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Chapter One

 


Wren decided running was bad with a
capital “B”. Well, maybe not the running per se, but the reason
behind it all was definitely on the fuck-me-in-a-bad-way
train.

Plus, she’d gone crazy. Totally
bat-shit, straight-jacket-and-a-padded-room nutso.

She knew walking had been a mistake.
Huge. Gargantuan even. Sure, that morning she’d been filled with
optimism. The first day on the way to a new Wren. Or, at least, a
healthier version of her.

If she was honest, she kinda dug her
curves. It was just the out-of-breath while trudging up stairs part
that she had been getting tired of.

So she’d walked the ten blocks to
work, sneakers on her feet and heels in her bag, optimism filling
her from her big (non-implant) breast-eses down to her Kim
Kardashian-esque badunk-a-dunk. Now, thirteen hours later at the
end of her workday, she realized that had been a mistake. The
streets along her route were lit by smatterings of lights and felt
way too empty. Way.

Then, her world took a nose dive.
Three blocks from her office she passed a dark alley, one of the
many lining the street, and a bright flash of blue caught her
attention. Showing more stupidity than sense, Wren paused at the
mouth of the darkened space, squinting into the gloom.

The blue was followed by a sparkle of
pink, then another in orange and yet another in neon yellow. That
was followed by moans. A groan.

“Help me…” The voice was
soft, definitely feminine, and growing weaker by the second.
“Please…” Those lights swirled round and round, darting and
splitting the blackness. God, it was probably a bunch of club
kiddies with those stupid glow lights attacking some woman.
“No…”

“Shitshitshit…” Wren dug in
her purse and snagged her cell phone, poking at the touch screen,
jabbing the surface and waiting for it to respond. It didn’t, of
course. Because she never charged the fucking thing.

Okay, she could bluff her way through
this. Totally.

“Hey!” She took a step into
the pitch black alley. “Leave her alone! I’m calling the police!”
She waved her phone in the air and took another step. Wren slipped
her purse from her shoulder and gripped the straps. She could swing
it around and get at least two of the woman’s attackers. She
carried all but the kitchen sink in her bag and it was hella heavy.
“I mean it, assholes!”

The swirl of the lights stuttered,
came together and gathered into a large multi-colored ball. And, oh
crap, there were a lot of them.

An eerie quiet descended; even the
gentle wind had stilled. Wren’s heart thumped double-time as
adrenaline poured into her veins.

Then, those sparkles surged forward,
racing from the end of the alley and right at her, rushing over the
ground. And, fuck-tastic-ness, she didn’t hear a single footstep
keeping time with the rapid approach of the lights.

Wren did the only thing she could
think of. She ran. Spinning on her sneaker-clad heels, she dashed
back the way she’d come and burst onto the sidewalk. She’d send
someone back for the woman. Just as soon as she regained her
sanity.

Her fat jiggled, breasts bouncing as
she raced down the street, breath coming in great huffing puffs.
One foot in front of the other, she ran as fast as her short legs
could carry her. Damn her parents. Couldn’t they have been taller
so that she would have been blessed with a longer
stride?

A grating buzz crept upon her and she
spared a glance over her shoulder. That was a mistake. Those lights
definitely didn’t have a single club kiddie among them. No. The
closer they came, the more detail she could make out.

Fairies. She was being chased by
multi-colored, snarling, big-toothed fairies.

Oh, god. Fairies were supposed to be
nice. Hadn’t they heard of Tinkerbell?

Growls seemed to surround her and she
could feel the rhythmic beat of rushing air upon her back, small
hands snatching at her hair as she ran. A sting of pain scratched
at her neck and she cried out at the slicing hurt. Then another.
And another.

Those lights washed over her then,
surrounded her, and she batted at them as best she could, pushing
the fairies from her face. God, how far had she run?

The little flying balls of evil
grasped her arms, sunk their tiny teeth into her skin and she
screamed again. They were everywhere, flashes of blue, pink, orange
and yellow wrapped around her in a buzzing¸ pain-filled
cloud.

She hadn’t realized she’d stopped
until a large, cool hand enclosed around her arm and yanked her
into an alley, the pitch-black air swallowing her.

A deep snarl enveloped Wren, wrapped
around her like a comforting blanket.

How fucked was it that she was soothed
by a snarl?

A large body stood before her. Wide
shoulders covered in barely contained muscles blocked out the
swirling lights that had surrounded her only moments before. Thank
god, she’d found someone who was able to banish the
hallucination.

Warm wetness slithered down her arms
and she glanced at her body…blood, the red, viscous, life giving
fluid flowed from dozens of suspiciously rounded wounds. She rubbed
her face and winced at the ache that flared to life and the need to
faint washed over her at what covered her fingers.

More blood.

A roar snatched her attention from her
body, the sound followed by a flaring white light that blinded her
for the briefest of moments and then blackness swallowed her
whole.

For real this time. Because, well, she
passed the fuck out.

*

Griffin Linch, vampire and Knight
Protector, grunted when the woman behind him slumped against his
back. He ignored the lush curves that conformed to his body. The
scent of her poison-tainted blood wafted over him and he fought to
keep his fangs from bursting through his gums. He wouldn’t sample
her, wouldn’t savor the promising taste of her as she poured across
his tongue.

Fuck-fuck-fuck. Just imagining her
life-giving fluid filling him had his cock hardening in his
leathers. Her scent tantalized him, rose above the stench of
garbage, pixie remains, and their poison, to reach deep into him.
The hints of wildflowers and sunshine covered him, surrounded him
in their comforting embrace.

He was so fucked.

As the last of the pixies turned to
ash, their human blood-filled bodies unable to withstand the burst
of dragon’s fire from his amulet, the body against him shifted. He
felt the woman he craved slide and he spun to catch her, cradling
her Rubenesque form against his chest.

The pale light of the street lamp
danced across her features to reveal her fiery hair, a pert nose
and plump lips that he ached to taste. Her body felt perfect
against him, as if she were made for him and him alone. He was
desperate to strip her bare, discover her secrets and worship her
body. His fangs ached, the desire to nibble her from head to toe
nearly overwhelming.

It shouldn’t be this way. Griffin had
met his fair share of beautiful women, tasted them even, but those
feelings were nothing compared to the lovely in his
arms.

She moaned and twitched, jerked
against his hold and he could sense the pixie’s poison digging
deeper into her. Bites from the bastards peppered her face and
neck, covered her exposed chest and lingered on her arms. A growl
built from within, and the need to bring the creatures back just to
kill them again coursed through his veins.

The woman’s muscles spasmed and
tightened beneath his hold.

Damn it.

He wasn’t supposed to be doing this.
The laws of the Knight Protectors forbade getting involved in the
balance between life and death. They had one job: protect the city
from the Broken, those that had strayed from the path, ignoring the
laws that governed their particular species. Period. If a human
managed to live through an encounter with a Broken, the protectors
were authorized to glamour those unfortunates into forgetting
everything they’d seen. But truly saving a life, snatching them
from death’s clutches, went against every decree he’d sworn to
uphold centuries ago.

And for the first time in his life he
was ready to push those laws to their breaking point.

Tightening his grip on the injured
woman, Griffin pulled his cell phone from his pocket and placed his
thumb on the screen, waiting as it verified his identity and
granted him access to its contents. Pressing a single number, he
waited for the call to be answered.

“Go.” The deep voice of his
fellow Protector boomed into the night.

“Need an alley pickup
between 6th and Lawrence. There’s blood in the wind, so I’m
guessing we also need a cleanup six blocks south or so.”

“Done.” The phone quieted
with that single word and he knew that one of the other vamps in
the Ring would come for him. Out of the ten other vamps, including
their Sovereign, there had to be someone available. Hell, he’d even
take a Novice in training.

Griffin kept his hold tight on the
female as he reached down and snatched her discarded purse,
grasping it firmly in his hand. He scooped her into his arms and
stepped to lean against the stone wall of the alley, holding her
insignificant weight with ease.

The woman whimpered and twitched, lids
fluttering and he got a fleeting glimpse of her sparkling green
eyes. The wounds peppering her skin no longer bled the bright red
of pure blood. No, the burgundy hue had changed to a near-black,
proof of the poison pounding through her system.

That damned ride needed to
arrive.

No sooner had the thought entered his
mind that one of the Protector’s SUVs pulled up to the curb. With a
glance down the street, Griffin strode to the vehicle, wrenched the
back door open and piled inside with his slight burden.

“Drive.” His voice held a
hint of his inner demon, the woman’s presence having brought him to
his basest needs.

“Griff? What the fuck,
man?”

“To my home, Simond. Now.”
The other vamp, another Protector, did as he asked, shooting
Griffin a glare before turning around and getting their truck on
the move.

In relative safety, Griffin did what
he’d been aching to do since the first glimpse of the woman. He
pulled her into his lap, cuddling her close as he bared his fangs
and slid them into the vulnerable skin at her neck. The stranger
twitched and fought against him, her weak movements no challenge
against his strength. He pulled at the wound, suckled the holes
he’d created. The acidic tang of the pixie’s blood flowed over his
tongue and he fought to keep his mouth in place. Pure, the poison
would have killed him, but diluted by her life-giving fluid, it
simply decimated his palate.

The enzymes in his saliva would help
what was to come. She needed this. Blood for blood and
she’d…

“Griffin?” Simond’s voice
was censuring, a warning clear in his tone.

Another suckle at the slices in her
skin and he released her, baring his fangs at his friend and
brother Protector. “Mine.”

Ignoring the shock that crossed
Simond’s features, he tore at his wrist and made a fist, releasing
and tightening until blood pooled along his pale skin. He pressed
the wound to this stranger’s mouth, this woman who called to him
like no one else in over three hundred years.

“Drink.” Her head tossed
from side to side, eyelids lifting and falling, but refusing to
remain open as she attempting to fight him. He tightened his grip,
forcing his wrist snug against her lips. “Drink.”

Those plump lips shifted against his
cool skin, her heat searing him as her tongue lapped at the tear in
his wrist. She suckled and then moaned, flexible muscle going back
for more and more of his blood, the fluid that would save her
life…and tie them together for eternity. He’d be able to find her
anywhere now.

With every draw, his cock hardened
further beneath her, throbbing and silently demanding to be
sheathed in her warm, wet heat. Perverted fuck that he was, his
brain agreed.

Her wounds healed before his eyes, her
body purging the last of the poison before sealing every nick and
scratch caused by the pixies. And still she drank. The healthy
flush of life imbued her cheeks and her labored breathing
eased.

Those green orbs were revealed once
again, new life shining in their depths. And then they drifted
closed as she fell into a natural sleep.

Part of him worried over how much she
took, but the primal part of him that lay just beneath the thin
veneer of humanity relished the ability to heal his
mate.

Fuck, fuck and fuck again.

With a final sigh, she released his
wrist and he brought it to his mouth, sealing the tear with a
single swipe of his tongue.

“What. The. Fuck, man?”
Simond’s voice yanked him from his mate.

“She’s mine,
Simond.”

“Dude. I’m all for doing
the dirty with humans. Hell, they’re even a nice snack now and
again. But, that was not a snack. That was a fucking buffet and it was the
wrong one of ya doin’ the buffet-ing.”

Griffin bared his fangs at his friend,
snarls and growls filling the dark interior of the car.

“Okay, man, okay. Don’t
getcha panties in a bunch. I’m just sayin’ that Carac’s gonna hear
about this and—”

Carac, their Sovereign, the Master
vampire that held them together, guided them as they protected the
city. Elder and more powerful than all the city’s Protectors
combined, he was judge, jury and executioner for all Others in
Atlanta. And he wouldn’t be surprised if the vampire came after him
for the night’s events.

“Don’t. Give me until
daybreak, Simond and I’ll release her. I vow it.” Griffin stroked
her rosy cheek with a single finger, traced the slope of her nose
and the outline of her tempting lips.

“It’s the first exchange,
Griff.”

“I know.” His cock throbbed
at the thought of doing another…then going further and completing
their bond with a third. Thrice
bound…

But it was impossible. He would have
this tempting siren out of his system come morning.

He had no other choice.


Chapter Two

 


Wren was slow to wake, mind pushing
through the cotton and syrup that seemed to surround her head as
she was thrust from unconsciousness. Memories, vivid and
disturbing, assaulted her…fairy light flying things…fluttering
wings…fierce, man-eating, what-the-fuck teeth!

And a savior… God, even as she’d been
bleeding in a disgusting alley, she couldn’t forget the mountain of
a man. He’d saved her, cradled and protected her from what was
probably her own fucked up mind.

