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Аннотация
A Contemporary Erotic Romance with a shape shifting Alpha Male trained as a Navy SEAL and the short curvaceous artist who drives him crazy.
At 28, Clytie Persephone Jones has reinvented herself into exactly what she wants to be. She changed her name, put herself through school and is taking chances on a risky art career. She�s not looking for marriage; she doesn�t need anyone to run her life for her. What she yearns for is passion. She wants to burn under a mans touch. A lukewarm simmer won�t cut it. She�s holding out for the real thing.
Demon is a Wolf Shifter. A seven foot tall ex-Navy SEAL, with no name but his call sign. He was Outcast from his pack at fifteen and entered the Navy as soon as he was legal. Banding together with other outcast shifters and rogues for safety and the first real brotherhood he has known, He asks for nothing in life but the protection and solvency of his self-made �pack�. 
Clytie is waiting for a blind date when she strikes up a conversation with Demon. Right away he is captured by her lack of fear and artifice, but she is so obviously a good girl and he is way out of her league sexually. Then Demon, being completely uncouth where women are concerned, says exactly the wrong thing and Clytie storms off cursing men in general and him in particular. Sure that he has nothing to lose and wanting badly to taste her, he grabs Clytie and forces a kiss on her. Everything changes when she kisses him back.
Neither of them expects the connection that flares so fast between them. Clytie wants time to get to know him. Demon figures he�ll just bring her right in to his home and bed and keep her there. 
Can she deal with both the reality of an Alpha shape-shifter and the danger presented by Demons� past? 
He thought Claiming her was hard. Now he has to keep her safe.
This story contains explicit sex.


Keeping Her
Kelly Lucille


Chapter One

�Nice tattoo.�
He glanced over and met the twinkling green eyes of the woman beside him at the bar.� A busty little red head as out of place in the present meat market as he was.� However, where he would be more at home in a down and dirty biker bar, she should be at a church social.
At the most five foot four, a good foot and a half shorter than him in her short healed boots.� Her loose jeans gaped a bit at the waist and curved along her rounded hips without cutting off any circulation.� Loose fit all the way down the legs, her only concession to a night on the town appeared to be a black and grey bustier clinging to her curves.� She wore it above a white button down top.� The cleavage peaking through the top opened buttons was impressive, but modest by club standards.� Her hair glowed thick and shiny in one of those chopstick numbers.� Between her clear green eyes, soft mouth and soft red hair he was hard pressed to pick out his favorite feature, well maybe not so hard.
�Nice tits.�� He said, taking a swig from his long neck, expecting her to get huffy and turn away.� A sex kitten she was not, though she had the soft rounded shape for it.� Clearly slumming, as soon as she got a good glimpse of him she�d run.
She peered down at her D size breasts and let out a sigh.� �I don�t know,� She met his eyes again, hers still holding a teasing glimmer.� �You don�t think they�re too small?�
He choked on his beer.� She laughed and his two buddies caught the clear honest sound and leaned back in their stools to get a good eyeball, either because someone was laughing at him, or because the laugh was sexy as all hell.� He stood up from the stool and turned to face her head on.� One good look should scare her away before he grew any more interested.� It had the added bonus of blocking her from the sight of his friends.� As neck deep in ass as they usually were, he had no interest in adding this particular woman to their fan club.� He could handle scaring off the little bit, but in no way, shape or form, did he want her moving over to those players.
Why he needed to protect a woman he met at a bar about a minute ago he didn't question.
�You only need a handful.�� He said, presenting his hands.� As big as he was tall, and proportionately sized everywhere, his hands were the size of dinner plates.� She compared them to her impressive breasts and laughed.� Her eyes lit, she studied his face, getting a full view for the first time.� The scar covering his right cheek was not the scar of a romance novel hero.� Not on his homely face.� It puckered and twisted from his jaw up to the hairline shaved to a precise buzz.
She examined hard lips that rarely smiled and the howling wolf tattoo on the left side of his thick neck.� Between his gargantuan size, the scar, and the tattoo, most people, men and women, got a deer in the head lights stare and left his presence stammering out a good excuse.� She considered him from head to toe and back again, which took a while.� He was a harsh seven-foot warrior of solid muscle.� He looked like he should carry a bloody sword in his hands.� These days the weapons were more high tech, but the gist was the same.
She shook her head with a serious air, �I get it.� One day you looked in the mirror and realized you needed a touch of danger in your looks.� Eureka, a tattoo!� Of course!� It would give you the little extra edge of danger you were missing.�� She appeared serious but her eyes were laughing expecting him to share the joke.
Used to a certain reaction from women, he had no idea how to deal with her teasing.� He heard Ben, close behind him, laughing his fool head off.� She smiled again, leaning to the side, trying to see the source of the laugh.� He leaned as well, growling at the thought of her seeing Ben, who had the unfortunate code name of Romeo for good reason.� She straightened her expression questioning, but he had her full attention and he planned to keep it.
�What�s your name?�
�Clytie.�
�Kite-y?�
She wrinkled her nose.� �Cly-tie, it�s from Greek mythology...� Never mind,� she waved that away, as if she had given the same explanation too many times to count.
�Demon.�� He said.
�Excuse me?�� Now she appeared confused and Demon was bemused to note that when her forehead scrunched he wanted to run his lips across it.� Of course, when she laughed he wanted to kiss her and when she spoke in that smooth as cream voice�� O.K. so he wanted her, no way was it going to happen.� He liked down and dirty sex, the harder the better and as frequently as possible.� She looked like she woke up every morning to birds braiding her hair as they sang happy songs.� Fuck.
�My name is Demon.�
�Wow, and I thought my name was bad.�� She laughed again, then something caught her attention behind his back.� Demon glanced back to find Ben giving her a come-hither gaze and flashing a toothpaste ad smile.� Demon glared, thinking fondly of grinding bones into dust when he sensed movement and turned.
Reacting to a possible threat, he almost knocked Clytie on her delectable ass just for trying to jump off her stool.� Thankfully, he caught her just as fast, sparing her the fall.� Her softness gave all along his hard length.� He growled, and her eyes snapped up to his.� She finally seemed nervous, but that could be the massive erection poking her soft belly like a steel rod.
The growling probably wasn't helping either.
It was her lips, he thought, his eyes locking on to target, definitely his favorite.� He leaned down wondering if she would taste as good as she smelled.� Like goddamn fresh baked cookies.� The wolf inside him stood up to take notice.
He stopped his forward progress trying to remember she wasn't his type.� She cleared her throat, her lips pursing with the act.� A little pink tongue darted out and whipped moisture across her bottom lip.� Any blood he had left in his brain promptly headed for his dick.
�Uh, Demon.�� She said her breath coming faster and her eyes wide.� �You can let me go now.�� He felt his brain attempting to click back into gear.� He let go, knowing if Ben turned on the charm, he had no chance, and for once the thought bothered him.� Bothered him so much he seriously contemplated mayhem when she managed to slip out of his arms.
Ben grabbed her hand pulling her around Demon into the space between them.� Demon�s wolf came so close to the surface he could feel the brush of fur just beneath his skin.� Neither of them liked the cat touching their female.� Demon turned and glared wolf gold over Clyties head.� The heat of that stare should have been enough to incinerate Ben on the spot.
�Don�t let Demon scare you away.�� Ben said, teeth flashing.� At 6�1�, he had piercing blue eyes and the golden toned body of the jungle cat he held inside him.� Of course, he might not look so good without teeth.� Something to think about.
Ben smiled down at the little red head.� Short and plump, pretty but a little too Suzie homemaker, he wouldn't have noticed her except she had the sexiest laugh he�d ever heard.� It was pure sex and she�d been sharing it with Demon, which meant she was unusual enough to merit his time.� Demon growled again, his wolf trying to warn the other male away.� It just plain tickled Ben�s funny bone.� It was rare anything got to Demon.� He upped the wattage of his smile.� �I�m Ben.�� He said, squeezing her hand.� She smiled a little, removing her hand from his.
�Hello.�
A throat cleared behind Ben so he waved his hand over his shoulder and said dismissively �That's Mac.�� He smiled again, flashing a dimple as he took a leisurely but thorough study.
Clytie laughed at his audacity then something caught her eye from across the room.� She glanced over her shoulder at Demon standing close behind her, glaring at Ben with murder in his eyes.� �Nice to meet you both.�� She leaned around Ben to smile at Mac �all of you really.�� She turned back to Demon; the dimple peaking out matched the wicked gleam popping up in her green eyes.� �Now remember Demon, repeat the mantra.� �I am dangerous, I am tough.� I have a scarey tattoo on my neck.�� In no time at all everyone will believe it.�
She gave a sympathetic pat to one of the rock hard arms crossing his barrel chest.� Then she slipped away, grabbing a dark purse from beside her stool and leaving him alone with Ben who sniggered until Mac spoke up.
�I don�t know what you�re laughing about.�� He said, his deep voice holding his own wicked humor.� �She didn't even notice you.� I think that�s the first time I've seen your legendary charms fail Romeo.�� Mac, the shortest of the trio at 6� nothing, was rock hard and wiry with the build of a swimmer.� He had brown hair and hazel eyes that turned almost silver when his animal came to the surface.� He tended to blend into crowds until he all but disappeared.� Demon had cause to know he could do the same thing standing alone in the middle of the desert.� Despite appearances, he was probably the most lethal of them all.� His code name was Ghost.
Ben frowned, staring where Clytie had disappeared across the busy club.� Mac had a point; she had seemed to prefer Demon to him.� Nah.� That would be ridiculous.
Demon smiled at him with many teeth.
�Seriously Demon, if you smiled at her like that it�s no wonder she ran.� That would scare anybody.�� Ben frowned again when Mac snorted.
�Right, she patted Demon like a poodle and looked right through your best come hither smile because he scared her.� Face it Romeo, you crashed and burned as badly as Demon did.�
�Hey,� Demon lost his smirk.� �She liked me.�
�Of course she did.� That�s why she�s way over there with another man.�
Demons� head snapped up, finding it easy with his height to see over all the humans packed into the bar area.� Clytie was in fact next to some suit.� They sat down at an intimate table around the back end of the large stone column separating the dining area from the bar.
�What the fuck?�� His wolf growled, loud enough that several people turned, blanched and then skittered out of the way as he tramped through their midst.
He stood right next to the column before he realized he was about to make a complete ass of himself in a public place.� Fuck!� He thought of Mac and Ben back at the bar, probably already rolling around on the floor heckling his reaction to a pint sized human.� They were never going to let him live this down. He was about to turn around and head back to face the taunting when the conversation grabbed his attention with two words.� ��blind date...�
Standing right behind the tall column, he heard every word.� If he was stealthy, enough he could see Clytie around the sides of the pillar without giving himself away.� He was SEAL trained, stealth he could do.� Her date was still talking.
�..� I don�t think this is going to work long term.� You seem like a nice enough lady, but I�m a health nut myself, like to keep fit, ride bikes in my spare time, hiking, the outdoors.� I don�t think we�d have anything in common.�
The little shit thought he was in shape?� He wouldn't last five minutes on an obstacle course.� An hour of survival training and he�d be calling his mommy to pick him up.� Nevertheless, as long as he made his way out of the date with Clytie, Demon would let him be.
�I enjoy the outdoors.�� Clytie mumbled before going on in a louder voice.� �But you�re right.�� She said, her cheeks a littler redder than they had been before, whether from anger or embarrassment Demon didn't know.� �We can have a friendly drink and go our separate ways.�� In other words, Demon thought, don�t let the door hit your skinny ass on the way out.� That a girl.
�I won�t hear of it.�� The mouth continued his nasally tone hitting Demons last fucking nerve.� �We are clearly not compatible for a long term relationship but we can enjoy tonight.� I just wanted that out of the way so no one misunderstood and got hurt.�� He reached across the table and patted her hand leaving no doubt who he thought would get hurt.
Fucking little prat.
The voice lowered in a clumsy attempt at seduction.� �My place is around the corner.� Now that we know where we stand, no one gets hurt, and� he paused meaningfully �We have all night.�
Demon could easily picture the spineless little fuck dangling from the end of his fist.� There would be a lot of blood.� Bones would be broken, limbs detached.
�The thing is,� Clytie said, her voice a little strained.� �I shouldn't be out at all.� The doctor said it would be at least another two weeks before the infection clears up and I�m no longer contagious.�� His hand whipped off of hers and he slid back in his chair fast.� Demon tried hard not to laugh aloud.� Clytie seemed to brighten at a new thought.� �Though I think as long as I keep most of my clothes on and you don�t touch any of the actual infection we should be OK.�� She blinked innocently and nodded decisively.� �Absolutely.�� Then her eyes narrowed in thought.� �You wouldn't want to touch my vagina would you?� The pustulates can be really itchy if they pop.�
Demon didn't listen to the excuses the little shit stammered as he bolted, running into Demon as he came around the column like a whip.� Wolf growled, showing a lot of sharp teeth and the little man made a mousey sound and paled, running for the exit like a hunted rabbit.� It made his wolf want to chase, but he wanted the female more.
Clytie was on her cell phone as soon as her �date� disappeared.
�Megan.�� She said into the phone peeking towards the club.� She looked straight across to the bar and saw Mac and Ben now surrounded by bevy of big hair, big boobs, and peroxide, which had her rolling her eyes.� She didn't see Demon.� Too bad.� �You are going to die a slow agonizing death when I get a hold of you.� Do not call me when you get this.�� She hung up her cell phone and put it back in her purse.� She sighed and stood up, throwing some money on the table.� She nearly ran into Demon as she rounded an obnoxious faux column.� It was actually a little disappointing that she managed to stop herself in time.
�Demon.�� She looked way up into his eyes, �What are you doing?�
�Waiting for you.�
�What?� Why?�� Her face heated to red before her eyes narrowed �For how long?�
He pretty much ignored all her questions.� �You have a car?�
Her brow furrowed.� �Yes.�
�Give me the keys.�
One of her eyebrows shot up.� �Oh really?�� The way she said the words left, no doubt she had taken exception to his authoritative tone.� �And why would I do that?�
He stepped closer, crowding her back against the pillar, his hand beside her shoulder, keeping her contained.� �You like me.�
She opened her eyes wide and made a face that asked �yeah so?�� �And?�
�I like you.� Let�s go fuck.�
Demon wanted to wring his own neck when those words came out of his mouth.� Was it too much to ask for a little finesse?� This one time when it goddamn mattered?
Her mouth opened in shock and then snapped shut with a hiss.� She ducked under his arm and started away with two heartfelt words:� �Men suck.�� Shit.� He followed her as she hit the entrance hall and they were cut off from the people at the bar and restaurant.� He watched her fantastic ass sway as she stomped toward the exit wondering how he could fuck this up any more.� He couldn't.� There was no possible way he could fuck this up further, so he had nothing to lose.
� He went with his instincts.� He grabbed her arm, pulling her around.� His free arm went around her waist and he lifted her up against his chest so her feet dangled.� Damn, She was soft everywhere.
Before she could do more than squeak indignantly, his lips were on hers.� Her lips were silky and warm, and as this would probably be the first and last time, he would ever get to taste them he went for broke, pushing into her mouth with an insistent tongue and squeezing her ass with his free hand.� His other hand was a steel bar holding her against him.� Not a soft kiss, or particularly tender, he plundered and possessed, nipping with his teeth and soothing with a hot tongue.
And he almost came right there when she moaned and kissed him back.� She captured his tongue sucking and twining around it, then followed into the cavern of his mouth to explore.� He groaned, hoisting her up so the junction of her thighs rubbed against the shaft trying to drill through his jeans.� He grabbed her delectable ass with both hands.� He kneaded the two handfuls as he pulled her closer.� Her arms and legs wrapped around him, neck, and waist.� He was completely gone.

