java Demon kept its usual schedule.
Thorn’s thundering footsteps on the stairs drew Carver out of his reverie. Carver could see lines of annoyance around his friend’s eyes. His lips were tightened to a thin line and his forehead was wrinkled. A blast of cold air hit Carver, raising goose bumps on his hands.
“Calm down.” Carver prayed that Thorn would reel it in by the time they got to the office.
“Where is Sera? Why didn’t she stay? Who knows what could’ve been on the prowl last night? Who knows what the necromancers raised up?” Thorn grabbed a cup of coffee and downed at least half of it in a few swallows.
Carver winced but knew Thorn would barely notice the scalding heat. “She has work to do, just like us. I thought we could bring lunch to her office and check in on her. Maybe inform her that she’s in for a punishment for leaving us without waking us up.”
Thorn paused. His eyes took on a steely look and a wicked smile curved on his lips. His features began to relax little by little until all evidence of stress was gone. “I’m fine with that.” His shoulders sagged. “And I like the idea of taking them lunch. We know they work hard over there, and a little pampering for Sera isn’t a bad idea. She deserves it. Besides, it may give us an in with her friends. And yes, I know it could be construed as a bribe, but there’s nothing wrong with greasing the wheels a bit.”
Carver thought about Sera’s co-workers. Bridget, Mysta, and Lana had never been hostile to them. If anything they were more polite, courteous, and considerate than their other customers, event their demonic brethren. But Carver wasn’t so sure a food bribe would work, even if they threw in Thorn’s Triple Death By Chocolate Cake. Even Lana wouldn’t accept them so easily. They were a tight-knit bunch, that much he knew, and demons were generally distrusted.
Carver glanced at the clock and put down his empty mug. “Time to go. We’re late enough as it is.”
Thorn shrugged. “What’s your hurry? There’ll only be a few people out and about at this hour. You know the usual holiday food crash, especially with sugar involved. I doubt we’ll see anyone in before noon.”
“I know, but if our regulars show up they’ll be hungry. Ready to go?” Carver grabbed his jacket and moved toward the front door.
Thorn sighed. “This is why we can never take a vacation. You would worry about the TJD too much.”
Carver ignored him and headed out to the driveway. Thorn followed without saying a word. With no one else on the streets they got to the café in record time. It looked like someone had bewitched the street signals to hold the green light longer.
A cleaning crew was already out taking down the toilet paper that hung everywhere. “We should send out some coffee and food to them,” Carver suggested. “They have a long day ahead of them. At least the TP hasn’t been magicked.”
Thorn shrugged. “Who knows? Maybe it has been. Like, it now can’t be flushed away or disappear or be burned. But yeah, that’s a good idea. You get the stuff ready and I’ll bring it out to them, unless one of the Orphans shows up.”
Once inside The Java Demon they were met by the staff, who were already hard at work baking and mixing and putting away the morning’s delivery. Pride swelled in Carver’s chest at the sight. “Looks like we won’t need to cook up anything for them.”
Thorn gestured to the crew. “Yup. And see? We didn’t actually need to come in.”
Carver snorted but headed to the front of the house. Three customers had milled in behind them as they had entered, but he wasn’t fazed. They slipped into their usual rhythm easily. Carver took orders and poured coffee, checked on the tables and rang up orders, while Thorn and a couple of the Orphans went out to the cleaning crews to deliver food and coffee. Thorn came back to announce they’d decided to bring the crew out lunch too as the TP was indeed bespelled. Also, someone had let loose a bewitched slug-like creature on Lord and Lady Park.
Carver groaned. “Get as much salt as we can spare and send it over.”
Thorn shook his head and Carver frowned. “They already have the blessed salt. Just need to find the damn thing. The slime trail evaporates as soon as it hits air apparently. Only reason they know about it is a couple had an itch to fuck in the park last night and they woke up covered in secretions. The creature was trying to, um…well, perform some suck and pull on one of the men’s dicks.” Thorn chuckled. “To say he was horrified was putting it mildly.”
“And Sera could’ve been attacked by that thing? She has truly earned her punishment.” Carver began to list all the things they would do to her. A mere spanking was too mild.
The excitement died down and the morning limped along. The cleaning crew had found the slug and put as much salt on it as they could. Even a few local witches had come out to help, but Bridget hadn’t been one of them. Word had it she had had one hell of a fight with a rogue vampire at Ruby’s Inn. As new customers trickled in the story grew. Apparently, Bridget hadn’t just taken on one but five rogue vampires and had used a flaming sword and a bow that she’d stolen from a fallen angel during an estate sale.
Carver ignored all of it. Ruby had come in midmorning to tell him the truth: one vampire, a small fight, and Bridget had managed to get out unscathed. It still made him uneasy. Ruby hadn’t mentioned whether Bridget had been alone. Sera had been working, as well as Lana and Mysta. Any of them could’ve been involved.
The morning crawled along only to stop dead in its tracks when the door opened and Carver’s Uncle Jasper stepped into the shop dressed in a silk shirt, cashmere pea coat with plaid scarf, sunglasses, and slicked-back hair. His strong, angular features were tense and his lips were thin lines. A tingle of demonic energy filled the air as Jasper made his way over to his nephew. From behind the sunglasses, Carver felt the weight of Jasper’s gaze like a boulder on his shoulders. The old man moved forward like a lion cutting through high grass, no wasted movement and no time for nonsense.
“Nephew.” Jasper nodded and slipped his glasses into his pocket. He placed his hands on the counter. Just because Jasper was unarmed didn’t make him less dangerous. When it came to firepower Jasper packed it in spades—from the powers he was born with to the ones he had learned from the witches and druids who lived in the area. Rumor had it he also had a few tricks from some less savory sources. Up close, Carver could see some white at his temples, wrinkles around his eyes and at the corners of his mouth.
Worry gnawed at Carver seeing his uncle like this. Jasper was a workaholic who didn’t have a social life. He lived for the family law firm. As far as Carver knew, Jasper was a loner, a rarity of their kind, with no friends outside of work.
“Uncle.” Carver tensed, waiting for the anvil to fall. Had someone died? Was he needed? Was it his mother? Last time he’d seen his family the matriarch had been healthy and happy. Well, as happy as a demon can be.
“Can we talk?” Jasper nodded toward the back. His tone was subdued.
“Sure.”
Carver opened the swinging door and Jasper followed him into the back of the café. When Carver spotted Thorn he jerked his head toward the office. Thorn joined them with only a raise of an eyebrow as a response. Once all three men were in the small space and the door was shut, Jasper exhaled and leaned against the wall.
“The Morning Star has declared an edict. The men of the Demonia must be mated within five years. No specific species. Just mated, not married. It appears the population is much lower than we thought and the demon hunters are getting the upper hand on us. I’m screwed.”
Carver and Thorn burst out laughing.
Thorn recovered first. “That’s it?”
Jasper frowned. The dark slashes of his eyebrows came down as his eyes narrowed. “What do you mean ‘That’s it’? I don’t have anyone on my radar. I can’t marry the firm can I? It’s been years since I’ve been on a date. I don’t even know how it’s done anymore. Do people even meet anymore or is it all on the Internet? And I’m in the middle of negotiating a merger. How can I think about marriage when I have to deal with all the points of law here?” He ran a hand through his hair, mussing it up.
Carver shrugged. “No clue. Maybe you should move here?”
Jasper’s frown deepened. “I don’t understand. Why would I do that?”
“Because of the population of single women here. You’re sure to find someone. And anyway, why are you in such a hurry? You have five years.” Carver didn’t get why Jasper had to do it now. He had time.
“Faster I’m mated, the faster I can refocus on work. May not be romantic but that’s how it is. There are too many responsibilities for me. And besides that, unlike the rest of our kind I don’t share. Why aren’t you two worried? Last I checked neither of you were married either.” Jasper’s gaze moved from Carver to Thorn and back again, suspicion in his dark eyes.
Carver could see why Jasper was so stressed. He too hated anything that took away from his job, but Sera was the perfect reason to take a break. “We found our mate already. She’s for both of us.” Carver couldn’t help but gloat a bit. It would be amusing to watch all the unmated or unconnected demons running around trying to find their significant others…and possibly failing. Most demons were either like Jasper—too focused on work to think about themselves—or arrogant bastards who thought they were the be-all and end-all. Pride cometh before a fall and all that. Let the games begin. Carver rubbed his hands together as Thorn preened.
“Sorry, we won’t share her with you.” Thorn clapped Jasper on the back and gave him a toothy grin, somehow managing to show every pearly white in his mouth. He looked sort of like a satisfied shark after a big meal—creepy and reassuring at the same time.
“You two are bastards, you know that? Crowing about your luck in front of your poor uncle. But griping isn’t the only reason why I’m here. Carver, we need you back on the estate within the next month to settle your father’s will.” Jasper’s features relaxed as he slipped into work mode. “Everyone has finally agreed on what they want. No one is contesting the will, but there are a few last-minute items we need your help deciding on. Your mother is so busy at the firm, and she’s just getting used to being back in the swing of things so I don’t want to disrupt that. Think you can manage to pull yourself away from your café and your woman for a few weeks?”
Carver’s chest tightened. He hadn’t thought of his father’s death in months. In fact he’d completely forgotten about his loss. Pursuing and focusing on Sera had helped him a lot. He swallowed. Did he want to go home? Leave the fantasy and face reality with his family? He wasn’t sure.
Thorn moved over to him and squeezed his bicep. No words were necessary. It was time to rip off the bandage. And he could use the time to ease his mother into the idea of having a black panther shifter for a daughter-in-law. But before all that he had to figure out what to say to Sera. He didn’t feel comfortable leaving her and Thorn to face Francine alone.
“Yeah, I’ll be there. No problem.” A new weight settled on his shoulders and worry began to gnaw at him all over again. Was his mother OK? She hadn’t been calling in to check on him like she used to. After his father’s death, Carver had been her tether to her husband. They’d leaned on each other and talked about old times. But it had become too painful, like ripping open the wounds and salting them over and over until his heart couldn’t take it.
Most demon fathers were strict, unfeeling, and rarely attached to their progeny, seeing them only as competition for women and wealth and status, but not Marcel. No, he’d loved his family. He’d worked hard but spent every spare moment with his wife and children. He was proud of Carver when he and Thorn had opened up The Java Demon and had even invested in the business early on. In fact, he had been their first customer. He’d ordered a green tea with milk. No lemon, two sugars, with a dollop of brandy—which they’d sneaked in just for him.
“I need to call Mom. How is she?” Carver braced himself to hear the bad news. Maybe she was not eating or sleeping. Maybe she was overworking herself, losing weight.
“Actually she’s thriving,” Jasper chuckled. “She’s discovered a new hunger and she’s dominating the corporate law world. She’s channeled all of her emotions into that. You know, when your dad was alive her job took a backseat to raising you. She doesn’t regret that, but she did miss her office.”
Carver nodded. At least she was happy.
“Why not bring your mate with you when you come? Sylvia would like that.” Speculation gleamed in Jasper’s dark brown eyes.
“You just want to see if there will be friction. There won’t be. Thorn, can you hold down shop here? I would like Mom to meet her. Get her approval, you know?”
“Hey, sure. You think I can’t run this place by myself? Just watch me.” Thorn checked his watch. “Which reminds me, I hate to break this up, but we have to deliver a lunch order. Jasper, we’ll see you later.”
“Total cop-out from both of you.” Jasper shook his head. “I’ll see you later, nephew.”
Jasper took his leave while Carver and Thorn grabbed the food that was earmarked for Sera and her friends. Bridget’s business was only a few shops away. When they arrived, Sera was at the front desk working on a large pile of paperwork. Lana flitted around watering plants. Mysta and Bridget were nowhere to be seen.
When Sera glanced up she did a double take. Her throat worked as she swallowed and her pulse point thudded quickly under her skin. Her hazel eyes darkened and shifted to lamplight gold. A light perfume of pheromones lifted into the air.
Lana stopped mid-water to watch them walk across the waiting area. Her eyes were wide and full of curiosity.
Carver held up the bag of food. “We brought lunch, if you’re hungry.” The plan lost some of its luster in the light of day. Sera and her friends may have already eaten or they might not want what they had to offer. Or they might not all be around. He hated for the meal to go to waste.
Thorn brushed past him and around Sera’s desk to place a kiss on her cheek. “Hey, beautiful.”
Crimson patches appeared on her cheeks and she gifted them with a smile. “Hi. Thank you. Bridget and Mysta went home. Lana and I are here to hold down the fort for a bit. I’m just catching up on paperwork. Thank you for being so thoughtful. Lunch sounds wonderful.” She pushed back her chair and kissed Thorn on the cheek, then made her way over to Carver where she rose on tiptoes and kissed him on the lips. Lust simmered in her eyes. She ran her palm over the demon’s chest and down his stomach, only stopping at his waistband.
“Tease,” he growled. His cock began to thicken and lengthen as liquid arousal slipped into his groin, filling it with fire. His skin prickled with heat as his demon magic rose to join the party. The brand between his shoulders simmered to life.
Sera gave him a sphinx-like smile and moved back to her desk. On her way, she trailed her hand over Thorn’s shoulder and arm. Thorn made a sound deep in the back of his throat but didn’t move.
“Lunch?” Lana seemed to have ignored Sera’s display and flitted forward on gossamer wings. Her curly, dark brown hair framed a pixie-like face that had delicate features. She accepted the bag and moved away as fast as her wings could carry her to her small corner of the room. “Thanks,” she called out, as the paper bag crinkled.
Thorn smiled. He had heard about Lana’s background and what had happened to her before Bridget brought her in. It warmed his heart to do something so simple that made her happy. “You’re welcome.”
“I’ll bring Mysta and Bridget their lunches when I leave,” Lana called out around a mouthful of grilled cheese.
Carver chuckled before turning his attention back to Sera. She hadn’t even looked at her food. Instead, she was studying the both of them, her head tilted to the side, a question hanging in her eyes. “Come on, let’s go into Bridget’s office. She won’t mind.”
Carver glanced at Thorn. They shared a look of concern before they followed her.
Once they were inside she grinned at them. “Spill it. What’s all this about?”
Thorn chuckled. “That obvious, huh? You need to be punished for not waking us up and letting us know you were leaving. You could’ve gotten hurt. There was a slug thing about. Did you know about that? You know how crazy people get around Samhain.”
Sera opened her mouth but Carver forestalled any protest she had. “We know you can take care of yourself, but we’d like to be able to make sure you’re protected.”
She pressed her lips together. “I can see that. I did leave you a note.”
Carver turned to Thorn. “Did you see a note?” He couldn’t remember finding one.
“Nope, but then again I was running on fumes, and I still don’t have enough coffee in me.” Thorn shrugged. “Makes no difference.” He turned to Sera. “You’re still going to get a spanking. Now, which would you prefer? Belt, flogger, palm, or paddle?”
The feline pheromones that had been light and airy became denser and more pungent. Carver couldn’t suppress a smile. Their little cat was aroused. They both moved toward her in tandem until they had her boxed between them. Carver bent his head and brushed his lips over the side of her neck. He slipped his hands around her body to cup her breasts and give the globes a squeeze.
“Well, sweetheart? What will it be?” Thorn’s voice was a ragged whisper.
“I…I…” Sera moaned.
Carver found and pinched her nipples through her bra and blouse. He massaged the firm mounds. Even through the barrier of her shirt, he could feel her body heat ticking up. She began to vibrate with pent-up energy.