And hot. At least, her fuzzy memory
thought he was hot. He’d had short, dark hair, slightly long on
top, but just enough to grab when he was between her… Ahem. Anyway.
He’d had a strong jaw, kissable (not that she knew for sure) lips
and eyes that seemed to glow in the darkness that had surrounded
them. He’d been snarling and gruff, but gentle as he’d held her
close to him.

Wren really hoped he hadn’t been a
delusion, too. That would suck.

Pulling at her eyelids, she forced her
eyes open, the feeling of sand grating over the sensitive tissues
bringing tears forward. Rolling her head to the side, she looked
for the clock that sat on her bedside table, only to find it…gone.
Of course, her bedside table wasn’t there, either. It’d been
replaced by some gold-gilded, frou-frou furniture that looked like
it belonged in Buckingham Palace. Last time she’d checked, she
lived in a tiny studio apartment with second-hand
furniture.

Another shift of muscles and she was
looking to her right. Huh. There was a matching table
there.

Lovely.

Groaning, she rose to her elbow, skin
pulling and stretching, as if she no longer fit inside herself. A
glance around the room reveled that Dorothy was not in Kansas and
Wren had truly jumped off the deep end. Plus, she was naked beneath
the thin sheet that covered her.

The soft click of the door drew her
attention and she watched as her super-hunk came through the
portal, a tray of what she assumed was food balancing on one hand.
A wide smile graced his features and her heart tripped, beat
thumping in an uneven rhythm.

He was more beautiful than she’d
imagined. His shoulders were wide, nearly as wide as the doorway,
and his added height made him intimidating. Yet she sensed a hidden
kindness in him. His eyes didn’t glow as she’d thought, but were an
ice-like blue. She had no doubt that his stare could shift from
tender to fierce in an instant, melting or freezing his target
between one blink and the next. His lips were just as tempting as
she recalled.

Wren’s naughty bits responded to his
presence, body growing slick, lower lips heavy and aching with
desire for this man.

She really wanted to stick with this
delusion for a while. Otherwise, in real life, she was just some
post-attack chick who was suddenly hot for a stranger. And wasn’t
that just fucked?

“You’re awake. Good.” His
voice rolled over her, imbued her with a sense of calm and safety,
cradling her in his warmth just as before.

He strode toward her and laid the tray
on the nearby table before settling on the bed beside her. His
scent surrounded her and she inhaled deeply, savoring the hints of
musk and something more that seemed to permeate the air. It called
to her, beckoned her to come closer and roll in his
flavors.

This wasn’t her. Well, it was her,
just not her-her. Her body ached, not from pain any longer, but
pure attraction and need. Her pussy clenched, nipples hardening and
suddenly she had a singular thought.

Him. In her. Now. Was that three
thoughts?

Wren licked her lips and watched his
as his gaze followed the movement of her tongue.

“I am.” She purred. And
Wren was not a purr-er by nature. Ever. Not once. Well, not before
him, anyway.

Weird.

He reached out and brushed away a
strand of hair before tracing the shape of her face. A single, cool
finger slid over her skin, along her cheek to her chin and then
stroked her lower lip. She flicked her tongue out and lapped at the
digit, the coolness of his skin the only thing that yanked her from
her arousal’s control.

“You’re frozen.” She pulled
away from his touch. It was summer, so it wasn’t like the guy had
been out in the snow and suddenly stroked her with chilled hands.
Nope, only one thing she knew of that had a seriously icy body
temp.

“Are you…” What the hell
did they call themselves again? Vamps? Blood suckers? Undead? Or
were they never dead? Gah, she couldn’t ever keep up with all the
politically correct terms for Others.

“A vampire? Yes.” His
smiled turned to a smirk. “Unless you know of something else that
could have saved you from the pixies.” He reached up and traced her
collarbone.

“Pixies?” A shudder
traveled through her, starting at her toes, pausing at her pussy
and then on to her head, stopping at her nipples for an invisible
tweak. His cool touch sent a spear of desire strait to her core as
if it were his fingers playing between her thighs, stroking her
inner walls. “P-pixies aren’t real… There are shifters and there
are vamps. That’s it.”

This man, this stranger, leaned
forward, brought his lips close until barely a hair’s breadth
separated them. “No? If I am real sweet Wren, why wouldn’t there be
others?”

She whimpered, his scent surrounding
her, taunting her with what could be. She didn’t know what
controlled her, what imaginary sex demon had taken over her body,
but she wanted him. She craved his possession like her next breath
and would do anything to have him buried deep in her
pussy.

Again, wasn’t that fucked?

Wren kept her gaze focused on him, on
his pale blue eyes, and watched as they darkened beneath her
scrutiny. He breathed into her, around her, and she inhaled his
essence with every rise of her chest.

A brief sting flicked her lower lip
and then his tongue was there, soothing the ache. “You’re
delicious, Wren. My little bird.”

“H-how do you know my
name?” She needed to stay coherent. His very presence was
distracting her from the fucked-upped-ness of the situation. “Who
are you? Why am I here? Pixies?”

She was still stuck on the pixies
thing. If they existed (and she still wasn’t convinced they were
real) weren’t they supposed to be all friendly like fairies and
Tinkerbell? Who’d ever heard of evil, cute flying
things?

“Your wallet.” Another nip.
“Griffin.” A gentle lick and she shivered. “Because I want you
here.” A scrape of his fang on her jaw. “And, yes,
pixies.”

Griffin, his name was
Griffin.

And the sinfully sexy Griffin
continued his journey south, nuzzling her neck and nibbling her
vulnerable skin. Arousal and fear warred within her as his mouth
moved over her, tongue tracing the contours of her body.

Goosebumps followed in his wake and he
continued his travels, dipping lower and trailing over the mounds
of her breasts.

Wren sifted her fingers through his
hair and fisted the strands, stilling his progress. “Wait. This
isn’t right…it’s not…I don’t…”

Griffin licked her skin then blew cool
air over the damp surface. “What isn’t right, little bird?” His
hands came into play then, cupping the fullness of her breasts,
thumbs tracing her nipples. “This? It feels good, doesn’t it? Don’t
you want me to make you feel good?”

“But…” He pinched her hard
nubs between thumb and forefinger, plucking the flesh in time with
his licks over his chest. “Why am I acting this way?”

“Let me have you, sweet
Wren.” His voice was a whisper and she barely heard him over her
panting breaths.

Wren wanted him to have her, to
fulfill the promises he was making with his talented hands, his
sensuous lips. “This isn’t me.”

“I healed you little bird.
You were wounded by the pixies and I gave you my blood to save you
from their poison.”

He kneaded her breasts and she
squirmed, body growing hotter with every moment that passed. No,
not just her body, his as well. As if the seductive vampire
absorbed her heat and increased their shared warmth.

“That’s why I want
you?”

Griffin raised his head,
brushing his lips—his warm
lips—across hers in a gentle caress.
“Perhaps.”

“And that’s why you want
me?”

He kissed her harder then, tongue
delving between her lips and sweeping into her mouth. Hard and
fast, he attacked her then disappeared as quickly as he’d
pounced.

“No, sweet Wren. I want you
because you’re a lush beauty, pure and shining in my dark world.
You’re a beacon, little bird. My very own bird of fire. Now shhh…
Let me come to you.”

Wren let go. Fuck it. If her delusion
had been real and not, well, a delusion, she truly had been injured
badly, blood trailing over her face and down her arms. She did
vaguely remember him caring for her in the alley, a flash of fangs
as she drifted in and out of consciousness…a cut lip…teeth buried
in her neck…

Tomorrow, she’d blame the blood for
her slutastic behavior. Tomorrow.

“Yes.” She flicked her
tongue out and stole her first taste of him. Sweet, coppery mint
exploded across her taste buds and she moaned against his mouth,
delved deeper for more. She remembered the flavor of him and how
delicious it’d been when he’d slid his teeth into her
neck.

Griffin returned her gentle assault,
twining his tongue with hers. She stroked and tasted, sought out
more of his cooled essence.

Restless, she let her hands wander,
slide over the soft fabric covering him, tugging and pulling at his
clothing until the vampire broke their kiss. “Easy, Wren. Let me
help.”

Whimpering at his absence, she watched
as he drew his shirt over his head then stood and divested himself
of his pants, leaving him gloriously naked.

Really. Glorious. Or, O-M-G-hawtness.
Both worked.

Wren licked her lips, mind whirling
with ideas of what she could do to, and with, the man before her.
She wanted to trace each of his muscles with her tongue, lap at the
delicious lines at his hips and suck his cock into her mouth until
he came.

Only, she didn’t get the
chance.

Nope. With her mind focused on what
she’d like to do, Griffin went into action. The sheet covering her
body was whipped aside, baring her to the cool room.

No. Bad vamp.

Squealing, she plastered her hands on
her body, unsure of what she’d like to cover first. She loved her
body. Okay, she loved parts of her body. The parts covered with
clothes, sucked in and tucked in spandex-y fabric so that her waist
dipped in and breasts were pushed high. She had it, so she flaunted
it. Very, very carefully and on her terms.

The ice blue of Griffin’s eyes bled to
red and she watched the rapid rise and fall of his chest as he
fought for breath. Further perusal of his body revealed his cock,
thick and standing proud against his abdomen, ready for her. A tiny
pearl of pre-cum decorated the tip and she ached to taste him,
wondering if his cum would be as delicious as his mouth. Her pussy
released a bit more of her cream, aching and begging for a touch, a
stroke, anything, as she stared at him.

A growl grabbed her attention and she
returned her gaze to his face, noting the changes. His fangs were
long and flashing in the light, eyes a shining red and part of her
knew that he was a bloodsucker on the edge.

Wren reached for that tantalizing
dick, only to have her hand brushed aside.

“No, little bird. I’ll have
my taste first.”

Okay…a bit-o-blood and a lotta
boinking. She was down with that.

Only…only when Griffin came at her, he
didn’t sink those sharp teeth into her neck. No, he eased between
her thighs, spreading them wide, exposing her pink bits to his
gaze.

Thank God she’d gotten waxed last
week.

Wren rose to her elbows, propping up
her body so she could watch the fierce vamp. She wasn’t sure if
fangs on girly parts were a good thing.

But that’s not what he did.

A single finger stroked the seam of
her sex lips, sliding along the aroused skin, tracing the line that
hid her heat.

“Look at how pink you are.
You’re slick and ready for me, aren’t you?”

Her nipples hardened, clit twitching
within her folds with that delicate touch.

“Yes, I think you are.”
Griffin stroked deeper, finger slipping along her
wetness.

The vamp went further, skimming her
hidden nub and yanking a moan from deep within her chest.
“Griffin.”

He repeated the caress, increasing his
pressure with the next pass. Then again.

She rocked her hips, matching his
movements, searching out even more pleasure with his every
touch.

“How beautiful you are. How
slick and ready for me.”

Beneath her gaze, his position shifted
until he lay prone between her thighs, mouth (and seriously sharp
teeth) inches from her pussy.

“Griffin…” Wren tensed and
flexed the muscles in her legs, fighting against his presence
between her thighs. She craved the vamp like her next breath, but
she valued her vajayjay even more.

“Only pleasure, little
bird.”

Taking him at his word, she relaxed
and waited for his next move.

She didn’t have to wait
long.

With gentle touches, Griffin separated
her lower lips, exposing her soaked flesh to the cool room, and she
couldn’t fight the shiver that fluttered through her. Which earned
her a wicked smile from the vamp.

“I’ll warm you up.” He gave
her a wink, then leaned forward and flicked his tongue against her
needy clit.

Wren hissed and twitched. Griffin
repeated the teasing caress, tongue lapping at her bundle of
nerves. Slivers of arousal grew, increasing with each subsequent
touch. Again and again he returned, stoking the fires of her need.
But it still wasn’t enough.

As if sensing her desires, he wrapped
his lips around the source of her pleasure, sucking and lapping at
the tiny bit of flesh.

“Griffin. Yes. Need.”
Sentences had abandoned her.

He moaned against her, one of his
hands disappearing from sight only to have talented fingers tease
her opening. Those lovely digits traced her hole, large circles
growing smaller and smaller with every revolution until they
tormented the very center of her.

“Fuck.” She rocked against
him, begging for his penetration.

But still he teased. Just a hint of
his finger, a mere inch, and then it disappeared. Soft, shallow
thrusts tormented her. With every dip inside, her pussy clenched
and pulsed, clit twitching between his lips.

Unbidden, she reached down and fisted
his strands. “Griffin. Damn it.”

A chuckle was his only response, but
he was a good little vamp lover and returned to his frustrating
actions.

Griffin fluttered his tongue over her
aching clit, increasing his suction, and then he slid a single
digit into her waiting pussy.

“Fuuuccckkk.” She arched
her back, shoving her hips forward.