Chapter Two

�Well this is unexpected.�� The voice tickled Clytie from a distance, but she was too busy being swallowed whole to pay attention.
�You might be right Mac.�
�I�m always right, can you be more specific?�
�She likes him better.� Maybe I�m losing my touch.�
Mac laughed.� �How many women handed you their phone numbers in the thirty minutes we've been at this fucked up excuse for a bar?�
�Only three.�
Mac laughed again.� �Come on Romeo you grab Demon and I�ll grab her and we�ll pull until they let go.�
�Why can�t I grab her?�
Mac snorted, �Rank has its privileges.�
�Fuck.�� Ben said it without heat as he watched them devour each other.� Nothing else existed for them.� �You ever been kissed like that?�� Ben�s head listed to the side as he watched.
�No.�� Mac�s voice was dead certain.
�Me either.�
A few people passed them in the hall on their way out, making a wide berth around the kissing couple.� Clytie began to realize where she was and what she was doing, or rather whom.� She pulled back from the kiss with an effort and dodged Demon when he would have claimed her mouth again.� Instead, his lips found her throat, and sucked.� Clyties eyes rolled back in her head, but she dropped her legs from around his waist in an effort to distance herself.� He growled in warning, actually growled, like a dog standing over his bone.
�Demon stop.�� Her voice sounded so breathless and unsure to his ears, but he heard, and he was going to stop, absolutely he was,
�Just one minute.�� He said against the skin of her collarbone.
�He doesn't look like he means it.�� Ben said, Deadpan.
�Nope.�� Mac agreed, she had turned her head to glare at them and Demon took the chance to skim his teeth from the back of her neck to the front, nuzzling down against her cleavage as he hefted her higher with the grip he had on her butt.
Clytie gave a little squeak at the move.� Her face flashed hot enough to fry eggs.� She wasn't sure if she was more embarrassed or turned on but this was not how she behaved in public with strange men.� Or any man for that matter.� Enough was enough.� She placed a hand on either side of his face and tried to pull him away from her chest.
�He certainly seems to be enjoying himself.�� Mac said.� �His own little happy place.�
Ben grunted an affirmative, his eyes curiously bright.
Clytie glared over Demons head.� �You two are not helping.�� If they had popcorn and recliners, it�d be a show.
�Oh honey...�� Ben said, his voice a smooth blend of sex, �You have no idea how I�d like to help.� But I don�t think he wants to share.�
She ignored that, concentrating instead on trying to pull Demons head up by his chin.
�Demon stop.�� This time her voice was sure.
�m amift.�� Whatever that meant.� He didn�t stop, just pulled her up for better range.� She let out a huff of breath and placed her elbow on his shoulder, resting her head on her hand as she tried to think around her revved libido.� She narrowed her eyes at Ben.
�Demon,� She made her voice high and frantic.� �Ben�s touching my ass!�
�What the fuck?�� Demon roared, there was no other way to describe the sheer fury.� His head snapped up with a vengeance, his wolf eyes tracking around until he caught Ben standing a good two feet away, hands down at his sides.� She felt Demon squeezing the ass cheeks he still held possession of.� He narrowed an accusing glare at Clytie, even as his so-called friends started laughing.
�Back with us are we?�� She asked, her words having a bite that had him reassessing the situation.� He cleared his throat, setting her down on her feet, his hands moving from her plump ass to her hips.� He fought to get his hands to release completely, he really did, they just didn't want to cooperate.� She crossed her arms belligerently as a departing restaurant couple squeezed by.� Clyties glare hurried them along.� It made Demon smile, such a little spitfire.� Such a passionate bundle of...� His hands tightened on her hips before he thought better of it.
�Demon.�� She said in warning.� He barely stopped himself from pulling her back up against him.� Her hands went to his wrists to unlock them from her hips.� He allowed it, barely, feeling a bit like a kid with his favorite toy taken away.� What was it about this woman?� Sex had always been easy to take or leave, he took it when offered, and then he left.� Simple easy, hard, and fast, that�s how he liked it.� Never before had he had this overwhelming need for a woman.� Never had the wolf been in such territorial agreement with the man.� As dangerous as he was, with the training he had, losing control would be irresponsible.� He needed to walk away.� The thought sent the wolf into a kind of frenzy that only reaffirmed to the man that this woman was a danger to his control.� He would apologize and leave her alone.
He started to open his mouth when she glared at his laughing friends and pulled him closer to exit door, making sure they were out of hearing range.� Course shape-shifters could hear pretty damn good.� O.K.� No problem.� He could do this with an audience.� Say good-bye and watch her sashay that fine ass away.� If he didn't throw up first.
�Do you still want to have sex?�� She asked the question in an almost whisper and he nearly swallowed his tongue.
�What?�� He couldn�t have heard that right.
�Do you still want to have sex?�� Her face had flipped back to bright red.� She should be embarrassed, it was a stupid question.� He growled and went to grab her again.
She slapped his hands away.� �Not here.�� She hissed.
Right.� Not here.� �Give me your keys.�
�Why?�� Again with the stupid questions.
�Ben can follow in your car so we don�t have to leave it here.�
�Why can�t I follow you in my car?�
�Because,� He said his eyes a fierce heat marking her.� �You�re riding with me.�
�That�s ridiculous.� I can fol...�
�Enough talk.�� He barked, grabbing her purse out of her hands he threw it at Ben who almost fumbled the unexpected pitch.� Then he plucked her up and over his shoulder.� Surprisingly she stayed quiet, whether in shock or paralysis, Demon didn�t care.� Since he was certain he could get out little but �Me Demon, you Clytie,� he figured talk right now was over-rated.
He turned and pointed at his friends who appeared struck dumb by his moves.� �You,� he pointed at Ben.� �Follow in her car.� Home.�� He turned and headed for the exit.� Neither Ben nor Mac seemed inclined to comment on his technique, for which he was grateful.
�What car?�� Ben called, forcing him to turn back around.
Demon huffed out, patting Clyties� butt where it folded over his shoulder.� �Which car is yours sweetheart?�
She had her hands over her face and she shook her head too overcome by her position to speak.� The hand on her ass turned affectionate and headed for the crease of her legs.� He had almost reached the promise land when she squeaked out a frantic:� �White Toyota Corolla.�� He patted her butt again and headed out.
This time he didn�t stop until he placed her on the passenger seat of his black full-size GMC Sierra.� He buckled her in, gave her a quick kiss, and closed the door, careful her feet and hands were out of the way.� Ben and Mac had come in the Jeep, now they all took a vehicle.� He glanced around the parking lot and saw Mac in his jeep ready to follow.� Ben was having a hard time fitting into the little Toyota and Demon would have laughed at the sight if he didn�t have better things to do.
�Quit fuckin� around.�� He bellowed across the parking lot, causing the few pedestrians to glance up, duck down, and scurry away.� Ben flipped him the bird but finally got the seat back far enough to fold himself in.� Demon caught the cursing from where he stood.� He ignored it and got in the drivers seat.� Clytie, watching the scene across the parking lot, shook her head and reached for her seat belt.
�I think I should drive my own car.� He doesn�t seem at all comfortable.�
Demon growled, effectively stopping her from undoing her seat belt.� She eyed him with exasperation.
�I don�t know what you�ve been taught but growling is not a form of communication.�
�Works.�
�You sound like a barbarian.�
�You like it.�� Clytie turned away.� She couldn�t dispute the statement, sitting in his truck hoping she didn�t cream through her jeans before they got naked.� He started the truck, her car, and a jeep ready to follow in a hunk convoy.� The fact everyone knew she was going to go have sex with a man she had recently met was disconcerting.� That she was going to have sex, finally, was a certainty.� Lots and lots of sex was even probable.� She turned to catch Demons profile.� Lots and lots of really good sex even a possibility.� Demon turned to look at her his eyes flashing, his voice a deep animal growl.
�I am going to make you cum so hard and often you won�t be able to walk for a week.�
Uh-oh.� Clytie figured that was the opening she needed to maybe clear up a few things.� Her throat closed and instead she watched as he navigated the traffic like a professional racecar driver.� While he was intent on his driving, she stared at the road.� She stewed over what she needed to say as they left the city behind and headed up into the trees.
She cleared her throat as he maneuvered to a less traveled, two-lane road.
He grabbed her hand and pulled it to his lips.� �A few more minutes honey and we�ll hit our private drive.
�We need to discuss something before we commence.�� Commence?� What are we writing a speech?� Can I be any more pathetic?
�What�s that baby?�
�First, don�t call me baby, and second, I thought you should know I�ve never done this before.�
He grunted, as he signaled another turn, barely glancing her way.� �I know that sweetheart.�
�You do?�
�Yeah, it�s clear as your freckles you�re a good girl, don�t worry.� I�ll still respect you in the morning.�� He reached over and patted her knee as he navigated traffic.� He wasn�t paying attention to Clytie so he didn�t notice her arms cross and her eyes narrow.
�Big of you.�
Demon grunted in agreement.
�So you took one look at little freckled me and realized I�m a virgin?�
�WHAT?!�� He slammed on the brakes so hard her seat belt locked.� She turned to glance behind her at the honks.� Mac following behind in the jeep stopped so close she could read the cuss words on his lips.� Luckily, everyone was able to avoid a rear collision.
�Jeez Demon, be careful.� You almost caused an accident.�
�I almost caused an accident?� I?�� He glared at her with murder in his eyes.� �You�re a virgin?!�� His bellowing hurt the ears.
�Yes.�� She said scathingly.� �I thought you could tell such things by my freckles.�
He studied her as the few cars flew by around them.� Yelling and obscene gestures were ignored until Mac walked up beside the passenger window and knocked.� His Jeep sat on the shoulder of the road, out of traffic.� Clytie rolled down her window, seeing Ben pull up behind Macs jeep and struggle out the small opening.� Demon hit the automatic window for the passenger side for Mac.
�What the fuck are you trying to do?� Haul ass off this road.�
Demon still glared at her so she threw up her hands.� �Pull off before you get us killed.�
He did, with a growl and no warning.� If Mac hadn�t jumped back Demon would have ran over his feet.
As soon as he hit the side of the road, he yanked the gear into park and turned off the engine turning partway in his seat to glare at her.� Both Mac and Ben together now filled the passenger window beside her.� She sank down, her fingers tapping an angry rhythm on her lap.
�Now you want to explain why you almost caused an accident?�� Mac asked his voice cold as ice.
�She,� Demon said, punctuating his hot growl with a finger jabbing the air toward Clytie.� �Is a virgin.�
With the complete and utter silence, Clytie sank down even deeper in her seat, her eyes narrowing to little slits.
�She can�t be.�� Ben finally filled the silence.
Demon stared at him incredulous.� �Do you think I�d make something like that up?�
Ben looked at Clytie a little desperately.� �You�re not a virgin.� Right honey?� You were pulling Demons leg.� Right?�
�You can be sure.�� Clytie stated voice so low and furious both of the Navy SEALS outside the truck took a careful step back.� �There will be no pulling of legs, touching or sex of any kind.�� She whipped off her seatbelt and reached for the door.� She snapped it open and Ben and Mac had to jump back farther to keep from being pummeled.� She jumped out and turned to glare at Demon.� �You can all go to hell as far as I�m concerned.�� Her eyes teared up right before she slammed the door in his face.
�Fuck!�� He was out the door and rounding the truck before she could wrestle her keys away from Ben.
Demon picked her up from behind with an arm around her waist.� She kicked out and caught Ben in the thigh.� He cursed stumbling back, and Demon grabbed her legs and pulled her into his chest as if he was cradling a baby.
�Children.�� Mac said, clapping his hands to get their attention.� When he was ignored he put two fingers to his lips and whistled, high and loud, everyone froze.
�Good.�� Mac said, �How about we wait and discuss this at home.�
�Our drive.� Home.�� Clytie hit her forehead with the heel of her hand.� �You all live together don�t you?�
�We do.�� Mac said.
�Then why follow?� Why even leave the bar when we did?�� She swallowed.� �You aren�t thinking of some kind of kinky foursome are you?� Because if you are I have to tell you� ...�
Demon growled and Ben laughed.� It was Mac who relieved her mind.
�Demon doesn�t share.�� He said succinctly.� Clytie couldn�t help noticing the careful way he phrased his answer.
�Demon doesn�t share.�� She repeated, gazing from Mac to Ben, �Demon doesn�t.� But you two do?�
Ben gave her a wicked grin and Mac raised an eyebrow.
�Ooo-Kaay.�� Wow.� Clearly, they did share.� Clytie waved a hand before her hot face.� She cleared her throat and looked up at Demon who appeared none to happy with her at the moment.
�So, if you weren�t thinking some kind of kinky foursome why is me being a Virgin such a big deal?�� She gave him back glare for glare.
It was Ben who finally had to answer.� Demon seemed to be getting a little red in the neck.� �Clytie, maybe you noticed how tall and wide Demon is?�
Clytie looked over at Ben from high up in Demons arms.� �Hard to miss.�� She said with an edge of sarcasm.
�Yeah well, he�s like that everywhere.�� He finished awkwardly, his hands going up and down and his eyes bulging wide.� Clytie waited for the punch line.
Mac made an exasperated sound.� �He�s got a big dick.�� He stated flatly.
Clytie opened her mouth, closed it again.� She turned back to Demon careful to keep her eyes on his neck.� She cleared her throat bracing herself by placing one arm around his neck and folding the other against his chest.� She made little nervous twirls under his collar.� �So you�re worried about me, being a virgin and all, maybe we won�t fit?�� Her face flamed so bright her freckles disappeared, and she kept swirling her fingers on his neck beneath his collar.
�We�ll fit.�
At his sure words, she met his eyes, which had lost none of their heat.
�Then why the big scene?�
�Because.�� Demon growled, pulling her up and bending his neck until they were nose to nose.� �My balls have been turning blue since I met you and I can�t very well ram myself down your sweet cunt until I have you ready for me.� You being a virgin it could take hours.�
�Hours?�� Her breath left her on the word.
�Hours,� He kissed her once hard on the mouth, shifted her higher into his arms, and headed back for the truck.� She wrapped both arms tight around his neck and sighed against his chest.
This time he didn�t wait for Mac and Ben before he took off.� Almost immediately, he pulled into a private drive, and about a mile later, he stopped before a private security gate and pressed in the code.� Mac and Ben were right behind them.
�Why did you wait for them at the restaurant if they already know the way?�
�It�s safer,� he said flatly.
�Safer?�
His face expressionless, he considered how much to tell her.� �We protect each other.� Cover each other�s backs when we�re not at home.� Hell, even when we are at home.� We�re a package deal.�� He looked at her, hoping she understood.� �Except in bed, we�re usually together.�� He didn�t feel the need to remind her Mac and Ben tended to be together in bed too.
�Protection from what?�
�We�ve made some enemies.�
She seemed to absorb that.� �But you�re the good guys, right?�
His jaw clenched.� �We were soldiers.�� Among other things, and that was all he was going to say about that.
�Were?�
�Now we work security.�
�Okay.�� She turned away, no more questions forthcoming.
Demon breathed out the tension invading him.� Reaching out, he rubbed his hand down her neck.� The smile she turned to him lit up her eyes and brought out her dimple.� Mine.� The word reverberated through his heart.� This one, I�m keeping.
He glanced up as the house came into view.� Maybe keeping her had been his plan all along.� As a rule, none of them brought woman home, preferring the anonymity of a quick hotel fuck.� But here she was, and here she would stay.
Clytie caught her breath when she saw the house.� Large windows gleamed above a wraparound deck.� In rustic, dark wood and a solid, gleaming wall of glass, the house appeared part of the forest surrounding it.� Housing two stories with ceiling to spare, each section spread out across the forest floor, left and right.
�There are three wings around an inner courtyard.� Mac�s idea, he stole the design from a castle he saw in Britain.� Each of us has a wing to ourselves, though there�s also a large kitchen and living room off the courtyard we share.�� He parked the car.� �We can give you a tour tomorrow if you like.�
�Tomorrow?�
He parked the truck in a garage next to three other vehicles and as many more empty stalls, one which the jeep currently pulled into.� He came over to her side before she could take the leap necessary to get out and pulled her back into his arms.� �Maybe the day after,� he said, carrying her over to the door and out of the garage.� He shifted her to enter yet another code at this door and walked through with Mac right behind.
�I�ll check,� Mac said, which meant nothing to Clytie, but had Demon nodding and heading in another direction.� She would have liked to explore, but besides noticing all the walls were white and all the furniture dark, leather and oversized, she didn�t register much.
�I can walk, you know,� Clytie said, her arms soft around his neck, but she secretly liked how small and feminine he made her feel.
�For now,� he said with wicked intent, and Clytie was reminded why she was here.� Oh yeah, sex.
When they reached Demon�s bedroom, Clytie noticed two things�White walls and big furniture.� Including a bed that dwarfed any she�d ever seen.� The room was the size of her entire loft; otherwise, the bed never would have fit.� The headboard, a solid piece of dark, rustic wood had brambles and flowers carved throughout.� The bed made the artist in her sigh in appreciation before coherent thought went out the window because Demon was kissing her.� Kissing Demon and forming thought were mutually exclusive activities.
****
Ben joined Mac in the control room where he checked over security.
�Here�s her driver�s license,� he said, throwing the I.D. on the table.� �Car registration matches.�
�Good, but lets not make any mistakes,� Mac said, going over the data for the last few hours.� �Go ahead and do a full check.� In fact, have Eli do one too.� Family as well.� You got her cell phone?�
�Yeah, from her purse. There�s a few messages.� Sister, a couple young kids, cousin. �Most are old; she never erases anything as far as I can tell.� Her friend Meg sounds interesting.� She thinks Clytie is too picky and takes sex too seriously.� Searching for mister right when should be on the hunt for mister right now, yada yada.�
�She does sound interesting,� Mac said, finishing his security sweep and starting the background himself.� Ben got on the phone and called Eli.� Within an hour, they would have a full dossier on Clytie Persephone Jones.� Her life would be an open book.� Mac listened with half an ear as he began his own check.� His fingers flew over the keyboard as he listened to Ben�s side of the conversation.
�Hey Eli, I need a full check ASAP � Female � Not mine this time �
Demon � Yeah, that�s what I said � No, now. �Priority one � He brought her home � Yeah well, things they are a-changin�.�� Ben�s voice was flippant, but they both knew how true the statement was.� How much of a change, they would both have to wait and see.� But they did not take chances.� That�s why they were still alive.