“Can’t think.” She dropped her head back onto his shoulder.
“Well that makes three of us. You think we can form coherent thought with you looking the way you do?” Carver brushed his lips over the front of her neck and inhaled deeply. She smelled like sunshine and sex and need. He rolled his hips, rubbing his erection against her ass. She moaned. A low hum filled the air. Hot and cold energy swirled around them. That purring noise that she had made the night before returned.
Thorn took her lips and held her hips still. Between them they ground their groins against her.
“See how hard you make us? Feel our erections? That’s what you do to us. Do you need us inside you again? Need us to fuck you again? Make you come again and again like last night?” Carver nipped the skin over her pulse and sucked it in.
She shuddered against him. “We can’t…”
“You know what this reminds me of, Carver? My fantasy to fuck Sera in our office while The Java Demon is open and you work the front of house.” He nuzzled her throat.
“I’m sure you’d use some of the toys we didn’t pull last night. Maybe the feather wand? Or how about the vibrating balls? How about that clitoral vibrator you found?”
“Maybe if she’s good. Now, do you really want us to stop?” Thorn took her lips in a slow kiss, gliding and teasing her mouth with his.
Carver gave her another nip. “What’ll it be? Make your decision. If you say nothing we’ll have to punish you here and now.” He pinched her nipples through her top and held the thick buds as he waited for her to reply.
She squirmed against him. Her bottom brushed against his groin, teasing him to the point where he thought his sanity would shatter. Thorn pressed in closer to her and held her hips still, which only relieved Carver’s torment for a moment.
“What have you decided, sweetheart?” Thorn pressed kisses all over her face as they waited.
Carver felt the minute tremors of her body against his. The swirl of fire in his gut expanded as the onslaught of an oncoming orgasm hung just out of reach. He gritted his teeth and fought to hold onto his unraveling control.
“The palm of Thorn’s hand.” Her voice wobbled as it came out.
Carver released the tightened peaks. She gasped and began to tremble. Both Thorn and Carver held her up as she came. The scent of her arousal drifted, strong and musky, on the air. Carver wished he could pull down her jeans, take off her panties and bury his head between her thighs. He wished he could make her come again with his mouth. But that would have to wait until later.
“Later, love.” Carver brushed a kiss on her nape and stepped back. Thorn did the same. Carver watched Sera struggle to stand on her own. Both men hovered close just in case she needed help.
Once she could hold herself up, Sera lifted her chin and smiled. “Thanks for that small preview. But I’m not the only one who’s going to be punished. I know I’m going to pay for leaving without telling you, but you both will pay for this little encounter.”
Before they could respond she brushed by them and out of the office. Carver and Thorn trailed after her, smiles on their faces. Lana hovered near the doorway, a look of pure mischief on her face, but she said nothing. Carver nodded and led the way out of the building and onto the street.
“Looks like we’ll have to leave work early,” Carver said, as they strolled back to The Java Demon.
“Yeah, I’ll take a quick trip home to check on the status of our fridge and make sure we have enough to make a meal for three. I’m having trouble remembering my name right now.” Thorn grinned.
“Me too. She is beautiful when she comes. I can’t wait to see her do it again. I’ll see you back at the café.”
They parted ways and Carver entered The Java Demon. Sometime during their absence the place had become packed. It seemed everyone in town wanted something satisfying and comforting for their after-Samhain celebrations. Carver leaped into the fray and went into autopilot, smiling, taking orders, serving, and reliving the night’s festivities. He also got the gossip on what had happened after he, Thorn, and Sera had left the party. Someone had unleashed an orgy spell at the mansion. Some of the guests were still sleeping it off and others looked worse for the wear. Others seemed embarrassed. Carver was thankful they had gotten out when they did.
When it was time to leave, Carver was exhausted but excited about spending time with Sera. Thorn drove, even though Carver hated seeing anyone in the driver’s seat of his Jaguar XJ sedan but him. Tonight, he was too tired to care.
When they arrived home, Carver just wanted to curl up and take a nap. “Goddess, I’m tired. What are you making for dinner?”
“Spaghetti, garlic bread, and I bought some zeppole for dessert.”
“Good, nice and comforting. The zeppole isn’t already fried is it?” Carver hated when the delicious little doughnuts got soggy.
“Nope, just the dough. It’s all pre-made, so there’s no need to put anything together. Easy. No worries. Why don’t you nap and I’ll get the meal ready, heh?” Thorn headed to the kitchen area.
Carver grinned. “Thanks. I think I will.”
He headed to the stairs only to stop short. “Should we tell her about the contract?” That little item had slipped his mind. He worried his bottom lip. Keeping something like this from Sera could backfire. Being up-front would be better. Besides, it gave them an edge so that if Francine tried to spring this on Sera she wouldn’t be caught unawares.
Thorn paused in his prep work. “Yes, I think we should. She needs to know that we’re serious about courting her. Besides, this protects her from our kind. Once a demon enters into a contract the others respect it.”
“Good. OK, nap time. Call me when she gets here, please.”
Carver doubted he’d be out for long, but he didn’t want to risk being late for dinner.
“I’m not your alarm clock. But yes, I’ll call you when it’s time.” Thorn turned on the radio and went to work.
Carver headed up to his room. He didn’t undress, just took off his shoes and climbed on top of the coverlet. Sleep took him as soon as his head hit the pillow. When Thorn shook him awake he had to struggle to stay conscious. His body was alert but his head felt foggy. At this rate he wouldn’t be any good to either Thorn or Sera.
“Sera’s here already? Coffee?” Carver hoped they had something strong enough to clear his head.
“Yes, she’s here. And of course there’s coffee. Black?”
“Yep. Gods, my head is so fucked up right now.” He ran a hand through his hair, tousling it even more.
They went downstairs. Sera sat at the breakfast bar, with a mimosa in her hand. Carver frowned. He didn’t think she should be drinking alcohol. He wanted her head clear so she could accept what they had to say without the fog of a buzz.
“Sera—”
“Hey, Thorn said you were napping. Feel any better?” She took a sip from her glass.
Carver glanced at Thorn for guidance. Thorn just shrugged. “One drink isn’t going to ruin things.”
Carver scrubbed a hand over his face.
“Worried about my mindset?” Sera placed her beverage down on the counter. “It’s really light on champagne, so no worries. Besides, alcohol runs through my body pretty quick. I’ll barely feel it.” She gave him a small smile.
Carver nodded. “OK.”
He met Thorn’s gaze and his best friend nodded.
“I’m glad you’re sitting down because we have something we need to discuss. It’s about your mother.” He went to the bar and settled down on a stool next to her.
Thorn entered the kitchen area and poured Carver’s coffee before he went to finish up the preparations for dinner.
“Go on.” A mask of neutrality fell over Sera’s features until he couldn’t read her emotions. Her eyes had turned a rich, shining amber.
Carver cleared his throat and tried to find the words. Nothing came to mind so he just pressed on and let the chips fall where they may. “After you and Arthur broke up, Thorn and I went to see your mother and asked permission to woo you. We even brought up the issue of a Contract of Courtship with her. She turned us down flat.” He paused and waited for a reaction. Sera’s body had gone still. Tension radiated from her form but she said nothing.
Carver pressed on. “As you know, demons take contracts in all forms seriously. We wanted to show her just how invested we were in you—enough to bind us to you in the most basic way our kind can. When we pointed out that Arthur had been using you to make another woman jealous, Francine informed us that she knew and didn’t care. He was a pure-blooded panther from an old family with ties to the community. A union between your two houses would elevate both of your families and keep your bloodlines pure.”
Carver stopped again to study Sera’s reaction to all this. Her lips had become a thin line and her eyes had narrowed, turning a shimmering gold that seemed to set off sparks.
Thorn spoke up from the kitchen. “We pressed her to give us a chance. We knew we could make you happy and wanted to give you the love you deserved, but she refused us and asked us to leave. She made it clear your happiness wasn’t as important as your family’s status.”
Sera bowed her head and her hands turned to fists in her lap. Her jaw clenched and her body trembled. Carver could taste her rage, like ashes on the air. If it were possible she would have burst into flames.
“Sera?” Carver ached to reach out to her. He wanted to cup her cheek and kiss away her anger. He glanced at Thorn whose gray eyes were filled with concern. “Honey? Sera, talk to us?”
She inhaled and exhaled until her shoulders dropped. The tension slowly eased out of her. “For as long as I’ve been aware my mother has been obsessed with bloodline purity. It’s all because she herself isn’t a pure-blooded panther. She was the second choice to head up the family. A cousin was the first, but she turned it down. If my father hadn’t died I wouldn’t be in the position I’m in and neither would she. He divorced her and married a lesser feline before he passed on. That has always made her angry. But appearances are more important than happiness, which is why she married her current husband. He has money and deep ties to the feline community, despite having a half-breed daughter.”
Carver let the words sink in. He couldn’t imagine a life like that. Demon society used to be structured in the same way. In days gone by, he and Thorn would be forced to marry a pure-blooded demoness. Thank the gods those days were over.
“And what do you think?” This from Thorn. He’d stopped cooking and stared at her. He held his body very still.
Carver focused his attention on Sera, waiting on a knife’s edge for her answer.
“I don’t care for her way of thinking. It’s my life and I’ll live it how I choose. It’s sweet that you guys wanted to be all formal.” She gifted them both a soft smile. “But, it wasn’t necessary. All you had to do was come to me if you wanted to date me.
“It hurts that my mother knew about Arthur’s intentions the whole time, but it makes sense. He was her choice for me. She wants to keep our family at the top of the leap any way she can.” She held up a hand. “I won’t get into that right now. I’m still too steamed about it.”
Hope bloomed in Carver’s chest, even as his stomach muscles clenched and bile churned in his belly. “So, you’d be willing to be with us? Date us?” He held up a hand to stave off her response. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to. We’ll leave you alone if that’s what you want. We won’t push or force you in any way.”
She chuckled. A rich musical sound that shook her entire being. He felt lit up from the inside just watching her enjoy the moment. Carver glanced over at Thorn to see if he felt the same way.
Thorn stared at her, awe on his face. “Beautiful,” he murmured.
Carver bobbed his head in agreement.
“Again, you guys are so cute. I would love to date you both. I’m not sure about where this will go, but I do want to continue this. OK?” She studied both of them.
“Yes!” Both men said in unison.
She laughed again. “Good. Can we eat now? I’m starving.”
“Yes, we can.” Carver guided her over to the table while Thorn served their mini-feast. “And while we eat you can tell us about the rogue you helped bag.”
“Can’t tell you much except he’s wanted back by his master and we got the job.” Sera’s tone was light.
Carver could tell she was holding something back but didn’t want to push. Whatever was going on they’d hear about later, maybe from her or maybe from other sources.
As soon as they sat down Sera started the grilling. “I know the demon history of Evenfall. Your houses were called in and a contract was formed to lend your protection to this place. Gargoyles and werewolves were pledged to the vampires as their guardians, but the shifters and witches were all left out in the cold. Most of the beasties in the forest wanted nothing to do with us, so there was no one to keep us safe. That was why we signed the contract. What I don’t get is what was in it for you guys?”
“Nice change of subject.” Thorn chuckled. “Not the least bit inquisitive are you? Well, let’s see if I can explain it to you. To begin with, this was our patch of land before Evenfall was established. Demons owned it. But we can’t resist a good bargain, and the witches agreed to give us fifty percent of the wealth they found mining the mountains. The shifters agreed to give us right of first refusal on all business deals before going to the vampires or other groups.”
Sera took a sip of wine and nodded. “Go on. I follow you.”
Carver took over the story. “Until fifty years ago our houses watched over this bit of land and taught the witches the secrets of dark magic—for research purposes, you understand. We didn’t give too much away, but it amused us to watch them marvel at the minutiae we gave them.”
Thorn grinned as he ate a large portion of spaghetti.
Sera sniffed. “We’re not that stupid you know, speaking as a witch’s familiar.”
Carver held up his hands. “We know that, beautiful, we know that. But the knowledge you did possess was so small. It was amazing to us that you survived encounters with our kind at all. There was so much you didn’t know about courtesies or contracts. It always left us in awe that we didn’t own witch kind. Demons can’t be entirely trusted you know.”
Sera snorted. “I know that much. Both of you have proved that. Going behind my back with that Contract of Courtship? I’m amazed I didn’t hear about it. The feline community can be very gossipy.”
“I think your mother tamped down the talk.”
“Of course she did.” Sera rolled her eyes. “Now you are a fire demon, right Carver? And you’re an ice demon?” Sera glanced from Carver to Thorn and back again.
Carver was the first to answer. “Yes, I’m fire. Lucifer had the abilities of both fire and ice. The hierarchy demons have ice magic and my kind, who are lower on the totem pole of power, have fire. Those beneath us have watered down versions of both, but are better at black magic.”
Sera frowned. “Don’t all demons use black magic?”
Thorn nodded. “Yes. Older houses have the most powerful stuff, but lower classes have to use a mix of magics to enhance their abilities. And because they interact so much with witches they are more adept at complicated spells. Confused?”
Sera shook her head. “No. That’s like what most witches do. Each family and witch has individual powers. That is the basis of their strength. To use other elements they have to work that much harder. And most elements are associated with certain spells. Fire is used for defense, ice for offense, earth for healing, and air for controlling emotions.”
Carver nodded. “And where do familiars fit in?”
Sera grinned, her bronze-colored eyes shone with pride. “We anchor the witches to the here and now and help amplify their abilities. Witches choose their familiars when they turn sixteen. Some are bonded to them by family relationship, others decide to go outside the family and adopt. Some familiars find the witch. And before you ask, yes, they can have more than one familiar. Too complicated?” She paused.
Carver peeked at Thorn. He didn’t look confused at all. “Go on.”
“OK. If a witch has more than one familiar, she can draw on different energies and elements. As a black panther, I can draw on fire and water. Werewolves and canine shifters can draw on earth and air. This isn’t exactly a state secret, but please don’t spread it around. Anyway, my family has been connected to Bridget’s family for years, so it was easy for me to become her familiar. Mysta is a snake shifter, who’s shown a connection to water and fire, and Lana is a pixie who has a deep connection with earth.”
“I can see that. So Mysta and Lana act as familiars to Bridget as well? Interesting.” Carver let that information sink in. He had more respect for Bridget now that he knew she had such powerful ties. Mysta came from a very powerful snake-shifter family. He didn’t know much about Lana, other than that she loved sweets and shouldn’t be allowed coffee.
Sera shook her head. “Lana isn’t exactly a familiar. Bridget brought her into the business to give her a home and a safe place to stay as well as a job. But she can act also as a conduit when the need arises.”
Carver couldn’t help but be impressed. Bridget had formed a great many alliances, which allowed her business to deal with a multitude of different incidents. She was a true jack-of-all-trades.
“Other than that, I can’t tell you anything else.” Sera gave a cheeky grin and dug into what little remained of her meal. “Bridget would have my hide to make a fur coat.”
For now Carver decided to put Sera’s punishment on hold and just enjoy her company. Sex could wait. A glance at Thorn showed him that his friend was absolutely enraptured. For now, everything was on hold as they learned more about their intended mate.
 