He withdrew that finger, but replaced
it with two, giving her a gentle stretch of her sheath.

“Yes,” she hissed.
“More.”

The vamp moaned against her flesh and
did as she asked, replacing two with three, and a deeper burn
wrapped around her pussy. He took his time, sliding in and out of
her cunt, easy thrusts that she matched without
hesitation.

Griffin moved with her, taking and
giving with every shift of muscle, digits stroking her walls and
fanning her arousal.

Wren’s nipples were hardened nubs,
begging for a touch and she obliged. Slumping against the mattress,
she let her eyes drift closed and brought her free hand to her
breast. She kneaded and caressed the plump mound, not fighting the
shivers of pleasure that danced through her body.

She kept her fingers buried in
Griffin’s locks, used the hold to direct his attentions. Hell, who
was she kidding, she couldn’t move the vamp unless he allowed it
and she was glad he was so accommodating.

Griffin’s pace increased in gradual
increments, fingers upping their speed, tongue moving that much
faster as he pleasured her. Wren teased her nipple, plucking the
nub and pinching the flesh to add a tiny snippet of pain to the
ecstasy that he gave her.

“Griffin.” She choked out
the word, fighting past her growing bliss. The need for him
overwhelmed her, snagged control of her body and tossed it
aside.

The vampire added to his tempo once
again, fingers curling within her pussy, caressing the sensitive
nerves of her G-spot. She sobbed, the pleasure engulfing her from
head to toe and her muscles spasmed, pussy milking his
fingers.

Wren rode his hand, hips rolling with
each penetration, stealing snippets of ecstasy from every
move.

“Gonna.”

The desperation for release rose with
every breath, building and slinking into every inch of her body.
Flares of light burst behind her lids while Griffin’s talented
mouth and fingers shoving her closer to a blinding
orgasm.

He pushed harder, circling her clit
with his tongue, and the tell-tale twitches of tightening muscles
started in her toes. Her body jerked and trembled in warning:
passion had built to overwhelming heights, cresting, growing until
she thought she’d shatter and then the bubble burst.

Wren cried out, the vamp’s name on her
lips when the molten sensations of her final release blossomed and
stroked her pussy. The nearly intolerable pleasure tore through her
from head to toe, the pulsating waves of ecstasy wrenching gasps
and moans from deep within. She thrashed, his fierce hold the only
thing keeping her from dislodging his possession.

The wild eruption of pleasure burned
her blood, yet still it continued, Griffin’s hand never faltering
while he drew more and more from her. She convulsed in another
overwhelming burst of sensation.

“Please. No more. Griffin.”
She rushed the words from her lips between gasps and Griffin
granted her that margin of compassion.

She sighed as his lips and tongue left
her with a soft lap. Then she moaned when his fingers withdrew in a
tender slide of flesh against flesh.

Wren eased her hold on his hair,
stroking the locks with a gentle touch. “That was…”

“Unfinished.”

Oh, goody.

*

Griffin lapped at her sweet pussy one
last time, smiling when her whole body twitched. The scent of her
salty musk surrounded him, the delicate taste of her honey on his
tongue lingering. It took every ounce of control not to sink his
fangs into the flesh near her tasty pussy. Just as he drank her
pleasure, he wanted to savor her blood at the height of her
release.

He’d have that though…in
time.

He abandoned her sated cunt and licked
his way up her lush body. He scraped his fangs over the mound of
her stomach, circled her belly button with his tongue and nuzzled
the plump mounds of her breasts. All the while, her delicate hands
stroked him, fingers playing over his face, then neck and
shoulders. The heat from her skin seared him, fire trailing her
every touch, scorching his blood.

His cock throbbed, hard and ready to
sink into her waiting pussy. She was wet, stretched and ready for
his dick and he couldn’t wait to give it to her.

At her breasts, he dragged a tooth
over her hardened nipple, piercing her flesh and then lapping at
the droplet of blood that formed. Instead of crying out in pain,
his little bird moaned in pleasure, arching into him and shoving
more of her breast into his mouth.

Griffin shifted to the other mound and
repeated the aching caress, sucking at the tiny slice and savoring
the coppery, sugary taste of her essence. His dick hardened
further, the pulsing of his cock keeping time with his heart. This
woman, this delicate human, taunted and teased him like no other
before. In over three hundred years, he’d never desired another as
he craved Wren.

Abandoning her abundant breasts, he
moved further along her body until his lips hovered over hers, his
cock nestled against her weeping pussy.

“Griffin.” She growled and
wrapped her thighs around his waist, squeezing him.

As if she could ever move a
vampire.

He smirked at her and didn’t move,
simply allowed her to fight his strength until she growled again,
flashing her teeth like a frustrated baby vamp.

“Patience, sweet
Wren.”

Griffin rocked his hips, teased and
tormented them both with the glide of his length along her sex
lips. With each pass, he increased the pressure, slipping into her
moist crease with ease. He shifted, increasing the length of his
thrusts, watching the growing pleasure infuse her body. She was a
gorgeous creature, but pleasure transformed her to an ethereal
beauty.

“Please-please-please.”

He nibbled her lower lip. “Please
what, little bird?”

He couldn’t give in so
easily.

“Oh, god.”

Griffin lapped at her mouth, sliding
his tongue into her and tangling with her, showing what was to
come. He swallowed her whimpers and moans, each delicate sound
spurring his arousal. He nicked her lip and swallowed yet another
drop of Wren’s lifeblood.

His little bird was sweeter than the
most coveted wine. He didn’t think he’d ever have enough of the
delicious human and he knew his saliva was simply sending her need
flying high.

“Fuck.” Her curse split the
room.

Griffin chuckled. “As soon as you tell
me what you want.”

He gritted his teeth with the next
thrust against her scorching wetness. If she didn’t give him the
words he desired soon, he’d fuck her anyway. He just hoped she’d
let him play the game a little longer and stretch out the
temptation.

He bit her lip again, drawing the
delicious fluid into his mouth. She arched against him, plastered
her mouth on his and followed his tongue as he
retreated.

When she tore her mouth away, she
growled the words he’d been waiting for.

“Put your cock in me, damn
it. Fuck me. Make me scream. Make me come.”

“My pleasure,” he purred
against her lips.

She grabbed at his shoulders as he
pulled away and he smiled at her desire that he stay close. But he
couldn’t give her what she craved while hovering over
her.

Griffin slid her clutching hands from
him and pressed them to the mattress. “Keep them here, little bird,
and I’ll give you what you need.”

She glared at him, but did as he
asked, leaving him to do as he desired with the curvaceous body
beneath him.

He sat back onto his heels, stroking
her from shoulders to hips while getting into position, increasing
her arousal while he moved her. Kneeling between her spread thighs,
he stroked his cock, eyes trained on the flushed, pink pussy that
he desired.

He squeezed his shaft just below the
tip and then retreated, enjoyed the sparkles of pleasure his own
touch created. It was nothing compared to what was to come, he was
sure of that fact.

Hands still in place, Wren growled at
him. His fierce little bird.

Pushing her thighs even wider, he
rubbed the head of his cock along her slit, gathering her abundant
cream and teasing her in the process. Up and down he slid,
tormenting her clit, taunting her spasming hole. With each pass,
her cunt tried to pull him in, beckoned him with a gentle,
tightening kiss.

Fuck, he was hardly able to hold back,
forcing himself to take his time and enjoy this encounter as much
as he could. For it’d be their only. He’d already stumbled into a
single blood exchange and broken their laws. He had no doubt that
their love making would result in a second, shoving him further
down the path to a Broken. He wouldn’t forfeit his life with a
third. No matter how great the temptation.

On his next descent, he let the head
of his cock nestle against her waiting heat, tantalizing them both
with a shallow penetration. He let the tip ease into her sheath,
her walls closing in on him with just that tiny bit of his cock
within her.

Gripping her thighs and holding them
wide, he watched as he slid deeper and pure, masculine satisfaction
coursed through him. His cock stretched her, its thickness
spreading her walls. She clung to him, cunt squeezing and
tightening the further he traveled.

His dick thrummed in anticipation,
balls drawing tight, and ready to fill her with his cum. He thanked
God that he couldn’t impregnate her or pass along diseases, which
meant there was nothing between him and her silken heat.

Griffin tunneled deeper, pushing in
and then retreating only to delve farther into Wren. Distantly he
listened to her gasps, moans and pleas. But he’d give her what she
desired…when he was ready.

Watching his cock slide gently in and
out of her needy cunt held him transfixed, the erotic picture
simply furthering his arousal. He’d had hundreds of years to learn
control. Waiting was nothing.

With a roll of his hips, he added
power behind his next thrust and his sweet Wren screamed in
response.

“Like that?” He repeated
the move, sparing a glance for her face and smirking at the
pleasure-filled expression on her features. “Do you like my cock in
your cunt?”

Wren spasmed around him, pussy
tightening and milking his shaft. A shudder shot down his spine and
he fought to keep his release at bay.

Fuck, she was a drug. He couldn’t
believe that this little slip of a human could destroy him so
easily.

He gripped her hips, held her steady
while he slid his cock in and out of her sheath, picking up a
rhythm as old as time. He reveled in every gasp that he yanked from
her lush body. Her breasts bounced with each advance, bed shifting
beneath them with his every thrust and retreat.

Griffin worked harder, pleased with
every tightening of her pussy around his shaft, each tremor that
worked through her body. He continued his passionate assault,
faster with each breath.

Wren writhed, hands still in place as
she fought to meet his thrusts. She begged and pleaded, but he kept
steady. She’d come. With him.

Cock throbbing, pulsing deep within
her, he increased his pace, pushing in and out of her needy cunt
until the slap of their flesh meeting joined with their hissing
pants. He gave more and she seemed to drink in the pleasure he
forced upon her.

His balls were near bursting, ready to
flood her with the evidence of his pleasure, but he held
back.

Not until she was ready to come and
not a moment before.

Faster he moved, the coolness of his
body gone as sweat coated his brow, slithering over his chest. He
moved one hand and placed it between her thighs, pressed his thumb
over her clit and then rubbed the hardened nub in tight
circles.

His sweet little bird screamed. “Fuck!
Fuck me-fuck me-fuck me…”

Griffin’s fangs descended fully, tips
pricking his lower lip. He felt the droplets of blood trail down
his chin, slipping across his tongue. The flavors would send her
soaring, but also tie them even closer together.

But he couldn’t spend a moment to
care. Especially when her pussy was eating him alive. Each tremor
came on the heels of another, milking him in a rapidly increasing
rhythm.

“Wren.”

She trembled, muscles of her body
twitching in a random pattern. “Gonna.”

He slid his hand from her pussy and
leaned over her, bracing his weight on his hands and lowered until
he hovered over her prone body. Then he pummeled her with his cock,
fucking her as hard and deep as he could. He captured her lips in a
primal kiss, letting her drink from his mouth, his blood drifting
over her taste buds, replacing what he’d taken.

Beneath him, she tensed, body tight,
and he knew her release was upon her. With her body balancing on
the edge, he released his tightly wound control. As fast as
lightning, he released her mouth and buried his fangs in her neck,
drawing her blood into his mouth and swallowing each
droplet.

The power of his bite, the flavors of
Wren, sent his arousal flying until he came with a muffled shout.
His cock grew and throbbed within her perfect cunt, coating her
inner walls. He convulsed, explosions of bliss overtaking him as he
spilled himself inside her. Previously unknown ecstasy overtook
him, filled every part of his body, and he reveled in the
sensations.

Wren trembled and thrashed, her pussy
still squeezing him, each tightening seeming to draw out his orgasm
even further. His cock twitched, every move releasing another bit
of his cum until he felt he’d turn inside out from the
pleasure.

Eventually his cock softened, but
remained snug within Wren’s walls. He slid his fangs from her neck,
making sure to seal the wounds before he left the comfort of their
closeness. A sated smile graced Wren’s lips, his blood still
staining her delicate mouth, reminding him of their second,
forbidden exchange.

Just as he’d be able to find her,
she’d now be able to find him, leaving him vulnerable to the
delicate human.

And he couldn’t care less.

Still panting with his release, he
stared down at her and wondered if he’d ever get enough of her
lovely body. More importantly, her blood.

Her eyes had drifted closed and her
breathing had evened to a slow, contented pattern. He’d have to
release her, return her to her home. No matter how much he detested
the idea.

“Sleep, little bird.” He
slid in a bit of compulsion, wanting her to slumber through the
next few hours.

Griffin would return her to her life.
He had no other choice.


Chapter Three

 


Griffin snarled at the Novice who
opened the door to Carac’s home. His hunger, primal and fierce,
rode him harder with every step he took. With each day, the need
for Wren grew, destroying every thought, every bit of focus he
managed to grasp.