Chapter Three

Clytie groaned, her legs were once again wrapped around Demon only this time without the pants.� She had no idea when her jeans had come off, though she did vaguely remember a boot sailing across the room and knocking over a lamp.� Everything else leading up to being pressed up against Demon in only her red satin bra and panties was a blur.� The man could win a gold medal in the kissing Olympics.
When he left her swollen lips, they were humming.� In fact, every part of her seemed to be buzzing in some exciting way.� Her skin thrummed.� Her breasts pulsed and her pussy wept.� There wasn�t a place on her body not calling for his touch.
�Demon?�� The word came out on a groan when he buried his face in her cleavage.� �I need to touch you.�
�Absofuckinlutely.�� He groaned, trying to get the covering off her breasts with his teeth because his hands were busy cupped up under her panties on her ass.
�You have too many clothes on.�� She said insistently, trying without success to rip his shirt off.� What was it made of, Teflon?
He pulled up taking in his own fully clothed state.� It seemed to occur to him after a minute what getting naked would require.
�Shit.�
Clytie giggled.� �Ah pillow talk, you sweet talker you.�
Demon rumbled out a laugh before chucking her up in the air.� She screeched before hitting the giant bed with a whoosh.� Clytie glared, but he was stripping so she let it go.� Unfortunately, he moved so fast she barely got more than a peek before he was on the bed distracting her again.� His hand wrapped around her thigh and yanked her up against him.� He leaned over her, boxing her in.
�Now who has too many clothes on?�� He didn�t even bother unhooking her, just ripped her bra right off, and chucked the offending scrap or material across the room.� He froze his eyes on her bared breasts.� He stared so long and with such intensity, Clytie became self-conscious.� She didn�t have the best body image with clothes on, let alone naked, but when she started to put her hands over her breasts, he growled and snapped his teeth.
She laughed, it was either laugh or run screaming from the room, but she kept her hands at her side and let him look.� Just when she figured, she�d been more than patient his head fell to her breasts and his mouth took possession of one tight pink bud.� Clytie almost shot off the bed.� He held her down with one hand on her stomach while he licked and sucked at her right nipple.� He switched, moving over until he reached the other breast.� Each touch on her nipples, each suck seemed to draw directly from the nerves in her neglected pussy.� It made her aware of his hand so close to the sweet spot as he caressed soothing circles on her navel.
�Demon.�� She groaned not quite up to full sentences.� �Please.�� She arched her hips up, searching for some kind of pressure where she needed it most.� She tried squeezing her thighs together, and only made the need worse.� Her hands went to his hair, pulling at his scalp in her need.� �Please.�
He finally seemed to get the message because his hand left her belly.� He cupped her pussy, groaning against her breast when he touched the wet curls through the satin of her panties.� She wriggled to get closer and his hand slipped lower taking the panties down her hips and off.� He slipped his fingers between the saturated folds searching for the hidden wet heat.� She arched up; wriggling to get closer and he slipped a finger inside.� When he felt the walls of her pussy fight the thrust of one lonely digit, he almost wept real tears.� Whether it was frustration or joy, even he couldn�t say.� He found her clit with his thumb, uncovering its hiding place he circled and played while he suckled her sweet nipples to hard points.
Clytie wondered if it was possible to die from need.� If so, Demon was going to kill her with slow pleasure.� She was right on the edge of her first orgasm, she knew it, she needed it, she just couldn�t get it.� Demon stopped, his hand ceasing all movement as he pulled away.� Clytie was ready to tear her own hair out until Demon yanked her higher up the bed.� Her knees were over his shoulder and his tongue in her pussy before she could even lay one curse on his head.� She was so wound up from the fine work he had done with his hand that one abrasive lick to her clit sent her over the edge.� She screamed his name, and when he finger fucked her to another orgasm, she screamed it again.
�Again.�� He growled, pulling back to watch her face as he used two fingers, stretching her impossibly.� �Scream for me again baby.�
She panted, her hips arching, her hair a sweaty tangle behind her.� He had never seen anything so beautiful.
�Don�t.� Call.� Me. Baby.�� She said between sucking in deep gulps of air.� His teeth found her shoulder and bit down just hard enough to break skin.� She gasped trying to pull away.� He thrust his fingers harder and further.� Her back arched like a bow and she moaned.
�What was that Baby?�� He demanded roughly, clearly not liking the order.
�I said...� she began, moaning louder when his thumb found her clit and began to play again.� �Forget it, call me whatever you want.�
She screamed as she came again, by the time she found her way back to the world Demon was right above her, his weight on the knees between her thighs and both of her hands captured above her head in one of his.� The other he used to direct his cock into position.� He had the head in while she still pulsed from the last orgasm.� He moved both hands to either side of her shoulders and looked down with total brutal possession stamped across his face.� And Clytie burned.
�That�s right baby.� Feel me coming?� This sweet pussy is mine.�� He said, pushing past her entrance slowly.� The wet heat sucked him in while the tight walls tried to bar his way.� �No one else can make you feel this way.� No one but me.� Say it baby.�� She could feel every muscle in his body shaking with tension but he kept up the same slow steady pressure.� �No one else baby.� Say it.�
�No one else.�� She moaned without thinking.
�That�s it.�� He pushed in farther.� Her slick heat gave up another inch.� �This is mine.�
As slow as he was moving, she was still stretched to the point of discomfort.
Then it was pain and she hissed.� He stopped.
�Okay.� Ouch.�� Clytie tried to shift back but there was nowhere to go with Demon pressing in above her.
�Relax baby, almost in and it will be so good.�� He kissed her lips, her eyes, the tears she wasn�t aware of.
�You�re not going to fit.�� She said around big gulping breaths.
�I will.� This is what we�re made for.�
�Then get on with it!�� She practically yelled it in his face the tension she was holding back finally too much.
With one hard thrust, he got on with it.� Clytie screamed, and had to wonder why anybody ever had sex twice.
Demon was fully seated, his balls bumping up against her ass.� He kissed away her tears and found her lips, the angle of her jaw, little soothing kisses while she adjusted to his girth.
She began to relax under him an inch at a time.
Demon waited patiently the whole time, every blood vessel in his body looked ready to pop and his jaw clenched hard enough to break stone but he held still.� A torturous hundred years passed before she could finally move without the overwhelming pain.� Demon caught it after her second shift beneath him.� He wasted no time pulling part way out and grinding back in.� He adjusted with each thrust until he hit the right spot and she gasped.
�O.K.�� She said her eyes opening very wide.� �That felt...� Interesting.�
�Oh baby, you have no idea.�� He pulled out further and sank back in hitting her G spot with every thrust.� Her legs wrapped around his hips and she squeezed her pussy trying to suck him in further.� He pumped again, the friction just right.
The deeper he thrust the deeper she wanted him.� Clytie flung her head back as he moved in and out.� The longer he did the higher she climbed until she mindlessly writhed beneath him, meeting thrust for thrust.
�Harder.�� She gasped out.� Demon.� Harder.�
�I don�t want to hurt you.�
She grabbed him by his hair pulling his face down to hers.� �Fuck Me Harder!�
He lost control, pounding into her repeatedly.� He pounded so hard she couldn�t keep her place on the bed, sliding back further with every thrust until she had to brace her hands against the headboard.� Demon hit headfirst then with a curse dragged her back down the bed clamping down on her shoulders to hold her in place and rolling his hips.
�There,� she shouted out.� �Right there.� Don�t stop.�� He had her right on the edge and with one more hard thrust and twist; she came, yelling his name at the top of her lungs.
Her inner muscles contracted, milking him and he lost control, coming as he had never cum in his life.� He let out a roar, his seed shooting deep into her hot core.� Never in his life had he experienced anything close to what she did to him.� By the time they had both crested he felt milked dry.� He lay, still inside her and tried to get his breath and brain back, he had barely enough thought left to hold some of his weight up on his elbows so he didn�t crush her.
He wanted to stay.� With every other woman now would be the leaving part of the evening.� His life did not engender trust.� Sleeping next to anyone was a chance he didn�t take.� But Clytie was different.� He pressed his lips to hers because he could.� He kissed her again because it felt so good.� Eyes closed, she kissed him back.� They held on to each other, lips melding over and over as the tremors passed.
�They were right.�� Clytie said sometime later, letting out a little laugh, �You are really big.�
He nuzzled into her neck content to be cocooned with her.� �Just proportionate to my size.�� He said nibbling on her ear.� He found a mark he had left on her shoulder and licked with a satisfied rumble.
�What?�
�A few of the guys from my squad are almost as wide and some are even longer and I have a good foot in height and fifty pounds on them.�
Clytie started to laugh.� A full belly laugh had him shifting and cursing above her.
�Yo-oou mea-s-ured?�� She was laughing so hard only some of her words were coherent.� �Di�d you ac-t ly pull out � ruler?�
He looked so put out she laughed harder.
�It wasn�t like that.� You just notice things...�� He growled, if he could have reached from this position he would have paddled her ass.
She hugged him, her arms around his neck.� She squeezed him tight as she continued to laugh at his belligerence.� The laughing jiggled her breasts nicely against his chest and it was suddenly not so bad that she laughed at him.� She was hugging him tight.� He could live with that.
�This time I�m going to go slow, like I promised Baby.�
That stopped the giggles.� Clytie was so not ready for a repeat performance,�a shower maybe.� She cleared her throat wondering how to extract herself without flashing everything.
�Hey De...�� The brand of his lips on hers distracted her while he built the heat again.� His body moved across the length of hers, his wonderful big hands took possession, one on her breast, and the other curved around her butt to bring her up solid against his massive erection.� His mouth trailed to her neck, biting soft over her pulse point as her body once again became his playground.� �I thought guys needed time after...�
He bit at her breast.� She arched at the stinging pleasure.� She pushed her hands into his hair to hold him.� She rocked under him, loving the feel of his hard thighs against the inside of hers as she shifted.� �I guess not.�� This time Demon made it a point to run his lips over every inch of her before he took her to another screaming orgasm.
������������� Unsure whether Clytie had passed out from pleasure or exhaustion, he figured he could give her some time before he was inside her again.� Not a long time, but a few minutes certainly.� He dozed holding her close against his heart.
When he awoke, the sun had set leaving the room dark around them.� Demon knew even as he pushed into Clyties moist heat that he should let her sleep.� But her scent mingled with his and the touch of her, skin to skin, made waiting impossible.� Clytie woke up with Demon already shuttling deep inside her.� He took her, then again.� His dick never seemed to get enough, not going down for more than a few minutes all night.� At one point, he flipped her over to her stomach.� As soon as her eyelids fluttered open, he took her from behind, his teeth clamping down on her shoulder as she splintered apart in his arms.
�� If he had asked she would have said she was too sore to continue the fuck marathon, but he never asked, just took her again and again.� Unclear when she slept or if, Clytie was amazed he kept pulling orgasms out of her at will when she was sure she couldn�t possibly have another one.� Even exhaustion and soreness didn�t stop her from screaming out her pleasure whenever he wanted her to.� The man was a sex machine.
� Sometime later Clytie was lying boneless and completely spent across the bed.� Demon jumped up with a sprightly pat to her thigh and headed for the bathroom.� She listened to the water running, too tired to move.� A few minutes later, he came back hauling her up and over his shoulder as she sputtered.� He dropped her into a whirlpool tub big enough for a college sorority.
�Too hot.�� She gasped out trying to climb the side of the huge tub, but he pushed her back.� He climbed in behind her, pulling her up against his chest, her back to his front.� His size forced the water higher until she was submerged to the shoulders.� He palmed one of her breasts, tweaking the nipple until she stopped struggling to get out.� She relaxed against him.� He grunted his approval and laid his head back.� She must have fallen asleep because the next thing she knew she was being pulled out of the cooling water and stood up in the shower room.� She called it a room because it was huge, at least four feet across.� The shower comprised of 3 tile walls, sporting strategically placed showerheads.� She counted six, including one that pulled away from the wall for a closer wash.
He picked up the soap and growled when she tried to take it away.
�You may be letting this growling thing get away from you.�� She said mildly but let him have his way.
Having Demon wash her was an experience.� Since he started at her shoulders and wouldn�t let her move anyway she had the chance to look over the bathroom.� White tile, white cabinets, white towels.
�Like white do you?�
�Easy.� Clean.� Bright.�� He grunted out, his attention on what he was doing, which meant soaping every inch of her quite thoroughly.
�The toilet?�
�Door to the right of the sinks.�
Having reached her breasts, he became absorbed with the insatiable need to get them clean.� A man on a mission, she left him to it.
She had managed to ignore the way Demon pinched and played with her nipples, but when he gave the same thorough cleaning to her nether curls and beyond her eyes rolled back in her head until a sharp tug of pain distracted her.� She flinched against his finger and he backed off, patting her curls and making sympathetic little clicks.� It made her laugh, imagining him making little cooing sounds to her pussy while he petted it.
�What�s so funny?�� He asked as he knelt down to wash her legs and feet, coming around behind he washed her butt (this with groans and squeezes).
�You are.� I was picturing you making baby talk to my pussy while patting it like a pet.�
�Sweetheart, if it was up to me your pussy would be declared a national treasure.�� He cupped her with one hand from behind.� �National monuments would be erected in your honor.� Ballads would be written, wars fought...�
�OK� she interrupted him, laughing.� �I get the picture, you like my pussy.�
�Baby, I fucking love your pussy.�� He growled out, pushing to his feet.� The steel bar he pressed up against her left her in no doubt he was ready for another go.
�Demon, my legs are still shaking so bad I can barely hold myself up.� More sex is not going to happen.�
He grunted finishing her back.� He took the time to wash and rinse out her hair before grabbing a towel to dry her off.� He pulled out a wide cushioned bench from beneath the vanity and sat her down wrapped in the towel.
�Stay.�� He said gruffly.
Soothed and pampered, she let the order pass.� Plus there was a floorshow.� Demon, all seven feet of twisted steel and hard sex, was naked and getting soaped up.� Well defined and ripped with a serious six-pack he was proportionately everything a man should be.� The scar on his face was not his only scar but it was his most vicious.� The rest scattered over his body telling a story of battle and pain.� A Spartan, that�s what he reminded her of, the cast of 300 had nothing on this man.
She wanted to cuddle him, lick every inch of him.� She wanted to bite his tight ass.� She was trying to get her breath back, hoping she would eventually be able to blink again when he palmed his incredible thrusting cock and pulled himself to an orgasm.� In her opinion his shower ended much too fast and as soon as she once again had full motor functions she would tell him so.
He dried himself, whipped the towel over the fuzz on his head, and was done.� He hung both their towels over the rack to dry, hers after a brief tug of war, and picked her up caring her to the monster bed.� He even spread her damp locks away from her face before pulling her up against his side.� Too content to even think about heading home she yawned, pillowed her head against his chest, tucked her hand around his neck, and threw a leg over one of his hard thighs.� His arms wrapped her up tight.� One hand burrowing between them to palm a breast, the other rested cupped around her ass.� As soon as he heard her find the soft even breathing of sleep, he moved his hand farther down her ass and cupped her sex.� He patted, petted, and fell asleep with a smile on his face.

Chapter Four

The sun lit the bright room the next morning.� Clytie woke up on her stomach, someone�s hands on her ass.� The same someone presently between her spread thighs.� She started to turn over.� She heard a growl and a heavy palm held her down.� Right.� Demon.
"What are you doing?"� She asked sleepily stretching her arms above her.
"I'm paying homage to your ass."
She laughed into the pillow.� Unknowingly jiggling said ass nicely.
"Jesus Clytie, keep that up and you'll have me bawling like a baby."
"I suppose I'd have to suckle you to my breast then."� He froze at her quip his hands sinking into her hips, he seemed to shake himself.
"Jesus God save me from a woman with brains."
She laughed.� He groaned.
Her laughter abruptly cut off with a gasp when he leaned forward and licked her from clit to anus.
�Demon?!�� She would have shot off the bed but he still held her down.� �We can�t possibly.�� She said a little breathless, but wide-awake.� �I�m still sore.�
�I know.�� He said, his hands pulling her by her hips up onto her knees.� �I just want a little taste.�� He spread her knees as wide as they would go, then patted her ass.
�Demon.�� This time she was the one growling.
�Just one little orgasm baby, I�ve been thinking about eating this pussy all morning.�� His voice was a cajoling murmur, a bit distracted.� �I thought you were never going to wake up.�
He licked her again and she was shocked to experience a wet tongue rimming her ass.
"Demon?!"
"I never get tired of hearing you scream my name."
Two orgasms later, he allowed her to puddle to the bed.� He plopped down beside her out of breath, licking his lips and holding his granite hard cock as if he feared it would pop off.� The sight of his erection had Clytie finding her second wind and licking suddenly dry lips.
�Demon,� she said her eyes on the hand holding his erection.� �There�s something we haven�t done yet.�
The cock twitched, his knuckles went white, and Demon groaned but kept his eyes closed.� �I know baby, and I want nothing more than to take that fine ass of yours but you�ll need a little preparation first.�
The shock woke her up fast and had her mouth hanging open.� She closed her teeth with a snap.� �We are not having anal sex!�� She screeched, the sound had Demon popping up and searching the room for enemies.� He clutched his chest, and fell back to the mattress.� �Jesus Clytie, you almost gave me a heart attack.�
She dropped her voice to a strident whisper.� �We are not having anal sex!�
�That�s what I said.�� He barked back.
�EVER.�� Her eyes were flashing and she had her hand on her ass as if to keep him out.
�But you said...�
She stopped him with a hand up and a tight grimace.� �I was referring to taking you in my mouth,� her voice had become more strident with each word but the rest she said quietly but with no less heat.� �Not Ass fucking!�
He wanted to argue, but thought better of it.� �O.K.� We�ll go with your idea.�
Clytie jumped off the bed before he could stop her.� �Forget it.� I�m no longer in the mood.�� She stomped away distracting Demon by the way she jiggled in all the right places.� �I�m taking a shower, ALONE.� You...�� She said motioning in the general direction of his dick.� �Take care of that thing.� I do not want to see it when I come back.�
The bathroom door slammed with a bang.� He glared down at his cock, if anything the damn thing was harder after experiencing Clytie in a fury.� Naked.
He pictured what it would be like to have Clytie on her knees, with her hair falling around him taking him in her wet mouth.� Or Clytie, on her knees, while he pounded into her amazing Ass.� He heard the water start in the bathroom.�� Clytie in his shower, water sleuthing all over her body while he pounded her up against the wall.
�FUCK!�� In self-defense, he grabbed hold of his twitching dick and went to work using the pre-cum seeping from the tip for lubrication.� All it took was one fantasy of Clytie with her sweet mouth around his dick and he exploded.� He cleaned up with the shirt he had ripped yesterday and tossed the abused cloth in the garbage.� Of course as soon as Clytie appeared in nothing but a towel his cock immediately came right back to attention.� She opened her mouth to say something, looking a little sheepish, but he had himself in the bathroom and the door slammed before she could speak.� Clytie dressed and left the room before he came back out.
��� He saw her through the surveillance on the inner courtyard.� She sat in one of the wood loungers, the fountain gurgled beside her.� She was dressed in her jeans, her wrinkled button down top and she had her hair up in a messy bun held by one silver chopstick.� A few stray wisps of hair that must have gotten wet in the shower curled down around her neck.� Her feet were bare and her eyes were closed.
Fucking beautiful.
�She�s clean.� Nothing suspicious, full history.� She has traveled more than most but checked out.�� Mac also studied Clytie.
�Family?�
�One sister she recognizes, a cousin she�s close to, both check out.� Had a younger sister who got pregnant, small town, religious family threw her out, Clytie Persephone Jones, born Christine Mary Jones left her family the next day, found her sister in a cheap hotel room.� She had committed suicide.�
�Jesus.� How old were they?�
�Sister Rebecca Mary was 15.� Your girl, 17.� Needless to say, Christine Mary was taken back to her family.� Left the day she turned 18 and never returned.� Changed her name.� Put herself through college and art school, worked numerous jobs, including self-defense instructor.� She basically reinvented herself.� She left to take up art full time.� Encaustic.� Which is Painting with wax.� I had to research.� Her only sibling living: Sarah Mary, and yes they all have the same middle name.� For the Virgin Mary I expect.� Married an air force mechanic.� Parents, all the aunts, uncles, and most of the cousins still live in Poteau Oklahoma.� A lovely spot, no doubt.� I understand they have a Wal-Mart.�
Demon grunted, studying Clytie through the viewer.
�Boyfriends?�
�None I can find, but then she�s been busy.� Her sister married young, two kids, boy, girl, dad gone a lot.� Helped her sister raise them, got a college degree, and helped her start a successful business, plus the art on the side.�
�Who has time to date?�
�Exactly.� Hell, she was in the PTA.�� Mac shook his head more than a little impressed.� �Recently the brother in law retired.� She left the shop and went out on her own.� I don�t even think she drew a salary when she worked with her sister.� Always had at least one other job at all times.� Leases a loft in a bad area, has a studio attached.� Has had moderate success with her art and is moving in to the big time with a showing next week at the Paul Gorbin gallery downtown.� Had it rough, but she�s golden.�
�I�m keeping her.�
Mac looked him over, raising a brow at the flat statement.� �What does she say?�
�I�m working on it.�
�She�s human.�
�She�s mine.�
�Then you need to see this.�� He said, pointing at the monitor, and flipping up the volume.� When Demon saw Ben, he stood up with a growl.
�Sit down.� If she�s going to be around, you need to know.�
Clytie sighed, the sun warm on her face, the tinkle of the fountain soothing.� She had never taken a vacation before, but if she did, she would want her time to be like this, only with underwear...� and chocolate.� She knew she needed to find her purse, check her messages, and come up with a plan on dealing with her first love affair.� For all she knew her first one night stand, but she didn�t think so.� She hoped Demon didn�t want the "wam bam, thank you mam,� but what did she know?
A door open and she glanced up to see Ben coming through the glass walls to the garden, from the opposite side of where she had entered.� Shirtless, shoeless with his hair mussed from sleep, he wore low riding sweats and nothing else.� Wow.� Beautiful.� Golden skin, lithe muscles, and defined abs, any girl�s dream of Adonis.� When he saw her taking him in he smiled, a very wicked suggestive smile and rubbed his hand over his six-pack in a leisurely way.
Clytie rolled her eyes and laughed at his flagrant flirting.� He sat down at the end of her chaise, one hand going to her foot to rub along her ankle under her jeans.
�I guess that answers my question.�� She said, shaking her leg until his hand fell off.
�What question?�� When she stopped shaking her foot at him his hand once again came to settle on her ankle, but at least this time resting on jean not skin.
�You just can�t help yourself, can you?�
His teeth flashed, �Now why would I want to do that?�
�You�re wasting your time.�� She warned, waving one admonishing finger at him.
He placed his right hand on the chaise caging her between his arms and leaned forward.� �Come on darlin�.� You have to be a little tempted.�
�Nope.� You are a look but don�t touch.�
�I�m a ..?� I am not.�
�Yes, you are.� I can spot them a mile away.�� She pulled her foot up and used her toes to push him back.� He grabbed her foot pulling it to his waist and holding it when she would have wrestled it back.� For all intents and purposes, he sat between her legs.� His smile became a touch wicked.� Clytie rolled her eyes and patted his cheek.� �See, right there, that proves my point.� You are a definite Look but don�t touch.�
�I�m not entirely certain what you mean by that, but it doesn�t sound like me.� I�m a look and touch, ask anyone.�� He leaned forward again, his smile predatory.
�Let me make myself clear.� You have a nice face, extremely hot body, and seem like a lot of fun to be around.� I�m not going to have sex with you.�
He sat back, the wicked gleam gone from his eyes.� �That�s clear enough.�� He sighed dramatically, standing.� �How about breakfast?�
Her smile lit up and Ben blinked at the swift change from pretty to beautiful.� She stood up, her magnificent breasts moving freely beneath her shirt and he had to remind himself she was off limits.
�I changed my mind.� If you feed me I�ll marry you and have your babies.�
�Does it have to be in that order?�� He opened the glass door into the main home and held it open for her.
She laughed as she went by.� �That depends.� What�s on the menu?�
�I make a mean omelet.�
�With mushrooms and green peppers?�
�Of course.�
�O.K.� You clear it with Demon and I�m all yours.�
He groaned, �There�s always a catch.� Women.�� He stopped her in the doorway.
�So, if I�m a look but don�t touch what is Demon?�
Her smile turned wicked.� �Multiple orgasms.�
Ben appeared pained and released her arm starting for the kitchen.� �I so did not need to hear that.�
Her throaty laugh trailed behind her as she followed Ben down the hall.� Nobody had to know she enjoyed the view.
In the control room, Demon switched off the sound and sat back.� Even through a microphone, her laugh was damn sexy.
In the few minutes, he had been watching her conversation with Ben he had run the gamut from rage to fierce possession and back again.� He couldn�t decide if he should strangle Mac or thank him.� He put his head in his hands and breathed deep trying to find some calm before he stomped into the kitchen and took her ass-up over the kitchen island.
Mac switched off the monitor.� �Like I said.� Golden.�
�Don�t do that again.�� His voice gravely, he eyes bleak.� �Seriously Mac.� I know what you and Ben were doing but your intentions don�t matter.� With her, I can�t find my balance.� The thought of another man near her...� Fuck.� She�s mine.� Right now, I can�t decide if I want to bloody up Bens pretty face or fuck her in front of you both to prove she�s mine.� Christ.� I don�t even know what I�m saying.�� He rubbed both hands over his head in his agitation.� He met Mac�s eyes again.� �I bit her.� My damn wolf marking his territory, and I like it.� I want to take her in every way a man can take a woman and then I want to brand my name on her ass.� A fucking virgin, and this morning I was talking about taking her up the ass.� She met me yesterday, Jesus, no wonder she freaked out.� Anyone else would have run screaming for the door.�
�Most women take one glimpse of you and run for the door.� She didn�t run.� Not then and not now.�� Mac�s voice was matter of fact.� �She�s not the running kind.� And quite frankly if you threatened to take her up the ass with that monster of yours and she�s downstairs having an omelet you can pretty much bet she isn�t going to.�
�And when she finds out what I am, what we all are?
�Only time will tell.� It may never even become an issue.�� He patted Demon on the back and stood.� �Now, what�s say we have some breakfast, and if it makes you feel better, neither myself nor Ben would have any problem watching you fuck Clytie on the kitchen floor.�� That shocked a laugh out of Demon, and Mac keyed in the code to get them out of the booth.� �Seriously, for you, anything.�
�Smart ass.�
"So?"
"That is by far the best looking omelet I have ever seen."� Clytie answered, watching Ben work the kitchen.� "Where did you learn to cook?"
He leaned across the Island across from her.� Spatula in hand, he waved it warningly.� "I�d tell you but then I'd have to kill you."
Clytie nodded, "Right.� Top-secret cooking school.� I gotcha."
"I taught him everything he knows.�� Macs voice came from behind them and Clytie turned to see Mac followed by Demon enter the kitchen.
"Everything?"� She asked twirling around on the stool.� She very purposefully didn't look at Demon, having no idea what to do or say.� She knew she blushed but was as helpless to stop that reaction as to stop the liquid that pooled in her sex when he entered the room.
"Everything."� Mac said heading for the coffee pot to pore himself a cup.
Ben snorted, smiling his toothpaste smile when Clytie glanced his way.� "He lies."� He shrugged his impressive shoulders and waved the spatula is small circles at his temple.� "Delusional."
"You...�� Whatever Clytie thought to say cut off when her stool flipped back around and Demon yanked her into his arms.� His mouth smashed down on hers before she could do more than squeak.� The kiss long and thorough felt more like a statement than a kiss.� Mine.� When he pulled back, she clung to him, arms around his neck, legs cinching his waist.� They both breathed hard.
"Good morning baby.�� He drawled out.� Placing another kiss on her forehead, he placed her back on her stool, and Clytie had to concentrate to get her hands and legs to release.� He swung her stool back around and she grabbed the edge of the island with two hands.� A plate of omelet appeared before her eyes and she picked up her fork with shaking hands.� When she looked up Mac had his head ducked into the refrigerator and Ben got busy mixing eggs.� Only Demon watched her from above the rim of his mug leaning by the coffee pot.� He seemed entirely too satisfied, the Jerk.� He knew exactly what he was doing.
Clytie narrowed her eyes in challenge and jumped off the barstool.� He placed his coffee cup down on the counter and watched her approach.� She was glad to note he appeared a little less self-assured then he had a minute ago.� She stopped right before him, standing between his balanced legs, she placed her hands on either side of his hips where they leaned against the counter and crooked her finger at him.� He bent down to within kissing distance, his eyes going to her lips when she spoke.
�Demon?�� Clytie rubbed her hand down his cheek, feeling the stubble he had yet to shave this morning.
"Yeah baby?"� His voice a rough growl of words they danced heat along her nerves.� She leaned up on tiptoe and licked him from his collarbone to bottom lip with a tiny pink tongue.� Demons whole body locked down.
"I have a name.� Don't call me baby."� She turned and went back to her omelet.� Hopping back up onto her barstool with a shiny smile, she dug into her food while Demon stood frozen by his coffee, an uncomfortable tent in his jeans and a hot look in his eyes.
She groaned as the first bite hit her tongue.� Demon picked back up his coffee while she smiled at Ben.
�You have a gift.�� She stated with verve.
Ben smiled back, sweeping an exaggerated bow before him and making her laugh.� Demon plunked the cup back down on the counter with enough force the cup shattered.� Coffee splashed out hitting the counter, the floor, and Demons hand.� Clytie jumped up with a gasp, pushing Ben out of the way to get Demons arm and pull him over to the sink.
�Shoot.�� She said, turning on the tap, testing the water temperature and holding his hand under the gushing water.� �Hold on, the cold water will stop the burn.�� She glanced up, the worry clear in her eyes.� �Better?�
He held still under her ministrations.� His scar garish in the morning light, his tattoo stood out against the neckline of his black t-shirt.� Her eyes trailed down his muscled seven-foot frame.� She looked back to where she held his large hands under the cold water for a coffee splash.� Her cheeks heated with embarrassment.� She let go stepping back and looking around at the three large men staring at her as if they had discovered a new species and didn�t know if it was dangerous.
She cleared her throat, �Sorry.� I guess I overreacted.�� She tried to make a joke of her worry.� �Imagine what I�d do for a paper cut.�� She walked back around to her stool and tried to concentrate on eating her cooling omelet.
�Can I get my purse back now?�
�You�re not leaving.�� Demons voice loud in the silence of the kitchen and Clytie gave him a warning glare.� Ben got busy with his own breakfast, doing his best to be invisible.� The absurdity had Clytie rolling her eyes.� Mac smiled at her, as inscrutable as ever.� �I�ll get it.�� He said leaving the kitchen.
Demon leaned over the kitchen island beside Ben and put both hands on either side of her place setting.� �You.�� He said, poking a big finger toward her nose.� �Are not leaving.�
She tried to bite his poking finger but he jerked back.� �Of course not.�� She said, exasperated with him in particular and men in general.� �I�m going to eat my breakfast, check my messages, and find out what plans you have today.�� She got back to her breakfast.� �I thought if you don�t have anything planned maybe I can take you to lunch.�� Her cheeks had barely faded from the last blush and were rosy red again.� �I�ll understand if you can�t.� I thought...�� She trailed off and he placed a warm palm under her chin and raised her eyes to his which were a heated chocolate brown.� She would have never expected such tenderness from a man so strong.
�What did you think?�� His voice had become smooth velvet and the tone made Clytie shudder with longing and close her eyes.
�I thought we could spend some time together.�� Good grief, how did people do this?� She felt stripped bare before his eyes.� Waiting for his answer a nauseous fist of anxiety hit her stomach.
He kissed her softly across the island and she opened her eyes.� �I�d like that ba...� Clytie.�� Her smile was blinding, so pretty he had to kiss her again.
"Jesus that's sweet.� Don't you think that's sweet Mac?"� Ben's voice rolled over them and Clytie pulled back blushing yet again.
"Like Cotton Candy and balloons."� Mac answered placing Clyties purse beside her on the counter.
"And puppies."� Ben finished, grinning down at them.
Demon flipped them off without lifting his head and Clytie laughed.� She kept the smile on her face all through breakfast and clean up where she wasn't allowed to do anything but watch.� It was no hardship watching such beautiful men razzing each other around the kitchen.� Unfortunately, her messages were enough to kill the after glow.
�I need to go by my sister�s shop.� She is having some issues with the payroll program I installed.�� She looked up at Demon.� �Maybe we could meet for lunch?�
�I�ll take you.�� He said instead.
Clytie hesitated and then shrugged.� �I can show you the shop.�� She made a study of the white kitchen with the stainless steel appliances and complete lack of color.� �You could maybe use the inspiration.�

Chapter 5

When they reached the cookie cutter street of shops where the Amber Dragonfly was located Clytie began to get a little nervous.� When she saw how many cars were parked in the employee section of the parking lot she groaned.� Oh no.� "What day is it?"� Please say it�s not Wednesday.� Please say it's not Wednesday.
�Wednesday, why?"
"I am in so much trouble."� She sank down in her seat and wondered what had happened to her brain in the last 24 hours.� Oh yeah, mind blowing sex.� "Uhm Demon, it might be best if you waited in the truck, or maybe went to get a cup of coffee at the cafe, and I'll walk over when I'm finished."
Demon pulled the truck into the parking lot, parked, turned off the engine, set the brake with a little more force than necessary and turned to study her.� He was aware of a pressure in his chest he had never suffered before.� He didn't like it.� "I thought you wanted to show me your shop?"
"I do, but its meeting day!� And from the cars in the lot, everyone showed up for once."
"Afraid the employees won't approve of your new boyfriend?"� His voice, so cold the chill snapped Clyties head around, buried the hurt he tried to conceal.
"What?� No.� You don't understand."� She unbuckled and pulled her legs up until she sat facing him on her knees.� "They aren't employees, well they are but they are also family, as in my sister, brother in law, my niece, my nephew, and with my luck they will have my crazy Aunts on the speaker phone.�� O.K. probably an exaggeration but the remote possibility struck fear in her heart.
If possible, he got colder.� "So it�s your family I'm not good enough to meet.� Fine for a fuck but you wouldn't want to be seen with me."� He grabbed her by the arms and hauled her into his lap.� His grip hard but careful enough not to bruise.� It was the pain in his eyes that really hurt.� "Fuck that Clytie!� You hear me?"� He shook her so hard she had to hold his thighs for balance.� "You're mine and everyone�s going to know about it, so you better get used to it."
She almost blasted him for his poor opinion of her, if he thought she was capable of...� On the other hand they had only known each other a day and in his position she might have made the same assumption, asinine though it was.� She'd hurt his feelings.� It hadn�t occurred to her that she could and that made her want to kick her own ass.� She tried to think of something to say that would make it better.� She shook off his hands and he let her, seeming to brace himself.� She placed one hand on his scar and one hand on his neck over his tattoo.
"I am not ashamed of you.� I've never been in this situation before and I'm not sure how everyone is going to react.� Plus, I was supposed to call after my date last night to let my sister know I got home safe and now,� she said her voice becoming more adamant with each point she ticked off. "Now I missed the Wednesday morning meeting and everyone is here, no doubt to begin organized searches for my mutilated remains!"� By the time she finished she held his face in a vise grip.� "You think I want the first guy who ever made me feel like you do to walk into that the first day?� Absofreakinlutely not!"� She placed a hard kiss on his mouth and rubbed her hand along his scarred cheek in apology.� "Now go get some coffee."
He studied her face for a long minute and gradually the ice left his eyes and he buried his face in her neck and breathed deep as she stroked his head.� He nuzzled her neck and lifted his head.� "No."� He kissed her lips, placed her back on her seat, undid his own seat belt, and stepped out of the truck.
"Please?"� She said frantic.� He met her eyes across the seat right before he closed the door.� "Pretty please?!"� She yelled.
Instead of answering, he rounded the truck and pulled her door open, reaching in to lift her from the truck.
"Seriously Demon, Coffee good.� Meeting overprotective insane family bad."� He just placed her on her feet and pulled her behind him as he headed for the shop.� "Oh lord."� Her voice became a little frantic.� �We should just go home and have sex, come back later.�� Demon stopped, as if he seriously considered it, then shrugged.� �Too soon.�� She opened her mouth, then shut it again allowing him to pull her along.
The Amber Dragonfly was what he had expected.� Classy and girly, it was the type of place geared entirely toward women and gay men.
The building itself was one shop among many on a quaint little old-fashioned cobbled street.� Situated between a pastel candy shop and a toy store.� The deep burgundy paint job and shiny amber dragonfly drew the eye.� Two big picture windows opened to a virtual treasure trove of home decor, and dark wood furniture.� The selling floor opened wide and flowed from living room to dining room, to bedroom without any obvious effort.� Affluent looking browsers wandered both the streets outside and the store.� Two associates in burgundy aprons with amber dragonflies above the pocket helped customers and rang up sales.
Everyone to a man stopped what they were doing when Demon and Clytie walked in the room.� Of course, he did look a bit like a seven-foot bull in a china shop.� Clytie smiled brightly.� A little too brightly actually.
"Hey Ruth, I take it you came back for that chandelier."
The customer, a blonde in her forties in a silk suit and heals glanced from Clytie and Demon to their clasped hands.� "Yes.� I decided Sarah�s right.� Definitely the final touch we need."� She stared at Demon, then Clytie.� Before Clytie could form an introduction, another woman, a red head resembling Clytie around the eyes came out from the back room and gaped at them.
"Where have you been?!"
Clytie flinched but continued to smile at the customer.� "Excuse me Ruth."� She dragged Demon through the store to face the sister, who had her hands on her hips and blood in her eye.
"I know you�re angry but can we at least get off the sales floor before you start yelling?"� Clytie whispered from where she stopped right before her sister.� Her sister was too busy examining Demon and didn't seem to hear her.� In the full shop, he looked even bigger.� He towered over Clytie and the rest of the room, doing his best to look inconspicuous.� Yeah right.
"Sarah Mary!"
"What?"
"Let us through."
She stepped back and had to keep going when Demon ducked under the doorjamb to follow.� A small storeroom meticulously organized stood beside a door open to a breakroom and employee bathroom.� Down the hall through another door, they entered a fenced in garden.
Five people in all, besides the sister, began talking at once when they saw Clytie.� They shut up when Demon ducked under the door behind her.
"Everyone.� This is Demon."� She said sweeping her arm out to encompass the whole yard.� "Demon this is everyone."
"Cool name."� The teenager in the back jumped up from a twisted metal bench.� "Check out the scar."� A young woman reached over and slapped him upside the head.
"We were trying to decide whether we should call the cops when you finally decided to show up."� Sarah Mary tapped her toes, eyeing Demon as if she weighed his possible value, and found him lacking.
"Sorry.� I forgot to call last night after my date ended."
"Did it?"
"Did it what?"
"End?"
"My date lasted a record ten minutes."
"Seven."� Demon interjected, it was the first time he spoke.
Clytie shook her head at him in warning.
Sarah looked doubtfully at Demon.� "So how do you know Meg?"
"He doesn't."� Clytie answered for him.� �I met Demon after the blind date ended.� Maybe I should take care of the paycheck situation before we get acquainted."
"I figured it out.� The paychecks are being printed as we speak.� Where did you two meet?"
"At a bar."
"Go Clytie!"� The teenager pumped his fist making Clytie laugh but nobody else seemed to find it amusing.
Sarah was not distracted, though she did throw her teenage son a warning glare before continuing the interrogation.
"You went home alone with a strange man?"
"Actually no."
"You didn't go home with him?"� Sarah relaxed slightly.
"Not that this is any of your business, Mom, but we didn't go home alone."
"What does that mean?"
"It means we were never alone.� Demon lives with two guys."
"Excuse me?!"
Before Clytie could answer, Demon placed a hand over her soft mouth.� She turned and peeked up at him with a twinkle in her eyes.� She was doing it on purpose.
"I share a compound with two other members of my old military unit.� We built the house together but we each have separate wings."� The little vixen licked his palm, the hard on that seemed to be a regular occurrence around her sprang to life.� He whipped his hand away glaring at her to behave.
"Isn't that what I said?"
He pulled her in front of him by her shoulders so as not to flash his erection at everyone.� "No."� He said his voice a rough growl.� Everyone but Clytie stepped back.� "It was not."� Clytie laughed, forcing him to smile, which caused everyone to take another step back.� Clytie reached up and patted his scarred cheek.� She lost her smile when she turned and noticed her family was nervous around him.
"You think he's scary, you should meet his roommates."
He clenched his jaw.� "They are not my roommates."
"But they are scary?"
He was not about to continue this conversation.� Instead, he growled and brushed his hand down Clyties neck in soft warning.� The small shuddered reaction from Clytie was lost on no one.� The sister narrowed her eyes even further.
�Clytie, can I talk to you for a minute?� Alone?�
Clytie sighed.
�Of course.�� She held up her purse, eyeing Demon.� �You want to hold my bag?�� He didn�t but either he held her purse or everyone was going to see how happy his dick was.� That was all he needed with the family eyeing him so suspiciously.� He took her purse and ignored the fact she was trying not to laugh.� He was so going to spank her sweet ass when he got her home.
As soon as Clytie and Sarah were back in the building, the lanky teenager came closer.� He stood next to Demon reaching no higher than his armpit.� �So you and Clytie huh?�
Another man approached, about five foot nine with brown hair and eyes, he had the unmistakable air of career military.� �So what exactly do you do for a living?�
�Security.�
�Bouncer?�
�Computers.� Security systems mostly.�
�What branch of service did you serve?�
�Navy.�
�Air force.� What did you do in the service?�
�Special Ops.�
�Seal teams?�
�Yes sir.�
He mulled that over.� �Clytie is special.�
Demon met the warning in those eyes directly.� �Yes, sir.� She is.�
He studied Demon for a solid minute.� �Good.�
�Enough.�� The young woman had no make-up on and her hair back in a messy ponytail; she came across about sixteen.� In his opinion, she needed more curves but she was undeniably beautiful, and from her bone structure would be even more so as she matured.� Demon catalogued her features and her penchant for leather clothes liking the kindness and lack of guile in her smile.� �Let the poor man breathe.
I�m Jordan by the way.� This is David, married to the lady giving you all the dirty looks for daring to date her sister, and this brat,�� she said, thumping the teenager on his shoulder �is Boone, baby brother extraordinaire.�� She pointed behind her.� �Joseph, and Maggie, friends and employees.�
Aware he had passed some type of test, if only grudgingly, Demon nodded his thanks.
�Are you out of your mind?� That man is a thug.�
�Excuse me?�� Clytie stopped suddenly and turned in the short hall to look at her sister.� That was not what she had expected.� �You met him five seconds ago.�
�And you met him when?� Yesterday?�
�I like him.�
�Did you sleep with him?�
�So not your business.�
�You did!� Oh my God!�� Appalled Sarah�s tone had Clytie gnashing her teeth.� �Please tell me you made him wear a condom.� The man probably has every venereal disease known to man.�
�He does not.�� She was not going to tell her sister she had been so mindless with pleasure that first time she had not even considered making Demon wear a condom, and after that, well she was on the pill, and any other possible damage had been done.� See, absolutely logical, except it was only blind luck that she was on birth control to stay regular, not any great thinking on her part.� No, she would definitely not be mentioning that to her sister.� Clytie held up a warning hand, �I am so not having this conversation with you.�
Her sister grabbed her arm, stopping her from stomping away.� �This is not like you at all.�
Clytie recognized the worry behind the anger and breathed out.� She rolled her shoulder to relieve the pressure and turned back to her sister fully.� �I think he�s the one.�
Sarah opened her mouth, closed it, then repeated the procedure.� �You can�t be serious.� He�s...�
�Do not say it.� You don�t know him at all.�
�But he�s� ...��At a loss for words this time, it was Sarahs turn to catch her breath.� �What do you even know about him, other than he calls himself Demon?�
�Enough to know I want to know more.�
�Because it sounds like you�re planning on jumping in without a thought.�
�Maybe I am, is it so bad I finally like someone enough to jump in without thinking it to death?�
�Yes.� If you don�t think at all.�
Clytie went stubbornly silent.
�You are my baby sister and the man is probably a criminal.� Did you drink anything he gave you last night?�
�He didn�t drug me!�
�Are you sure?� Sarah�s lips were pinched and Clytie had to wonder when she had become such a judgmental prude.
�I had sex with him because I wanted to.� Listen to me.� I. LIKE. HIM.�
�Think for a minute.� You can do so much better.�
�Enough.�� Clytie glared at her sister.� �I am not a child.� This is none of your business.� So butt out!�
The silence lasted for all of ten seconds.
�It is my business when you bring him to our place of business.� My children are here.� What is happening to you?� First you want to chuck everything we built to become an artist and now you�re taking up with someone completely inappropriate.� Is this some kind of late teen rebellion you�ve been storing up?� Because I thought you got it out of your system when you ran away from home and changed your name.�
The thought occurred to Clytie this fight was about more than not liking her date.� �I love you Sarah but I am nearly 30 years old.� I spent a lot of years helping you build the life you wanted for you and the kids and I loved every minute, but that doesn�t mean you get to make my decisions for me, or judge me when you don�t agree with them.�
Sarah held up a hand.� �Fine.� You want to be an artist.� You don�t want to work in the store, fine.� But this guy.� The man is massive.� He has a shaved head, a tattoo on his neck and his name is Demon.� Could you pick anyone more assured to alienate the family?�
�Since I�ve been alienated from the family for years, I don�t think this is going to make much difference.� Unless you mean it will alienate me from you.�
Absolute silence.� Clytie swallowed hard.
�Well, since you have no say in whom I date all I can say is: Tough.�
Sarah�s lips went rigid.� �Maybe the family has been right about you all along.�
�When did you become such a sanctimonious prude?�
�About the time you became a slut apparently.�
This time the silence reverberated through her chest.� Ouch.� Clytie swallowed with an effort.� �Why are you acting like this?�
�I�m not the one bringing her one night stand around to meet my children.�
Clytie ground her teeth.� �Fine, I will do you a favor and take my slut self and my thug lover elsewhere.�� She turned in high dungeon and went back out into the garden to find Demon.� �We�re leaving.�
�What is it Baby?�
�We.Are. Leaving.�
Demon thought about asking questions but one glance at the fire in her eyes convinced him later would be better.� He nodded his good-byes while Clytie relented enough to hug the teenagers before leading Demon to the back gate.� Sarah did not make another appearance.
Unfortunately, the visit tarnished the glow she had started the day with.� Clytie no longer felt quite so sure about herself or her out of character choices.� She wiped the angry tears from her face and stared out the window.� She didn�t argue when he suggested they skip lunch.� She was more than ready to head back to the real world to think.� She didn�t like fighting with her sister.� She took a deep breath.� Sarah was wrong about Demon but she was right about a few things.� This was definitely not like her.� A little time to herself to think about everything would not be out of order here.
They pulled into the garage back at the compound and they sat as Clytie thought about what she wanted to ask. .
�We never talked about Birth Control.� I�m on the pill, but I just wondered why you never asked.�
He turned off the car and sat, face void of expression.� Shape-shifters didn�t carry disease but he couldn�t very well tell her that.
�I don�t carry any diseases and you were a Virgin.�� That was the certainly the truth.� �As for having a baby, I�ve never been with another woman without wearing a condom but in your case...� I guess I don�t mind the idea of getting you pregnant.�
She blinked.� That was not what she had expected to hear.� O.K.� Think of a new subject please.
�Next subject.�� She said a little desperately.� �What do you do in security?�
He leaned back getting comfortable.� �My specialty is computer and building security.� The company as a whole?� Essentially, we go in and pinpoint weak areas, then fix them.
�So, not just a pretty face.�
He smiled, a touch brutal, �You are the only person I ever remember calling me pretty.�
She leaned over and ran her hand down his scarred cheek.� �Maybe you�re right.� Compelling is probably a better word.�
�Compelling?�
�I�m an artist.� Trust me.� Compelling is better than pretty any day.�
�And that�s your professional opinion?�
�Absolutely.�� She smiled and placed her hand back in her lap.� �I had a good time.�
�You say that like its over.�
She peered at the clock on the dash.� �As dates go 16 hours is usually considered adequate.�� She smiled again.� �Some might even say excessive.�
�Like your sister?�
�Not something I want to get into right now.�
�I want you to stay.�
She unhooked her seatbelt and opened the truck door.� �Good.� I�ll expect you to call me in the near future.�
Demon went around to help her down and ended up pulling her up into his arms instead.� �Stay.�
�Demon.� I can�t.�� But it was the most natural thing in the world for her arms to circle his neck, her legs to capture his waist and her nose to bury itself in his neck.� �I have my art, and a show coming up.� That should me my priority right now.� What happens when you touch me is wonderful and exciting but I need to stop and take a breath.� Think about what I�m doing.�
That sounded like a horrible idea to Demon.� �We can bring your supplies here.� You can paint here for a few days.�
�Demon,� She laughed a little breathlessly, lifting her head from his neck and putting her hands on either side of his face to get his full attention.�� �I�m not a painter.� See?� We don�t even know each other.�
�All the more reason for you to stay so we can get to know each other.�
She huffed in exasperation.� �You are the most stubborn...�� She shook her head.� �Let�s try it this way:� I am going home now.� I will talk to you in a few days.� We will have a second date where we will actually converse, get to know each other.� Dinner might be involved.�� She leaned up and kissed him, smiling.� �There is also a good chance for mind blowing sex.�
He harrumphed and placed her on her feet, rubbing his nose against hers.� �I don�t want you to go.�
She kissed him full on the mouth and said succinctly �Tough.�
He growled and she headed for her car, her laughter trailing behind.
The phone rang as soon as she walked in her front door.� She rushed ahead to pick up the receiver before the machine could pick up.
�Hello?�
�It�s Demon.�� His voice was a hard growl on the phone making nerves dance up her spine.
�Yes?�
�I wanted to make sure you got home all right.�
She rolled her eyes.� �I did.�
�Good.�
Silence.
�Was that all?�
�Dinner.�� The word came out in a bark.� Not remotely sounding like a question.
�What about dinner?�
�We can have that date tonight.�
She rolled her eyes.� �No.� Call me Friday.�
�Damn it Clytie!� That�s too long.�
She laughed.� �You know clinging is an unattractive quality in a man, as is whining.� I�ll talk to you Friday.� Bye.�� Click.

