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Chapter One 

  

 Raphael's Compound 



The moon hung full and luminous in the sky as Jessye and her team hugged 

the western wall of the property. The mission was simple: capture Lorrie, dead or 

alive.  If  alive,  she  would  be  tried  in  the  high  court  for  the  murder  of  Syrus  and 

Rysen's family. 

But only if she was taken alive. Jessye preferred her dead. 

Over the past few months, Lorrie had managed to capture and kill too many of 

Jessye's people. She glanced at Syrus in front of her. Correction: their people. The 

last one had been taken from one of Syrus's safe houses. 

Anger trembled through her before she could gain control of it. Syrus paused 

in front of her and looked back at her in question. She shrugged. He shook his head 

and moved forward. 

She crept after him. A shiver of unease traced its chilly fingers up her spine as 

the  seconds  slipped  by.  Syrus  paused  again,  his  dark  head  turning  this  way  and 

that in the pale moonlight. She opened her mouth to ask what was wrong but closed 

it when she saw him give the signal to keep moving. She blew out a relieved breath 

and crept along until he stopped again. 

“Halt! Who's out there?” 

She rolled her eyes.  Moron. Like someone trying to break in is going to answer. 

She shook her head and waited. Her grip on the dagger in her right hand tightened. 

She wanted revenge, but first they needed to get into the compound. 
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 “Jessye, I'm going to send some people on ahead. You're with me.”  Syrus's voice 

slipped into her mind seamlessly, raising goose bumps over her skin. It still made 

her uncomfortable having this mental connection to him. 

The  sounds  of  a  scuffle  ahead  brought  her  out  of  her  thoughts.  A  soft  groan 

floated on the air as she and Syrus moved forward. 

“Threat's taken care of.” Adrian, Syrus's second in command, shifted from wolf 

back to man and returned to the group. 

Lights  flashed  on,  and  for  a  second,  Jessye  was  blind.  A  whip  cracked,  and 

pain stung the side of her neck. 

A woman encased from head to toe in leather appeared before her, a bright red 

band on her arm signifying she was one of Raphael's guards. She flicked her wrist, 

and a sharp  crack rent the air. Pain burst on Jessye's neck again. Not too far from 

her, she heard the sounds of Syrus and Adrian fighting off their own attackers. 

Jessye growled and took a step forward. She focused her energy into her hands 

and threw a burst of power at her opponent. Jessye aimed her power at the woman's 

wrist. 

The  whip  flew  from  her  hand  to  the  ground.  It  didn't  stop  her,  though;  she 

flicked her wrist again, and a burst of power hit Jessye on the cheek. With a growl, 

Jessye rushed her and took her down. Jessye got the upper hand and managed to 

land a few blows to the woman's face. Her rival finally stopped moving. 

All  around  her,  the  sounds  of  fighting  filled  the  air.  “Fall  back.  There's  too 

many of them,” Adrian yelled. 

A hole opened up in the enemy line, and Syrus rushed through it. 

“Shit.”  Jessye  ran  after  him.  She  refused  to  have  him  captured  or  killed 

because he'd lost his head in the name of revenge. 

“God damn it, Syrus. Get back here!” She didn't care if anyone heard her; all 

she cared about was getting the team back to the safe house alive. Their footsteps 

rang across the cobblestoned walkway as he ran around the side of the house. She 
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swore,  her  legs  working  overtime  to  catch  up.  “Get  your  ass  back  here,  you 

meathead. You're going to get us killed.” 

Either he didn't care or he couldn't hear her, because he ran faster, climbed up 

the gate, and went over the top. A soft  thud told her he'd landed. 

Jessye  grumbled  as  she  followed,  tired,  her  energy  nearly  spent.  She  looked 

around for Syrus and found him a few feet away. “The mission is shot. We need to 

go,  now.” 

He stopped moving, much to her relief. “Lorrie's in there. I know she is.” 

“And  we'll  come  back  and  drag  her  out  by  the  hair,  but  we  need  to  go  now. 

Think of your people. They need you.” 

I need you, she added silently. 

He turned around, and for a moment hope bloomed inside her. But the feeling 

was short-lived. A lithe blonde encased in a pearlescent silk sheath came into view. 

One pale hand held a wicked-looking curved dagger with serrated edges. 

 Lorrie.  

“Syrus,  look  out!”  She  ran  toward  him  and  watched  in  slow  motion  as  Syrus 

turned around. His face contorted in a mixture of shock and anger. He lunged for 

the woman and missed, and the blade sank into his side. Syrus tried to reach for her 

again, only to have her move out of the way. 

“I'm  going  to  kill  you.”  Syrus  lifted  his  arm.  A  dagger  gleamed  in  the 

moonlight. He thrust it at her. 

Lorrie sidestepped him. “Missed me. Try again, mongrel.” 