Two weeks. It’d been two weeks since
he’d released his little bird and still he craved her like no
other. He remembered the delicate, sweet taste of her blood as he
took her, possessed her body and relished her surrender.

And he’d released her as law
demanded.

Fuck.

He could find her though. Find her
and…

He bared his teeth at the scurrying
maid who crossed his path, hissing as she darted down the hallway.
They should scurry. All of them. They should run and find his
Wren.

“Griffin, quit being an ass
and get in here. Now.” Carac’s voice cut through Griffin’s
thoughts, the compulsion to follow his Sovereign’s words
unmistakable.

It was rare that their Sovereign,
their leader and center of their Ring, would compel another. But
Griffin could not refuse. The man’s power was far beyond any others
in Atlanta and he couldn’t defy the vampire even if he
desired.

Griffin stiffened, but turned to
follow the other man’s voice, boots thumping on the gleaming marble
floor as he moved toward the library. Two steps into the room and
he narrowed his eyes, suspicious at finding four members of their
Ring scattered throughout the room. At least Carac hadn’t gathered
them all.

Liam was pouring himself a drink at
the bar, the man rarely without a glass of alcohol in hand. Brom,
the “brain” of their group, perused the shelves. Griffin knew that
Carac kept book cases freshly stocked for the vampire. Simond was
sprawled across one of leather couches, hat pulled low over his
face. The position seemed relaxed, uncaring, but Griffin knew
better. The vampire was primed and ready to strike, body always
prepared for whatever was to come.

“Sit.”

The compulsion again, the metaphysical
order for Griffin to do as demanded. Gritting his teeth, he did as
commanded, lowering his tense frame into a soft club chair,
gripping the arm rests with claw-tipped hands.

Carac sat across from him, fingers
loosely twined as he rested his elbows on his knees. The man, the
vampire who’d seen centuries spanning from the crusades, stared at
him, intense knowledge in his gaze.

“I don’t want to Release
you, Griffin, but I will.”

Griffin’s heart thumped in his chest,
slamming against his ribcage and he rubbed his sternum. He couldn’t
be Released, turned to ash and poured into the sea. No. That would
leave Wren alone. He hadn’t stalked her, not as he’d desired, but
he had others keeping her under watch. She was safe. That’s what
mattered. He couldn’t have her, but he protected her. Even if from
afar.

“No.” He snarled, fangs
full and descended, craving the blood of the vampire who dared to
threaten him, threaten his ability to keep Wren out of harm’s
way.

Carac leaned back in his seat, fingers
forming a steeple as the knowledge of centuries lurked behind his
eyes. “You’re riding the edge, Griffin. You know you are. You’ve
slaughtered every Broken you’ve come across—”

“That’s my job.” He
growled.

“It is. But it’s not the
Novice’s job to scrub an alley from top to bottom because the blood
of a banshee coats every surface when you lose control. It’s not my
job to watch you after you’ve ripped the throat out of a harpy and
ingested her blood. It’s not Liam’s job to restrain you when you
try to venture near 6th and Lawrence. Nor is it Brom’s
responsibility to keep you from starving.” Carac leaned forward
once again. “It could all be forgiven, almost understood as you’ve
passed your three hundredth year. I believed it was time for you to
go to ground for a few years and rest, but then I spoke with
Simond…”

Griffin couldn’t breathe. Yes, he’d
lost control with the banshee. The woman had screamed Wren’s name
as he’d approached. The single syllable resonated through his mind,
clouded his thoughts until he could think of nothing but destroying
death’s omen. He couldn’t be blamed for protecting his little
bird.

And then the harpy… It had been yet
another that threatened his Wren with a violent death, promising to
drag his sweet into the streets and feast on her.

Eating. He craved nothing but Wren.
Nothing. Any other blood tasted like trash, the vilest of liquids
ever created. He’d been presented with any number of humans, young
and old, pure of heart and evilest of men, but they’d all disgusted
him. It took nothing but the tiniest of sips before the need to
vomit overtook him. The Protectors’ constant hunting required
frequent feedings, but no one appealed to him. No one but
Wren.

Then there was Simond. The single
vampire who could bring his world tumbling down. That single moment
of salvation could mean his end. Literally.

“Simond needs to keep his
mouth shut.” Griffin bit off the words.

“Simond’s words are the
only thing saving your ass right now.” Carac’s voice was soft and
deadly serious. “Simond told me about the woman, Griffin. She had
been attacked by pixies, was dying and you broke our laws to save
her.”

Griffin gritted his teeth and glared
at Simond. “Yes.”

“How many
exchanges?”

A single question, so difficult to
answer. Would one leave him alive? What about two? Would it ensure
his Release?

Pained beyond measure, Griffin broke
Carac’s stare and turned his attention to the shelves beyond his
Sovereign. The truth. He could never lie to the other vampire.
“Two.”

“I see. Two full
exchanges?” Carac waited, face impassive.

Griffin nodded. Sipping a human, using
them as food, was accepted, but giving her his blood in return was
beyond forbidden.

“And how do you feel about
this woman?” Carac’s voice held no inflection.

“Wren,” he corrected. “Her
name is Wren. And she’s…” There wasn’t a word for his feelings. The
blood in his veins? The beat of his heart? The center of his soul?
His emotions transcended romantic love. She didn’t just belong to
him. He simply couldn’t live without her. “She’s mine.”

The whiz of a book heading his way
snagged Griffin’s attention and he plucked it from the air,
shooting a glare at Brom.

“No shit, Sherlock. Wanna
know what the fuck you’re doing to yourself?” Brom flung another
tome at him and he repeated the process, snatching it from its
path.

“Brom.” Carac’s voice held
a warning, but it seemed the other vamp was ignoring their
Sovereign’s tone.

“What? I finally get to be
useful as something other than clean-up or destroying Broken and
I’m sure as shit gonna get the most out of it.” Brom let one final
book fly and then strode toward them, slumping into a nearby
chair.

Griffin curled his lip, exposing a
single fang. A glance at the books in his lap revealed three titles
written in what could have been Latin…but not quite. He’d never
been big on languages. The covers were solid, yet unmarred, pages
stiff from lack of use. Old words, but new books. “What’s this,
man?”

“The reasons Carac hasn’t
lopped off your head.” Brom smirked at him. “I’m ready for you to
bow before me whenever you are.”

Griffin snorted and took a closer look
at the pages he held, thumb tracing the words gracing the cover.
“Explain.”

“Those, puppy…”

Griffin glared, but didn’t
interrupt.

“…are translations of a few
ancient scrolls currently residing Rome. Not the ones that have
been sanitized by the Ancients along the way, but
originals.”

“Translations? I know a
little Latin, but this shit is—”

“No interruptions.” Carac
cut him off.

“Damn straight, man.” Liam
bust in. “Brom’s been saving up for something like this for
years.”

A glare was passed around by Brom, but
the vamp continued. “It’s actually Old Latin, translated from
Sumerian. The point is—”

“That’s fuckin’
old.”

“Carac.” Brom’s face had
reddened. Griffin had never heard that particular growl from his
brother Protector before.

“Silence, Griffin. Before I
decide to follow through with my original plans and find a lovely
beach.” Carac smiled, a blood-chilling row of teeth revealed,
capped off with lengthening fangs.

Griffin swallowed past the dryness in
his throat. He’d behave and wouldn’t give his Sovereign a reason to
Release him.

Brom resumed his explanation. “As I
was saying. The texts were originally recorded in Sumerian and I
had a friend visit the tombs and, uh, borrow them for a while. He
translated them to Old Latin since he’s old. Plus, not many speak
the language and it’d be difficult to translate had someone gotten
a hold of the books. The gist is… Wren is your Fire.”

Silence descended, the quiet
surrounding the room in a blanket of stillness and Griffin’s
thoughts whirled within his mind.

“Come again? That’s a
fairytale. A myth. A flimsy excuse the Broken vampires use to
justify exchanging with humans and forever binding
them.”

Carac drew his attention then, leaning
toward him, eyes intent. “It’s not a myth. It’s reality. The
Ancients recorded our history and along the way, politicians
distorted the truth. From what Brom has discovered, the Broken
vampires did take advantage of humans long ago and violated our
laws under the guise of hunting for their Fire. In retaliation,
humans who’d been partially bound had begun hunting and killing
those vampires. At the time, it was decided that rewriting history
was necessary and exchanges were outlawed. But a vampire’s Fire is
real, Griffin. And, based on Brom’s research, and your behavior,
you’ve found yours.”

* * *

Wren shivered and clutched her cup of
coffee, hugging it close and spreading her fingers to absorb the
heat. She was so freakin’ cold. And if she wasn’t cold, she was
hot. Her body bounced between the two ends of the spectrum,
refusing to even pause in between.

In the last two weeks she’d been to
two doctors along with one lovely visit to the emergency room. So
far, no one had been able to tell her what was wrong. Though, she
had endured a fun conversation where a doctor told her there was
nothing to be ashamed of if she was going through alcohol
withdrawal. There were places that could help her…

Physically, they hadn’t found anything
wrong, but Wren knew she just wasn’t right.

The buzz of the intercom forced her to
release her mug and she poked at the phone, answering her admin
Lynn’s page. “Yes?”

“A Mister Pinxton is here
for you, Wren. He’s a walk-in. Should I make an appointment? I know
you’re not feeling too hot.”

Actually, at the moment, she was all
about the hotness. “No, it’s fine. Have him complete the intro
packet and I’ll be out in five minutes.” In today’s real estate
market, Wren had to jump on any leads that came her way. The
rhythmic buzz of Wren’s cell phone snagged her attention and she
glanced at the screen and winced. “Make it ten. Tell him…something
that doesn’t make me look like an ass. I’ve gotta take this other
call.”

“Sure thing,
boss.”

Releasing the button on her desk
phone, she snatched up her cell and answered. “Hey, Tory. What’s
up?”

Look at her, she could pretend to be
all perky and everything.

“So, I’ve been looking into
our little problem.”

“Is that the royal
‘our’?”

“Shaddup. I’m talkin’
here.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Wren slumped
into her chair. “Carry on.”

“Bitch. Anyway. It’s all
the vamp’s fault.”

Wren snorted. “Because I got
vamp-nookie-defied I’m sick?”

“Yes, I’ve been reading
and—”

She couldn’t hold back her groan.
Reading. It was one of Tory’s things. If she didn’t understand
something, hell, if she was curious, she hunted and dug until she
was satisfied. The woman had taught herself several languages. It
started with Korean because she found those soaps interesting. Then
web and graphic design because she thought it’d be neat to have a
pretty website even though she didn’t really need one. It got even
better when she discovered fun tricks to do with a bank’s
computers.

“I’ve been reading
and—”

“On Snopes dot com?”
Because she could believe what she read on Snopes. It was like,
unstupify people gospel or something.

“—and I think you’re, like,
addicted to the fang-flinger now.”

“Fang flinger?”

“Do you prefer Count
Suckula? Oh, Sucktastic One?” Tory huffed. “We could go with the
standard Bite-n-Banger, but I didn’t think you’d appreciate that
one since you’re in this situation ‘cause he, uh, bit and
banged.”

“Right. Let’s go with Count
Suckula then.” The last thing she needed was the greatest night of
her life (evah) thrown in her face. Especially since said best
night evah ended with her waking in her apartment. Alone. And
sticky.

“Good. So, Count Suckula
did some weird, voodoo blood exchange thingie and now you are
jonesing for your next fix. This is withdrawal or
something.”

Wren scrunched her face. “God, the doc
who thought I was going through alcohol withdrawal was almost
right.” She sighed. “So, I just have to work through this and I’m
golden? How long do your little vamp-chaser friends think it’ll
take before I get over this?”

“Hey, we prefer
Vampstorians. And I’m the founding member and president of the
Atlanta chapter.” Tory sounded haughty enough that she figured that
pronouncement deserved a little something.

“Um, congratulations? Oh!
Is this a membership of one by any chance?”

“You’re a bitch, you know
that? I love you, but you suck.”

Wren giggled. “No. That’d be those
peeps you hang out with. I’m all about blow—” Her desk phone
buzzed, cutting off the rest of her thought. “Gotta go, chickie.
I’ll call you later to finish talking about Count
Suckula.”

Ending her call with Tory, she
answered her admin. “Is Mister Pinxton ready?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Perfect. Maybe she’d find something
for this guy and snag a decent commission out of it. “Go ahead and
bring him on back.”

In mere moments, Lynn brought back the
second most gorgeous man she’d ever seen. Griffin being the first.
Even if he was a blood-sucking, undead asshole.

Not that she was bitter or
anything.