Chapter Twelve
 
 
Sera smoothed the skirt over her hips and turned this way and that, making sure everything was in place. Dinner had gone well. Rather than stay up and make out, both men agreed it would be a good idea to start this new leg of their relationship by holding off. They wanted to show her that they were with her for her, not for a quick fuck. She loved that they wanted to do this, but she worried about the implication of serious dating. Did all three of them have to go out? What if only Carver wanted to go with her? Or only Thorn? It didn’t matter what her mother would think—or the feline community for that matter. What mattered was that they weren’t hurting anyone.
Two gorgeous, sexy, caring, successful men—demons no less—wanted her. And they wanted her for who she was. There was a freeing aspect to this. Part of her was dying to tell all her friends about her men. It was like an extra-good secret, too delicious to keep to yourself. And yet she didn’t want to share.
She turned her attention to the flowers they had sent her—a dozen roses in various shades. Their fragrance perfumed the air with sweetness. She paused to take in their scent and let it wash over her. Arthur had never done anything this sweet for her. In fact, none of her past lovers had been so thoughtful.
The card had said that the flowers had reminded them of her—elegant, seductive, and dangerous. She couldn’t help but smile. It had been a surprise to open the door and find the delivery guy standing there about to ring her bell. She didn’t even have to ask who they were from. Her mother didn’t send flowers, even on her birthday.
She inhaled the deep, musky fragrance, then grabbed her purse and headed out of her bedroom. Carver refused to say where they were going, but he had told her to dress in something sexy. They wanted to show her off. She’d chosen a figure-hugging emerald-green dress with a pencil skirt that had a slit in the back and gold peep-toe shoes with a matching clutch.
She decided to let the men take the lead and determine how things would be for the rest of the night. She trusted them to take care of her and keep her entertained. Besides, she was curious to see how they would interact now that they were all officially in a relationship. Would Carver or Thorn fight for control? She refused to become the reason their friendship shattered. Carver always seemed so easygoing, while Thorn was more reserved. Both men had dominant personalities. They could go from sweet kittens to roaring lions in a matter of seconds, and that had her inner panther excited. She was ready for anything they threw at her.
The dull buzz of full-moon hormones skimmed her skin and caused ripples of energy to pop and hum through her body. She pressed her lips together. She hoped the evening would end in sex. There were five days left before she had to shift, and she was becoming restless. She had had a lovely dinner at their house, and she appreciated the opportunity to get to know them better, but sex would help take the edge off. In her cat form she’d let her panther run free. She wondered if they’d want to be there for her for aftercare.
Normally, shifters stayed together, changed together, and helped each other afterward. She would be raw, emotional, exhausted, and vulnerable to her surroundings. Everything would pose a threat. The change was the most dangerous time for a shifter; they had no ability to communicate in a human tongue except through gestures and sounds. They could be mistaken for their true feline cousins and be trapped and killed for their body parts and pelts, even in America.
Sera shuddered. She would have to talk to them about that. Normally she shifted with Vivi, Ariel, Donna, and Mysta, or with members of her leap while Bridget and Lana stood guard. Francine chose to change at home with her husband.
An idea hit Sera and her stomach clenched as a fine sheen of sweat formed on her forehead. What if Carver and Thorn were disgusted with what she did when she let her feline counterpart out to play? If they were to be a true ménage à trois, the demons would have to accept all of her, including her panther form. Last night at dinner they’d skimmed the topic, but she’d kept it sweet and simple. She could see they would need to go into it in more depth tonight. They’d already seen her partial shift. Could they take her in her full black panther glory?
For a second she considered calling Mysta, Donna, and Ariel for help with what to say. In the past, she’d always dated shifters, so this topic had never come up. There were the rules and etiquette to go over with them, and matters of safety. Shifters could get crazy if they felt foreign paras were invading their territories. By now the forest wardens would be releasing prey into the forests for the full moon hunt. How would demons handle all the bloodletting? Questions whirled around her mind and doubts began to surface.
Her heart pounded against her rib cage as more and more questions popped up. When the doorbell rang the sound jarred her into action. She grabbed her jacket and rushed to the door. There was no way to cancel now. She felt so ill-prepared to have this discussion. What if they didn’t understand? Or just didn’t get it?
Sera pulled open the door, prepared to send them away. She felt the need to make lists of topics to cover, create a prep guide for them, call in her shifter friends who dated non-shifters so she could cover all her bases. She opened her mouth to tell Carver and Thorn her decision but the words stalled on her tongue as her gaze ate up the twin terrors that stood before her. They were suited up and devastating to behold. Men in well-cut suits should be illegal.
Carver wore a black suit with red pinstripes and a crisp, white shirt. The jacket and slacks didn’t hug his body but showed off musculature under the cloth very well. The brightness of the shirt showed off the deep gold of his skin. Both his hands were stuffed into his pockets. He looked cool and casual, but his eyes—endless pools of onyx with a glimmer of fire—gave away his arousal.
Thorn wore a crisp, gray suit with a light blue shirt that really made his steel-colored eyes pop. His red hair was slicked back into a low ponytail with only a few tendrils of gold, white, and red framing his face. His arms hung at his sides with one hand clutching a black box wrapped in cream ribbon. She recognized the double-S symbol as the emblem from Serpentine Sweets Chocolatiers. Saliva pooled in her mouth at the thought of popping one of their sinfully rich, creamy confections into her mouth. The bittersweetness of chocolate called to her and she reached out to snatch the package away. Thorn held it out of reach.
“Nuh-uh. Not yet. For every moment you behave on this date you’ll get one piece of candy. And if we think you’ve earned it you can have the rest of this box and the other one that’s stowed away in the car.” He extended his hand to her. “Ready?
She sniffed. “Spoilsports. Ready.”
She stepped out of the door and locked it before taking Thorn’s grasp and following them to the car. Her heels clicked down the path. She heard the tinkle of laughter to her left and peeked that way.
Lana flitted around her front garden, watering the plants and tending to flowers. Mysta trudged around after her in dirt-covered overalls, holding a watering can.
They both stopped and stared at Sera, who waved as Mysta’s thin black brow rose and her mouth formed an O of surprise. Lana flitted around, the musical sound of her giggles filling the air. Sera heard the door to Bridget’s brownstone, just a few doors down.
“What is going—oh!” Bridget stood on the top step of her porch and stared as Sera walked down the path Carver’s car. Thorn lifted up her hand and kissed the back of it.
“We promise to have her back by midnight,” Carver called out.
“You’d better, demon, or I’m going to have some brimstone boots and a demon-hide jacket.” Bridget turned and went back into her house, but the curtain in the front window twitched.
Thorn chuckled. “She doesn’t scare me.”
Sera shook her head. “She should. Bridget can be very myopic in her desire for revenge if she wants to be. I should know; I’m her familiar.”
“Has she broken any of the laws that govern witches?” Curiosity filled Thorn’s tone.
Sera released Thorn’s hand as Carver opened the door for her. “No, but she’s come close to that line.”
She settled in her seat and turned her attention back to the men. Both of them had visibly paled. Witches who were willing to skirt that line to protect those they loved were even more dangerous than those who dabbled in black magic. It made them wild cards. As her familiar, she helped stabilize Bridget’s magic, helped the witch connect to the power that gave her energy and anchored her to the present.
“Well, now. We’ve been warned. Looks like we’ll have to be on our best behavior.” Carver closed the door and made his way to the other side of the car, with Thorn at his heels.
Nervous energy fluttered in Sera’s stomach. She nibbled her bottom lip. Had she said too much? Unlike the secretive vampires and demons, witches sought knowledge but were secretive about their own processes. Each witch and familiar had his or her own Book of Shadows that was filled with spells. Each spell was specially concocted and tested. Whether they failed or succeeded, witches wrote everything down to be passed on to the next generation.
Sera hadn’t handed over any of Bridget’s personal spells, but demons weren’t exactly completely trustworthy when it came information. They dealt in secrets and contracts.
“Why do you two own a coffee house and not a law firm?” Sera asked once they were all settled in the car.
Carver answered first. “Both our families are part of huge law firms. We even went to law school, but we found that it didn’t appeal to either of us.”
Thorn picked up the story. “We wanted a challenge and we were tired of the crappy coffee we were getting for our late-night study sessions from the little corner café near our dorms. It started out as a joke, but as time went by we became serious about opening our own café with the best coffee and food out there.”
“So what did you do?”
Carver gave her a sneaky smile. “We took night courses. Wore us thin, but we took law during the day and at night we took business. We researched everything to do with coffee. In our spare time we worked the crappy café with the weak-ass java and it took off from there. Took years but we did it.”
“How did your families take it?”
Thorn answered. “They let us go our own way. They loved us, were supportive, but expected us to fail within the first year and come crawling back to them, eager to practice law and continue the family business.”
Carver gave a wicked chuckle. “They were wrong, and now they’re addicted to our brew. We still help out when we have time, but The Java Demon is our baby.”
Sera let the information roll over her. They had more in common than she’d thought. All of them had gone against the family grain and done their own thing, but where Carver’s and Thorn’s families had accepted their choices in the end, her own mother hadn’t. Her father hadn’t lived long enough to see her strike out on her own. Sadness tugged at her heartstrings as a weight descended on her chest.