The  dangerous  dance  happened  in  flashes  of  awkward  movement.  His  steps 

stumbled as she moved with fluid grace out of the way. Syrus tripped and fell to a 

knee.  A  cruel  smile  curved  on  her  lips.  The  dance  slowed  down  until  both  parties 

were standing still: him kneeling, his dagger hand planted on the ground while his 

arm covered his midsection, and Lorrie standing over him. 
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Dark red stained his shirt. The blot grew bigger with each movement. Lorrie 

raised  her  knife  again.  The  shock  wore  off.  Jessye  leaped  into  action,  rushing 

toward him. Lorrie looked up. A sneer contorted her pretty face. She turned and ran 

into  the  darkness.  Jessye  would  have  gone  after  her  had  Syrus  not  sunk  to  the 

ground, holding his side. Jessye dropped down beside him. Taking him in her arms, 

she tried to cover the bleeding with her free hand. 

“Lorrie… Go after Lorrie.” Syrus struggled to get up. 

A quick survey of their surroundings showed that Lorrie had disappeared. 

“Shut  up  and  lie  still.  I'm  not  leaving  you.  We'll  get  her  next  time.  I  can't 

teleport. I don't have enough energy.” 

The blood felt hot against her palm. The pungent scent of his liquid life floated 

through  the  air  and  grew  thicker  with  each  second.  He  was  losing  so  much  blood 

that she wondered if he would be able to heal. 

She  looked  around,  panicked.  Her  heart  thudded  against  her  chest,  and  a 

sense  of  dread  took  hold  of  her.  Exposed,  in  the  middle  of  what  appeared  to  be  a 

driveway, she heard the sounds of a scuffle drift through the night toward her. No 

help was coming for them. 

Sweat  soaked  her  brow  and  ran  in  rivulets  down  her  face.  Her  damp  shirt 

stuck to her like a second skin. 

Moving as quickly as she could, she laid Syrus on the ground, shrugged out of 

her jacket, and wadded it against the wound. 

Closing her eyes, she reached out with her mind for help. “Don't you dare die 

on me.” She hit him in the shoulder with her free hand. 

He coughed. “If I didn't know any better, I'd think you cared about me. You've 

done a damn good job of avoiding me these last few months.” 

“I don't care about that,” she lied. She looked around, but no one had answered 

the call. The sounds of battle continued to drift toward her. “You're the leader of our 
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little motley crew of rebels. I refuse to try and lead them without you. I'd just end 

up killing them all.” 

A light breeze brushed her face, and she shivered. Goose bumps broke out over 

her skin as the sweat cooled. 

“I'm not healing.” 

“What?” 

“I'm  not  healing,  and  I  feel  odd,  like  fire  is  lapping  through  my  veins  and 

swirling around my stomach.” He struggled again to sit up. “My heart is pounding 

so fast.” 

His voice sounded hoarse, as if he had been yelling. 

 No, no, no. It can't be… 

Not voicing her worry, she raised her blood-covered hand to her nose. A light, 

bitter  odor  wafted  to  her  nostrils.  With  great  trepidation,  she  flicked  her  tongue 

over  her  palm.  A  burst  of  acid  washed  over  her  taste  buds,  chased  by  a  sickening 

sweetness. 

He'd been poisoned. 

“I'm dying, aren't I?” he asked softly. 

“Not  on  my  watch,  meathead.  I'm  going  to  get  you  out  of  here  if it's the  last 

thing  I  do.”  She  gathered  as  much  of  her  energy  as  she  could  and  focused  on 

teleporting them. Warmth flooded her body and pulsed through her veins. A sense 

of floating surrounded her. The sensation stopped. The gates they had climbed over 

came into view. They had moved only a few feet. 

A  sense of weariness  took  hold  of  her.  Panting  softly,  she  tried  to  push  back 

her exhaustion and gather more energy. 

“Sassy, you okay?” 

She slapped him on the arm. “Stop calling me that, or I'll have to start calling 

you  sugar britches in front of your troops.” 
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He  chuckled.  “What  else  should  I  call  you?  Honey  seems  to  be  too  sweet  for 

such a firecracker like you. How about I start calling you  Sparky?” 

She winced. “That's even worse than Sassy.” 

“Then Sassy it is. Just as long as you don't start calling me  sugar britches.” A 

fit of coughing cut off his laughter. 

Her heart stuttered in her chest. He opened his mouth, but she shook her head 

and put a finger to her lips. 

Voices floated toward them. It sounded as if they were arguing. 

Her  energy  still  hadn't  recovered.  She  couldn't  move  them  just  yet,  but  she 

could shield him. “I'm going to get up. Don't move, do you understand? Regardless of 

what you see me do, don't move.” 

“What are you doing?” He struggled but couldn't sit up. 