This guy had Griffin’s height, but not
his build. Mister Pinxton was slim, body like a swimmer, hiding all
the strength that she was sure he possessed. His hair was a deep
red, almost burgundy, and his eyes were a bright, shining green,
drawing her in as their gazes clashed.

It felt like he dragged her to him and
held her fast with those near glowing eyes. “Hello, Miss
Minix.”

Well, then.

His voice had a musical quality,
soothing and tempting at the same time. She was sure that if she
hadn’t had Griffin on the brain twenty-four seven, she would be an
aroused puddle at this man’s feet.

“Nice to meet you, Mister
Pinxton.”

He extended his hand and she accepted
the gesture, blushing when he brought her hand to his lips and
brushed a kiss across her knuckles. “Hyde, please. And it is very
nice to meet you. Now that I’ve found you.”

Well, hello then. “Have a seat and
we’ll see what we’ve got that may interest you.”

“Oh, I’m sure you do. You
are truly beautiful, Wren. Such a pretty little bird.”

Wren felt a flush of heat sear her
cheeks, a true blush instead of the roaring heat that had been
attacking her over the past weeks. She ignored the use of her first
name. Hell, it was printed on the plaque outside her office and at
the top of all the stationary. But little bird…the two words
reminded her of Griffin and an ache speared through her
chest.

“Right.” She took a moment
to read through the outline of his needs and then turned toward her
computer, ready to search through the MLS listings. “I think we may
have a few homes that will meet your criteria.” She turned toward
Hyde. “Would you like to go through them now or would you like me
to email you links to the listings? We can, of course, setup
appointments for viewings as well. Whichever you
prefer.”

Hyde rose, towering over her and she
immediately stood in response. He reached into his jacket and
pulled out a business card which she took automatically. “Here’s my
card. It has my private office line as well as my other contact
information, including email. Send me the listings you find and
we’ll go from there.”

His smile, one that she’d found
attractive moments before, seemed forced, strained. And were his
teeth pointed?

Holding the card, she
flipped it over, spying the promised info. But…it seemed to glow.
Even in the bright light it sparkled, swirled and shone.
What the…

Wren opened her mouth to ask about the
odd glistening, but was cut off by a growling snarl.

“You won’t be going
anywhere with her.” Her attention bounced from the piece of paper
in her hand to the doorway and the tension she’d been carrying for
weeks immediately fled.

“Griffin.” She sighed. Her
Griffin. She’d remember to be pissed at him for the whole addiction
thing later. If that’s what it was. Then again, considering her
sudden relaxation and relief at being in his presence, she was
voting for the addiction.

The vampire stalked toward her, nudged
her back from her desk and put himself between her body and
Hyde’s.

Ignoring the growling and tenseness in
his body, Wren leaned into him, inhaled his scent and her body
relaxed further. The lethargy and building heat cooled at the first
touch. She wrapped her arms around his waist and laid her cheek on
his back, letting her eyes drift closed.

The muscles beneath her touch remained
tight, bunched as if he were ready to spring into
action.

“Tsk tsk, vampire. I
believe the lady has a mind of her own.”

Her vamp growled low, the vibrations
thrumming through her and she stroked his stomach, soothing her
savage, blood sucking beast. “Wren?”

“Hmm?” She snuggled closer
to him, relishing the first moment of peace she’d had in weeks.
Just as soon as she was done feeling better, she’d yell at him for
making her sick. Soon. –ish.

“You won’t be seeing the
pixie again. Understood?”

That got her attention.

“Pixie?” Fear thrummed in
her veins. Pixies were evil. The devil even.

Wren peeked around Griffin and looked
at Hyde again. This time, she really saw the odd color of his hair.
A little too red and bright. And those eyes…they seemed to glow,
even though all of the lights were on in her office. Then, beneath
her gaze, his skin lightened and shone, shapes and symbols swirling
over the surface. Pale, fluttering wings came into focus behind
him.

And, O-M-f-ing-G, his evil teeth were
like pointy white razors.

With a whimper, she hid behind Griffin
once again. He’d made those other pixies go poof, he could go all
poof-er-ino on this asshole, too.

“Wren?”

“Isn’t he supposed to be
all small and squishable?” What. The. Fuck.

“Wren, we’ll talk about
that later.” His voice had deepened.

Okay then. She nodded, cheek rubbing
against his coat. “Totally. Whatever you say. Scout’s honor,
even.”

A soft pop fluttered through the room,
the sound quickly followed by iridescent dust blowing over them and
Wren was quick to brush the stuff off, rubbing her hands over her
body. Pixies equaled bad and she didn’t imagine the dust was any
better.

Griffin whirled on her then. His
large, cool hands wrapped around her upper arms, and she swung her
attention to him, staring into his ice-like eyes.
“Mine.”

Wren raised an eyebrow. “Really?
‘Cause I remember waking up alone after our suck-and-fuck fest. In
my own bed, even.”

The vampire yanked her close, arms
wrapping around her body as his mouth descended. Just as she
remembered, those soft lips brushed her mouth, talented tongue
darting forward and lapping at her.

Pushover that she was, Wren opened for
him, let him in to taste and she sought out his flavors in return.
She moaned and slumped against his body, reveling in his
closeness.

Griffin cupped the back of her head
and held her still as he plundered her mouth.

With his closeness, his touch, arousal
grew. Need that had been missing for weeks flared to life and
consumed her. Her pussy dampened, an ache building between her
thighs and her clit throbbed, desperate for his touch.

She moaned against his lips, groaning
when one of his fangs scraped her sensitive flesh and the coppery
tang of blood slithered over her tongue. Unfortunately, she didn’t
get a bit of it in return. Yeah, it was jacked up that she got hot
at the thought of lapping his blood.

“Ahem.”

Wren pushed inexplicably closer,
wanting to climb him like Mount Everest and plant her flag to claim
him. Her nipples hardened at the thought of Griffin belonging to
her. Maybe she’d get lucky and she wouldn’t be able to kick her
addiction…

“Ahem.” Lynn paused.
“Cough, cough? Wren?”

Eventually, the vampire eased his
aggressive hold, pulling his mouth from hers and she followed him,
straining to maintain their connection.

Okay. Tory’s addiction idea was
spot-fucking-on.

Griffin returned to press a rough kiss
to her lips and then put distance between them. “Your friend is
speaking to you, little bird.”

She opened a single eye, and then the
other. “Huh?”

“Your friend needs you.” A
smirk played at his lips and she glared at him.

Poking her head out, she glared at
Lynn. “What?”

Her vamp stroked her back, hand
sliding higher to knead the tense muscles of her neck. She sighed,
eyes drifting closed once again.

Really. This was too freaky for words.
But if it meant sexy-times with Griffin and a reprieve from feeling
shit-tastic, she’d take it.

“Sorry. What’d you
need?”

Her assistant’s eyes widened as she
looked from Wren to Griffin and back again. “Uh, just wondering if
you were okay. This guy is freakishly scary and where’s Mister
Pinxton and…”

“The pix—he won’t be back.
We weren’t a good fit.”

Griffin leaned toward her, lips
brushing her ear. “We need to leave here, little bird.” The
vampire’s erection twitched against her stomach and her thoughts
joined him on the let’s-get -horizontal train.

“Anyway. Go ahead and take
the rest of the day off. It’s Friday. Enjoy your weekend and I’ll
see you Monday.”

“You sure?”

Griffin’s hand retraced its path,
continuing down her body and cupping her ass, squeezing her plump
flesh and sending a bolt of arousal through her, stoking the fire
of need.

“Yeah. Totally.”

The minute they were alone once again,
Wren reached up and yanked Griffin down to her, plastering her lips
against his in a fierce, bruising kiss. Before he could take
control, she released. “We need privacy. You’ve got some serious
shit to explain and then you’re going to fuck me. The sequence is
negotiable.”


Chapter Four

 


Griffin drew Wren into his home,
closing the door behind them with a soft click as she wandered
deeper into his space. He tried to see the place through her eyes,
gaze passing over the antiques he’d acquired through his life.
History played out before him: paintings, tables and sculptures
showing his accumulated centuries.

Wren moved through the living room,
fingers trailing over the Georgian side table and on to his
decidedly modern couch. He could appreciate the originals, but
there was nothing more comfortable than a plush leather
sofa.

She dropped her purse onto the seat
and then her steps took her to the other side of the open space,
body inches from the floor to ceiling windows that revealed the
city below. His condo provided him with a safe haven from the
Broken that lurked in the night. After every relocation, he
employed the local witches to safeguard his home. Nothing Other
would breach his space and interrupt their coming
confrontation.

And he had a feeling it would involve
roaring…on both their sides.

Griffin tossed his keys and wallet
onto the table, then hung his jacket in the closet before
approaching Wren. His Fire. There and in the flesh. He hadn’t
believed Brom’s words at first, arguing that a vampire’s other half
was merely a legend, a forgotten memory and simply the Broken’s
excuse to pervert humans.

But he stood before the very proof of
their existence.

He stopped mere inches from his other
half, inhaled her delicate scent and noted that she carried pieces
of his essence within her flavors.

A single hand, seeming out of his
control, reached up and stroked the gentle slope of her neck. He
traced the delicate lines of her veins to her shoulder and on to
her wrist before twining his fingers with hers.

“Little bird?”

Wren shifted her focus from the city
below, gazing at him with her green eyes. “Your view is
beautiful.”

Her voice was soft, delicate and
timid. Hints of fear wafted over him and he cringed at her
emotions.

“Thank you. Come, sit with
me. As you said, I have things to explain.”

Her dread spiked, yet he could tell
the exact moment that her body made the decision to follow him.
Even now, her cells called to him and he ached to
answer.

Griffin nestled onto the comfortable
couch, tugging her down until he cuddled her in his lap.

“Griffin, I’m
too—”

“Perfect in my arms? Yes,
you are. Because I know you weren’t going to say anything bad about
yourself, were you?”

She narrowed her eyes at him.
“Jerk.”

He had to admire her spunk. “Your
jerk.”

This time she rolled her eyes. “I’m
not your anything. I’m addicted to you for some freakish reason,
but that’s it. Was it the sex? It must have been the sex. Because
you’ve got that perfected. How old are you? It must be because
you’re ancient. Are you, like, a jillion?”

Griffin didn’t know any other way to
shut her up, so he kissed her, laving her lips until she opened to
him, and ventured into her waiting mouth. He scraped a fang over
her invading tongue and suckled the muscle, drawing droplets of her
blood into his mouth. This was perfection, ambrosia, the ultimate
sustenance and exactly what he’d been missing during their
separation.

Wren wiggled in his lap, ass cradling
and teasing his cock as it hardened within his slacks. He ached for
her, his body desperate to be sated by the nymph in his arms. He
deepened their connection, delving into her more and more, lapping
and collecting her flavors with every breath.

His Fire moaned into him and he
returned the sound. His fangs fully descended, aching to sink into
her flesh and drink her blood, only to replace it with his own and
bind her to him for eternity. The little nips he’d delivered, tiny
sips, weren’t enough. Not when she hadn’t returned the
favor.

But, damn Carac, he had been ordered
to give her the choice.

Banking his passion, he eased their
kiss, pulled back from their connection until their lips barely
touched.

“I’m only three hundred
seventy-two, actually.”

Face flushed, lips plump and reddened,
his Fire stared at him with unfocused eyes. “Huh? Wha—”

“Three hundred seventy-two.
Including pre and post transition years.”

“Oh.” Wren cleared her
throat. “What about this addiction thingy?”

Griffin sighed. He should have brought
Brom along. Hell, even Simond would have been helpful. Liam and
Carac would have scared his little bird, but they could have gotten
him through this as well.

“Long ago—”

“In a land far away?” He
glared at her and she ducked her head. “Sorry.
Continue.”

“Long ago, humans and
vampires had…close relationships.”

“Beyond the whole ‘you’re
lunch’ thing?”

“Wren…” He’d get through
this, damn it. He was pretty sure he had a tie or two that would
work as gags.

“Again with the sorry. But
you’re taking forever to get to the point.” She wiggled and sat up
straight. “Here, I’ll help.” She dropped her voice low, probably in
a parody of him. “My name is Griffin and you’re jonesing for me
because…” She looked at him expectantly.

Griffin tightened his lips for a
moment, shoving his fangs back into his gums. He couldn’t decide if
he wanted to spank her or fuck her. Or both.

“I want you to remember
that I tried to ease you into this.” He took a deep breath. “You’re
craving me because you’re my Fire.”

“Like, Come on baby, light my fire…? That’s
very sixties of you. Ohmygawsh! Were you part of
The Doors? I love them.
I wasn’t around then, but I got into them in high school and
they’re pretty awesome. Even if Jim Morrison is dead. Oh! You’re
Jim Morrison!”