“I’m glad you have your families’ approval. I don’t even know if my father would approve of my choices. He left my mother when I was eleven and didn’t really look back. Not even on his deathbed did he call for me. I don’t hate him for that. I’m thankful to have my half sister, but sometimes I wonder…” She let the words trail off as memories of the past floated up to dampen her excitement.
“Hey.” Carver reached over and gave her hand a squeeze. “If he was as intelligent as your sister has told us he was, he’d be proud. I don’t know why he left you and your mother, but he’d be a fool if didn’t approve of your life choices. We know we’re proud of you.”
Tears burned Sera’s eyes and she blinked them away. She tightened her hold on Carver’s hand, feeling anchored and connected to them both.
Thorn reached out from between the seats to clutch her shoulder and give it a squeeze. “Everything Carver said I feel too.”
Moisture slipped over her cheeks and threatened to ruin her eye makeup. She reached up and carefully wiped away the moisture. “Thank you,” she whispered.
“Enough sadness. The past is the past. I have people who love me and would never leave me.” She grinned and released Carver’s hold. “I think I deserve some chocolate!”
Thorn chortled. “Well, yes, I think you do. No thinking about what your father or mother did.” He handed her a piece of white chocolate with dark-chocolate drizzle.
She put it in her mouth and sighed as the contrast of creamy sweetness and the bite of dark chocolate melted on her tongue. With a moan she closed her eyes and allowed herself to savor the small treat.
“Now, no more. We’re almost at the restaurant. We want this night to be happy.” Carver reached over and gave her thigh a squeeze. Heat surged through Sera’s body, filling her with consolation.
Carver turned into the driveway of an old Victorian that had been converted into a working restaurant and home for the family that ran it. The Para-Vic specialized in American comfort cuisine. Sera had never had food there but had heard it was to die for. She had also heard it wasn’t friendly to the waist. Oh well. If Carver and Thorn didn’t care, she wouldn’t either. She couldn’t wait to try their bacon-wrapped filet mignon with a side of steak fries and spiced string beans. Her mouth watered.
“Hey, stop drooling over the menu and step out of the car.” Carver stood next to her with the door open, his hand held out to her.
She hadn’t even noticed that they’d stopped. “Oh! Sorry.”
She undid her seat belt and slipped out. Both men held out their arms to her and she slipped hers though theirs. They led her up the stairs and into the building. It didn’t feel the least bit odd to have one man on either side of her as they approached the maître d’s station. Carver gave their name and they were guided to their table, where they were seated and left with menus.
“So you made it home safely the other night. Did you encounter the slug thing? Seems more was going on that night than we knew.” Carver’s lips quirked into a smile.
“Yeah, but then the drama happened.” She went into a brief summary of what had occurred with her mother and Vivi.
Thorn shook his head. “That woman needs to stop. She’s at risk of losing not only both her daughters but also the leap.”
“What do you mean?” Sera couldn’t see the leap turning against Francine. Her mother’s issues with her and Vivi were none of their business. So long as the money and business opportunities continued they wouldn’t turn on her.
“If she were a demon she would’ve been exiled by now. You can be arrogant, but you can’t pull shit like what she did to you and Vivi. Demons need their progeny. If you and Vivi leave the leap, who will she have to replace her as her successors? There would be a fight that could tear apart the feline shifter community. But what do I know? I’m just a demon.” Thorn smirked and Carver chuckled.
Sera thought over Thorn’s words. “I could challenge her…” She let the words trail off. This was the second time she’d thought about it.
“Yes, you could. And we would stand with you, as would Bridget and your friends. The leap would be better with you as its leader than Francine.” Carver put down his menu. “Is that what you’re worried about? The violence?”
“Yeah. I am actually. I hate fighting. And to pull Bridget into this wouldn’t be fair. Just as a familiar amplifies her power, she also increases my strength and speed. It’s a quid pro quo thing.”
“Wow. That must be nice. Wonder what would happen if she had a demon for a familiar? Is that possible?” Thorn placed his menu down on the table and gazed at her.
She shifted in her seat. “Well, yes and no. Demon magic is too dark, and only witches who specialize in that kind of thing have demon familiars. I’ve never heard of a white witch who has a demon as a familiar…well, only in books.”
The conversation paused when the waiter returned and took their orders. Once he was gone they continued the talk.
“So it could happen? Interesting.” Thorn glanced at Carver and something unspoken passed between them.
“Why? Do you want to be at Bridget’s beck and call? I can’t imagine that. And besides, I think Joe might have a problem with that. Two handsome demons as servants for his witch? Nope. Not gonna happen.”
“No, I’m just wondering about the benefits. A demon familiar would be powerful indeed.” A question glinted in Carver’s eyes.
Sera shook her head. “Powerful, yes. But not by your standards. He or she would have access to white magic, but it wouldn’t help with demonic status.”
“Maybe not, but sometimes perception is all that matters. Are there any witches who specialize in sex magic?” Carver launched into an explanation of the latest goings-on in the demon world and his uncle’s problem.
Sera mulled over the information. “Well, I’m not sure a witch is his answer. She’d have to be really desperate. Do you think he wants an arranged marriage?”
Carver shrugged. “Not sure, but it’s a possible solution. We’ll think on it some more.”
“If you want help, I’m can put together a list of available women in town. A lot of them come to us for love spells. Regardless of what Bridget says, they keep returning with that hope she’ll bend the rules.” Sera felt sorry for them, but the consequences of a performing an illicit love spell could end up costing Bridget Joe or a family member. The price was just too high.
“If they won’t mind, sure. I just wish there was a way for them to meet organically. I’ll run the idea by him when I return home to my mother’s place.”
“You’re going back home? When? Why?”
“To settle my father’s estate.” Carver turned away, but not before she caught the remnants of sadness on his face.
Sera reached over and gave his hand a squeeze. “I’m so sorry. I’m here for you if you need me.” Her heart lurched for him. She still missed her own father, even though she barely knew him.
Carver tightened his hold on her hand and brought it up to his lips for a quick kiss. “Thank you, honey. OK, no more of this. Let’s focus on the here and now. I’ll only be gone for a month at the most. I want to make sure that my mother is OK and my family isn’t wallowing.”
The waiter brought them their orders and they all dug into their meals.
“Oh, this is heavenly.” Sera closed her eyes and savored the rich, smoky flavor of the bacon-wrapped steak. The meat was tender and easy to cut. It almost melted on her tongue. She loved the texture—crisp on the outside and fluffy on the inside, with just the right amount of salt. The string beans were spiced well, not too hot. They contrasted with the steak and had a good snap to them.
“Try this.” Thorn held out a forkful of fried chicken with one hand and a biscuit dipped in gravy with the other.
She took both. “Oh my gods,” she said around a mouthful of food.
“Here try my mac and cheese.” Carver held out his choice.
She gasped at the hit of cayenne on her tongue.
“Should’ve warned you.” Carver took back his fork.
“Both of yours are delicious. Want a bit of mine?” She chewed her bottom lip and hoped they’d say no. She took a sip of her wine and waited.
“No.” Both men said in unison.
“Not that it doesn’t look good, honey, but the expression on your face clearly says stay away.” Carver grinned at her.
She laughed. “Well, yeah, sorry. Mine is just too good. So what about you, Thorn? What about your family?”
“What can I say? Both parents are alive and supportive of me. One elder brother married to a demoness. Both are part of the family firm in entertainment law and they have one rug rat already and another on the way. Younger brother studying international law. Boring stuff.”
“I see, so I’m the only one with a screwed-up family?” She grinned. “I’m joking. It’s good that you two had such a good upbringing. I’m glad.”
“Keep this up and no dessert. We’re here now. You have a half sister who loves you and friends who would do anything for you. You are adored. Don’t forget that, or we’ll have to figure out new sexy ways to make you remember.” Thorn leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. Then Carver did the same.
Sera’s face flushed and she couldn’t hold back a smile. “Thanks.”
They finished eating and Carver signaled for the waiter. They placed an order for a dessert to share and talked about work. She felt close to them. As much as she would love to have sex with them again, she liked going slow and talking about regular mundane things, like what it was like to run the café. It was just nice.
A peek around the restaurant showed that no one was staring in their direction. Nobody even seemed to notice them. That was a relief. She didn’t see any of her mother’s cohorts. They probably wouldn’t be caught dead in a place that served comfort food. They only ever dined on high cuisine.
“Do you care that much if word gets to your mother?” Carver reached out and cupped her face, his thumb playing over her cheek.
“I just want this to go well. I want it to be smooth sailing. I may have fought for the life I have, but I really don’t want my mother to dampen our happiness. It took a lot of courage for me to get up the gumption to stand up to her and go my own way. It took a lot of energy, and I was depressed for a while. If it weren’t for Bridget and Ariel and Donna I would’ve stayed home and never come out. I hated feeling like I was being disloyal to her just because I wanted my own life.”
“Understandable. But regardless of what happens or what you decide, we’ll stand by you.” Thorn moved over and gave her a peck on the lips.
“Thanks.” She covered Carver’s hand with hers and held it there for a moment. Warmth spread throughout her body and a sense of acceptance filled her.
Dessert arrived—three mini chocolate lava cakes with vanilla-bean ice cream. By the time it was all gone Sera couldn’t move, much less stay awake long enough to have sex.
“Sorry guys, the only bed in my future will be my own. Rain check on the sex?”
Thorn gave her a devilish smile. “This just gives us more time to think up something super sexy to do to you. No problem.”
Carver nodded and signaled for the bill. Once it was all paid for, they took her home and walked her to the door where she gave each of them a good-night kiss. Then she went inside. The Lunar Lust had behaved itself tonight, and she only hoped it would stay that way.
She was thankful that they understood and hadn’t pressured her. Their support meant a lot to her. She couldn’t help but wonder if maybe they were right and the leap would be better off with her as the leader.
 