Jessye  moved  out  from  under  him  and  laid  his  head  on  the  ground.  “Don't 

move. I'm too tired to deal with distractions.” She stood up. Her fangs lengthened, 

and she bit into her palm. Blood welled up fast, and a pang of pain hit her abdomen. 

Hunger  mingled  with  a  gnawing  ache  that  quivered  in waves  through  her  body.  I 

 need to feed.  

With that reminder, she called on her remaining power and focused on what 

Blyder had taught her about protection magick and blood. 

Apprehension dogged her steps as she began to walk in a circle. She made two 

complete  loops,  muttering  in  the  old  language,  and  turned  her  palm  downward  to 

let the blood drop to the ground. With each drop that hit the stone, a small beam of 

light shot upward to the sky. She continued to walk the third circle until Syrus was 

completely encircled in light. 

“Sassy—” 

Out  of  the  corner  of  her  eye,  she  saw  him  try  to  rise.  “Stop  moving.  If  you 

break the beam of light, it will cut you in two. Besides, I don't want to tell Rysen I 

lost you.” Her head swam, making concentration difficult. 
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She muttered the last of the incantation and slammed her palm down onto the 

ground. When she lifted her hand, what remained was not a bloody bite wound, but 

a perfect pentagram. She straightened up and swayed on her feet. 

“What's wrong with you?” 

It took a bit more energy than she had to regain her balance. 

“Damn  it,  Sassy.  Answer  me.  By  the  laws  of  blood  claim,  as  I  have  declared 

you my consort, I  order you to tell me what is going on.” 

“I'm fine.” 

“Liar.” 

“Shut  up  and  stay  where  you  are.  If  you  hurt  yourself  trying  to  get  to  me,  I 

swear I'll kill you. You and Rysen need justice for Lorrie killing your family. Don't 

let stupidity stop you.” 

The voices came closer. She reached down and unsheathed a small knife from 

her boot. 

“Jessye, please.” 

“It's okay,  ma chère. Just us.” Adrian came into view, and her shoulders sagged 

in relief. Golden eyes flashed at her. Shoulder-length dark brown hair blew in the 

breeze. Rips in his black outfit showed off peeks of his muscular body. “The house is 

abandoned.  Everyone  fled  once  they  saw  the  bursts  of  light  coming  from  this 

direction. They probably thought bad magick was happening, and frankly, so did I. 

Glad to see it was just you protecting  le capitaine. Temar will take down the barrier. 

You should lean on me,  oui? You look about ready to collapse.” 

He held out his hand, and she looked down at it. 

“It's clean. I promise you. Washed off the blood before we came over.” 

“Don't be stubborn, Sassy. Take his hand,” Syrus said. “And once we get back 

to the compound, and I'm able to see straight, I'm going to spank your ass.” 

She whirled around too fast, and the world tilted on its side. She clenched her 

jaw and glared down at him. “Try it, and you'll be pulling back a stump.” 
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Syrus's sapphire blue eyes glowed, making her pause. “You'll do as you're told, 

Consort, and I'll do as I please.” 

Adrian  grabbed  her  biceps  and  held  her  back.  “Calm  down,  chérie,”  he 

whispered against her ear. “He is worried is all. Be still and let this pass. Come let 

us patch you up, then you can proceed to tear each other apart, oui?” 

Fire  roared  through  her  veins.  Warmth  seeped  into  her  body.  She  could  feel 

her energy supply begin to rise. With the surge of power came the tingling reminder 

of a need for sex and more blood. 

“Fine. Wouldn't want to kill my consort before I've had a chance to teach him 

some manners.” She pulled out of Adrian's arms, but it wasn't anger that made her 

walk away. Syrus looked so pale that his skin was almost translucent. 

She marched off and joined the rest of their mission party. She rested for a bit, 

and as her power rose, her body mended itself. A few minutes later, she had enough 

energy to teleport. “I'm going on ahead.” 

Not waiting around for a reply, she traveled with her mind to the compound. 


* * * 

With hot water sluicing over her body, she showered away the remnants of the 

fight,  hoping  to  find  calm  in  the  daily  ritual.  The  feeling  of  disappointment  had 

taken  a  backseat  to  fear.  She  slammed  a  fist  into  the  wall  and  watched  the  tile 

crack but not fall. They had been so close to capturing Lorrie. Then all the pain and 

worry would have been over. 

Syrus  and  his  brother,  Rysen,  would  have  finally  gotten  justice,  and  all  the 

people she'd lost would not have died in vain. She closed her eyes and sank down 

into the tub. Water pelted her head, knees, and feet and washed over her back and 

shins.  With  the  defeat  rose  the  fear  she'd  pushed  back  in  order  to  protect  him.  “I 

could have lost him tonight.” 