Chapter 6

After a shower and a change, Clytie went into her workroom and glanced around.� Quite a few waxed bases in differing sizes had been started.� A whole table of finished products waited for the last layer of resin to be applied then they would need weeks to cure.� Encaustic was not a fast process, but she loved it, and it was just what she needed today.� She changed quickly into her work clothes.
Unfortunately, she was not in the same mindset she had been when she began all the on going projects.� She itched to begin something different.� She grabbed a large plaque of bare white beeswax she had prepped weeks ago, this one about five feet by five feet.� She started with a bold turquoise.� One of the largest bases, she�d put off using it, waiting for inspiration to hit.� Now she had something particular in mind.� She set the wood base, melted wax and swirled colors, scraping away layers.� From there she mixed and melted, coated and pressed until the abstract wash in her mind came to life.
Between drying layers she worked on other projects, using dental tools for the intricate details and filling in with color.� She worked on pieces as small as 6 inches with the idea she would puzzle them together in a type of tile design.� A few stand alones in 2-foot squares needed some finishing touches.
She lost the light and didn�t even notice she was squinting until it affected her color palette.� She flipped the switch and washed the room in artificial light.� She stopped to get a bite to eat as several things dried and only then realized her back ached and her fingers needed a rest.� Several messages waited on her machine.� She let the message light blink.� Did some stretches and got back to work.� Rarely did her art flow so smoothly.
It was several hours before she finished for the day.� She yawned, rubbed tired eyes, and stretched aching muscles.� She covered all the burners and flipped off switches.� Her fingers shook a bit, and she had several superficial burns but she was happy.� Most of the smaller pieces were done.� The intricate tiny details of the tile collage had been exacting work but the result was more than worth the effort.� In contrast, the big piece seemed to be some alien landscape.� Even half-finished it was the best thing she�d ever done.
She winced, remembering the fight with Sarah and the harsh words between them.� Too tired to think, she ignored the blinking answer machine in favor of a shower and sleep.� She fell into bed and was out as soon as her head hit the pillow.
Sometime during the few hours remaining of dark she dreamed of big warm hands and a hard presence at her back.� Warmth seeped into her aching back, and she moaned and burrowed closer.� She breathed in and wanted to curl that masculine scent around her like a blanket.� She sighed out a breath and swore lips caressed the back of her neck beneath her hair.
Clytie woke up the next afternoon with a smile on her face, until she stretched and every muscle in her body protested.� Between Demon and her art, she had seriously overtaxed her muscles.
She convinced herself to get up by promising herself a soak in the tub.� She chose the lavender bath salts for relaxation and dropped into water almost too hot for her skin.� The wet heat made her think of Demons whirlpool tub, swimming pool size as opposed to hers that barely held enough water for her to fully submerge.� Demon would never fit.� She groaned, bent her knees, and dunked her whole head under water.� No thinking about Demon.
She pulled herself up and slicked back her hair.� On the other hand, Wow.� Her hand palmed a breast as she remembered how he made her feel.� She shook herself, reaching for the towel as she stood up.� Time to get back to work before she did something stupid, like called Demon for hot monkey sex.� Then she would never get anything done.� Except Demon.� Her body pulsed with the thought.� Beyond tempted, she groaned shaking her will power back into place and standing up.� She dried herself briskly then slathered on the lotion.� She combed out her wet hair and dressed for another day of playing with hot wax.
On her way downstairs, she caught the message light on her answer machine again but kept ignoring it.� She did not want to be any more tempted to call Demon, and she wasn�t ready to field questions from her family yet.
The week was long but productive.� By midnight Thursday, she had worked like a dervish and finished all but the largest piece.� At this point, she might be ready for a second show and come morning she would call and inform Marion at the studio.� In the meantime, she had one more week before her first professional gallery showing.� She breathed deep trying to still the butterflies that took flight when she thought of her showing.� It was even worse now because she wasn�t sure if Sarah and the kids would still come.� Did she want Sarah there?
If the fight had been strictly about Demon, she could deal with it.� She didn�t like that Sarah had taken one look and rejected him but that could maybe be attributed to overprotective older sister.� It was the judgments on the rest of her life that Clytie hated.� Sarah had acted like only her opinion counted, and her opinion was that Clytie should continue to work for her and stop playing around with her art.� It meant Sarah did not really see her and that hurt, a lot.� She was the only sister she had left and one of her few good family connection but she was becoming as judgmental and closed minded as the rest of them.
She needed someone to talk to.� Cassandra was the only one who might understand and she was probably sleeping about now.� Tomorrow, she would call and talk to Cassandra tomorrow.� As the other black sheep of the family, she would understand the situation.� Clyties stomach growled insistently, reminding her, she had other concerns tonight.
This time she had peanut butter toast and a shower before falling into bed and conking out.� She fell asleep thinking about Demon, just like she had every other night.� Tomorrow, she would call him tomorrow.
Apparently Demon wasn�t willing to wait that long.
The morning was half gone by the time Clytie awoke.� She stretched her arms above her head enjoying the warmth at her back.� The hand on her thigh pulled her back tighter against a hard body.� A nose burrowed deeper under her hair to nuzzle her neck.� Clytie froze, trying to think back to a moment when someone, a naked someone from the feel of it, would have been invited to her bed.� No such thought came to mind but she knew it was Demon behind her.
How did he get in?� Stupid question.� Hello, Security specialist.� Was it paranoia on her part to think maybe this wasn�t the first night he had slept in her bed?� O.K. yes the thought was a disturbing one.� Now the important question:� Why was he making a habit of sneaking into her bedroom?
Clytie turned over to face him.� His eyes were open.
�Morning baby.�� His voice was a rough growl, and immediately her nipples pebbled like he had run his tongue over them.
�Do you make a habit of things like this?�
His hand started making soothing circles on her hip.
�A habit?� No.�
�I could get freaked out by this.�
�You could.�� His lips found her neck and nuzzled.� It made Clytie catch her breath.
�It�s important for me to know that should this relationship end you won�t become some crazed stalker with combat training.�� Her little speech would have been more powerful had she not ended with an arch of her neck and a moan, but what can you do?
�Won�t.�� He growled low, his lips moving up her neck to just beneath her chin.
�You won�t become a crazed stalker?�� Clytie found herself unexpectedly on her back with Demon above her.
�We won�t end.�� He said, both hands cupping her face, his weight braced on his elbows.� He nipped at her lips and she grabbed his arms for stability.
�We won�t?�
�No.�� Intense and possessive, his eyes were hot enough to brand.
�OK.�
�You aren�t afraid of me.�� More a command than a question it made Clytie smile.
�If you say so.�
�I do.�
Her smile faded and her eyes became serious.� �I missed you.�
�Good.�� The wealth of satisfaction in the growled word made her laugh again.� His marauding lips captured hers, stating with every thrust of his tongue he had missed her too.
Clyties t-shirt and panties disappeared in shreds under his ruthless hands.� She didn�t have the breath left to protest.� His hands trailed down to capture a breast, holding it captive for the lips that soon followed.� Clytie arched with a gasp and moaned his name, her hands clenching into his hair to hold him in place.
�Oh no baby.� I�m driving.�� He clamped his teeth down on the breast in warning and she yelped even as heated cream pooled in her sex.� She let go of the death grip she had on his hair and he laved her abused nipple with his tongue before trying to suck her breast down his throat.� In the mean time, she was so wet and ready her thighs were slick with it.� Finally, he left her much-coddled breasts and moved down her body.� When she managed to lift her eyelids, it was to see Demon on his knees.� Between her thighs, he held her open at the knees engrossed with the view of her spread out before him like some pagan offering.
�So fucking beautiful.�� He growled.� His eyes finally lifting to meet hers with a fire scarcely banked.� �Mine baby.�� He cupped her sex inserting his big finger down to the first knuckle.� She arched with a cry, loving the way he filled the emptiness he created.� �This is mine.�
Clytie might have been able to form some kind of argument against his proprietary claim but at this moment in time, she couldn�t recall why she�d want to bother.
�Demon please.�
�Did you touch yourself without me baby?�
�Did you?�
Demon tsked, �Wrong answer.�� He flipped her over leaving her empty once again and smacked her ass.
Clytie squeaked.� �I am not a child.�� But her independent words lost something with her head buried in the pillow.
�Did you touch yourself?�
�You have got to be kidding.�� She growled her frustration.� He spanked her again.� Not hard, but enough to cause a sting.
�Wrong answer, baby.�
�O.K. Fine.� No, I worked.�� Between the yearning in her cunt and the pain in her ass, she needed him.� �I�m not comfortable doing that.�
�Doing what baby?�
What did she have to do to end this conversation?� She tried to turn over and received another swat for her troubles.� �Masturbation, you bastard.� I�ve never been able to do it!�
Suddenly she was flipped back over to face a smug and horny Demon kneeling between her thighs.
�Good.�� His hand went back to a proprietary hold on her pussy.� This time he stretched her tight opening with two fingers.� �From now on the only one who touches this is me.�
She grabbed him by the hair on either side of his ears bringing his face to hers, and enunciated very clearly.� �Then get on with it.�
Demon chuckled.� �Not this time, Baby.� You don�t answer my phone calls or return my messages.� You refuse my date.�� He nipped her full bottom lip.� �I have to sneak in here just to touch you.�� He soothed the bite with his tongue and captured her mouth again, making her groan into his mouth.� �You needed a few days.� You had it; it sucked.� Now we�re going to do things my way.�
His lips were soft on hers, his eyes a hard chocolate steel that made Clytie shiver even as it turned her on.� His fingers curved up until he hit the spot that made her moan his name.� He pulled out and hovered above her on an elbow, sucking his fingers like a lollypop.� She cleared her throat, sinking down a little in the bed beneath him and unable to look away.� �What exactly did you have in mind?�
He finished cleaning off his fingers and popped his lips, never taking his eyes from hers.� �I�m going to fuck you up one side and down the other until you never even think of saying no to me again.� Then we�re going to pack up all your things and move you into my house and into my bed where I know you�re safe and I can touch you whenever I want.� No more of this �thinking things through� shit.� You�ll have whatever you need.� Hell, I�ll build you your own studio if that�s what it takes, we have over 200 acres.
�Just like that?� You say it so it must be so?�
He leaned down and bit her none too gently on the shoulder right over his mark.� When she tried to hit him, he pulled her hand down and placed it around his hard cock.� She forgot about the bite and curled her fingers around the hot length.� Her hand did not span the entire width.� He shuddered when she tightened her grip and Clytie closed her eyes to better feel him.� He was hard, unbelievably hot, and smooth as silk.� The veins stood out angrily but the skin was soft.� She squeezed him from base to tip and opener her eyes to find him fighting for control.
�Yeah baby.� Just like that.�
�I want to taste it.�� She said.� Demon flipped over to his back so fast he bounced.
It surprised a laugh out of her.� �You sure you�re O.K. with this?�� She said following until she leaned over him with an ironic smile.� �I know you had a definite plan in mind.� We can keep on with that if you would rather.�� The sarcasm not lost on Demon, he threw his hands above his head anyway.
�I�m a S.E.A.L. baby.� Adaptation is the name of the game.� Do your worst.�
�How very stoic of you.�
�You have no idea.�
She laughed again while she took a good look at what was presented before her.� A Demon banquet.� All you can eat.� She licked her lips and Demon groaned, his cock springing tighter against his body.
�Keep that up and I�ll blow before we even get started.�
�I�ll be doing the blowing thank you very much.� You stay still; I�m forming my plan of attack.�� She licked her lips again and smiled.� Demon began to sweat.
�Let�s see.�� She said, still making no move to touch.� �Should I lick you like a lollipop or suck your balls, how to begin?�
�Fuck!�� The picture she painted was heaven, and so unexpectedly graphic coming from Clytie that Demon clenched his fists to keep from grabbing her by the hair and shoving balls deep down her throat.� She might not take that the right way.
�I�ve never actually done this before but I like to read and there are quite a few things I want to try.�
�Clytie.� You�re killing me.�� He growled out, right before she took him down her throat as far as she could.� He jackknifed at the stroke of her hot mouth.� She only got about half of his length in, but she more than made up for that with the enthusiastic use of tongue and teeth.� She took her time sometimes licking sometimes sucking.� Both of her hands wrapped around the base of his dick and squeezed along with her mouth until he felt like she was trying to force his seed out.� His hands went to her hair and buried themselves without thought holding her where he needed her as she bobbed and sucked, licked and bit.
�Fuck Clytie, you�re killing me.�� He groaned out, pulling her hair without thought.� �I�m going to come.� Let up baby.�
Instead, she took him to the back of her throat and hummed.� He shot down her throat with a roar while she milked him dry.
Demon was giving his impression of a big boneless cat.� Sprawled out on her bed, he practically purred.� Clytie smiled, leaning over him with her arms folded on his chest.� She licked her lips catching a stray spot of cum.� He was salty and rich, but not unpleasantly so and having Demon completely at her mercy had been a heady feeling.� Overall, one more new thing she could get behind repeating.
Any minute Demon was going to overwhelm her with the heat presently simmering through her veins, but for now, she could think about his demands.� Move in with him?� Have all this any time she wanted?� Should she?� It was beyond ridiculous to move this fast.� On the other hand, what had she been waiting for all these years if not this?
�I think you killed me.�� Demon�s voice interrupted her musings with a grumble.� She looked back at his face but his eyes were still closed.� He pulled her closer against his chest.� �Give me a minute baby and I�ll take care of you.�� He leaned down to kiss her on the forehead, his eyes never opened.
She rolled her eyes.� Poor baby.� A week.� She�d pack enough for a week and see what happened.� She had the time and she was more than ready for her first show.� After all these years of being good one week with a sex god did not seem like so much to ask.
�About asking me to move in...�� His eyes popped open and she found herself flat on her back with a very awake Demon leaning over her.
�I wasn�t asking baby.�� He growled.
She rolled her eyes again but spoke before he got all worked up.� �A week.� I have that long before my show.� I�ll spend the time with you if you want.�
Demon narrowed his eyes.� �I�m not a damn tourist attraction you can try out.� I�m sticking Clytie.�
Her eyes widened at his belligerence.� �That�s not what I mean.�
�Then what the hell do you mean?�
�Don�t take that tone with me.� I�m not some brainless bimbo you can boss around.� This is my life we�re talking about.�� If Demon hadn�t been smashed against her chest, she would have kicked him.� She also didn�t appreciate that she could feel his excitement against her hip.� It made arguing difficult.� She�d been in a constant state of readiness since waking beside him, and he had to know how wet she was, pressed against her with nothing between them, not even air.� He growled, proving he had indeed noticed her response by grinding up against her.� His cock was ramrod straight and dripping pre-cum as if he hadn�t shot off like a roman candle minutes ago.
After a frustrated curse, his tone softened into a soft demand.� �Tell me what you meant.�
�I have a week where I can do anything I want.� I want to spend time with you.� Is that so bad?�
His face softened minutely, his voice a hard whisper.� �I want more than a week.�
She growled low in her throat with frustration.� �Wanting a week does not mean I intend to drop you when the week�s over.� It just makes more sense to take a little time together before a big commitment.� �
He thought about it then shifted and entered her in one smooth thrust.� A tight fit, the move might have been painful if she hadn�t been so completely turned on and wet with it.� She gasped, arching her back and unknowingly offering her breasts up like ripe fruit to be plucked.
�A week isn�t going to be enough.� I think you know that.� You want to discuss this logically?� Bullshit.�� He pulled back and ground forward hitting her clit and her sweet spot in one.� She clutched at him, trying to keep her mind in functioning order while her eyes rolled back in her head.� �You need time to admit who you belong to?�� His voice, a hot growl in her ear, he nipped the lobe.� �Fine.� We�re going to stay right here until you forget what it�s like not to have me inside you.�
He pulled out and plunged back in, his hands going under her arms to hold her shoulders and pull for better leverage.� She moaned at the exquisite friction right where she needed it.� In and out, he battered her womb while she clutched him closer and begged for more.� She wrapped her legs around his waist arching up to meet each thrust, her nails bit into his back, her heals dug into his ass and she screamed his name when she came.
He flipped her over, pulled her to her knees, forced his way in from behind.� His teeth clamped down on her shoulder and held her in place with a warning growl.� A hand went to her clit to work her back up to another screaming orgasm.� He followed close behind, the wash of his seed like a hot brand on her womb.
�Ready to move in with me baby?�� His grip was as possessive as his voice while he stroked her.� The hand in her hair pulled through the strands in soft strokes and the kiss he placed on her neck was, well sweet.� The man, a mass of contradictions, somehow made her feel both safe and cared for.� She sighed trying to burrow closer and wondering how she could possibly have fallen in love with a seven-foot alpha male who not only growled but bit to make his point.
�It makes absolutely no sense.�
�Fuck that.� Nothing ever felt this right.�
There it was, the one truth she couldn�t fight.� Nothing had ever felt this right.� He made her laugh.� He blew her mind with great sex.� The way he touched her, cared for her...
What exactly was she protecting here?� She was already falling in love with him.� Seemed a bit late to try to protect her heart.
�All right.�
He froze.� �What?�
�All right.�
�All right what?�
�All right. I�ll move in with you.�
�All right, you�ll move in with me and call me master?�
She snorted out a laugh.� �Nice try.�
Demon flipped her over to her back and leaned over her studying her with earnest eyes.
�You�ll move in with me forever?�
She opened her mouth and bit her lip:� �I�ll move in with you for now.�
�For Now?�
�Indefinitely.�
�Indefinitely?�� He growled.
�As in for the foreseeable future.�
He licked her abused bottom lip lightly.� �I want forever.�
Clytie smiled her wicked smile. �I guess you have something to work towards then don�t you?�
He flashed a predatory grin that had her nipples puckering.� �Oh baby, you have no idea who you�re messing with.�
She reached between them and took hold of his cock.� The way his eyes rolled back in his head infinitely satisfying.� �You think you have what it takes?�
He growled again and took her mouth like his life depended on having her taste on his lips. �Baby, you are playing with fire.�
�Demon.�� She said squeezing him from root to stem as he shuddered in reaction.� �Don�t call me baby.�
Within a short while, she was the one trembling.� �Fine.�� She arched against him between breathless pants.� �Call me whatever you want.�

Chapter 7

������������� It amazed Clytie how fast Demon moved after that.� He made a call.� Mac and Ben showed up with a truck and transported not only all of her art and equipment but managed to move all her clothes, books, computer, and toiletries while she supervised.� Besides a few inexpensive prints and her cheap furniture, they took everything.� He even had Mac forward her calls and mail.� His efficiency at taking over her life was truly frightening.
Everything not art related went into Demons room, everything else went to her new studio.� While not as big as her loft, certainly the place had better lighting.
������������� �What do you think?�� Demon rubbed his hands together in glee.
�I think I have whiplash.�� She took a deep breath and looked around the large airy room with a full wall of windows.� She had been working for the last hour and had everything exactly where she wanted.� �You move awfully fast.�
�We should celebrate.� Break in the bed.�
�Have you changed your giant bed since Saturday?�
�No.�
�Then the bed�s broken in already.�
�Yeah, but now you�re officially mine.�
Clytie turned to give him her full attention and was nearly singed by the heat pouring out of his eyes.
She took a deep breath, the man was dangerous.� �I�d actually like to see the house if you don�t mind.� Put away my clothes and stuff.� Take a nice walk in your beautiful woods.�
�Right.� The woods.� Listen you should stick to the house unless I�m with you.�
�Why?�
�Wild animals.�
�What about them?�
�It�s not safe.�
�So, I will only go out during the day and keep to the trails like I would any other wilderness.�
�Better not to go at all without me.�
�Demon, I am going to need space to myself whether you like it or not.� You cannot be with me every second of the day.�
�Fine.� But do you have to leave the house for that?�
�Are you kidding?�
������������� He guessed from her tone he had better be.� He ran possible responses through his mind but how was he supposed to think when he had her here, in his house, and she smelled so damn good with his scent all over her.� He had to keep reminding himself Clytie was human and needed space.� Space?� What the fuck did that mean?
�Knock, knock.�� Ben pushed the door open.� �Eli wants a word.�� He said passing the cordless to Demon who escaped into the hall like a man offered a reprieve.� Ben got a good look at the room and whistled.� �Is this your work?�� He stepped over to a large encaustic Clytie had finished in the last week.� The work resembled a night forest with strange bold colors and a stalking wolf hidden behind layers of texture.
�This is incredible.�
�Thanks.� I think it�s my best work to date.�
�How much do you want for it?�
She beamed at him and heard Demon growl low from the hall.� She laughed.
�That�s pretty much what Demon said and I�ll tell you the same thing I told him.� I honestly couldn�t part with it.� But thanks for the thought.�
He stared at the art for another long minute before he turned to her with serious eyes.�� �You are an amazing artist.�
�Thank you.� I�m actually having my first show on Friday night.� I�d love if you could all make it.�� The sincere flattery was enough to make Clytie blush.� �You may be the only ones who do show up.�
Demon walked back into the room, his face devoid of all emotion and his eyes cold.� Clytie took one look at him and moved into his arms.� �What?� What happened?�� She sensed his hesitation when he didn�t hug her back, then he nearly cracked her ribs he pulled her in so tight.� �Demon, talk to me.�
�My mother.�� He said his voice the bleakest she had ever heard.� He dropped the phone and hauled her up off her feet burying his face in her neck.� He pulled her scent in deep as if he couldn�t breathe otherwise.� �My mother is dead.�
�Oh no...�� She wrapped her arms and legs around him holding him as tight as she could.� Her hands went to his hair and tunneled through.� �Oh, Demon.�� He went to his knees holding her in his lap, his face buried against her neck.� Clytie was completely oblivious to anything but the need to comfort him.� She barely noticed when Ben joined them on the floor, pulling them both into his arms.� He held them, and sometime later Mac joined them.� They all ended up lying on the floor in a big pile holding onto Demon while he breathed in and out.
At some point Clytie nodded off.� When she next became aware of anything, she was in Demons bed.� She must have missed something significant because her pussy was on fire and Demon was fucking her with his tongue and growling.� She groaned and arched off the bed when he attached himself to her swollen clit and sucked.
�Demon!�� She yelled her voice a hoarse croak.� Even she didn�t know whether she was screaming for him to continue or stop.� He leaned up, pulling her down the bed until he had the right position and plunged, shuttling himself into her oversensitive cunt.� She arched up barely noticing the pain with the pleasure.
�Yes.�
�Mine.�� He growled the word on each thrust.� �Mine.� Mine. Mine.�� He pounded into her until she screamed her orgasm.� He shot fire deep into her womb and roared out his release.� Her heart barely back to a normal beat, Demon started all over again.� He pounded himself into oblivion and she held him once he was spent.� She stroked his hair and waited for the sun to come up.
�She was the one who told me to leave.�� He lay with his head cushioned against Clytie soft breasts.� Her hand in his hair she rubbed up and down, up and down.� �She told me why he hated me and why he�d kill me if I stayed.� I never understood until that day.�
�Your father?�
�Not my father.� My father died before I was born.� That�s why he hated me, because I wasn�t his.� Him and that cock sucker Clancy he was so proud of.� I was so fucking relieved when she told me.� He wasn�t my father and Clancy wasn�t my brother.� I was free of them.� I left and never looked back.�
�How old were you?�
�Fifteen.�
She swallowed the lump of tears in her throat.� �You were a child.�
�No.� I wasn�t.� Not for a long time.�� He pulled her hand from his head and kissed her palm.� �She told me to remember my father was a good man and they had loved each other.� I had been made in love and not hate.� She said that was my legacy.� Then she told me to leave and never come back.� It was the most I ever remember hearing her say at one time.�
�She loved you.�
�Maybe.� Once.� But she barely knew I lived most of the time.�
Clytie said nothing, letting him talk.� She knew what it felt like to grow up without the love of a parent.�� I�m sorry had never been enough.
�If she never told you any other way she told you the day she sent you away.�
�How do you figure?�
�She wanted you to be happy so she told you the truth and she needed you to be safe so she sent you away.� Sounds like love to me.�
�Maybe.�� But he didn�t sound sure.
�Demon.�� Her hand stilled on his head.� �I don�t want you to feel any pressure or anything, but in case you need to know.�� She paused taking a deep breath before plunging on.� �I love you.�� He stilled lifting his head to meet her eyes.
�Don�t say it unless you mean it.�� His voice came out a tight growl in his throat.
�I mean it.�� He swooped, taking her lips and stopping whatever else she might have said.� She melted into him.
�Say it again.�
�I love you.�
He nuzzled into her neck and licked the bite he�d put there.� His voice was a deep rumble.� �Then enough of this for the foreseeable future horse shit.� This is forever.�� He grabbed his cock and led it to her wet pussy.
�That is so romantic Demon.�� She said and lost her voice when he pushed his way into her aching channel.
He grunted what could have been an affirmative answer.� Neither of them wanted to talk for a while.
�What do you mean you don�t want me to go?�� When Clytie and Demon had finally left the bed she felt a connection with him that she had never had with any other.� Now she stood in front of three strangers telling her everything she thought she knew was wrong.
�Damn it baby.� This is for your own good.�� Demons gravely voice was just this side of desperate.
�You don�t want me with you at your mother�s funeral and it�s for my own good?�� Clytie crossed her arms and cocked her hip.� �Why?�
�Why?�
�Why is it for my own good?�
�It just is.�� He said his voice turning belligerent. �I don�t want you there.� Do I have to have a reason?�
Mac shook his head and Ben winced.�� Looking at the way her eyes flared and her lips thinned Demon knew he would be lucky to escape with his balls.� When she did speak, it was in a soft cold tone that sent shivers up the spine.� So angry she dripped icicles from every word.
�You say it�s dangerous to go, but you won�t tell me why.� Fine.� It�s your mother�s funeral; you don�t want me with you.� Fine.� Hurtful but fine.� Talk to me like I�m a dog begging for a treat.� Not.� Fine.�� The last words were expressed with a definite bite.� Without another word, she turned and left the room.
�God Damn it!�� The panic Demon suffered watching Clytie�s back as she walked away was nearly as gut wrenching as the news about his mother.
Both Mac and Ben looked at him like he was the stupidest man alive and he suspected they were right.� �Fuck!�
He caught up to Clytie in their bedroom.� He took one look at her face and pulled her struggling into his chest.� �I�m sorry baby.� The thought of you at the mercy of my family makes me crazy.�
That stopped her struggles.� Instead, she looked up at him with wet and confused green eyes.� �What are you afraid of?�� Whatever she saw in his eyes must have reassured her because she hugged him, her soft cheek tucked up against his fast beating heart.� �Talk to me.�
�They�ll try to hurt you.�
�Your family?�
�Yes.�
She thought about that for a long time just staying soft in his arms.� �Are you saying they will physically attack me?�
�I don�t know.� But I won�t take the chance.�
She blew out a long breath.� �All right.� I can accept that.� But Demon the next time just tell me the truth.� The �me Tarzan, you Jane� approach only works in the movies, and occasionally in bed.�� I won�t stay were I�m treated like anything less than a full partner.�
�Then you�ll be here when I get back?�� His voice, edging on timid, sounded absurd coming from Demon.
�I�ll be here.� Just make sure you come home in one piece.�
�I�ll be back in time for your show tomorrow.�
�Good.� Because otherwise I might forget all the really good reasons I put up with you and find somebody else.�� His growl was long and ended with a snap of teeth, which made her laugh.� The laughter turned into a squeak when she found herself hauled over his shoulders.
�Tarzan huh?� I think I can do better than that.�
�Demon.�� She shrieked between laughs.� �Put me down.�� Instead, his hand found the curve of her delicious ass and squeezed making her body jackknife up with a gasp.� She was bouncing on the bed before the door even closed.
�Do you suppose he would want us to remind him about the flight?�� Ben asked from the hall where they had been watching the drama.
�Would you?�� Mac asked dryly.
�I�ll call and let the others know we�re running late.�

Chapter 8

�Deliverance country.� Lovely.�� Ben looked around the graveyard deep in the Ozarks and felt the cat in him reacting to the unmistakable smell of hillbilly dog.�� �Why do I get the feeling we should have brought more guns.�
�Because we are currently surrounded by a good fifty shape shifting wolves who would like to eat us?�
�That might be it.�
Mac looked at Demon.� �I can see why you don�t visit.�
Demon grunted, he had spoken little on the trip over.� There were many things he would rather be doing, namely Clytie.� Instead, he was here in his own personal hell.� He didn�t want Clytie anywhere near his old pack, but he didn�t like her in another state.� She needed to be where he could protect her.
�Relax.�� Mac kept his eyes on the wolf shifters trying to stare them down from across the mound of fresh dirt.� Only the Taboo of fighting at a graveside kept them on their side of the grave.� �Eli and Logan are watching your little bird.� No one can get to her.� You�d be better off concentrating on your hick relatives.� They don�t appear happy to see you.�
�On the other hand,��Ben said, smiling at the angry crowd salivating for blood across from them.� �They look real happy to see us.�� At his smirk, several wolves growled and showed an impressive lack of dental work and sharp teeth.
�Ben.�� Mac warned in a bored voice aware the wolves across from them heard every word.� �Don�t tease the animals.�
Before Ben could respond with something even more inflammatory the crowd of wolf shifters parted and Demon caught his first sight of the Alpha after fifteen years.� Gregory Bidel, Alpha of the Bone Crusher Clan.� He felt his hackles rise and his wolf instinct to fight nearly overwhelmed his control.
�You have no business here outcast.� You or your pack of degenerates.�
��Even Outcasts are welcome at family funerals.� It�s shifter law.�
The man who he�d once called father took a threatening step forward.� �You have no family here.�
A little grayer, the Alpha hadn�t changes in 20 years, except to get harder and meaner in appearance.� Demon realized he looked down on him now, by about a foot.� For some reason he had pictured the Alpha a bigger man.� Now Demon was both taller and broader across the shoulders, though the Alpha was thicker everywhere else.� Looking from the rage filled grey eyes of the Alpha to the rest of the pack, about fifty in all with the females hidden towards the back with the few cubs, he was ambivalent.� Ben was right; they looked like a pack of illiterate hillbillies.�� For years, he had wondered what it would be like to be this mans natural son, a welcome member of the pack.� Now he could only be grateful to have escaped such a life.
�Where�s Clancy?�� He should have been at his father�s side, but the Alpha stood alone, his pack keeping a respectful distance.
�That�s our business and none of yours.�� One of the men closest to the Alpha spoke up, smirking a challenge across the sacred ground until the Alpha glared at him for speaking out of turn.� He dropped his head immediately and bared his neck.
Glancing around Demon felt his wolfs unease, quite a few faces seemed to be missing, Clancy not least of all.� He should have been here.� Even if she was not his biological mother, he was a Beta and an enforcer.� When the Alphas mate dies, everyone goes to the funeral.� Demon opened that door inside himself and stretched out with his wolf senses.� No one here was powerful enough to be any of the upper echelon.� Besides the Alpha, every powerful wolf of the Bone crusher clan was missing from the funeral.
He met the old Alphas eyes and every hair on his body stood up in warning.� Both Ben and Mac on either side of him went to battle ready mode without moving an inch and his own eyes shifted to wolf gold.
Mac moved up a step, grabbing every ones attention.� �Shifter law guarantees safe passage at funerals even for outcasts.� You break that law and you sign your own death warrant.�
The Alpha sniffed as if catching something bad on the wind, his eyes insulting and dismissive.� �Who the hell would care if I took out the trash?� I can�t even tell what the hell you are.�
�Wolverine.�� Macs voice held soft menace making many of the wolves shift about.� Even Alpha wolves knew better than to mess with a wolverine shifter and none but one here was an Alpha.� The minister who had been standing oh so quiet at the head of the grave appeared properly horrified.
With his face twisted in distaste, Gregory spit on the fresh grave.� His eyes on Demon, he ignored the choking sound coming from the appalled minister.� �Consorting with a wolverine and an outlaw cat.� I heard about your fucked up clan of deviants and perverts but I didn�t really believe it.� Even a bastard like you should have more pride.� Not even a clan-less female will have you now.�� He laughed a hard edge to it.� �When I think of how often I had to hear about your fucking pedigree and here you are mixing with cats and whatever the hell else.� Your grandfathers must be rolling in his grave.�
�Looking at what you�ve done to his pack I doubt he�s sparing much thought to who my friends are.�
�What the fuck is that supposed to mean?�
�Please gentleman!�� The little man finally spoke up.� �This is a funeral and if no one else is coming I would like to get on with the service.�
The old Alpha snapped his teeth with a growl but stepped back.� Church officials were another thing protected by shifter law.�� The service commenced.� Demon locked his jaw and kept his wolf senses open.� While he listened to the sermon on everlasting life and the will of God, his eyes wandered over the assembled wolves.� None of them would meet his eyes until he hit the golden eyes of an old Witch.� Essie had been old when he was a child, now she seemed withered and dry except for the spark of fire peaking out of her wolf eyes.� She studied him for a long minute, then bowed her head enough to show respect.� He couldn�t hide his surprise.� She had acknowledged him an Alpha.� No one seemed to be paying attention but such a thing would get her beat or worse if Gregory heard of it.
He noticed a small hand clutched in her gnarled clasp.� A small head peaked out from behind her.� No older than 12 at most and obviously a girl.� She had not yet grown into her features and her blue eyes were huge in her heart shaped face.� She reminded him of a baby angel with all that gold skin and hair.� She turned her head to glance back and he saw the raised scar across her neck that disappeared into her ratty t-shirt.� She had been burned at some point in her young life and he had to wonder how far the scars went.� She stood out from the other mourners in both color and circumstance.� While every one else had come slicked back and in their Sunday best, she wore oversized cast offs.� Then the service ended and he had other things to think about.
The Alpha threw them one last warning to get out of town before sunset and stomped off, followed by his cowed pack.� The old witch gave him a nod before turning and following the others.
Ben smirked at the few stragglers who stayed behind to growl at them before heading off with teeth bared.� The minister followed behind them.� When it was the three of them Ben let out a breath and pulled out his cell phone.
�So, trap?�� Mac asked as they turned to walk back to their rental.
�Trap.�� Demon said coldly.
�Code Blue.�� Ben said into the phone and hung up when he had confirmation.� �Still think it�ll be the airport?�� With a press of the keys, the car beeped and all the doors unlocked.� He pulled open the trunk and threw his suit coat inside to be followed by two more.� He passed out the guns, holsters, and extra clips.� They all pulled on the holsters, loaded their weapons, and clicked the safeties.� Mac took the wheel while Ben slammed the trunk and climbed into the back seat.
�Probably, but we have a shadow just in case they try to take the car.�
Demon didn�t bother to search, knowing he wouldn�t spot anyone watching them.� Shawn was a hawk shifter.� They wouldn�t notice him unless he wanted them to.
It was almost anticlimactic when they arrived at the landing strip without incident.� They parked the car and Ben checked the phone.� No alerts had been sent.
�Sniper?�� Mac asked, seeing the landing strip around the plane remained clear.� Demon shrugged, it was possible, but not in the Bone Crusher packs usual style.� When a hawk circled and squawked they got out of the car and headed for the open hatch of the plane.� A tall teenager waited for them inside.
At sixteen, he was already just over six feet and not yet finished growing into his shoulders.� His sneakers were scuffed, his jeans faded at the knees and his gun holster strapped over a punisher t-shirt.� Wiry with a lot of tawny hair he was a smaller version of his father.
�All clear.�� He said, pushing the mane of hair that always seemed to be flying everywhere out of his face.
�No problems.�� Mac said, �Tell Cleo to start the engines, as soon as Shawn�s in we�ll lock her down.�
�Affirmative.�� The boy said heading for the cockpit.
�Ian?�� Mac said halting him.� �As soon as we�re airborne contact the car rental place and tell them to pick up the car.� I�ll let your father know what�s going on.�
The teenager nodded before disappearing into the passageway to the cockpit.� A hawk flew in as soon as the engine started and disappeared into the back of the plane.� Ben pulled the hatch closed and secured it.� His head shaking.
�What the hell is going on?�
�I don�t like this.�� Demon said, his jaw clenched tight.� He pulled on his seat belt nearly ripping it out of the seat in his agitation.� �Where the fuck is Clancy if he isn�t waiting to ambush us?�
Shawn came in from the back wearing black jeans and pulling on a black t-shirt.� At six feet, exactly he had a slim whipcord body and moved with precision.� His piercing hazel eyes missed nothing.� He had brown hair that fell to his shoulder and a beak of a nose.� His voice, when he spoke, had a hard core of steel behind it.� �Why would Lucas send the brat squad on a mission like this?�
�Cleo hears you calling them the brat squad and she�ll rip you a new one.�� Mac said finding his seat and buckling himself in as they waiting for clearance to leave.� �And I told you, when I asked about the plane Lucas requested we use Cleo and Ian on the job so they could get some experience in the field.� Training will only take them so far.�
�I don�t like it.� Lucas has no business sending children into dangerous situations�
Ben snorted.� �Cleo�s 19 and Ian�s 16.� That�s older than either of us were when we started this business.�
�That was different.�� He said sitting down when the plane started to taxi and buckling in.� �We didn�t have a choice.�
�Lucas is an outcast who took with him his two purebred lion cubs when he left.� There isn�t a pride of Lions anywhere on Earth that wouldn�t kill for breeding stock like that.� The fact he has not only survived but kept his kids says a lot about the fucking badass that he is.�� Ben said.� �But even he can�t be with them every second.� They have to be able to protect themselves.� They don�t have a choice either.�
Shawn clenched his jaws in obvious disapproval but he kept quiet.� As soon as they were airborne, they all unhooked their seat belts and Demon pulled out his cell phone and dialed home.� After a few rings, Eli answered.
�This is the new home of the lovely and sexy Clytie Jones and a few others that are unimportant.� How can I help you?�� Through the phone, Demon heard a laugh in the background that gave him an immediate hard on.� He clenched his teeth.
�Eli.�� Demon growled in warning.� �Don�t get too comfortable with my woman.�
�Perish the thought.�� He said into the phone and then to Clytie.� �Darlin� that is one sexy dress.� You are a goddess in red.�
Demon was surprised he didn�t break teeth clenching his jaw so hard.� Eli laughed at his warning growl.
�Clytie, sweets, love of my life, Demon wants to talk to you.�
There was a small fumble with the phone and then Clyties laugh was right there.� A little of the tension he�d felt since leaving her side dispersed.
�Demon?�� She asked her voice going soft.� �Are you O.K?�
He opened his mouth but nothing wanted to come out.� God he needed to touch her.� She sighed out a long breath when he didn�t answer.� �If it was anything but this show tonight I�d blow it off and we could wallow in each other all night.�� She continued her voice a little sad.� �If you don�t feel like coming tonight I understand.� You can wait for me at home.�
�I�ll be there.�� He said liking the way she said that.� �We�ll go home together.�� He would have said more but all the shifters on both sides were listening.� �Just stick close to Eli until we get there...�� His voice took on an edge.� �But not too close, at least three feet away at all times.�� She laughed, the sadness left behind as easy as that.
�You do know you�re ridiculous right?� Eli has been nothing but a gentleman.�
A gentleman?� Eli?� Fuck.� Tricky damn cat was up to something.� He tried any moves on Clytie and he�d be searching for his spleen.� �Baby, put Eli back on the phone.�
There was a short silence.� �Why do I worry when you get that sweet tone in your voice?�� Eli started laughing like an Ass in the background.
�I just need to talk business for a minute.�� He said in his most persuasive voice.� �Put Eli on and I�ll see you at the opening.�
�Business?�� She said clearly suspicious.� �Fine.� But if you feel the need to once again threaten him with mutilation if he touches me, I�m going to be very upset.�� Before he could say anything to that insight, she handed the phone to Eli.
Eli didn�t say anything for a few seconds then his voice lost the playful edge.� �O.K. she�s out of the room.� What�s up?�
He huffed out in annoyance reminded Eli was a damn loyal friend.� He wouldn�t poach.� He released the clamp on his jaw.� �Clancy and some of the high wolves were missing at the ceremony.�
�You think they were expecting you and set a trap?�
�Which they haven�t sprung yet.�
Eli thought that through.� �You think they know about Clytie?� This fast?� They�d have to be watching awful close and I have a hard time believing they could do that without any of you spotting them.�
�Probably not but if they are planning an ambush I don�t want Clytie caught in it, even by accident.�
�Not on my watch.� I�ll let Logan know to be especially vigilant.� He did want me to ask you a question when you called.�� Eli�s voice changed to a smirking playfulness that Demon didn�t trust.
�What?�
�How the Hell did you, of all people, manage to land an angel like Clytie?� My theory is psycedelic drugs but Logan thinks a blind fold was involved.�
�Wouldn�t you like to know?�� Demon hung up while Eli was still laughing.

Chapter 9

No matter how many times Clytie told herself worrying would serve no purpose, she still felt like a symphony of moths performed in her belly.� She had picked out her outfit a week ago, and she still managed to agonize over the choice.� She went with an evening dress in siren red that fluttered directly above her knees.� The rounded neck showed a small amount of cleavage Eli and Logan both approved of in heated glances and exaggerated compliments.� Her heels were also red and high with straps crisscrossing over her feet.� They made her wonder what Demon would do when he saw them.� With her wrap around her shoulders to keep her warm she wished fervently for Demons distracting presence, then felt selfish.� His mother had recently died.� That trumped the girlfriends� art show any day of the week.
�Och Darlin�� Eli said in an exaggerated Scotch accent as he helped her into the limo.� �You make the moon jealous.�
It made Clytie smile despite her nerves.� Logan took the drivers seat and winked at her through the rearview mirror.
�A limo?� I don�t think I�ve ever been in one before.�� She said as they left the compound behind and headed for the front gates.
�Only the best for you, darlin�.�� Eli said his accent heading south.� �You being a big ar-teest and all.�
One minute Clytie was laughing and the next a loud explosion rocked the car.� The sound of crunching metal and splintered glass was overwhelming as the car veered off the road.� The metal roof ripped as if the car was a giant can someone was peeling open around them.� By the time the limo came to a screeching halt folded against a tree Clytie knew she was going to suffer bruises where her seatbelt dug in.
Eli was suddenly there snapping off the seatbelt as if it consisted of paper and kicking the door into origami until he made enough space to drag her out with him.
�Are you hurt?�
�I... don�t think so.�� Clytie searched for Logan, happy to see that despite a gash across his forehead, he was unharmed.
Looking at the twisted carcass of what had been a stretch limo, she was amazed they all walked away from it.� Especially Logan, since the front took the most damage.
�What do you think?�� Eli asked it in a hard voice Clytie had never heard before.� He pulled out a gun to match the one that appeared in Logan�s hand.
�Half a dozen Wolves, probably armed if the rocket that took out the car is any hint.�
�Wolves?�� She asked, �How can wolves be armed?�
Eli and Logan moved so fast they were pushing her down against the rear wheel before she could glimpse what came charging out of the dark.� The guns were loud in the night, dropping two shapes mid leap.� Then it all jumbled into a nightmare as a half dozen wolves attacked.� Clytie screamed, sure she would witness the men shredded by wild animals.� Instead, one minute Eli was ripping off his clothes and the next he was a great jungle cat.� Logan changed into a black wolf.� Clytie blinked, doubting her eyesight, but the animals still fought two feet away.� If she had anywhere to go she�d run screaming, instead she tried to make herself as small possible against the rear tire.
Eli and Logan were werewolves or shape shifters or whatever they called themselves and they were fighting other shifters to protect her.� Once she made that jump, it wasn�t so far to the realization that she had just moved in with three more of them.� That she had fallen in love with one.� It was hard to wrap her brain around, but many things about Demon now made sense.� The growling, the sniffing, she placed her hand over the mark on her shoulder, the biting.� So intent on her brain numbing thoughts Clytie missed the shifter coming over the car until he landed on her.
When Logan in wolf form finally looked around, he was bloody and bruised but still standing.� He saw Eli�s jaguar form in the same abused shape, and all the attacking wolves that could still walk had long since run off.� He shifted back to two legs and watched Eli do the same.� They turned to get Clytie, wondering what the hell they were going to say.� But Clytie was gone and from the marks on the ground, she had not walked away on her own two feet.� He shifted back to his wolf needing the superior senses.� He caught Clyties scent and with a bark at Eli headed into the forest surrounding the compound.
Eli cursed his missing cell phone.� He hated wasting the valuable time to search but they were going to need backup.� He finally found it in the scraps of his jacket.� He didn�t breathe easier until he got a dial out.
�Demon.� They attacked outside the gates with a goddamn rocket launcher.� They took Clytie.�� The roar was unmistakable.
�Report.�� Mac must have picked up the phone.
Eli pulled open the trunk as he made his report.� Inside they kept a wide range of weapons, none of which were useful right here and now.� Instead, he pulled out the blanket and used it to collect wolf parts off the street.� As soon as he passed on his report and cleared out the road he dropped the phone into the battered trunk with the grisly remains and slammed it closed.� He changed back to jaguar grateful his quick healing had already closed the worst of his wounds.� He sprang after Logan on four feet.
They followed the scent until it was lost among the city smells of the busy highway then they headed back to the compound to wait for Demon and the rest.
Clytie woke up in the pitch dark.� Her head pounding and her arm stung.� She touched angry claw marks but no gushing blood when she examined it by feel.� Her dress was ripped to hell and back, she had lost her pretty shoes and she smelled bad.� So much for agonizing over what to wear for the show, she should have just gone with the jeans.� She rooted around for her purse, but all she found was the mattress she was sitting on and concrete.� She remembered the crash and the fighting.� She took a second to pray Eli and Logan had made it, then concentrated all her good wishes on herself.� She remembered something falling from above and pain.� She had no way of knowing how long she had been knocked out so she might very well be in Siberia for all she knew.
She was trying really hard not to panic when a door opened and an overhead light flipped on.� She covered her eyes against the sudden glare.� The pounding in her head got worse, even as the pounding of her heart surpassed it.� When she could see more than spots, she saw a small room with concrete floors.� Besides the naked twin mattress, the only other thing in the room was a high window too small for her to fit through.
�Do you like it?�� The man spoke from the open door drawing her eyes.� She had never seen him before.� �We weren�t expecting guests but when I saw you I had to get to know you.�� He was shorter than Demon, but then who wasn't.� He had a hard body crammed into tight black jeans and t-shirt.� Black hair cut close around the face of a fallen angel.� He had movie star good looks with perfectly symmetrical bone structure and ice blue eyes.� No matter the rest of the package, it was the eyes that told the story.� After one look, Clytie was wishing she was back in the woods with the werewolves.
�Very minimalistic.�� She did her best to fake bravado, but was sure her shaking knees would give her away.
He laughed, a harsh sound, more a bark than anything else.� He moved into the room and squatted down at the edge of the mattress.� Clytie didn�t realize she�d backed up until she hit the wall.
�Who marked you?�� He asked, reaching for her neck.� Clytie stood up nearly flying to get away from his hand.� She ran for the open door hoping to get out before he could reach her, instead another man filled the opening, and she had to stop her flight mid run.� The man now behind her laughed again as he stood up and sauntered toward her.� �What�s your hurry darlin�?� We were just getting to know each other.�� Clytie moved until she had her back against the wall again, closer to the door with both men in her sights.
�Why did you bring me here?�
�You keep bad company girlie.�� The new man at the door growled out.� He was an older man, grizzled and tough.� He reminded her of beef jerky.
�Well...� I appreciate you looking out for me.� If you call me a cab I will be more careful in the future.�� Worth a try.
The old guy growled, the young one laughed, she really hated his laugh, but neither sound was encouraging.
�What�s your name darlin�?�
�If I tell you my name will you tell me who you are and why I�m here?�
�Aah, where are my manners?� I�m Clancy.� The old man is Red and you�re here because we rescued you.�
Clancy.� Oh, Crap.� This was the family who wanted Demon dead?� �Rescued me?�
�You are what we call an innocent bystander.� We weren�t expecting to find such a sweet thing in with such bad company.� We figure you couldn�t know what kind of riff raff you were associating with so we brought you here.�
�Bunch of mongrels and outlaws.�� The old man growled out spitting to the side.� Like even saying it was dirty.
�Who exactly are you referring to?�
�Listen to that, would ya?� Talks like a real lady.� We are �exactly referring� to the gun toting bastards in the limo with you.�
�Eli and Logan?�
The old man spit again.� O.Kay...
�You saved me from Eli and Logan?�
The young one laughed again.� �Exactly.�
Whatever game they were playing she was willing to go along to a point.� As long as they were talking, they weren�t acting.� If they wanted to convince themselves she had not been on the same team as the men they�d attacked she would play along.� Anything that got her out of this room and away from mister tight pants was worth a shot.� �Well then if I can use your phone I�ll call a cab and take myself home.� I certainly appreciate the warning.� I�ll be more careful in the future about who I hire as bodyguards.�
�Bodyguards?� That would explain it except for one thing.�� He moved so fast she felt his breath on her neck before she realized he had moved.� He grabbed her arm to hold her when she would have pulled away.� He pushed her hair away from her neck trailed his hand over the bite Demon had placed there.� �You�re marked darlin�.� Now what we need to know is who you belong to.�
He pressed her close against the walls and she felt his excitement bearing down on her belly.� His smell surrounded her and though he possessed a primal scent that reminded her of Demon in a small way, she just found it pungent and unpleasant.� She wanted away from this man in the worst way.� �I don�t belong to anyone.�
He sniffed her neck directly over the bite.� �But you do.� A wolf at that.� Who you been lettin� nibble on your sweet parts darlin�?�
She tried again to move away from him but he pushed her tighter against the wall, his fingers leaving painful marks on her skin.� �You�re hurting me.�
�Not yet.�� He tightened his grip until she worried he would crush the bones in her arm.� She couldn�t hold back a yelp of pain and he laughed against her shoulder digging his hips into her stomach.� It hurt and in case she had any illusions left about what he planned, his free hand went to the hem of her skirt and started to lift it.
Her eyes filling with tears of pain and fear Clytie head butted him in the nose.� It hurt her, but not as much as it hurt him if the way he jumped back and grabbed his nose was any indication.� He cursed pushing her towards the old man so hard she hit him with a snap of her neck and bounced into the doorjamb.� Before either man got another hold, she took the chance to push her way out into the hall.� The old man grabbed at her and part of the dress shoulder ripped off into his hands along with four deep furrows of skin.� She ran, curses following her as the men tangled in their efforts to give chase.� It gave her the extra time she needed to reach another room.
She took the door at a run, slamming it behind her and locking it just before bodies crashed against it causing pictures to fall off the wall.� There was a dresser beside the door and she pushed it into place right as the door cracked along the frame.� Only when she was hit in the face with a strap did she look up and see the shotgun sitting on top of the dresser.� She grabbed for it, and backed up checking to make sure the safety was off and cocking it.� There was another crack along the doorframe as she moved to the side of the door.
A hand that looked a lot like a claw pounded through directly above the dresser and Clytie put the barrel of the shotgun right up against the wrist and pulled the trigger.� The blast sent her falling back from the recoil and for a minute, she couldn�t hear the howling.� From the sounds, there were more than the two wolves congregating in the hall.� The sliding glass doors looked like a sign from on high and with a frantic sob, she headed for sunlight.� Before she could get it open with the hand not clutched around the shotgun, the dresser, which she had needed every ounce of strength and adrenalin to move, went flying against the far wall.
She ducked down covering her head with her arms as it crashed inches away.� Clancy grabbed her by the hair, pulling her out of the room with a vicious snarl.� The shotgun went flying.� This time the hand sported claws that dug in while he dragged her down the hall.� His other hand was barely attached to his arm by a shredded wrist.� When she could see past her streaming hair and tears, she saw the hall full of werewolves, some man shaped, and some on four feet.� She would have screamed if she�d the air for it.� Clancy shoved her none too gently back into her original prison so she scraped skin on her slide to the mattress.� When she looked back at him, his face had lost much of its beauty to rage.� He staggered back into the hall clutching his damaged arm and slamming the door of her little prison.
The night she found her sister dead in that smelly hotel room had been the worst day of her life.� So far, this was a close second.� She wiped her eyes and held her knees to her chest.� She shook so badly she wondered she didn�t break apart.
She had managed to stave off rape, but for how long?� Clancy may not be in any shape with his wrist mangled but what about the others?� Eventually one of those creatures was going to try again.� Clytie prayed as hard as she had ever prayed that Eli and Logan survived the attack and Demon would find her in time.
When Clytie was calm enough to think again she sat cross-legged on the mattress and pulled her hair out of falling clips.� She held one of the steel clips in shaky palms and wondered how she could possibly make it a work for her.� It had to be the most pathetic weapon on the planet but she ground it against the concrete in the vein hope she might be able to rub it into a lethal point.� Right.� She was in so much trouble.� Demon.� Where are you?