The gag was looking better and
better.

“No, I wasn’t part
of The Doors, nor
am I Jim Morrison. And a vampire’s Fire is essentially their other
half. You warm me in a life of ice. The beating of your heart
matches my own. Your every breath enriches me with life.” He twined
his fingers with hers. “You are the other half of my soul,
Wren.”

He heard her heart rate increase,
blood thundering through her veins as fear soaked the air. The grip
on his hand grew as she squeezed tighter and tighter until her
knuckles were white against her already pale skin.

His little bird forced out a laugh.
“Vamps have souls? Huh. Imagine that.” She tugged against his hold.
“Well, I’ll just be going now and…”

“Calm, Wren. I know this is
hard to believe. If you just keep quiet for a moment and let me
explain further. You’ll see that—”

“Quiet? Quiet!” She
struggled against him in earnest them, daggers practically shooting
from her eyes. “I’ll give you quiet, asshole, blood sucking, undead
fucking—”

“We’re not undead.” He gave
her a bland expression, trying very hard not to laugh at her
insults.

His little bird glared at him.
Again.

“Yes, vampires have souls.
We are not undead. We’ve simply contracted a virus from another
that mutated our DNA and we now require blood to live. That is
all.”

“That is all,” she
snarked.

“And you are my Fire, my
perfect match and the one destined to live at my side for
eternity.”

“I hate to tell ya, but
eternity is like, another sixty years. If I’m lucky.”

Griffin opened his mouth to finish his
explanation, but a bodiless cackle surrounded them, bouncing off
the walls and echoing throughout the room. Magical dust swirled in
the air and he went into action. He thrust Wren from his lap, stood
and grabbed her hand then strode toward the front
entrance.

Stupid.

He’d gotten cocky, too dependent on
the witch’s protections, and now he’d risked his Fire’s life. The
dust whirled in tighter circles, spinning and coalescing into a
single form between them and the weapons in his coat.

The magic in the air could only come
from one being and he didn’t look forward to challenging a fucking
pixie with only Wren at his back.

“Oh, darling, I think sixty
years is a stretch. Perhaps five minutes. Ten if you struggle.” The
pixie king, Hyde Pinxton, stood before them in all his
glory.

Flowing robes in place, crystal crown
upon his head and translucent wings at his back, the male produced
an imposing figure. And Griffin couldn’t discount the sword
clutched in his hand.

Hyde leaned to the side and Griffin
felt Wren stiffen against his back. “And I do hope you
struggle.”

Rage infused him, worry, fear and
anger warring for dominance until the world was awash in blood red.
Between one breath and the next, Griffin’s fangs burst from his
gums and he hissed at Hyde, aching for the pixie’s blood, but
knowing draining the man would mean certain death for him and,
ultimately, Wren.

He ripped free of Wren’s hold and
stalked the king, his measured steps met by the other man’s. One
forward, another back, they performed a deadly dance as they
circled each other in his home.

Griffin’s nails transformed to claws,
the better to gut him with.

The pixie twirled and spun his sword,
a dramatic flair to their coming battle.

He watched the other man, eyes
absorbing every shift of muscle.

“I don’t know why you try,
vampire. She’s just another human to be slaughtered. She’s not even
pretty.” Griffin knew the pixie was goading him. That didn’t stop
the rage rising. “Just a plump snack for my court.”

Griffin roared, the idea that his Fire
would become food for the disgusting creatures forcing him beyond
coherent thought.

One word whispered through his
mind…

Kill.

He went on the offensive, racing to
the pixie, closing the distance and striking at the male. A clean
arc of his hand scraped through cloth and skin, the pixie’s blood
flowing in Griffin’s wake.

Hyde swung his glowing sword, trails
of dust following the curve as he aimed for Griffin’s head. He
ducked and struck again. He’d aimed for the king’s stomach, but a
quick shift left him with striking the man’s hip
instead.

It didn’t matter. Blood was
blood.

The king thrust his blade and Griffin
spun, not quite avoiding the sharply honed blade. The sting of the
wound was nothing compared to the next sound to reach his
ears.

Wren’s riotous, fear-tinged scream
rose above the din of his battle and he diverted his attention to
his Fire. A towering pixie fought with his little bird, the male
grasping at her as she fought with teeth and nails. She struck and
dodged, crying out when the unknown man managed to land a
blow.

Fury overcame him, the battle with the
king forgotten, as he raced to Wren’s side. He didn’t think, didn’t
pause to ponder his next move. Griffin wrapped his arms around the
pixie bit deep, sunk his fangs into the attacker’s neck and then
wrenched his mouth from the flesh. Taking the pixie’s throat with
him.

He spat the offending flesh upon the
ground, gagging when some of the tainted blood slithered down his
throat.

Now he just needed to dispatch the
king and then the Protectors could…

Griffin whirled, placing Wren at his
back as he searched for Hyde, only to find the man exactly where
he’d been left.

“Ah, I suppose this will
work just as well. I wanted you out of commission, Protector. I’d
thought the death of your sweet Fire would be the answer, but your
death…that will simply please the others even more. Say hello to
your Sovereign with your last breath if you would be so
kind.”

With that request, the pixie king
whirled from the room in the same manner he’d arrived, leaving
Griffin and Wren alone.

Standing there, adrenaline leaving his
body as the pixie’s poison surged through him, his thoughts
centered on his Fire.

“Wren? Are you injured?” He
ran his hands over her exposed skin, searching for any
wounds.

“Wha… Griffin?”

“There’s not much time.”
His heart was already stuttering, muscle losing time as his blood
thickened in his veins. Sweat broke out on his brow and his chest
heaved with every breath.

Healing his Fire after she’d been
bitten by pixies had been simple enough. The poison diluted in her
blood stream just enough to make it tolerable for him. But direct
ingestion…it was a death sentence.

Tears burned his eyes at the thought
of never again seeing Wren’s sweet face, tasting her berry-tinged
lips or holding her in his arms.

“Griffin?”

He gripped her arms, using her to keep
himself standing. “They know who you are, Wren. It’s not safe.” He
swallowed past the bile rising in his throat, fighting to stay
conscious. “Get my phone and put your thumb to the screen. It’s
going to deny you access, but say Letholdus.” His Fire, the only
reason he had to live, and he’d never see her again. But the
Protectors would guard her for him. “Repeat it, Wren.”

“Phone. Thumb. Letholdus.
But, Griffin…”

His hands, twitching as the venom
slithered through his extremities, lost their strength and he lost
his hold. He slumped to the ground, body sprawled and weakened.
“Now, Wren. The table.”

His Fire, his brave, beautiful one,
scrambled and did as he asked. She raced to his phone and her hands
shook as she jabbed at the screen, repeating the name he’d given
her with a shaky voice.

Letholdus…
Carac would be pissed that he’d revealed the
man’s true name to a human, but it couldn’t be helped. The
Protectors had to take her into their care. They had to.

Wren raced to his side, phone in one
hand while he clutched the other, fingers barley able to wrap
around hers.

“It’s Griffin, he…” Her
voice trembled, but he could hear Carac on the other end. The
vampire would care for her. Tired, he let his eyes drift closed,
the pain from the venom warring with the breaking of his heart.
“Griffin?”

He pried his eyes open, unwilling to
take his last breath without a final look at his Fire.
“Love…”

* * *

”What do I do?” Griffin’s
eyes fluttered, lowering until his ice-like gaze was hidden from
her.

“If he’s taken your blood
recently, this will bind you forever.”

She growled. Snarled, really. Yes,
he’d taken tiny sips, but his life meant more than an eternal
bonding. Besides, she’d only be alive for another sixty years. It
was a mere blip for an immortal. “What the fuck do I
do?”

”You don’t have to do
this.”

”He’s dying asshole. Tell
me what to do. If he dies, I will gut you where you stand.” Big
words coming from her, but she’d meant every syllable.

”Fine.” The vamp snapped.
“You need to do a deeper exchange of blood. It’ll tie your lives
together and keep him alive until we arrive.”

Wren didn’t question the action.
Without hesitation she dropped the phone and raced to the kitchen,
destroying Griffin’s orderly world as she hunted for a blade. Knife
in hand, she sliced their wrists, his then hers, and placed each
other’s wounds against the other’s mouth. She pumped her fist to
encourage the flow.

His blood wasn’t sweet and alluring.
It was tainted, sour and cold as it passed her lips. But it’d tie
them together, keep his heart beating and him at her side. That was
all that mattered.

And then she waited…waited as seconds
ticked by and his mouth remained slack. Waited with tears trickling
from her eyes and then finally…finally the vamp’s mouth shifted
against her flesh, tongue stroking her wound followed by a fierce
suck. His fangs latched on to her wrist and intense pain poured
through her veins as if Griffin gnawed on her rather than simply
drank.

Yet, she didn’t pull away, didn’t
steal his only hope. No, she kept her flesh in place as she
retained control of his arm.

Then men flooded Griffin’s home, fangs
bared and moving at inhuman speed. Four crowded the space around
her. One pried Griffin’s jaws apart while another lapped at her
wound before binding it in gauze. Yet another took care of the
slice she’d inflicted on the vamp. The throb in her wrist was
nothing compared to the pain entrenched in her heart; the memory of
her conversation with Carac continued to replay in her
mind.

The drive to Carac’s home had been a
mad dash, their travels ending just after they passed the city
limits. They tore along the drive and then they carried Griffin’s
limp body into the large home. The men settled her vamp on a couch
in a library and then retreated.

At some point they introduced
themselves as men who worked with Griffin, but she didn’t pay much
attention beyond Brom.

Brom who seemed to know how to fix her
vampire.

Hers.

Wren was stuck with him for the rest
of her life, his freaking “Fire”, whatever that meant. She wasn’t
about to lose him now.

“Wren?” Brom knelt beside
her, giving her his entire focus.

She stroked Griffin’s hand, cradling
it in hers. Did he feel colder than before? Was he getting worse?
They’d said…

“Wren? Carac needs to feed
him now. Can you let him go?”

Wren curled her lip, exposing her
canine as if she had fangs to bear.

“I know, but you need to
let him help Griffin. He’s old, yes? Do you know who Letholdus is?
His name is Carac now.”

Letholdus…

“From the First Crusades,
Wren. He was the first Christian knight to enter
Jerusalem.”

Griffin’s hand twitched in hers. Was
he waking up?

Brom kept badgering her. “He’s very,
very old now. He’s very powerful. Your blood ensured Griffin’s
survival, but Carac can wake him, Wren.”

That got her attention. “I can’t do
that? He can?”

The vampire nodded and she placed
Griffin’s hand back on the sofa and rose from her seat.

“Okay. Yeah. Okay.” Her
body shook, tremors stealing her control.

Brom wrapped his arms around her
shoulders and drew her away, yet she fought his hold. She couldn’t
leave him. Not…he was hers and…

“Easy. Let Carac help and
then you can touch him again.”

Wren twined her fingers together,
fists pressed against her chest as she watched the older vampire
take her seat. With efficient movements, he sliced his wrist and
pressed it against Griffin’s mouth. Her vamp responded instantly,
hands suddenly mobile and gripping Carac’s wrist, holding the man
in place as he drank.

Griffin’s Adam’s apple moved with
every swallow, more and more blood traveling down his
throat.

Just as quickly as he’d become active,
his eyes sprung open, the irises no longer ice-blue, but deep red.
Suddenly, those eyes dimmed, lost their fierce hue and they drifted
closed. Those hands that had held Carac so tight went slack and
slid from the older vampire’s arm.

“You said…”

Carac lapped at his wound, sealing it,
before turning to Wren. “He’s simply sleeping. The venom has worked
hard to ravage his body. Let him rest and soon he’ll wake
fully.”

Wren studied his face, stared at him
and watched when his eyes didn’t shift to indicate a lie, no twitch
of muscles to deny his statement. Then again, he’d had centuries to
perfect deception.

“I vow it, Wren.” Carac
rose from his seat. “Come with me now. I need to explain a few
things and you need to tell me about what happened today. Simond
will sit with Griffin.”

With a last glance at Griffin, she
allowed Carac to lead her away. “Wouldn’t Brom be better
to…”

Carac grasped her hand and tugged her
from the room, grip gentle as he led her into the hallway and then
into another space filled with couches and a large screen TV.
Apparently even vamp boys enjoyed their toys.

When he released her, Wren settled on
the couch, Carac quick to follow.

“What happened today?” His
voice was soft, gentle, and she ignored the arrival of Brom and
Liam. Then a few others drifted in and she knew they also worked
with Griffin. But they hadn’t come to rescue him, so names escaped
her.