Just  the  sound  of  the  words  leaving  her  lips  made  her  body  shake,  and  the 

fears  and  emotions  she'd  held  at  bay  came  tumbling  out  with  her  tears.  Despite 
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being taken by the blood claim and avoiding Syrus for months, she felt something 

for him—whether attraction or something more, she didn't know. But she refused to 

find out. Lust was more understandable than what she felt for him now. 

She  knew  Syrus was  in  love  with  someone  else.  Sabella,  the  wife Lorrie  had 

killed when she'd burned their house down around them. Emotions were futile. Why 

get attached when he wouldn't return her affections? 

Sadness  weighed  her  down  like  a  heavy  cloak.  Despite  her  attempts  to  stay 

away from him, she couldn't continue to do so. Her heating time made life a living 

hell.  What  she  could  once  control  with  sheer  willpower  was  now  snapping  at  its 

threadbare  leash.  She  pushed  those  thoughts  aside,  finished  her  shower,  and 

wrapped a towel around her body. 

Once she'd gotten something to eat and had drunk a bit of blood, she'd go see 

Syrus. 

Jessye puttered around her room, laying out her  clothes and toiletries, when 

the door to her bedroom slammed open. 

A  panicked  Adrian  stood  in  her  doorway.  “We  need  you.  Syrus  has  taken  a 

turn for the worse.” 

His words hit her like ice water. She rushed past Adrian and into Syrus's room 

next door. She found Temar standing over Syrus, her aura shimmering red as sweat 

poured over her face and soaked her clothing. 

“We're losing him. He needs your blood.” Temar looked at her, pleading. 

“Move out of the way. Everyone out. I'll take care of him.” 

The people in the room cleared out in a matter of seconds and closed the door 

quietly behind them. Jessye dropped the towel and climbed onto the bed. 

Syrus  looked  up  at  her  and  gave  her  a  watery  grin.  “I  finally  get  to  see  you 

naked.” His dry, hollow laugh made her worry. 

“Shut up. You're going to do what I say. No protests.” 

He nodded. 
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“You need to feed. I'm going to scoot up until your head is between my thighs, 

understand?” 

“Mmmm, sounds nice. I get to see your pussy too?” 

She  rolled  her  eyes  and  moved  over  him  to  straddle  his  hips.  “I  asked  if you 

understood, not if you were a pervert.” 

“I do, and I am. Fuck, you're beautiful.” His breath brushed her labia, sending 

a shiver of heat over her skin. Her pussy began to tingle and became heavy as liquid 

fire poured into it. Arousal curled tightly in her stomach. Fire pulsed through her 

body. Anticipation crawled over her skin, and her breath came out in pants. When 

his hands gripped her hips, she nearly bucked at the contact.  So sweet. Roughened 

palms pressed against the damp silk of her skin. 

“When  I'm  better,  I'll  be  feasting  on  this  pussy,  and  then  I'll  fuck  you 

senseless.”  She  felt  the  sharp  slice  of  pain  that  raced  through  her  leg  and  up  her 

torso, causing her back to bow. Pleasure washed over her, so intense she screamed. 

She  came  almost  immediately.  Her  heating  time  roared  to  life,  and  she  leaned 

forward  to  grip  the  headboard  tightly,  resisting  the  urge  to  move  his  head  to  her 

needy pussy. She felt the slide of liquid down her thighs and coating her anus. 

Syrus  groaned  between  her  legs,  the  vibrations  moving  straight  to  her  cunt, 

causing  tingles  of  desire  to  burst  as  the  walls  of  her  pussy  fluttered.  Pleasure 

speared her to the core with each tug of his lips. Moans and gasps spilled from her 

lips as she held her body still. Need pulsed through her. She wanted to sink down 

on his cock and ride him hard, then feed on his blood. 

Lost  in  the  moment,  she  nearly  lashed  out  when  she  felt  a  hand  on  her 

shoulder. She opened her eyes to see Temar standing next to her. 

“Feed.” Temar shoved several blood bags at her and left the room. 

 Blessed  liquid  life.  She  tossed  all  but  one  bag  on  the  bed  beside  them.  Her 

fangs burst forth, the sharp tips breached the thick plastic, and she began to feast 

as Syrus took more of her blood. She consumed packet after packet and came over 

and over again as he fed from her and she fed from the bags. 
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It  was  like  a  sick,  pleasurable  cycle.  The  more  she  drank,  the  more  he  fed, 

until he released the spot on her thigh and buried his face in her sex. She cried out 

as he feasted on her sensitive flesh, nipping, biting, lapping, and sucking her pussy 

lips. His grip on her hips increased, trapping her. 

His  tongue  slipped  between  her  labia,  poking  around  until  he  found  her 

engorged clit. He flicked the bud over and over again, driving her insane. The full 

blood packet in her hand burst as she squeezed it tightly. Blood went everywhere. 

She couldn't have cared less as he sucked  her clit hard, then released it to scrape 

his fang over the sensitive head. Shudders of pleasure  rippled  through her as she 

teetered on the edge of another orgasm. 