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
Sera entered Bridget’s office. “Boss, you busy?” She rubbed her hands together. If anyone could give her good advice it would be Bridget.
Bridget had a large tome open and seemed to be studying it. She glanced up. “Since when have you started calling me boss? What’s wrong? Is it Francine? You know I’d hex her for you—damn the consequences.” Bridget’s dark brown eyes glittered with an intensity that took Sera’s breath away.
“You really hate my mother, don’t you?” Sera slid into a guest’s chair.
“Doesn’t everyone? Even your own leap dislikes her, and they have to be led by her.”
Sera blinked. “How long has this been going on?”
“Let’s just say they were hoping after your father died that you would take the reins. I didn’t say anything because your mother made it clear that it wasn’t part of the deal. And she was right. The laws between familiar and witch say clearly I can’t interfere in leap or pack or pride business without permission from you or your mother.”
Sera let that news sink in. “And what if I wanted to challenge my mother?”
Bridget leaned back. “Why? I need to know why you want this and why now. You’ve shown no interest in leap politics before, let alone going after the leadership role. Is because of the Demonic Duo? Are you that serious about pursuing a relationship with them?”
“I want to be with Carver and Thorn, yes, but also there’s my sister, Vivi. My mother is trying to do to her what she tried to do to me when I was coming of age. Only it’s worse for her because she’s not even pure-blooded.”
“How so? Your leap doesn’t have a problem with her.”
Sera blew out a breath and slouched into the seat. “It’s one thing to be critiqued for your weight or who you date, but to constantly be told in a million ways that you’re inferior?”
“So you’re doing this for her? Bad idea. If she can’t fight her own battles how’s she supposed to survive a challenge from someone who’s serious about leading?”
Sera slumped in her seat. Bridget made good points.
“Look, I’m not trying to bring you down. If you’re serious, I’ll stand by you. If you’re not I can’t help you. Leap politics is serious business. If you truly want to lead then you can’t work here anymore.”
Sera flinched. She loved her job even more than she loved the leap. She knew Bridget was right, but it hurt to hear it. “Then what do I do about my mother?”
“I know she’s a Class-A bitch, but if you take her out and don’t want to lead would that be fair to your leap? No. So why not call for a competency vote and then let the chips fall where they may? If your leap chooses to stand up to her and declare her incompetent, then let the battle royale begin. Personally I think Dina may want the job. She’s the most vocal about your mother’s—shall we say—ineptitude when it comes to leap politics.”
“Dina Kristia?” Sera let that notion roll through her mind. Dina was the woman Arthur had wanted all along. She wasn’t sure how she felt about letting her lead the leap. “OK, I should go talk to her.”
Bridget nodded and leaned forward before waving her off. “Good idea. Now go on, I have to figure out how to hex a hobgoblin without it ricocheting back at me. Stupid thick hides.”
When lunch rolled around, Sera headed toward the boutique district of Evenfall and entered Kristia Couture. Dina wasn’t hard to spot. She stood at the cash register, talking to some customers. Her tall, elegant figure was encased in a red Dior suit jacket and skirt, with Valentino heels. Dina glanced toward her, nodded, and the group around the counter dispersed.
“Seraphena, how lovely to see you. I thought this day would come. Please, let’s go to my office.” She lifted the divider, and Sera followed her into the side of the shop where inventory and shop decisions were made.
The office was neat and tidy with a few high-fashion pictures on the wall. As soon as they were alone, Dina went on the defensive: “First off, I never let the worm near me. He made a few passes but that rat bastard kept coming after me. If you came here to accuse me of stealing your man you better be prepared to fight.” Dina brandished her fingernails, which had partially changed into the claws of her black panther counterpart.
Sera shook her head. “I didn’t come here to fight. I came here to ask you if you cared about the leap.”
Dina blinked and stood stock-still. Shock filled her green eyes. “Are you serious?” Her hands came down to her sides. “Is this a joke?”
“No. It’s not. I’m dead serious. Do you care about the leap? Enough to lead it?” Sera held her breath. She was taking a gamble. If word got back to her mother before she finished here there would be real trouble.
“What?” Dina came toward her, her strides even, her footsteps firm and filled with purpose. Her face displayed an emotion that Sera couldn’t even begin to name. “You’re the daughter of our leader and you want to overthrow her? You better sit down and tell me exactly what’s going on.” She gestured to the couch.
Sera sat down while Dina remained standing. “It’s come to my attention from a trusted source that my mother may not be running things in a way that’s helping the leap and that you’ve been vocal about your displeasure. Can you give me a clue as to what’s going on? Until now I’ve deliberately stayed away from politics, for the sake of my own sanity.”
Dina paced for a bit, not saying a word. “OK.” She sank down into a chair across from Sera. “How much do you know?”
“Nothing. I just have a feeling. And the way my mother’s been acting around my sister…”
Dina nodded. “Vivi is part of the problem.” She held up a hand to stave off anything Sera would say. “Vivi isn’t a pureblood, but it’s like your mother is trying to force her to become one. She’s even got someone paired up for her from the Dupree house. Vivi is miserable, but it’s other things. The business side of the leap is suffering, not to mention the breeding opportunities. We’re two steps away from becoming Deliverance.”
Sera grimaced. “That’s disgusting and I don’t think—”
“Trust me, it’s true. She refuses to allow outside marriages, and if you do marry someone who’s not a pure-blooded panther she exiles you from the pack and takes your lands and holdings.”
Sera recoiled. “We’re not in ye olde days.”
“No, we’re not, but that’s the way she wants things. She doesn’t even respond to the leap quorum anymore. Francine makes all the rules, and we’re supposed to follow them. She’s desperate to make matches for you and Vivi to enhance your house’s wealth and status. The alliances between you and Arthur, and between Vivi and Maxim, would have given her powerful allies to call on if she were ever challenged. And believe me, that was becoming a distinct possibility.”
Sera thought this over. So she wasn’t the only one considering a power change. “If I were to call for a battle royale to challenge my mother, would it turn into a bloodbath?”
“Why would you do that? I mean really? You’re in the seat of power and could take over from her one day.” Suspicion filled Dina’s features.
“Because I don’t want to rule one day. I love my life as it is.” As soon as the words were out of her mouth she knew them to be true. “I want to be with Carver and Thorn, and I want Vivi to be with whomever she wants. Call me selfish, but for me it’s about my personal happiness.”
Dina nodded. “At least you’re honest. And I can understand that. Ever since your mother took over my family has been struggling. This place”—she gestured around the office—“barely makes it. Your mother won’t allow outside investors, so I have to buy everything here myself. It’s hard to break even. And don’t get me started on cronyism. Della DuCane as treasurer? You tell me she doesn’t dip into the till and I’ll call you a liar.”
Sera shut her eyes. It was worse than she thought. “I’ve heard enough. Let me mull things over.”
Dina nodded. “You wanted honesty. I’ll see you around.”
Sera rose and left the shop. She spent the rest of the afternoon visiting places owned by black panther shifters and heard the same story again and again. There had been fundraisers for charities with totals that never seemed to add up, luxury vehicles for Francine’s friends, couture clothing and trips to exotic holiday destinations, all while the leap lacked the funds to even keep up the Kit Daycare Center. It was all too much.
Without thinking, Sera wandered over to The Java Demon and took her normal booth. Carver slid in across from her, grabbed her hand and held it. “What’s wrong?”
“My mother. The leap.” She let out a sigh. “I won’t be standing for leader of my leap. I love my life too much to give that up to politics and infighting. I have no interest in the minutiae of what it takes to be leader. I’m going to call for a battle royale. It will be messy and leave us weak, but we need a better leader than my mother.”
Thorn came over and placed a hand on Sera’s shoulder. He gave it a squeeze. “Whatever you want, we stand by you.”
“Thanks. I have to go tell my mother. Wish me luck.”
Thorn bent down and kissed her cheek. Carver got up, leaned over the tabletop, and pressed his lips to hers. Her skin tingled where the men had touched her. She took that with her as she dropped by the office and told Bridget what she was about to do.
Bridget was in the lab working on a potion to repel gremlins. “If you need help, call Mysta and Lana for backup. I have to keep stirring this, and I can’t leave until it turns mud brown. Good luck.”
Sera thanked Bridget and called Mysta over. “I need you to act as backup for me. Lana, stay here and hold the fort. Don’t get into my chocolate stash. I’ll know.”
Lana grinned. “No you won’t. Good luck.”
Sera would have snapped at the pixie, but Mysta pulled her from the building. “No sense in arguing with her. You’ll lose. Now what’s going on?”
Sera gave her a rundown of what she’d learned and what she’d decided.
Mysta whistled. “You don’t want much do you? Are you sure you want to do this?”
They walked to her mother’s house. The closer they got to Gardenia Road, the calmer Sera became. It was as if the pressure she’d held in all of her life had been released.
She exhaled. It felt strange to not have the burden anymore. The idea that she could take over the leap had always been around the corner. Now it would be gone for good. A sense of sadness came over her, a strange melancholy that left her speechless. Tears slipped down her cheeks.
“Hey, what’s wrong?” Mysta stopped and grabbed her shoulders. She turned Sera toward her. “What’s up?”
“It’s the end of a long period of my life. My mother has been grooming me to take over when she stepped down, but now…now…it’ll be over.” She felt like a teenager again, trying to come to terms with an idea that she knew wasn’t quite right. “My mother will be so disappointed.” The droplets increased. A dam had broken and she couldn’t stop the flood. She dropped to the ground. “I…I…won’t be her perfect daughter,” she managed to get out through hiccups and sobs.
Mysta brushed away the tears. “It’s OK, Sera. It’ll be OK.”
“I love her, even if she is a bitch. She’s my mom and…” The words trailed off. “What would my father say? I’m betraying the leap, aren’t I? Choosing you and Bridget and Lana and Carver and Thorn over my own kind. I’m…what kind of black panther am I to do this to my people? What if I’m making the wrong decisions? What if she gets hurt or killed or—”
Pain burst in Sera’s cheek and spread throughout the left side of her face.
Sera stood up so fast her head swam and her vision blurred for a second. Her panther rushed forward, bringing about a partial shift of her fingers and causing a ripple of fur to form along her arms. “Mysta. What the fuck? Why'd you slap me?”
“Whine, whine, whine. Stop it. Your mother is a heartless bitch who has been controlling you and Vivi for most of your lives. Yes, she’s a relative, but you know better. You’ve heard it from the bitch’s mouth. Dina has no reason to lie. She knows what would happen if word got back to your mother. And even if you do love her, do you want your people to suffer? You may not want to rule, but that doesn’t mean you have to betray them in order to be happy. It’s not as if you’re abandoning them. You can be part of the quorum if you want to, right?”
Sera held her face. The flesh was hot to touch. “Well…yes.”
“So shut up.” Mysta started walking again.
Sera rushed to catch up. “You know you’re a real bitch, right?”
“Yeah, but I care about you. Your mother doesn’t. I watched the damage she inflicted on you and said nothing. Now that you’re being proactive about your life and happiness I won’t let you run away from that; got it? You and Vivi deserve better. By the way, she’s crashing with me, not the dragon brothers. For some reason she’s avoiding them.”
“Lunar Lust,” Sera said, blushing. “Can’t you feel it?”
“Ah, yeah, um, snake shifters don’t really get that. Not as bad as you and the wolves and others do. We don’t want to fuck, anyway. We just want to be left alone.”
Sera frowned. “So then what happened with the fox?”
“Stuff. I don’t want to get into it. Anyway, here we are.” Her face was a mask. No emotion broke through the surface.
They made their way up the flagstone path. Sera admired her mother’s perfectly manicured garden. Not a thing was out of place and everything looked as though it belonged together. The whitewashed clapboard Victorian with the slate-gray porch was austere with only a swing chair and mailbox as decoration. Her mother was never really one to add personal touches to things.
The door opened as soon as they reached the first step. Francine stood in the entryway. Tension pinched her features and turned her lips into a thin line of pink.
“Mother.”
“Leave your pet snake outside. We have to talk.”
To her credit, Mysta didn’t react.
“She comes in with me,” Sera said, “or we do this out here where your neighbors can listen in.”
“Fine, but wipe your feet.” Francine turned away, leaving them to follow her.
“You heard her. Wipe your feet.” Mysta followed Francine up the steps, making a show of running the soles of her shoes on the welcome mat before she entered the house.
Sera trailed after her. As soon as she was through the doorway, her childhood hit her square in the chest. The living room had remained the same, right down to the curtains framing the bay window. Her mother didn’t like to redecorate. It made Sera sad to see that nothing had changed. It was as if Francine had tried to freeze time the way it was when she’d been happy—a time before the children and the divorce.
Sera could only shake her head. This only proved Dina’s point. Francine was truly stuck in the past. She wanted to take things back to a time when the leap was prosperous. In reality, she was destroying the very people she claimed to care about.
Francine sat down in her throne—as Sera called it—a wingback chair covered in gold-colored leather. “Well? Tell me why.”
Sera took a seat on the powder-blue couch and leaned forward. “Mother, a change needs to happen. The leap is stagnant and you’re part of the problem.”
“The leap? What do you know about the leap? When did you start caring about your people? You’ve turned your back on us for your demons and your witches and your pets.” Venom dripped from her words.
Sera felt as if her skin had been scalded. She reared back and almost got up to leave, but Mysta clamped down on her shoulder and held her in place. Determination sparkled in the snake shifter’s dark brown eyes.
Taking strength from her friend’s presence, Sera straightened up and faced her mother. “I may not be interested in leap politics, or in ruling, but I grew up with these people and they are suffering.”
“Who? Dina? Please. Her family can always bail her out. But that’s what she gets for going out on her own.” Francine shook her head.
Sera knew the comment was directed at her, but she brushed that thought aside. “Yes, Dina and others. But that’s one of many problems. Do you deny having a suitor lined up for Vivi?”
Francine snorted. “Vivi doesn’t know what’s good for her. I do. Just like I knew what was good for you. You had to go and ruin it all.”