Chapter 10

�We have him.� Stupid Bastard is using his cell phone.�� Eli pulled the laptop around to show the blip on the map.� He had jumped on the internet the minute he got to the house looking for information on Clancy.� He got lucky with the cell phone.� �He�s on the move, but as soon as he stops we�ll have him.�
Demon kept up his incessant pacing, Wolf gold eyes staring out into the world promised death.� �Where?�
�He�s close.� No more than ten minutes.�
Demon took in all the grim warriors that came to their feet.� The only ones who had stayed with the plane were Cleo and Ian, and that had been against protest.� The rest had been waiting alongside him for word since Clytie had been taken.� This was what a pack was, people who would lay down their lives to keep each other safe, not the twisted slavery that Gregory and his ilk would make it.� He only hoped he had the chance to show Clytie that Clancy and his breed were not what he was offering her.� That he could keep her safe.� Please God let him be in time to keep her safe.
Demon�s voice was a savage growl as he looked over his pack mates.� �Nobody kills Clancy but me.�
�That�s it.�� Eli said a few minutes later.� �We have him.�

When the door opened, Clytie knew her reprieve was over.� Clancy, without any of his former attempts at charm, radiated menace in nothing but a pair of unbuttoned jeans.� He might have modeled for a living with his angel face and trim body but all Clytie wanted was for him to go away again.
He held up his hand, the one she had tried to shoot off, and smiled.� �All better love.� Now I can show you what we do to little girls who don�t mind.�
Clytie swallowed hard, palming her pathetic hair clip and standing up.� If he healed a shotgun blast in only a few hours, she had no chance of hurting him with a little sharpened metal.
He came in and closed the door.� �I�m trying to decide if I want to cut your hand off before or after I have you.� What do you think?�
She sucked in a shaky breath, determined not to give him the satisfaction of her fear.� �Will what I think make a difference?�
�Maybe.� Why don�t you try asking nice?�� He pulled down his pants until his cock was revealed.� His voice lost its false cheer.� �On your knees.� You do me real nice and I might forget you tried to shoot my fucking hand off.�
No!� He was going to kill her anyway; she saw that in his eyes.� There were some things you didn�t come back from.� She�d rather fight and die than give him what he wanted.� If she got him mad enough he might even kill her quick.� You knew you were in real trouble when a quick death didn�t sound so bad.� At least she had the satisfaction of knowing Demon would kill him for this.� Cold comfort though it was.
�I doubt you would have missed that hand.� From the little I can see, and I do mean little, one is more than sufficient for the job.�
The silence was booming, then in a less than human growl he spoke.� �I�m going to eat your heart while I fuck you.�
�Can you do two things at once?� That�s not what Demon said.�
He started forward but the name halted him half lunge.
�Demon?�
�You did ask me who I belonged to.�� She glanced pointedly at his exposed dick, now deflated.� �You know he�s going to kill you right?�
�He won�t find us here, but I�ll be sure to send you back to him in pieces.� All except the heart.�� He took a flying leap forward and ripped what was left of her tattered dress completely off.� He pulled her against him.� She wanted to gag at the touch of him on her bare stomach.� He yanked off her bra bruising her in the process.
She shoved the sharpened hair clip into his neck right above his Adams apple.� He roared, throwing her away so that she slammed into the concrete floor and almost blacked out.� She was aware enough to see him yank the clip out spraying blood in a hot ark.
�You fucking bitch.�� He roared, his words garbled, either because of the damage or because he was changing into a wolf.
Clytie struggled up to her knees, the blood seeping from the cut on her head covering half her face before she made it even that far.� He grabbed her by the hair and yanked her up off the floor.� She yelped, grabbing his wrists while her head throbbed.� He was going to break her neck, all it would take was a twist of his hands, and she would be dead.� She saw the knowledge in his eyes, even as she weakly tried to knee him in the balls.
�Maybe I�ll just send him your head.�� He spat out blood with each word, but already his wound had closed.� He shifted his grip so her neck was in his grip, his face close.� He licked the blood off her cheek with a long swipe and popped his lips in appreciation.� �I bet he�ll miss you when you�re gone.�
Clytie closed her eyes and waited for the killing blow.� Instead, the sound of the door exploding had her eyes snapping open.� Demon.� The relief was instantaneous.
She wasn�t allowed to enjoy it long before Clancy jettisoned her body and she hit the wall.� The last thing she heard before she blacked out was Demons roar of rage.
As soon as Demon saw Clytie crumble to the ground he knew the fight he�d been having for control of his wolf was lost.� Bones cracked and changed, hair sprouted and he grew a foot across the shoulders shredding his clothes.� The rage of an animal whose mate had been hurt coursed through his veins and he welcomed it with a bloody vengeance.� Halfway between man and beast, he charged Clancy with claws out and teeth bared.� His jaw was still expanding when he drew first blood latching onto Clancy�s collarbone and crushing it.
Clancy fought back, teeth flashing, razor claws raking.� He swiped at Demons face trying to blind him and missed, tearing strips out of his neck and shoulder instead.� He lunged and bit at anything vulnerable but Demon was too fast.� He had open wounds bleeding out faster than his body could heal.� The fight began to take its toll.� He was slowing down.� A hardened and vicious fighter he was still no match for an enraged Demon.� When Clancy realized he was going to die, he tried to make a run for it.� Demon ripped out his spine.� Then he started on the rest.
Demon dropped down beside Clytie shaking and covered with gore, but back in his right mind.� He was afraid to touch her.� She was the only spot in the whole room not splattered with Clancy.� He wiped his hands off on the concrete as best he could then reached for her pulse, praying as he did so that her heart still beat.� She shifted and groaned and it was the sweetest sound he�d ever heard.
�Oh God, Baby.�� His voice was as shaky as his knees, but he carefully checked her over for broken bones, pulling her hair back from her face to study the cut there.� There was already a knot forming that worried him.� She still wore her panties, but nothing else.� He had almost been too late.
Ben came through the door as Demon pulled Clytie into his arms.� �I need something to cover her, and make sure the medic Lucas is sending is at the house by the time we get there.�
Ben pulled off his black top and placed it over Clytie like a blanket.� She was so small and bloody in Demons arms.� �What do you want us to do with the rest?�
Walking into the other room Demon found his team surrounding the four knocked out wolves.� It had taken maybe two minutes for his men to shoot them full of drugs and take the house.� He wanted to burn the place to the ground with them in it, but pack law was clear.
�Leave them, they can return Clancy to his father, if they can find enough pieces.� They�ll be lucky if Gregory doesn�t kill them all.�� He looked down at Clytie, the rage in his eyes simmering.� �Any other messages I�ll deliver after Clytie is taken care of.�
Clytie woke screaming.
�Baby, it�s me.� You�re safe.� Clytie you�re home.�� His words eventually registered and she stopped thrashing and fell back against the bed.� She didn�t realize she was crying until he wiped tears off her cheek.� �You�re safe baby.�� She turned her head.� Demon was kneeling beside her bed.� One of his hands brushed her hair back from her face, the other held her cheek, his thumb brushing tears away as they fell.� She swallowed, her eyes closed with the effort.� Her head, a dull ache, throbbed when she tried to shift.� �Clancy?�
His eyes glowed a wolf gold, his jaw grinding tight before he answered.� �He won�t bother anyone again.�
She grabbed the hand he caressed over her face.� �He heals.�� She warned.� �I shot him and stabbed my hair clip through his neck, he heals.� Fast.�
�Not from this.�
�Demon, his hand was almost all the way off and he healed in a few hours.�� She knew she sounded paranoid but she couldn�t help it.� Clancy had become a nightmare she would relive every time she closed her eyes.
�Baby, there wasn�t enough left of him to fill a shoe box.� He�s gone.� He can�t hurt you any more.�
Clytie was not ready to deal with how Demon had accomplished that.� She needed to think of something else, and getting clean became a necessity.� Someone had wiped her down, the blood was gone, but she needed a thorough scrub before she would feel close to human again.� �I want a shower.�
Demon stood, pulling her covers back, he helped her to her feet.� She paused holding the mattress until her dizziness passed and the pounding in her head was bearable.� Someone, she assumed Demon, had dressed her in one of her few long nightgowns.� It seemed strange to be wearing a picture of a cartoon dog when she felt so used up.� Demon tried to lead her into the bathroom but she shook his hand off.� �I can do it myself.�
�Baby, you can barely stand.� The Doctor said you have a mild concussion.� You could fall in the shower.�
She stepped away from the bed.� When he reached out again she pushed him away once more.� �I said I want to do it myself.�
�Damn it Clytie let me help you!�
She moved toward the bathroom steadily, her voice shaky.� �If I need help I�ll ask for it.� Right now I need a few minutes to myself to think.�
�And I need to make sure you�re all right!�
She turned at the bathroom door, Demon crowding close behind her.� �I�m not all right.� I was kidnapped, beat, almost raped, and very nearly killed by an insane werewolf, oh yeah and my lover and all his friends probably turn into the same kind of monster and never told me.
I need a shower and time to process.� Tomorrow can be about what you need.� Right now I'm taking me time!�� She slammed the door in his face and locked it.
�Fuck!� Demon roared, feeling as helpless now as when she was in danger and he couldn�t find her.
Clytie heard the roar and cringed but she didn�t relent.� She didn�t have it in her right now.� Instead she turned on the shower as hot as it would go and used a full bar of soap to clean off the invisible filth that covered her.
By the time she left the shower, the water was cold and she'd shampooed her hair three times, scrubbed her body raw, and cried the whole time.� When she left the bathroom sometime later, her hair was blow-dried and her head felt like someone was using it for an anvil.
Demon was still in the bedroom but he kept his distance.� He sat in the chair in the farthest corner from the bed.� He had closed the curtains and there was a pile of sheets beside him so he must have freshened the bed.
When she looked, she found her favorite pair of pajamas across the foot with soft cotton panties in navy blue.� Tylenol and a glass of water sat on the nightstand.� His eyes followed her painful process until she had dressed, taken the painkillers, and climbed back in the bed.� He stood as soon as she was settled, turning off the lamp and heading for the door.
�Demon.�� He paused out in the hall with the door almost closed.
�Yeah Baby?�� The tenderness in his voice made Clyties raw eyes tear up again.
�Thank you for rescuing me.�� She hugged a pillow to her chest.� �He would have killed me if you hadn�t shown up when you did.�
He came back into the room and knelt down on the floor until they were back where they started before her shower.� �I know I fucked up Baby.� I fucked up and you were hurt, nearly killed.� You were kidnapped by the bottom feeders of the shifter world, nearly raped by that piece of shit Clancy and now you probably want to get away from me and mine as fast as you can sprint out of here.�� He swallowed hard, pain graphic on his face.� �I won�t keep you Clytie, not if you want to go.� Just get well first, that�s all I ask.� Give me a little time to make you safe.� Then we�ll move you back into your place and you won�t ever have to see me again.�
She studied his face, with all that had happened the man she loved was still there.� Brutal scar and howling wolf tattoo included.� He had a healing claw mark down the side of his neck directly over his wolf that he must have received saving her life.� She reached over and petted her hand down his scarred face.� �Can you do something for me Demon, well three things really?�
He braced himself thinking she was going to evict him summarily, but he gave the only answer he could.� �Anything.�
�In a month or two when this whole incident is behind us will you change for me?� I bet you make a beautiful wolf.�
Demon forgot to breathe; afraid he would do something unmanly like burst into tears.� He held her hand against his scarred face then kissed her palm.� �I can do that.� What else?�
�You can stop blaming yourself for the actions of a psychotic rapist.� You tried to keep me safe, and you rescued me when I needed it.� You came for me.� You killed that bastard.�� She leaned forward to place a soft kiss on his scarred cheek, her harsh tone at odds with the softness of her touch.� �I knew you would.�
He closed his eyes briefly then with a deep exhale he leaned in to kiss the bruises on her forearm.� �I�d kill him again if I could.� Forgiving myself for letting you be hurt is harder.� It might take a few years.� What else?�
�I need you to hold me.�� Her voice broke under her emotions.� �I�ve had a rough couple of days.� I want to sleep without nightmares.� I think I�ll feel safe enough to sleep if you�re with me.�
This time Demon couldn�t stop the tears as he climbed into bed.� Careful not to jar her he spooned up behind her until he could bury his face in her shoulder and breathe her in.� �Go to sleep baby, I�ll be right here.�
�You promise?�
�You had your chance to get rid of me.� You blew it.� Now you�re stuck with me.�
Clytie pulled his arms in closer hugging them to her chest and drifting off with a sigh.� �Good.�

Epilogue

������������� The champagne glasses tinkled throughout the room, people milling, murmuring in soft voices.� Clyties art was hanging in strategic spots to catch beams of light from different angles.� The white walls and specially prepared lights made the translucent wax glow from the inside out.� Demon had been dragged off by Ben and Mac at Marion's request.� The Art Director seemed to think the clients would be more likely to approach the Artist if a seven-foot tall crazy man wasn�t giving them the evil eye and growling at any male that came within three feet of her.� So Clytie was standing alone in a little black dress Demon had threatened to rip off her later.� She stood beside the only piece of art in the room that was not for sale and answered questions on technique and the properties of wax whenever anyone stopped to talk.
When she had worked �Wolf Dreams� from the wax that first day she had been thinking of Demon and his wolf tattoo.� It was supposed to be symbolic.� Of course, now that she had seen Demon shift to his beautiful black wolf it became more a private irony.� Every one of his pack mates had tried to buy it, and it had become a private war between them to bid for it whenever they saw Clytie.
Lucas Gibbs, the scary man who ran a handful of security companies including Demons didn�t bother with the competition.� He just told Clytie he would meet any price she cared to throw out there.� Good to know.
�That�s it.�� Marion gleefully announced as she danced up to Clytie.� �Everything is officially sold.�
Clytie blinked, �You are kidding?�
She was practically rubbing her hands in happy greed.� �We even had a bidding war over your �Cerulean Seas� but that ended right quick when a patron, who wishes to remain anonymous, tripled the price and paid in cash.�
�Marion did you invite Wise guys to my show?�
Marion snorted out a laugh.� �Don�t look at me.� Quite a few of the people buying came with you.�
Oh, no.� If Demon had goosed the guys to buy my art, I will kill him.
�Your lovely friend Mr. Gibbs bought three pieces for his office and has requested first look on anything you produce in the future.�� Marion flicked away an imaginary tear.� �I�d like to have his babies.�� Marion was a spry fifty-four and about to celebrate her twenty-fifth wedding anniversary.
Clytie was still laughing when she saw Sarah across the room.� It made her catch her breath.� �Excuse me Marion I see my sister.�
�No problem, I�m just going to go count my money while I cackle like Ebenezer Scrooge.�
�Sarah?�� Her sister looked good in a peach silk sheath dress, her auburn hair up in a sedate twist.
She looked overwhelmed when she turned to face Clytie.� �I can�t believe this is all your work.� It�s stunning.�
That made Clytie sad.� �I�ve shown you my work before.�
�Yes but it didn�t look like this.�
It looked exactly like this.� Some of the pieces Sarah was ogling were the same ones Clytie had tried to share with her sister before she realized Sarah had no interest in her work.
�I mean, Jordan tried to tell me after she went to your first showing but I thought she was exaggerating.�� Sarah took a deep breath and turned back to Clytie.� �I owe you an apology.� I should not have belittled your art.�
Clytie waited but Sarah was finished.� No apology for the way she treated Demon?� Or how about when she called Clytie a slut and told her, she was throwing her life away?
She wanted to cry, but instead she faked a smile, �I�m glad you came.�� She pointed out the buffet table.� �Jordan and Boone are at the troth.� You should get some food before there isn�t anything left.�� Between the teenagers and the shape-shifters, prowling the room it was not an exaggeration.
�They�re here?� Sarah narrowed her eyes �They told me they were going to the movies.�� She was getting ready to march over there when Clytie spoke fast.
�They probably are.� They said they were just stopping by for a minute.�� She gave her a hug.� �Make sure you have some champagne.�
Watching Sarah walk away, she knew it was never going to be the same between them.� Something had been broken and it just wasn�t fixable.� It made her feel lonely.
Strong arms circled her from behind, and a nose nuzzled into her hair.� Clytie smiled.� Well Demon took care of that funk.� Lord the man made her happy.� �You better stop that my boyfriends going to get jealous.�
Demon squeezed her a shade too hard making her giggle.� �Very funny.�
Clytie turned in his arms to face him.� She had to crane her neck to glare into his eyes.� �Please tell me you didn�t put your friends up to buying my art.�
�Put them up to it?�� He growled looking aggrieved.� �They�re like locusts stripping the walls before I can get to it.� Do you have any idea how much I offered for �Cerulean Seas?�� He cuddled her closer even while he still mumbled to himself in disgust.� �Tricky Damn Cat.�
Clytie realized her mouth was hanging open and snapped it shut.� �Marion said the buyer was anonymous.�
Demon snorted.� �Thinks he�s being clever.� But that particular move has Eli written all over it.�
�Demon, you do know that all you have to do is tell me you want something and it�s yours.�
�Bullshit.� I told you I wanted to buy �Wolf Dreams� and you turned me down.�
She rolled her eyes.� �Because you wanted to buy it.� I�m saving it for your birthday present.� It�s going to be a surprise.�� She patted his arm.� �Don�t forget to be amazed.�
�You�re giving it to me?�� He looked flabbergasted.� �For my Birthday?�
�Yep, I asked Ben and he said it�s next month so all the guys are going to come for a barbecue.� I know how you guys like any excuse to eat red meat.�
Emotions crowded around his eyes until one beat out the rest.� Clytie felt her pussy heat beneath that look and had about a second to think Uh-Oh before Demon pulled her out of the room past all their guests and pushed her up against the wall in the empty vestibule.
He palmed her ass and pulled her up within easy reach.� She was wrapping her legs around his waist before it occurred to her how inappropriate this was.
�Demon, I don�t think...�� But his mouth was on hers and like every other time he touched her she lost her mind.
�They�re at it again.�� Ben said when he walked out and saw Demon kissing Clytie against a wall.
Mac leaned against the doorjamb beside him sipping his champagne and enjoying the view.� �Apparently.�
�You think they�d want to know that Marion�s looking to toast her artist?�
�Would you?�
Ben was quiet a full minute, his head tilting to the side as he watched Demon and Clytie devour each other.� �I�ll tell Marion to forget the toast.�
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