When he bit down on the bud, she screamed. Her body shook, and the world 

slowly faded to black around the edges. She tried her damnedest to stay awake, but 

exhaustion claimed her. 

Just  as  she  went  under,  she  couldn't  help  but  wish  he  had  been  with  her, 

inside her as she climaxed that last time. 


* * * 

Syrus lapped at her flesh one last time just as she slumped forward, her hand 

still  holding  the  railings  of  the  headboard.  He  looked  up  her  body  to  see  her  face 

relaxed  and  unguarded,  blood  droplets  decorating  her  lips,  neck,  and  chest. 

Carefully he shifted from underneath her and caught her body before she fell back. 

Gently, he pulled her against him and laid her down on the bed. 

He looked around to see blood splattered all over the wall and sheets. A glance 

in the mirror on the dresser nearby showed blood staining his hair and forehead. He 

sent out a mental call for Adrian, then covered up Jessye's body. No one else would 

get to see her naked. 

Adrian burst through the door, panting hard as if he'd been running. His eyes 

widened when he saw the room. “Fucking hell. What happened in here?” 

“Just  a  broken  bag  of  blood.  Prepare  another  room  for  us.  We'll  be  bunking 

together whether she likes it or not.” 
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“I'm guessing  non, mon ami. She won't appreciate you taking control like that.” 

“She's  my  consort,  and  it's  time  she  started  acting  like  it.  And  it's  time  she 

stopped  running  from  me.  We  need  to  have  a  talk  that's  well  overdue.”  Syrus 

wrapped Jessye in the sheet and carried her past Adrian to the bathroom. “I'll tie 

her to the bloody bed if I have to. Besides, she owes me for scaring the shit out of me 

back at Raphael's mansion.” 

“What about Lorrie?” 

“I'll gut the bitch later. I have my consort to take care of.” He walked into the 

bathroom and kicked the door shut with his heel. 

Syrus laid her gently on a chaise lounge in the bathroom and started a bath. 

He glanced back at her. “When you wake up, we're going to have a little talk, you 

and I. No running, no avoiding. None of that shit.” 

He shook his head. “No sass either. You  hear me? None of that bullshit that 

Kit needed you. Rysen told me you were crashing at Kit's to avoid me. My brother 

and I may have been at odds in the past, but we don't hide anything anymore. He 

told me you and I needed to talk, and we do. I know you're hiding some things from 

me.  I  know  you  haven't  been  feeding  properly.  When  you're  awake,  you'll  tell  me 

why. 

“I  could  have  lost  you  tonight.  When I  saw  that  opening,  all  I  could  think  of 

was getting to that bitch and killing her. I would have avenged my murdered family 

and  finally  found  some  peace.  If  you  hadn't  been  there,  I  would  have  died.  You 

risked your life trying to keep me safe.” Syrus sighed. “I don't deserve it.” 

He turned away from her to putter around the bathroom. His thoughts turned 

to Sabella. He had thought he'd never find someone to love after Sabella's murder. 

In his bones, in his soul, he felt something for Jessye, something stronger than he 

had  felt  for  his  dead  love.  His emotions  for  Jessye  did  nothing  to  dim  his love  for 

Sabella, but they did change the way he viewed things in his past. Guilt, love, and 

sorrow swirled around him like snowflakes in a storm when he thought of what had 

happened. 
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Some  nights  when  he  closed  his  eyes,  all  he  saw  was  Sabella—her  head 

surrounded  by  blood  like  some  demonic  halo,  her  eyes  staring  up  into  the 

otherverse,  blank  and  cold.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  Adrian  and  his  family  dragging 

Syrus from the fire, he would have died alongside her. Over the years, he'd wished 

he  had.  He'd  sought  to  end  his  life  with  drink,  drugs,  and  picking  fights.  But  he 

couldn't die. Adrian had turned him into a beast. 

Jessye groaned behind him. He rushed to her side and knelt next to the chaise. 

“Get away from me, meathead. I'm fine.” Her voice sounded hoarse, as if she 

had been screaming. His cock twitched in response, and she smacked the side of his 

head. 

“Your mind—out of the gutter, now. You're forgetting to shield yourself.” She 

rolled off the chaise onto the floor. “Ow.” 

Horrified, Syrus offered a hand to help her up. She tried to push him away. 

“Okay, hero. Your idea to put me on the edge of the chair? Not a good one.” She 

tried  to  stand  but  couldn't.  “Why  am  I  covered  in  blood?  And  my  legs  aren't 

working.” 

“It's  because  you  haven't  fed  properly.  That,  and  it's  your  heating  time.  Did 

you think you could hide these things from me? Apples have been disappearing.” He 

stared down at her, taking in her mussed coffee-colored waves and the bags under 

her dark brown eyes. “You haven't been resting either. You are so damn stubborn.” 