“Why? Because I didn’t want to live your life with your ideal black panther shifter? Your pureblood prince? Because I wanted to make my own choices and live and fail on them? Because I wanted to be happy? Vivi and I aren’t the only ones suffering. Ask your leap! They’re hurting. What about the daycare center set up to help the working mothers of the leap? Where is the money for that? What about the big breast-cancer fundraiser? Where did that money go? What about those private jets and trips to the Bahamas? The cars and clothes? You need to straighten your house, mother, and the only way I can see is to call for a battle royale. As a member of the ruling family I have that right. I came here to be fair and tell you before it’s done so you can prepare. I will be announcing it at the full moon. Be ready.”
Silence filled the room.
Sera rose to leave. “I’m sorry it had to come to this, but if we are to survive, if Vivi and I are to survive and be happy, this needs to be done.”
“I never wanted you and I never wanted to marry your father,” Francine hissed. “I wanted a son and I wanted someone else. But I made do. You and your ungrateful half-breed of a sister will pay the price once I’m out of power. Once I’m gone there will be no one to protect you. No one will care. Your demons, your witch, your pets—none of them will stand by you.”
“Actually that’s where you’re wrong,” Mysta declared. “But then I don’t expect you to listen to a pet. Good luck, Francie; you’ll need it. Come on.” The snake shifter led Sera out of the house.
“Thanks,” Sera whispered.
“Do you know how long I’ve been dying to call her Francie? I should be thanking you. Now let’s go. I need a shower from being in that house, and you need your men; am I right?”
“I do but after work. I need to finish up at the office.” As much as she wanted to feel the comfort of being with her men, she had things to do and she refused to abandon Bridget, regardless of what had happened with her mother.
They arrived at the office to find smoke billowing out of the open front door. Lana and Bridget stood out front, waving away the dark gray plumes and coughing.
“Used too much eye of newt. Or maybe my batch had gone bad.” Bridget wiped away the tears from her eyes.
“Told you, you have to use them fresh,” Lana admonished.
“And they were fresh! Just got them a week ago.”
Lana rolled her eyes. “That’s not fresh. You’re supposed to use them immediately.”
“Not my fault. I didn’t have a spell I could use them all with.” Bridget turned to Sera and Mysta. “Got any good news?”
“My leap is going to war with my mother.” Sera hugged Bridget and Lana. “You guys OK?”
“Spell mishap. Should be fine in a few minutes. So, finally taking down your mother, huh?” Pride showed in Bridget’s eyes.
“No, not me. I won’t be in the fight, but I’ll be declaring open season for the title of leader.” Sera put an arm around Lana’s small shoulders. The pixie had gone to petite size so that she could flit around and blow away the smoke.
“Here you are, ladies.” Carver came toward them bearing four coffees. “And Thorn has the beignets—today’s special. On the house of course. Oh, can my Uncle Jasper call on Bridget to ask about matchmaking witches?”
Without thought, Sera went to them and kissed them on the lips one at a time. “Sure, any time. And thanks,” she whispered.
Carver gave her shoulder a squeeze while Thorn took her hand and kissed the back of it. Heat filled both their gazes.
“I wasn’t in the fire,” Sera reassured them.
“Smoke. You weren’t in the smoke. There was no fire,” Bridget called out.
“What she said.”
“Still, we’ll be checking to make sure you’re OK and you can tell us what happened with your mother.” Carver handed out the coffees. “Gotta get back. Come back after closing. We’ll give you a thorough examination.” He winked.
Thorn gave the bag of doughnuts to Mysta.
“Hey! I could’ve handled the doughnuts.” Lana pouted but amusement lit up her face.
“Not a chance, pixie.” Bridget took out a beignet, broke it in half, and shared it with Lana, who stuck her tongue out at Mysta.
“Not my problem if you have to scrape her off the walls.” Mysta took the last treat with her and headed toward the library. “I’ll go research a better spell for hobgoblins.”
“You just want to see your fox shifter!” Lana called after her.
Bridget swatted Lana on the butt. “Stop it or you won’t get more.”
Lana fell silent and Sera turned to her men. “I’ll see you later, maybe after a shower?”
Both Carver and Thorn nodded and headed back to the café.
“No use staying here.” Bridget sighed. “Go home and then go see your men. I’ll stick around here to make sure the cleaning elves get the smoke out of everything. I’ll have to call Joe and cancel our date.”
“All clear, Bridget.” Matthias, the gargoyle fire fighter emerged from the office with his team behind him. “Next time, use fresher ingredients, unless you wanted fermented newt’s eyes.”
“Thanks, Matti.” Lana flitted over and gave him a kiss on the cheek.
The gargoyle blushed but didn’t wipe away the contact. “No problem. We’re out.”
Sera said good-bye to her friends, got in her car, and left for home. When she entered the brownstone the light on her answering machine was blinking like mad. She had ten messages. She hit play and went about cleaning up the breakfast dishes that she hadn’t managed to put in the dishwasher. The first few messages were from leap members, asking whether it was true that a battle royale would be called. The last five were from her mother, begging her to reconsider.
Anger simmered through Sera’s blood but so did sadness. There was nothing more she could do for her mother. The genie was out of the bottle and word had spread. She couldn’t take it back, even if Francine could come up with a good reason.
After a quick shower she dressed in jeans, flats, and a sweater before heading back out to The Java Demon. She looked forward to seeing her men again and allowing them to distract her from the current problems. Her heart hammered all the way to the café. She didn’t bother to drive all the way there, not in her state of emotional turmoil. Her decision had been made. She feared for her mother, but letting the situation continue wouldn’t help matters within the leap, or for her and Vivi.
“Sera! Hey, wait up.” Vivi’s voice chased after her as the gloaming set in.
Sera turned toward her sister and waited for Vivi to catch up.
The young shifter stopped and doubled over, her breath coming out in soft pants. “Gotta start cardio again. Jeesh.” She straightened up and brushed a hank of orange hair out of her eyes. “I heard about mom. Are you sure about this?”
There was no anger or admonition. It was just a question.
“Yes. The leap is dying out. We’re not making money. Well the leap, isn’t. Mother and her friends are. Things need to change.”
“I get it. I’ve seen…things. Stuff that’s made me question what mother was doing. I never said anything. Didn’t want her to come after me.” Vivi ducked her head.
Sera didn’t say anything. Everything she’d needed to know had been right in front of her, but she hadn’t dared acknowledge it. She wrapped her younger sister up in a hug and held on tight, pouring all her emotions and apologies into the gesture.
“It’s OK, Sera. I’m just happy you’re in my life, and I stand by your decision. You won’t try to take over will you?” Vivi pulled back and stared at her.
Sera shook her head and grinned. “No. I’m not interested and have no patience for the political bullshit.”
Vivi chuckled. “I get it. Good luck. I have to go or I’ll be late for my shift at the library. Laters.” She moved around Sera and took off for the Literary District.
Sera didn’t ask how the job was going or why her sister was bunking with Mysta, but that would come later. With a light step, she continued on to The Java Demon and found the café unlit, the screens pulled down. She smiled. Were they expecting something to happen? Her pussy tingled and her body warmed to the idea of a quickie.
She pulled on the door. It opened on the first tug and she went into the murky room. “Hello?”
“Shut the door and close your eyes. Do you remember your safe word, love?” Carver’s voice drifted from a darkened corner.
She followed Carver’s directions. “Yes, I remember.”
She felt Thorn’s presence to her left. He drifted behind her. There was a snick of the lock, followed by the soft glide of silk against skin. She felt the press of smoothness and the warmth of the blindfold against her eyelids. Her shoulders came down as the stress faded away. Her men would take care of her, make her forget what she’d put into motion. She exhaled and leaned back.
Thorn’s touch drifted down over her cheeks, her neck, her shoulders and coasted along her arms until he held her hands. “Bring your hands behind your back.”
Without thought, she did it. The same silk wrapped round her wrists. Thorn came around to her front and led her with a finger hooked into her neckline. They moved around the tables and stacked chairs.
Carver’s hand caressed her cheek. She turned into his touch with a sigh. Behind her Thorn moved her hair to the side and placed kisses along her nape. He undid the silk cuffs and slipped her jacket off her shoulders.
“Lift your arms,” Carver murmured. His lips moved against her forehead.
Again, Sera followed his orders.
Thorn removed her top, leaving her only in her bra, jeans, and shoes. “Move your hands back to where they were.”
She obeyed and Thorn retied her bonds while Carver opened the button of her fly and dragged her zipper down. Then he yanked her jeans to the ground. Sera toed off her shoes and allowed him to pull off her pants. The floor was icy cold against the soles of her feet.
“What is your safe word, sweetheart?” Carver placed butterfly kisses all over her face.
A word drifted through the fog of her mind. She licked her lips as Thorn slipped his hands around her front to squeeze and knead her breasts. Pleasure slithered through her veins as desire swirled around her body. Pressure began to build as she felt herself moving inexorably toward the edge.
She sucked in air and tried to think. “Um…” she started. “Catnip?”
Thorn tugged down her bra, exposing her nipples to the coolness of the room. Carver’s lips ghosted over her chest and into the valley of her cleavage. Then he began to circle one breast. Thorn worked the other, teasing and pinching her nipple. Everything was enhanced—the air that danced around her, the heat coming off of Carver, the chill emanating from Thorn, the pain and pleasure that shot straight to her clit, the need to come.
Sera moved her arms back, making contact with Thorn’s groin. His erection tented the material of his slacks. Feeling naughty, she pressed her heel into the ridge. With light force she teased him. Her reward was the groan he made. She cupped his shaft through the khaki and gave it a squeeze.
He grabbed her hand and moved it away. “Wicked kitten.”
Carver released her turgid peak and slipped his hand between her thighs to tease her folds through the thin material. “Payback. Now stop.”
She stilled. Carver worked his magic, finding her clit through the barrier of her panties and pressing down. She sucked in a breath.
“Do you want to come?” Carver’s words were edged in a sinful richness that traced along her spine and wrapped around her body.
“Yes,” she hissed.
“Thorn.”
Thorn hooked his thumbs into her panties and yanked them down, but didn’t remove them entirely. There was the rustle of clothing, followed by a thud, and then she heard the tearing of packets. More thumps and noises, and then she was nudged forward.
“I’m going to pick you up. Thorn and I are here for you. Be with us; stay with us. Do you understand?”
Sera let his words sink in. “You want me to focus on you two and nothing else?”
“Yes.” Carver picked her up and Thorn supported her arms. She placed her hands over Thorn’s and gripped them. She was settled on her knees on a hard surface and she bent forward to place her hands on Carver’s chest. She felt lube poured onto her ass. Then Thorn parted the cheeks and began to work a finger into her back passage.
“You are strong and beautiful.” Carver sat up. The muscles of his thighs moved as they slid to the end of the table. Thorn stopped them with a hand on the base of her back.
“And you are sexy and powerful,” Thorn added, as he withdrew his fingers and pushed them back in.
Carver repositioned her and then brought her down onto his shaft. She cried out as he drove in until he was balls deep. Carver lifted her up and lowered her back down. He repeated the process until tears streamed down her face and she couldn’t take it.
“Please,” the word came from the very the center of her being.
“Not yet.”
Thorn continued his ministrations in her ass, driving her further and further off the deep end. She tried to push her hips back but Carver held her still.
“We love you as you are, not for what you can give us.” Carver punctuated that statement with kisses across her collarbone. “Not for what you can do for us.”
“We want you for your beautiful curves, as well as your imperfections, and all.” Thorn traced a finger along her spine.
“I love how you savor your coffee.” Carver pressed his lips over her pulse point.
“I love how you take your time to eat. You don’t rush a good meal.” Thorn nipped his way along her shoulders.
Sera was at a loss for words. Tears soaked through the blindfold, but she didn’t ask to have it removed.
“Your laugh is infectious.”
“You give without thinking of yourself. You say please and thank you without expectation.”
Their voices and words merged as they brought her back to the pinnacle of pleasure. Carver thrust upward and Thorn continued his prep of her ass.
Everything stopped when Thorn withdrew his fingers.
Carver’s hands glided up her sides to cup her ribs as Thorn gripped her hips. She felt his cockhead at the entrance of her anus. He pushed in and pulled away, repeating the action until he was seated inside of her from root to tip. When Thorn pulled out Carver drove up. Not once was she left without one of them inside of her.
“We love every inch of you.” Carver latched onto one nipple, biting the tip as he sucked it into his mouth. One of Thorn’s hands curved around her hip to delve between her thighs and dip into her folds until he found her clit.
“And we will always love you, no matter what you do,” Thorn whispered as he worked the sensitive bundle of nerves.
There was no urgency. They took their time, nudging her toward the pinnacle. They didn’t let her come just yet. She begged, pleaded, and cried to no avail. At one point she even used her manacled hands to tease the base of Thorn’s cock as he drove into her. Still they wouldn’t give her relief.
“You have us tied to you. We are tethered to you and only you.” Thorn placed openmouthed kisses along her shoulders. He scraped his teeth down the back of her neck. She shivered as sweat slipped down her body, adding to the sensations coursing through her.
Time stopped again as they stilled. Her body hung in space, neither man inside of her.
“Tell us you know.” Carver’s tone was deep and rich, like plush velvet. It slid over her skin and stoked the fires that burned in her body. “Do you know, Seraphena?”
The use of her name was a command. A demand for an answer without hesitation or thought. She shivered, unable to resist. Without a thought, relaxed from all stress, without emotional boundaries keeping her in check, she answered with a single word. “Yes.”
Carver and Thorn pushed inside of her in unison. They pushed her higher and higher until she was sent soaring, the orgasm crashing into her, pulling her under a riptide of pleasure. She couldn’t even get any words out. Any noise she could have made remained trapped in her throat. Her heart felt as if it would explode, and her lungs burned from lack of air. Her body ceased to function, caught in a moment when everything crystallized.
Pain and desire merged into one shining, white-hot second. A roar filled her ears as awareness returned and her muscles spasmed. Tendons jumped and her body twitched. She had returned to the land of the living. She felt Carver come first, filling her with his fire. Then Thorn followed, adding cold to temper the heat.
Aftershocks rocked her body as she came again. Woman and feline were sated. “I’m all yours,” she whispered.
Darkness fell as she lay down on Carver’s chest.
“No matter what, we’re in this together.” Carver and Thorn both said the words as Sera lost consciousness.
From now on that’s how it would be, and there was nothing anyone could do about it.
 