Wren recounted the day: the visit from
the pixie king, Hyde Pinxton. Griffin’s arrival and then dashing to
his home only to be attacked by the king and one other. What had
seemed so involved, took mere moments to explain.

The men were quiet before Brom broke
the silence. “Griffin’s home is still warded against
Others?”

She nodded. “That’s what he
said.”

Quiet.

“Did the king give anything
to you? What exactly did he say before he disappeared?”

She thought back over his visit to
both her office and home, wracking her brain for the details. “He
gave me a business card. Shiny with little swirls on it. Does that
matter?”

“It might. Do you still
have it?”

Wren shook her head. “No, it was in my
purse and that’s still at Griffin’s.”

“Will send someone for it.
What about the rest?”

“Just that the death of
Griffin’s ‘sweet Fire’ was his plan, but Griffin’s death would work
just as well and he wanted Griffin to say ‘hello’ to his
Sovereign.”

Brom’s eyes flared red. “You know
you’re Griffin’s Fire. He knew?”

“Yeah, I’m the soul mate to
a soulless.”

“We’re not—”

“Don’t bother trying. The
little bird will get started and you won’t get a word in edgewise.”
The deep, familiar voice washed over her. She crawled over the back
of the couch and rushed to Griffin, wrapping her arms around his
waist.

“Griffin.” One word yet she
put every ounce of feeling into the two syllables. The blood sucker
had seeped into her heart and, for some reason, she wasn’t too
freaked by that. Which was pretty freaky in itself.

“Let’s sit, Wren. Hyde’s
behavior deserves more discussion.”

She kept hold of him, letting him lean
on her as they retook her abandoned seat.

Her vampire’s voice was hoarse, face
still pale, as he joined the discussion. “He also said ‘the others’
would be pleased. So, we have a pixie king who’s managed to
infiltrate the home of a Protector with a magicked card, was trying
pretty damned hard to kill said Protector, knew that Wren is my
Fire and wanted a message passed along to our Sovereign.” Griffin
took a deep breath. “Carac, who has decided that the Knight
Protectors should disappear? Or do you think they just want you?
And how many are there?”

A breathless hush blanketed the room.
Wren wasn’t sure of the details, hadn’t gotten a full explanation
out of any of them, but the snippets she’d picked up indicated that
the Knight Protectors were the only thing standing between big
baddies—like pixies who didn’t have to stay itty-bitty all the
time—and humans. She sorta voted for them sticking around. Even if
it meant that her vamp would be put into danger. She recognized
that he could fend for himself…as long as she wasn’t around to
distract him.

She’d try really, really hard to stay
out of his way.

Really.

She’d be quiet even.

Brom was the first to break the quiet.
“I’ll get in touch with my maker, my sire Adela. I can trust her to
inquire in Rome without too much bloodshed. If the pixie king knew
of Wren being your Fire, it’s obvious that my contact at the
Library has been compromised and another copy of those books are
floating amongst the Others.”

“What about the rest?” Wren
couldn’t keep the quiver from her voice.

“We have to start at the
source. If Adela doesn’t discover anything, we’ll physically
encourage the pixies to cooperate.” Griffin’s statement held deadly
intent.

“Physically encourage?” She
almost smiled. “So, kick ass and forget the names, then?” At her
vamp’s nod and a smile in return, she moved on to her next pressing
question. “So, if I’m your Fire, what are you? My Vamptasticness?
Vampasaurus? Neandervamp?”

“I like Lord and
Master.”

“Then I’m assuming you
don’t want my blood or to have sex with me for the rest of my short
life. Huh.” Because, really? She’d totally cut him off. No nookie
for him! Hell, she’d saved his life, the least he could do is let
her give him a fun name. Fire? That was so not cool.

“Short life?” He raised an
eyebrow. “Little bird, we’re tied together now. We’ve got eternity.
Literally.”

Wren narrowed her eyes. “What are you
talking about? I wasn’t turned into a vamp, right? I’d know that,
wouldn’t I?”

Brom answered her. “Yes, you would
know. And no, you weren’t. It’s not necessary when a vampire finds
his Fire and completes all three exchanges. A Change isn’t
necessary.”

She hissed at the well-meaning vampire
and stood, then wrapped her fingers around his wrist and tugged
until his rose. “Oh. Look. Griffin looks tired and I should make
him rest. Just look at all the fun we’ll have when I rip you to
shreds while you sleep.” She gritted her teeth glaring at the man
who, apparently, she’d be with forever.

“Wren, we discussed this
before you gave him your blood and drank at his wrist in return.”
Carac stopped her with his words and she took a deep calming
breath.

Then another.

One more…

“While I appreciate that
you said we’d be bound together, nothing was mentioned about my
life being extended into eternity. Do you know what it’s going to
be like to watch Tory die?”

“Tory?” Griffin’s brought
his free hand up and brushed a stray hair from her face. “Who’s
Tory, little bird?”

“My best friend. I have no
one else, Griffin. No parents, no family. I don’t know if I can
watch her die.” Her voice was a bare whisper. Emotions tumbled
inside her. Yes, she wanted to stay with Griffin. Wholly. But
losing the only other person in her life that meant anything… The
mere idea brought tears to her eyes and a little bit of her heart
cracked within her chest.

“Wren—” Brom’s voice was
soft, soothing.

“No.” Griffin cut in. “This
is a discussion to be had between me and my Fire alone.” With
halting, uneven steps, it was her vampire that led their walk.
“Don’t disturb us unless the house is going down in flames and the
devil himself is here to supervise.”


Chapter Five

 


Griffin’s heart thudded heavily in his
chest, the strain of recovery and Wren’s tumultuous emotions
tugging on him with every step. He grasped the stair railing, using
the highly polished wood for support while they traversed the
steps. He forced one foot in front of the other until they reached
the landing. Taking a right, it was another fifty feet to his
room.

He’d always had his own space in
Carac’s mansion. Each Protector had carved out their places inside
the sprawling home.

Door unlocked, it took a simple twist
of the knob to gain access and then he brought Wren deeper into
room. Déjà vu struck him as he watched her pad through his second
home, fingers trailing over the more modern furnishings.

At the bed—large and sprawling,
covered in the simplest of blankets and pillows—she slipped off her
shoes and crawled atop the soft surface.

Griffin could feel her heartbreak, the
pain and reality of their situation having finally crashed down. He
made his way toward her, careful with every jarring step. His bare
feet sunk into the plush carpet, and for the first time, he
realized he had been redressed as he slept. Flowing cotton pants
and a loose shirt replaced his normal, tight black
attire.

Without pause, he crawled atop the bed
with his Fire, eased to the center of the mattress and used what
little energy he had to draw her close. Her head resting on his
chest, he brushed a gentle kiss across her brow.

“I’m so sorry, love. I
don’t like the way we bonded, but I wouldn’t change anything.
Having you by my side makes me look forward to
eternity.”

Wren nuzzled his chest, rubbing her
cheek against him and he hated the fabric covering him at that
moment. He craved the feel of her skin against his. It’d been two
weeks since he’d enjoyed her body and truly savored her blood. Yes,
they’d bonded, but he hadn’t been awake during her final exchange
and he’d forever regret that.

“I know.” Her voice was
soft, barely a whisper. “I’m having a hard time with this,
though.”

“I know, love, I know.”
Griffin did. His first reaction to the prospect of eternity without
his loved ones had been intense rage. He’d roared and fought
against the man who’d turned him, his sire, seething at his new
life. He’d contemplated ending it all. Vampires were difficult to
kill, but not immune to a death blow. A blade to the neck could
slay anything.

A delicate sniffle reached his ears
and he fought to ignore the sound, struggling against the
shattering of his heart. Their bodies were one and he could barely
stand the heavy weight of her pain.

More of Wren’s weight settled against
him and he relished their closeness, enjoyed the feel of her curves
aligned with his length.

“My life is so fucked
now.”

Griffin smiled. “No, you’re not
fucked, at the moment. But, yes, things will be different. With the
threat hanging over you as well as the Protectors, we’ll have to
tighten security. For the time being, you’ll have to leave your job
and stay with me.”

“I like my job.” Another
sniffle that tore at his heart. “Okay, I don’t like my job. But I
didn’t hate it. What will I do now? I can’t just be your chew
toy.”

He squeezed her in a gentle hug. “No,
I won’t force you to be at my beck and call. I’m sure we can keep
you entertained.”

“Sex doesn’t count as a
job, either.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it.”
He paused a moment. “I do dream of it. Have dreamt of having you in
my bed for the last two weeks, but I won’t assign you the task of
being my love slave.”

Wren propped her chin on his chest,
those eyes intent on his. “There’d have to be love for me to be
your love slave.”

Griffin stroked the line of her cheek
with a single finger, circled back to trace her brow and the gentle
slope of her nose. “I have loved you from the first sharing of our
breath, the instant I caught you and watched the poison seep from
your veins, the very moment your blood passed my lips. I had no
idea what the emotion even was, but in that second, it filled
me.”

“You don’t know me.” Her
widened eyes remained locked on him. “Hell, half the time I don’t
know me.”

“And yet, I’d die without
you.” He recognized that she was human and didn’t understand their
connection, but that hadn’t been able to keep the words at
bay.

“Griffin…”

He tightened his grip and eased her
higher on his body as he lowered her head, bringing their lips
together in a gentle, chaste kiss. “One day at a time, Wren. We
have eternity. I don’t expect a declaration today. Not even
tomorrow. But some day, your heart will open to me and I’ll be
there. I want you in my bed, my life, every day, but the words of
love can wait until you’re ready. Do you know that you’re the only
one who sets my blood aflame? My body is cold without you to heat
my blood, sweet Wren.”

Wren’s eyes filled with unshed tears
and he brushed aside the first that fell. Then the second. And the
third. “Oh, Griffin… I… I don’t know what to say. And move in
together?”

“There’s nothing to say,
little bird. And, yes, move in together. As our bond deepens,
you’ll crave me as much as I crave you.”

“My heart hurts. I want to…
But… And Tory…”

He stroked her back until some of the
tension she carried disappeared. “Simply spend your days at my
side. For my sanity and your protection.” He sighed, mind whirling
with possibilities. “As for Tory, we’ll discuss the situation with
Carac. He’s one of the few that could possibly Change someone
successfully. The care she’d need post-transition is immense, but
if both of them agree…”

His Fire’s eyes widened, sparkles of
hope flaring to life in their depths and a smile gracing her
features. In that moment, he realized he’d move heaven and earth,
engage in any bargain, to see that happiness for the rest of his
days.

“Really?”

“Yes, love. He may not
agree. Hell, Tory may not want to be Changed. But it warrants a
discussion.”

Wren shifted in his arms and brought
their lips together in a bone scorching kiss. Her tongue lapped at
his lips and he opened for her, her taste flooding his mouth. His
body craved her like its next breath.

Griffin twined his tongue with hers,
stroked and suckled, showing her without words what he’d like to do
to her body. His cock hardened and lengthened, straining against
the thin cotton pants.

His Fire wiggled and shifted, thigh
easing atop his hips and she ground against him. He thrust,
relishing the pressure of her body along his. She whimpered against
his mouth, teeth nipping at his lips and he responded in the only
way his kind knew.

Griffin bit her, sunk a single fang
into the plump flesh of her lip and then lapped at the wound. Her
fresh, crisp blood danced over his tongue and he could smell her
musk fill the room. The more he took, the hotter she became, her
arousal thick and heavy in the air.

He let his hands wander and stroke her
back, reaching to cup and tease her rounded ass. Her body called to
him, each curve beckoning him, urging him to touch, lick and taste
her from head to toe.

Wren writhed, movements growing
rougher with his every suck, every nip and lick. He scraped his
tongue, opening a small wound and he was rewarded with a full body
shudder. His Fire moaned deep, the sound vibrating through both
their bodies when his blood flowed into her.

She became uncontrollable as she
climbed atop him and pressed her body to his, knees on either side
of his hips. Her hands roamed, his sweet little bird touching him
everywhere at once.

His dick was rock solid now, balls
drawn up tight and hard. His Fire nearly burned him as she encased
him in pleasure.

“Wren.” His voice was
hoarse as he forced the sound past his lips. Gods, what she did to
him.

Wren smiled, a wicked tilt of her
lips, and then slithered down his body, curves caressing him with
every inch she traveled. He watched, transfixed, when her hands
went to the waistband of his pants, tugging at the elastic and
exposing his hardened cock to the room.

She lowered her head, eyes intent on
him as she moved, and blew a warm gust of air across his aching
member. When her red locks fell forward to stroke his cock, he
immediately reached down and brushed it aside. He’d been dreaming
of seeing her plump lips wrapped around his shaft and he wanted
nothing obstructing his view.