“Pot  calling  the  kettle  black,  there?”  Her  eyebrow  rose  in  question,  and  she 

stared at him. 

He  let  out  an  exasperated  sigh.  “Get  in  the  tub.  We  can  talk  while  we're 

getting cleaned up.” 

“I'm not—” 

“That  wasn't  a  request,  Sassy.”  He  pulled  at  the  sheet  and  watched  it  slide 

over her body until her mocha skin was exposed. Syrus swallowed. He tried to keep 

from salivating. Heat pooled in his groin, and hunger rose, sharp and swift. His cock 
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hardened as his balls tightened. An ache started in the pit of his stomach. His gums 

burned, a reminder of his need to drink of her. A growl slipped past his lips. He had 

to suppress the howl that wanted to follow it. 

“Syrus? What's going on?” 

Her fear spiced the air, hot and bitter and delicious. 

Syrus could just see the slick lips of her sex, her pussy and anus exposed for 

his  eyes  only.  He  wanted  to  wrap  her  hair  around  his  fist  and  pull  while  he  took 

from her behind and  rode her hard.  And just as she was about to come, he would 

sink  his  fangs  into  her  shoulder  and  drink  of  her  sweet  life.  His  cock  twitched 

against his stomach, his balls aching. Another growl sounded. Like a warning shot, 

he  quickly  clamped  down  on  his  hungers.  They  only  encouraged  the  beast  within 

him to rise to the surface. 

He turned away from her and rose. “Come. Let's get cleaned up.” 

“Syrus?” Her voice was soft, edged in gruffness. 

“Please, let's go. Then we'll eat and then the talking. We have much to discuss, 

so much to say.” He padded to the tub and turned off the water before getting in. A 

soft hiss sounded as he stepped into the bathtub. The water was scalding hot, but 

he didn't care. He needed something to distract him from the beast moving within 

him. 

“Okay,  Romeo.  What  do  you  want  to  discuss?”  Jessye  climbed  into  the  tub 

across from him and sank down. He watched hungrily as the water rose up around 

her  until  it  covered  her  body.  She  let  out  a  soft  sigh—seemingly  oblivious  to  the 

heat of the water—and rested her head against the lip of the basin while stretching 

out her legs. The soft glide of her skin against his leg caused his body to tighten and 

sent  waves  of  desire  up  through  his  body.  He  closed  his  eyes  and  savored  the 

contact. The fire within him burned higher as she rubbed her leg against his. 

“Stop trying to distract me.” Syrus moved away from her touch. “Explain to me 

why you didn't feel it necessary to tell me about your heating time or the fact that 

you haven't been feeding properly?” 
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Silence fell between them, and he glowered. After picking up a bar of soap, he 

began to clean his chest. “We need to communicate with each other if this is going to 

work. No running away or ignoring things.” 

“So  what?  We  go  to  a  shrink?  You  wanna  get  all  touchy-feely  about  your 

problems and talk about your childhood while expecting me to share?” She made a 

dismissive sound, causing anger to rush up and replace his slow-burning arousal. 

“No, damn it. I expect us to talk to each other willingly.” 

Defiance  sparkled  in  their  dark  brown  depths,  challenging  the  beast  within 

him. 

She  sat  up,  sending  water  splashing  against  the  sides  of  the  tub.  Leaning 

forward, she looked at him as she drew her legs to her chest; a move that made her 

look incredibly vulnerable. “So, Mr. I Want to Be So Open, tell me about the wolf 

man lurking in the shadows.” 

Syrus stared at her, unsure if he had heard her right. A chill slipped down his 

spine. 

She rested her chin on her knees and continued to gaze at him. “Tell me about 

the  beast  that  used  to  lurk  in  the  forests  of  France.  It  had  several  names.  Some 

people  said  it  was  a  man—one  who  looked  a  lot  like  you.  I  did  my  research.  You 

didn't show up on the vampyre scene until a few years ago. And oddly enough, no 

one  in  Europe  knew  of  a  vampyre  named  Syrus  who  matched  your  description, 

especially one with a werewolf companion named Adrian. They did, however, hear 

of  two  werewolves  who  whored  their  way  around  Europe,  fucking,  fighting, 

gambling, and taking odd jobs. Wonder where they are right now?” 

He gazed back at her, not flinching. “Okay, you want to start there? Let's go to 

the beginning. But if I share, I expect you to do the same.” 

He nodded. “Of course. I'll admit to being one of those beasts. Adrian and his 

family  pulled  me  out  of  the  fire.  He  burst  through  a  weakened  wall  to  look  for 

survivors and found me stumbling around. His family came in after us and got us to 

safety. I had inhaled too much smoke and had other injuries—ones that couldn't be 
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treated at the time the way they are now. I would have been dead if Adrian hadn't 

changed me.” 