Epilogue
 
 
The circle of torches flickered in the darkened wood, painting shadows that danced in and out of the group. They stood waiting, watching, all their attention focused on the five people standing on a raised dais, close to the shimmering lake. Only the snap and crackle of fire could be heard.
Werewolves prowled the area, already in wolf form. Lion shifters lay on boulders, watching the action with lazy flicks of their tails. The occasional pixie flitted into the light, only to flutter away like butterflies under the full moon.
Sera could feel elven magic drift along on the breeze. Behind her, Carver and Thorn stood in their full demon glory, a study in fire and ice and nightmare made real. Carver’s skin had a dark red flush; his crimson, bat-like wings were extended to their fullest, their cracked, blackened bones shimmering as if still roasting in the heart of a conflagration. His eyes were utterly black. None of the light that entered them was reflected back. His sharpened features looked chiseled out of granite.
He flexed his fingers, fingernails grown knife-sharp. His tail brushed back and forth in a lazy pattern. Bare from the waist up, flame tattoos shimmered in the low light, as if drinking from the heat source. Sera felt as if she were standing next to a fireplace.
To Carver’s left stood Thorn, an ice sculpture brought to life. His milk-pale skin glimmered as if encased in crushed diamonds. His wings were marble white. As they flexed, they gave off a cold wind that cooled Sera’s skin. The pale bones shone silver in the moonlight. His horns, like icicles, curved up into the air, slicing through the cool night, and his visage looked as if it were made of glaciers. There were patches of blue, gray, and white on his cheeks and brow. His normally red tresses had become the color of newly fallen snow, without even a trace of warmth.
Thorn was also naked from the waist up. Both men wore leather pants, tight enough to show off their muscular thighs. They shifted from side to side but said nothing. They looked like gods staring down on the festivities with neither pleasure nor disinterest. They were just there.
Bridget, Mysta, and Lana stood next to Thorn, dressed in various shades of black, their faces expressionless. Only their eyes showed curiosity.
Sera glanced at her mother. She was dressed in an elegant business suit with flats. She wore no jewelry and her visage was a mask of stoicism. Sera’s sister Vivi stood among the throng of watchers, naked and ready to shift. She had no interest in vying for the leadership position.
Those who wanted to replace Francine stood under the dais, clumped together.
All gazes turned to Sera. She took a deep breath and began. “I have sent out the call. Our leap is in peril, headed down a dangerous path that will surely lead to destruction. We need new guidance, a strong leader, a future filled with possibility rather than stagnation. We must throw out the ideas that nearly destroyed us decades ago. With this in mind, I call for the deposition of my mother, Francine Lenore Courtney, and for a battle royale to commence. A new leader shall be determined by combat. Only one can emerge the winner. Let the bloodshed begin!”
Sera held her breath and waited for the fighting to commence. No one moved. Seconds slipped by and still nothing. Not even a punch or kick.
“Well? What are you waiting for?” Francine snapped.
The crowd parted. Dina emerged, naked. Her coffee-dark skin glimmered in the firelight. Her green eyes blazed with hatred. “I challenge you to one-on-one combat, old woman.”
Francine snorted. “I refuse.”
“The rules of the battle royale state that you must either accept or forfeit your right to rule. Do you forfeit?” Dina crossed her arms under her breasts.
Francine stepped forward, a scowl on her face. She undressed in a matter of seconds and jumped down into the pit. “Well?”
Dina moved so fast that Sera nearly missed it. Only her heightened shifter senses registered the movement. In mid-shift, Dina struck out with her claws. Blood flew into the air in an arc, and Francine let out an animalistic scream. She was quick to counterattack, launching herself at Dina and knocking the woman down. The two of them rolled, their bodies part human, part panther. The gathering of people contending for leader stood back and let them fight, their faces impassive.
“This will be over soon.” Carver’s thoughts, smooth as silk, entered Sera’s mind.
Sera’s breath stalled in her chest as Carver’s presence flooded her body. She felt his hands everywhere, his hot breath a kiss from a furnace on the back of her neck. His emotions joined the fray, showing her love, adoration, desire, and need.
Not to be left out of the party, Thorn’s thoughts merged with Carver’s. “Dina is younger, stronger, and the crowd won’t allow your mother to cheat.”
Sera reached behind her and took their hands as she watched Dina get the upper hand. Blow after blow rained down on Francine. Sera winced, but remained silent. Pain burrowed deep into her heart as tears streamed down her face. Her beautiful, strong, arrogant mother looked a shell of the person she had once been. With each punch that Dina landed, the outcome became more inevitable.
Francine stopped trying to fight back. Her face was a bloody ruin, there were cuts on her chest, and her hair, once perfectly coifed, was now down from its bun, spread out on the dirt like a dark pillow mixed with blood, grass, and leaves.
“Forfeit!” Dina screamed over and over again.
Francine lay supine on the ground, no longer fighting back. “I concede. You win, Dina.” Her voice was a cracked husk, without authority. She had no strength left. Not even anger filled her tone.
All eyes turned to Sera. She cleared her throat. “Dina Kristia is the winner and new leader of the leap. Francine has conceded. I, Seraphena, daughter of Francine, relinquish all rights to leadership and will not challenge her or anyone else for the right to guide our people in the future.”
Dina rose with liquid grace and a nod. “As leader, I declare the Lunar Shift shall begin!”
Screams, howls, and excited chatter filled the air as the forest came alive. Various forms of magic filtered through the night as the leap shifted as one. Sera joined them, allowing her black panther to join her people. Once in feline form, she peeked over her shoulder toward her friends.
Mysta had shed her clothing and was already in her snake form. Copper, cream, gold, and brown scales shone in the low light as she slithered toward the darkness of a copse of trees. Bridget and Lana had taken off to the safety of home. The woods were no place for anything other than shifters and prey. Only Carver and Thorn remained, still in full-demon form.
“We’ll be here when you need us,” Carver murmured. He flicked his fingers and the fire burst to life, illuminating the entire area.
“Be safe, love.” Thorn called out.
Both men walked over to a nearby boulder and sat down, looking like statues from hell.
Sera nodded and left to join her leap. They would be there when she got back. There was no doubt. And they always would be. She knew this.
Her heart swelled with love. She was entering the future with no strings or obligations. For the first time, she felt free and open to anything. She had her men and her friends and her sister to thank. She sent silent thanks up to the goddess and looked forward to next Samhain. Who knew what would happen between now and then?
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Bewitching the Vampire
Flushed and Fevered Book One
Selena Illyria
 
 
A stubborn witch vs a vampire king…who will win on Halloween? 
Bridget is a witch who has been given a sweet deal—nab a rogue vampire and score a big payday, but she must deliver him within twenty-four hours. She’ll need help from Joe, the local vampire liege, to find the rogue vampire fast. Joe agrees to give her the information...if she agrees to play a few hands of poker with him. For each hand, she must reveal a bit about herself. And for each hand she wins, he'll answer any question she asks. But Bridget isn’t sure she can keep things objective—not when Joe gives her that seductive grin. 
Joe has always had an interest in the little witch. She defies his expectations and surprises at every turn. But despite his natural inclination to help her, he decides to make her work for the information she needs in the most delicious ways. With a little bit of seduction and a little bit of bondage, he tests her resolve to play the game…and tests his own self-control to contain the blood beast inside him. The stakes are sky-high, for both of them. But on Halloween, the most powerful night of the year, which one will be the winner?
 
Buy Bewitching the Vampire here
http://www.amazon.com/Bewitching-Vampire-Flushed-Fevered-Book-ebook/dp/B00NP4JA86/
 



 

Carnevale and Subterfuge
Hades Helmet Crew Book Two
Selena Illyria
 
 
If he can’t resist her, he’ll put her in danger... 
On leave from her ship, Anarrae Lavender wants to indulge in her desires on Ill Doge. But a night on the town and one case of mistaken identity later, Anarrae finds herself in the arms of a charming and mysterious thief, having the hottest sexual encounter of her life. But who is that masked man with the talented hands who makes all her bondage fantasies come true? And when it’s over, how will she learn the identity of her lovable “Dodger?” 
When Diego stops in at a pub for a drink he doesn’t expect to be mistaken for someone else. Intrigued by Ana, he kidnaps her for the evening and indulges her fantasies—and even some of his own. He doesn’t want it to be a one-night-stand, but his mission to protect the Ambassador from an assassin demands his complete anonymity. The assassin’s eyes are everywhere, and if he loses his focus again, he’ll endanger them all...
 
Buy Carnevale and Subterfuge here
http://www.amazon.com/Carnevale-Subterfuge-Hades-Helmet-Crew-ebook/dp/B00K310H3G/
 



 

At Drogan’s Command
Hades Helmet Crew Book One
Selena Illyria
 
 
Who knew one little disc could cause so much trouble? Certainly not Rena, until the disc in question—the one in which she lives out every sexual fantasy she’s ever had, including a few inspired by her crush, Captain Drogan Carter—falls into the wrong hands. Drogan’s. Rena is desperate to get it back—she can’t let him know all her darkest, dirtiest secrets…
When Drogan finds the disc and watches the very private contents, his first feeling is guilt. But that guilt soon turns to a raw, sexual need to have the wanton, carefree Rena in his bed. He knows she’ll never come to him willingly, but once he gets her, he’ll have plenty of time to win her over, and to prove to her that reality can be so much better than fantasy. But first he needs a plan, a way to get her right where he wants her: at his command.
 