Griffin kept his hand tangled in her
hair, gently cupping her head as she stuck out her tongue and
lapped at the droplet of cum that’d formed on the tip of his cock.
The warm wetness sent a bolt of arousal up his spine, his fangs
descending and pricking his lower lip as she wrenched control from
him.

Her delicate hand wrapped around his
shaft, pumping his dick from top to bottom and back again, twisting
and tightening as she traveled over his length. He moaned, her soft
touch not quite enough, merely a teasing.

Wren gripped him harder, wrapped her
lips around the head and teased his slit with her talented
muscle.

“Fuck. Wren.”

She giggled against him, the
vibrations of her teasing sliding along his cock and centering on
his balls. The pressure was building, shoving him closer to coming
in her mouth and the thought of her swallowing his seed only served
to stoke the fires of need even higher.

His Fire tormented the head of his
cock further, lapping at it, tracing the sensitive underside of the
crown…

“Suck me.” He rocked his
hips, searching out more of her warmth. “Wren.”

She hummed around his erection and
ecstasy radiated through him, stealing his breath. Before he could
beg for more, beg this sweet human to swallow him down, she opened
her mouth and slid along his length.

Hand working in time with her rise and
fall, she sucked and lapped at him, tasted and tormented the vein
on the underside of his dick. Wren swirled her tongue around the
tip and then took him in once again. With her free hand, she cupped
his balls, toyed with his sac, squeezed and caressed
him.

He couldn’t stop himself then,
couldn’t keep his hips from rising and sliding deeper into her
talented mouth. Reaching down with his free hand, he held her head
steady as he gently thrust in and out of her.

“Fuck. Perfect.
Yes.”

She moaned and hummed around him, the
vibrations yanking him closer to orgasm with every slide of his
cock against her plump lips.

“Wren. S’good.”

Griffin’s fangs nicked his lower lip,
but the sting did nothing to deter his arousal. His cock pulsed and
throbbed inside his Fire’s mouth and he had no doubt that droplets
of his pre-cum slithered across her tongue.

The tingles of release built and
wrapped their pleasure-filled arms around his cock and balls,
squeezing and petting him, teasing him toward orgasm.

“Fuck. Stop. ‘Nough.” He
fisted her hair and tugged, earning a growl from his little bird.
“Wren. Wanna come in you.”

Wren’s focus turned to him, her eyes
flashing with arousal, and she slowly eased her mouth up along his
shaft. Her tongue still taunted and teased, a hint of her teeth
caressed his cock, but eventually she released him with a soft pop,
flashing him a wicked smile when she was done.

*

Wren licked her lips, tingling from
being stretched around Griffin’s cock. God, he tasted good. All
salty musk with a gentle reminder of the taste of his blood. As
much as the idea of savoring his blood squicked her out, it aroused
her just the same.

And how fucked was that?

“Come to me.” Griffin’s
voice was hoarse, deep and scratchy and it sent a tingle of need
down her spine.

He stroked her head, fingers trailing
through her strands, and she leaned into his touch, nuzzled his
palm before moving.

While his gaze locked on her, she
crawled from the bed. She whipped her top over her head, bra quick
to follow, and then she wiggled out of her shoes, pants and panties
until she stood nude before him.

Any hint of self-consciousness fled at
his expression. Pure desire painted his features, his fangs clearly
visible and irises flashing red. If his cock wasn’t enough evidence
that he wanted her, his obvious need forced all other hesitation
from her mind.

Griffin belonged to her. She was his
Fire, his one and only, the other half of his soul. Even though she
wasn’t all that sure that he had a soul to begin with, but
whatever.

His hands shifted, but before he could
take control and grab her, she moved. In one swift shift of muscle,
she hopped on the bed and straddled her vampire, soaking pussy
nestling right along his shaft. As he’d teased her the last time
they were together, she tormented him in return.

With delicate precision, she rocked
her hips, sliding her exposed pussy along his cock. With each pass,
she ensured that his hot length stroked her clit, shooting
explosions of pleasure through her limbs. She placed her palms on
his chest, let him support her as she teased them both. Back and
forth she moved, gasping and panting with every glance of the head
of his dick over her bundle of nerves.

His eyes had bled to full red beneath
her ministrations, fangs a flashing white. Those deadly teeth
didn’t frighten her. No, just the opposite. They aroused her beyond
measure. She was desperate to have them sliding into her neck while
he drank her blood. She only wished she had a set of her own so she
could return the favor. The pleasure of his bite overwhelmed her
and she ached to give him the same.

Griffin’s hands gripped her hips,
fingers squeezing her tight, but not stalling her play. “Wren.
Lemme in.”

She leaned down, flicked his fang with
her tongue and then slid it into his mouth, groaning when he
suckled and lapped at her blood. Reluctantly, she pulled from the
kiss.

“Ready for me?”

He pulled her more firmly against him.
“Always.”

Rising and reaching between them, she
placed the head of his cock at her heat and then lowered her body.
Inch by glorious inch, Griffin filled her, stretched her weeping
pussy until his entire dick was nestled deep within her
sheath.

As her pussy descended fully, she
groaned when her clit came into contact with his pubis. A shifting
of her hips yanked a moan from her chest and a flex of his forced a
gasp from between her lips.

“Fuck. Griffin.”

He repeated the tiny shift, cock
momentarily sinking deeper in a small thrust.

Wren’s pussy clenched around his
invasion, milking his shaft as every move stimulated her clit.
Shocks of pleasure engulfed her with his slow, delicate seduction.
She rocked with him, her bundle of nerves remaining in contact with
his pubis as they moved together.

“Yes. There. God.” She
could barely speak past her gasps, the building ecstasy making it
difficult to think, let alone breathe.

Griffin helped her, hands guiding her
movements as she sought her pleasure, chased completion.

“Use me, my Fire. Use my
cock.”

“Oh, god.” A seductive
tremble overtook her, growing from her pussy to engulf her whole
body. Lightning bolts of pleasure stroked her nerves, toyed with
her throbbing clit to wrap around her cunt. Her sheath spasmed
around Griffin’s invasion, only serving to increase the building
bliss.

“Gonna.”

Her nipples had hardened with her
spiraling arousal, aching for stimulation, but her mind was too
focused on the true source of her pleasure. With every breath, her
pace increased, a more fierce rock back and forth while she truly
used the vampire’s cock.

Wren moved faster then, pussy sliding
a little further along his dick before engulfing him once again,
riding his hardness and stealing what ecstasy she could from his
thick shaft.

“Come on my dick, Wren.
Then I’m gonna fuck you, ride this pretty cunt until you
scream.”

“Oh, shit.” That forced
uncontrollable shivers to run into her limbs and her toes curled,
muscles tensing one by one as her orgasm rushed forward. Her pussy
clenched in rapid waves of pleasure. She screamed Griffin’s name,
sobbing as her release blew through her from head to toe. The bliss
circled her pussy and she arched, screaming to the
ceiling.

As the pulses continued to pound
through her body, Griffin flipped their positions, her back
nestling against the soft blanket and her vampire looming over
her.

He smirked, flashing a deadly fang.
“Now it’s my turn.”

“Yes,” she hissed, unable
to do more.

Then Griffin fucked her in earnest. He
slid free of her pussy and then slammed his hips home again. He
pumped in and out of her soaked cunt, their bodies meeting in wet
slaps of skin against skin.

He was right, she would
scream.

Clawing his arms and shoulders, she
arched and fought against him, growling and begging for
more.

And he gave it.

Sweat coated his muscled chest, breath
coming in pants while he roughly pounded her cunt. He moved harder
and faster, hips meeting her in an ever increasing rhythm while
they sought their pleasure. He gave and gave.

She took and took.

Still recovering from her orgasm, the
pleasure that had drifted away returned in a rush. Her sensitized
pussy tightened around him and she rode the line between pleasure
and pain.

She planted her feet on the forgiving
surface of the bed and met him thrust for thrust, working toward a
second release, desperate for another taste of ecstasy from her
vampire.

And he didn’t disappoint. He moved
with greater speed, thrusting into her with increased force and
then he did what she’d been craving. Griffin leaned down, hips
continuing to pummel her, and sank his fangs into her neck, sliding
deep.

A brilliant suction followed his
secondary penetration and she screamed with the overwhelming bliss
that overtook her. Further and further she flew with her ultimate
release, voice growing louder with every passing second. In the
back of her mind, she realized that the others could probably hear
her, but she didn’t care.

Then, once, twice and again and
Griffin stiffened above her, his cock pulsing deep within her
walls, his cum pumping into her waiting pussy. His release added to
hers, extending it that much further.

His bellow joined her shout while they
came together and then no sound filled the room beyond their
heaving breaths. Sweat coated them both, the sinful scent of sex
filling the room, further evidence of their pleasure.

Still gasping, Griffin eased to the
side, bringing Wren with him and laying her across his
chest.

She was too tired to fight about
whether she was squishing him.

His cock, softening, still lay passive
inside her pussy and she welcomed their continued connection. She
was filled by him, body and soul.

“Sleep, my Fire.” He
brushed his lips across her brow and she figured, for once, she’d
listen.

*

What felt like seconds later, the soft
click of his door sprung Griffin awake, his body on alert. He
cradled a sated Wren in his arms and was ready to defend his Fire
to the death. He’d run into the Devil’s domain and had no problem
going toe-to-toe with the demon if necessary.

Thankfully, it was just
Brom.

Griffin snagged the blanket they’d
discarded and was quick to cover his sleeping little bird. No one
should enjoy his love’s body but him.

“What?” He kept his voice
low, unwilling to wake Wren.

“I just wanted to tell you
that Carac has decided we’re all to live on the estate until we
figure out what’s going on. The Novices packed up your home and
brought most of your belongings here. The rest is in
storage.”

Griffin closed his eyes and counted to
ten. He hated having decisions made for him, regardless of the fact
that living at the mansion made sense. Wren would have the close
shield of the Protectors, Novices and the trainers that lived on
the grounds.

“And Wren’s
things?”

“I’ll send for them
now.”

He sighed. Wren wouldn’t be happy that
others had gone through her belongings, but it couldn’t be helped
since a very serious threat still lingered. “Very well.”

Wren stirred and he stroked her arm,
hoping to soothe her back to sleep.

No such luck.

“What about the glitter
guy? Living here? And Tory?” She mumbled against him.

Brom smirked. “No word from the king
in response to the attack. For now, I’ve been instructed to tell
you that the two of you shouldn’t worry about our current
difficulties. And, yes, Carac has gently requested our presence for
the foreseeable future.”

“So, current difficulties
is code for ‘nutso super villians’ and Carac did a decree thing,
not a suggestion.” His little bird wasn’t an idiot.

“Quite. And I believe Tory
is a discussion best saved for our Sovereign when he’s in a good
mood. You may be waiting for a little while.” Brom sketched a bow
and disappeared. The move had been so reminiscent of the days of
curtseys and cravats that Griffin smiled.

His Fire wiggled against him and then
settled with a soft sigh. “So, we’re shacking up and Tory is a
‘discussion’. Wouldn’t it be easier for her to do the blood
exchange with her own Count Suckula instead of going fully
vamptastic?”

He chuckled. “We are. Did you think I
was kidding about that? And a human can’t just decide to do the
‘blood thing’. A vampire has to discover that she’s his Fire and
then complete the exchanges.”

“So, you’re saying that it
has to be a particular Count Suckula? Not just anyone?” Wren
huffed. “Well, I’m sure someone will want her. She’s fucking
awesomesauce.”

“I’m sure, love.” He
wouldn’t laugh.

“Anyway. I also didn’t
realize the whole ‘moving in together’ thing would happen today. As
in now. This second. It seemed more like a five year plan to
me.”

Griffin rubbed his chin over the top
of her head. “Try five minutes.”

She nodded. “I’m getting that.” A
shift of muscles and his love was once again focused on him.
“So.”

“So.” He took in her
tousled hair and ravaged lips.

“Whatcha doing for the next
gajillion years?” Her eyes twinkled, happiness shining
bright.

“You. Loving you, fucking
you…” He growled and flipped her to her back, baring his fangs as
he hovered over her prone body. “Nibbling on you.”

Wren rolled her eyes. “No, that’s what
you’re doing today.”

“And tomorrow.”

“Unless you have to be all
Batman and save our city.”

Griffin snapped his teeth. “Vampire,
not bat, love. But I’ll always return to you.” He lowered his body,
giving his Fire more of his weight. “Now, will you shut up long
enough for me to kiss you?”

“I don’t know, try to kiss
me and we’ll find out.”

So, he did. And she, in fact, shut up.
For all of five minutes.

God, he loved her.

 


The End
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