He paused in his tale to gauge her reaction. 

She held her legs against her chest and gazed back at him. “Go on. Don't stop 

on my account.” 

He cleared his throat and began to wash his arms and chest. “I was angry at 

not having died. I had wanted so badly to join my family, to be with Sabella again.” 

He paused as remnants of that anger rose up. His beast growled in its cage. “I didn't 

know  where  Rysen  had  gone  and  didn't  have  the  means  to  go  after  him.  For  ten 

years, anger was my life. I ran away from Adrian and his family, allowing my anger 

and  sorrow  to  consume  me.  I'll  admit  I  was  a  beast—terrorizing  people,  fighting, 

completely out of control. Adrian stood by me the whole time. 

“I  was  still  angry,  but  now  I  had  to  learn  how  to  deal  with  no  longer  being 

human.  Adrian  taught  me  how  to  control  the  wolf.  And  yes,  we  whored  our  way 

through  Europe,  Asia,  and  parts  of  Africa.  We  fucked  anyone  willing  and  fought 

anyone who got in our way. We were a force to be reckoned with. 

“But it wasn't until we arrived in Tibet that I found my calling. I met Ryu.” He 

looked at Jessye and saw her eyes widen. “Yes, I saw your blood father. We didn't 

talk  much.  I  was  drunk  and  in  a  talkative  mood;  he  wasn't.  We  discussed  many 

things, some nonsense and some things that I can't repeat to you. He did point me 

in  the  direction  of  my  maker,  the  Hunter,  as he's  called.  He  agreed  to  change  me 

once he'd heard my story. Come morning, he was gone.” 

Her response surprised him. “You were changed by the Hunter? He is said to 

be older than the vampyre courts of Europe. More ancient than the oldest among us 

and  more  powerful  than  the  best  warrior.  He  is  said  to  have  been  created  by  the 

First before she went to sleep and never awoke.” 

“I've  heard  the  tales.  Don't  believe  them  much.  I  will  say  he's  terrifying, 

always swathed in black. I never even saw his face, just felt his bite. By the Maker, 

it hurt; burned like a fire so cold and hot at the same time. I thought I was in hell. 
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By the time I came out of it, I was transformed, and oddly enough I knew what to 

do.”  Syrus  hadn't  understood  that  part  of  the  change.  A  newling  needed  to  be 

guided, told, shown the ways of the vampyre, and yet he had known just what to do, 

how to act, how much blood to drink, and even how to turn his chosen if he wanted 

to. 

“It is said the older the vampyre, the more information they can pass on with 

their  blood,  like  memories  and  things.  What  powers  did  you  wake  up  with?” 

Curiosity showed clearly in her gaze. She was sizing him up. 

He  grinned.  The  air  between  them  relaxed  with  only  a  hint  of  tension 

remaining. “One day you'll find out, Sassy, but for now, I'm not telling you. Can I 

continue my story?” 

“Go  for  it,  Hans  Christian  Andersen.”  She  leaned  back,  resting  her  head 

against the basin, and stretched out her body again. 

“After that I moved through the vampyre world, searching for ways to avenge 

my family. I found out that Rysen was alive and well. My brother, my own blood, 

changed  and  alive,  and  yet  he  wasn't  there  when  our  family  needed  him,  when  I 

needed him.” He paused as the old anger rose for a second, and then he composed 

himself. 

“I had him watched, and discovered that he was pursuing your blood daughter, 

Kit. I thought I would use her to get to him, have him capitulate somehow, and use 

his house to continue my goal of pursuing Lorrie and destroying any who stood in 

my way. After watching him with Kit, I couldn't be angry anymore. He didn't know 

what Lorrie had done, and it was clear he loved Kit very much. I couldn't begrudge 

him his happiness. I'm only glad he agreed to help us bring Lorrie to justice.” 

Syrus waited for Jessye to respond. “How did you go from whoring and fighting 

your way through Europe to becoming the leader of the outcast movement?” 

“I  used  my  new  vampyre  status  to  enter  the  society  and  mingle  to  find 

information on Lorrie. I had my new purpose—I could gain entrance into vampyre 

society,  hunt  down  Lorrie,  and  gain  my  revenge.  As  I wandered  this new  world, I 
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saw the hypocrisy. While the  beau monde sent a toast up to the lower clans, they 

ate, drank, wore, and gifted the hard labor of the poor to each other. They dismissed 

the shifters while giving them a small seat at the table. I wanted to do something. 

Now I'm some sort of figurehead for a movement.” 

The  responsibility  for  all  who  depended  on  him  to  lead  and  protect  them 

weighed heavily on his shoulders. 

“And the pressure is getting to you?” 

“Yes  and  no.  I  have  two  different  agendas,  and  they're  clashing.”  He  sighed. 