Buy At Drogan’s Command here
http://www.amazon.com/Drogans-Command-Hades-Helmet-Crew-ebook/dp/B00FAUT8T4/
 




Mate Not Wanted
Bachelor Auction Book One
Selena Illyria
 
 
Letting Madison go unmated? Pierce won’t stand for it…
Lioness shifter Madison doesn’t want to be mated. So when her friends bid and win tiger shifter Pierce McKinney at the Bachelor Auction, she knows she’s screwed. Pierce is the one man who can get under her skin. Especially when she knows that sex with Pierce will burn hotter than the sun… 
Pierce McKinney has been trying without luck to wear Madison down. So when her friends win him at a charity auction, he’s determined to win her for his own. He’ll give her what she needs and desires, and he’ll even bring in a friend to play to her fantasies. But Madison belongs to him, and only him. And he intends to show her that he plays for keeps. Even if she’s too stubborn to admit it. Because Pierce is too stubborn to let her walk away…
 
Buy Mate Not Wanted here
http://www.amazon.com/Mate-Not-Wanted-Bachelor-Auction-ebook/dp/B00HFF7MS6/
 



 

Dragons at Midnight
Dragon New Year Book One
Selena Illyria
 
 
One dragon is hot enough, but three can make this tiger shifter burn in the most delightful ways.
Tiger shifter Louisa thought she'd ring in the New Year all alone. Little did she know that three younger dragon shifters plan on making sure she celebrates things right. Add a little steam, a few dragon shifters with dirty minds, and some creative use of furniture and New Year's Eve becomes the perfect scorching-hot party for four.
 
Buy Dragons at Midnight here
http://www.amazon.com/Dragons-at-Midnight-ebook/dp/B006M47PV0/
 



 

Dragon Ugly
Dragon New Year Book Two
Selena Illyria
 
 
Can a dragon shifter give more than just hot sex? 
After Brent’s New Year’s fling with his friends Fletcher and Tor—and Tor’s mate Louisa—Brent is determined to find his own mate. His dragon wants him to find their mate, too, and if Brent doesn’t find a way to locate her soon, his dragon will take matters into his own talons. And that could spell trouble.
Wolf shifter Carissa has no desire to live up to her wild musician mother and artistic father’s vision of free love and sex parties. She’s buried her sexual desires and focused on building up her aromatherapy store, Scentify, no distractions allowed. Until she meets Brent. The sexy dragon shifter makes her burn with suppressed need. The only problem? His dragon wants Carissa, too. And pursuing the dominant dragon would be playing with fire. 
Giving in to his dragon saps Brent of his focus and energy. Things are turning ugly—dragon ugly. How can he bond with his mate when his dragon only wants sex?
 
Buy Dragon Ugly here
http://www.amazon.com/Dragon-Ugly-New-Year-ebook/dp/B00D8DE0AM/
 



 

Seven Sins Inn: Pietro and Callisto
Selena Illyria
 
 
Pietro doesn’t think he has time for love. Being a demon king and part owner of Seven Sins Inn leaves him little time for women. But when his friends claim that they’ve found the perfect match for him, Peitro is determined to prove that he doesn’t need a set up--he can find his own date, thank you very much. Undeterred, his friends send him to investigate a “problem” at one of the Inn’s guest functions, where Pietro sees the woman of his dreams, right there in the very kissable flesh. 
Paranormal negotiator Callisto Monroe went to the Seven Sins Inn for a friend’s wedding, hoping she could scope the place out for work. But she didn’t plan on being swept away by the hot, dark-haired demon, or spending a weekend having the hottest sex of her life. All that’s well and good. But when things get too hot to handle, how is she supposed to protect her heart?
 
Buy Seven Sins Inn: Pietro and Callisto here
http://www.amazon.com/Seven-Sins-Inn-Pietro-Callisto-ebook/dp/B009PB94LQ/
 



 

Roman: Fallen Lovers
Selena Illyria
 
 
 
Can a mere woman heal a fallen angel's wounds?
Author Tristina Deveroux has been dreaming of a man—a tall, dark, sexy man whose nightly visits bring her to a fever pitch. But come morning, she always awakens agitated and unsatisfied—and alone. When her agent suggests a writer's getaway in Scotland, Tristina can’t resist the chance to gain a little distance, hoping a change of scene will help her escape the dreams and get her mind back into her latest book. 
But when she receives a passionate letter from a mysterious Scot, she can't resist the urge to meet him. Can love triumph and heal them both from past hurts? Or will the clash of fantasy and reality bring the past back to haunt them?
 
Buy Roman: Fallen Lovers here
http://www.amazon.com/Roman-Fallen-Lovers-ebook/dp/B004GHN5NW/
 



 
 

Renny’s Mate
Selena Illyria
 
 
 
One Island. One Werewolf. One week of wicked sex in the sun...
When Larissa's given a week at her boss's private island, she jumps at the chance for some sun, sand, and complete relaxation.
Avoiding his family's annual get together, Renny hops a plane for his brother's private island. But once the werewolf in hiding spots Larissa coming out of the surf--wet, nude, and irresistible--hiding is the last thing on his mind. And the last thing he expected was to find his mate. But how can a woman like her trust the black sheep of the family who's never committed to anything in his life?
 
Buy Renny’s Mate here
http://www.amazon.com/Rennys-Mate-Beach-Bums-ebook/dp/B0074B6IM2/
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Halloween Heat II
An Anthology of Erotic Paranormal Ménage
 
 
Three stories of blazing paranormal ménage. Hot dragons, sexy wolf shifters, and scorching threesomes to make an unforgettable Halloween night.
 
 
"Master Me" by Rachel Firasek
"Dragons at Samhain" by Selena Illyria
"Witchvine Seduction" by Dawn Montgomery
 
Buy Halloween Heat II here
http://www.amazon.com/Halloween-Heat-II-ebook/dp/B009MRN9SW/
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In Too Deep
Christy Gissendaner
 
 
He’ll risk everything for the love of one human. 
Agreeing to be her good friend’s bridesmaid, Emma Anderson jets off to Tybee Island for the wedding. Her dress is perfect and her shoes are adorable, but her friend’s elegant beachside home hides an ancient secret…one that threatens to expose a secret society of werewolves. 
Drake Randolph has watched his sister’s friend grow into a ravishing woman, but he’s always kept his distance. As the heir to the Randolph fortune and the alpha of the Secret Society of Savannah Lycanthropes, Drake cannot afford to draw the innocent little brunette into the dangerous lycan world. 
Passion between them soon blazes hotter than the Georgia summer. But when the wrong woman is kidnapped to prevent the wedding of a lycan to a mortal, Drake must risk everything to save Emma from the ones who will see the downfall of all he holds dear.
 
Buy In Too Deep here
http://www.amazon.com/Too-Deep-Christy-Gissendaner-ebook/dp/B00JGCFOTU/
 



 

Picture Perfect
Nikki Dee Houston
 
After being dumped by her boyfriend, Chelsea is lonely, loveless—and horny as hell. Her friend suggests she get out more—meet some new people, maybe take an art class...who knows, maybe she’ll meet someone who has what she needs. And if not, then there are worse things than having to stare at the gorgeous hunk of man candy that’s modeling for them.
But when a new student shows up in class, the tight, white T-shirt stretched over his muscled shoulders, six-pack abs, and bulging biceps all make Chelsea’s head spin. Peter is friendly, quiet, and when the model can’t make it to class—you guessed it—Peter fills in. Chelsea nearly slips off her artist stool, her panties are so wet. But will lust be enough?
 
Buy Picture Perfect here
http://www.amazon.com/Picture-Perfect-Nikki-Dee-Houston-ebook/dp/B00NBD9E14/
 



 

To Snarl or to Snuggle
Hidden Lines Book Three
Katya Armock
 
 
She just wants to make it through her whirlwind wedding. Too bad life isn’t cooperating. 
Chloe thinks her life is just about perfect. She’s finally got her psychic abilities under control, her relationship with her father has never been better, and she’s finally marrying her shape-shifter boyfriend Jorge. But when a teenage shape-shifter in need of help leads Jorge’s rival to their door, Chloe’s perfect life deserts her. Chloe’s mother and grandmother find themselves in a psychic feud that leaves Chloe caught in the wake, and a woman with suspect motives insinuates herself into Chloe’s life. Throw in a shocking revelation about the origins of her family’s extrasensory abilities, and she’s not sure she’ll make it down the aisle in one piece, let alone live long enough for a happily ever after… 
And she thought meeting her in-laws was tough.
 
Buy To Snarl or to Snuggle here
http://www.amazon.com/Snarl-Snuggle-Hidden-Lines-Book-ebook/dp/B00L4ETXL8/
 



 

Awakened by the Minotaur
Erin Moore
 
 
When man becomes minotaur, dark passion takes hold… 
Lara Castille always plays it safe in both love and life. But when she arrives on vacation in Crete, she is determined to enjoy herself. Old habits die hard, though. Drawn to her tour guide, the enigmatic and sexy Teo Lambros, she cannot let down her guard—until she takes part in the ancient and sensual rites at the ruins of Knossos. She dreams of the minotaur who takes her upon the altar, and wonders if it could be Teo who brought her to ecstasy. 
A gray haze clouds Teo’s memory of the rites; he knows only that the bull has chosen him for his own. He fears that the land will once again need a sacrifice, as it did when it claimed his fiancée the year before. Though he cannot deny his need for Lara, he knows that protecting her from his desire is the only way to keep her safe. 
As the island’s magic demands everything they have, Lara and Teo must discover what’s real and what’s imagined if they’re to survive the passionate sexuality that draws them together…
 
Buy Awakened by the Minotaur here
http://www.amazon.com/Awakened-Minotaur-Erin-Moore-ebook/dp/B00KSO296Q/
 



 

Symphony of Light and Winter
Symphony of Light Book One
 
Renea Mason
 
 
One woman. Seven men. All bound by one man’s undying devotion.
Fundraiser Linden Hill has a knack for reading people. She always knows which conversations will put a prospect at ease, which drink will loosen a patron’s lips—or his wallet, and how cleavage will make a donor sweeten the deal. She’s even foreseen her dateless weekends four hundred and sixty-four times in a row.
But ten years after watching life drain from her former mentor’s and first love’s eyes, her skills for divining the predictable are lost. When Cyril returns, he’s still gorgeous, but this time he’s beyond human, far less dead, and pissed. His lack of memory drives him to desperate acts, and his turbulent re-acquaintance with Linden pulls her into his war with a creature hell-bent on his destruction. His group of six supernatural men share a tantalizing secret, but despite the hunger, it’s love that leads her to sacrifice everything to save him…
 
Buy Symphony of Light and Winter here
http://www.amazon.com/Symphony-Light-Winter-Renea-Mason-ebook/dp/B00DI9DMN2/
 



 

At Their Service
Isla Munro
 
 
Can a prince, a maid, and a valet live happily ever after?
Forced to be a maid to her family, nursemaid to her birth-mother, and slave to her step-mother, the only high point in Drella’s life is a new job at the palace. She will get to meet the handsome Prince Abran. However, Drella is not expecting to be attracted to both the prince and his valet. The equally handsome Oshan invites Drella to enjoy a night of passion with both men...all three of them together. Can Drella put the messy relationship between her own four parents aside and accept the love offered by a prince and his valet?
Prince Abran is heir to the throne of Erotania. He loves his country and he loves his valet, Oshan. But his passionate relationship with the manservant cannot produce his own heir. In a culture where family groups consist of up to four bi-sexual adults and their offspring, it’s not much of a leap to bring a woman into their bed chamber. But what woman will be acceptable to his mother, attracted to both men, and willing to put up with his arrogance?
Oshan loves his master and knows he needs an heir. When Drella starts work in the palace, he can tell that Abran is attracted to the pretty maid. But Drella has her own challenges to face. Can Oshan and the man he loves discover Drella’s demons and help her fight them? And can a prince, a valet, and a maid defy the impossible and find their very own happily ever after?
 
Buy At Their Service here
http://www.amazon.com/At-Their-Service-Isla-Munro-ebook/dp/B00IUM8WWS/
 



 

The Secret
Pride Law Book One
Loribelle Hunt
 
 
Sunny’s secret will shake the foundations of the shape-shifting world.
Werelion Carlos Rivera, werewolf Declan Roberts, and human hunter Sunny Nolan are behind enemy lines in south Florida. It’s a straightforward mission: track down both a possible rogue werewolf and Sunny’s missing twin sister, Jaz. But the straightforward mission gets complicated when both men claim Sunny, and each other. And lions and wolves can be an explosive combination.
All Sunny wants is to rescue her sister, get to know her mates better, and escape the Society unscathed to return to a simpler life. But simple is not in the cards. Sunny and Jaz share a secret that will shake the very foundations of the shape-shifting world, and neither the Society, nor Sunny’s mates, will approve...
 
Buy The Secret here
http://www.amazon.com/Secret-Pride-Law-Book-ebook/dp/B00AJW1WKG/
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