“That,  and  I'm  having  trouble  controlling  my  wolf.  The  wolf  in  me  wants  to  run 

wild,  stalk  prey,  dominate  its  mate,  and  force  her  surrender  and  fuck  her  on  all 

fours.” He eyed her reaction to that. 

Her  face  showed  no  acknowledgment  of  his  words.  Instead  she  whispered, 

“Then let me help you.” 

“In order for you to do that, you have to trust me and stay with me. Let me in.” 

Jessye  sighed.  She  opened  her  mouth  to  say  something,  when  the  lights 

flickered. 

 “Sy, we have problems.”  Adrian's voice slipped into Syrus's mind. 

“What is it?” Jessye asked. 

“Adrian says we have problems.” 

“When don't we have problems?” 


* * * 

Much  to  Jessye's  irritation,  Syrus  had  moved  all  her  stuff  into  his  room. 

Instead of bitching about how presumptuous he was being, she simply got dressed, 

geared up, and followed Syrus down to the foyer, where Adrian waited for them at 

the  security  station.  “We've  got  two  intruders  coming  up  the  drive,  easy  as  you 

please,”  Adrian  said.  “Don't  know  how  they  broke  through  the  barriers  and 

protection  spells,  but  they're  here.  One  of  them  looks  like  some  kind  of 

small…animal, but I'm not sure.” 
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Jessye  made  her  way  around  Adrian  to  look  at  the  monitors.  Her  eyes 

widened.  “That's  Warren.  He's  the  high  king's  half  brother.  Trust  me—you  don't 

want to do anything to piss him off. I'll go see what he wants.” She rushed to the 

door, with Syrus at her heels. 

“You're not going out there alone.” 

She  rolled  her  eyes.  “We're  friends.  It's  okay.”  She  rushed  out  into  the  night 

and ran down the gravel drive. As her eyes adjusted to the dark, she became aware 

of  how  exposed  she  and  Syrus  were.  Regardless  of  how  many  spells  they  used, 

protection seals they carved, or security systems they implemented, she just didn't 

feel safe enough. If Warren could breach them, then all Lorrie had to do was employ 

someone just as powerful as the half-breed vampyre-demon. 

Warren's  gravelly  voice  called  out  from  the  darkness.  “Relax,  Cinnamon.  I 

come bearing information. And a warning.” 

“I don't see him,” Syrus said. 

She could hear the rapid pounding of Syrus's heart and sense his unease. “He's 

here; he's just using his ability to camouflage. Warren, show yourself.” 

Syrus  jumped  back  and  growled  as  Warren  materialized  in  front  of  them,  a 

small penguin at his side, with a fin curled around a juice box. The little bird tossed 

the drink container down and flapped its wings. “Juice!” 

Jessye stared at the animal, then looked at Syrus, who looked just as stunned. 

“Long story, Cinnamon,” Warren said. “I suppose this is Syrus. Good to meet 

you. Can we go inside? I'm getting a draft, and Penji needs a bath.” 

It  took  a  while  for  Jessye  to  respond.  “Sure.  Um,  right  this  way.”  Stepping 

aside  to  let  Warren  and  the  penguin  by,  she  stared  down  at  the  creature  that 

flapped its wings and shouted again for juice. 

She shook her head. “Never a dull moment.” 
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Chapter Two 



Lorrie  paced  back  and  forth,  her  skirts  swirling  around  her  with  each  turn. 

Raphael's minions knelt in a line in her sitting room, heads bowed. 

She turned to glared at them. “You all promised me that they would be dead. I 

am tired of worrying about that insane lunatic and his whore finding me. I was told 

you  were  the  best.  Perhaps  Raphael  was  lying.  Perhaps  I  need  to  kill  you  all  for 

letting me down again.” 

“Mistress,  we  understand  your  disappointment,”  one  of  the  men  murmured. 

“We were ill prepared for Jessye's knowledge of old magick. We will do better next 

time.” 

“There  will  be  no  next  time.”  She  snapped  her  fingers,  and  a  shadow 

manifested  beside  her.  “Kill  them  all  and  then  prepare  to  move  on  Syrus's 

compound. Spare no one.” 

She left the room with screams in her wake. 


* * * 

Jessye, Syrus, and Warren trooped into an empty study, where Adrian awaited 

them.  Penji  wandered  over  to  the  bar  and  pointed  to  a  large  decanter  of  scotch. 

“Drink.” 

“No, Penji. None of that for you.” Warren tried to move the bird away from the 

bar. 

“Bullshit!” Penji glared up at him. 

If  she  hadn't  seen  it  with  her  own  eyes,  Jessye  would  have  thought  she  was 

bespelled.  “Okay,  I'm  tired,  and  this  circus  is  disorienting.  Warren,  what  are  you 
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doing  here?  I'm  not  going  to  ask  about  the  penguin,  'cause  that's  just  too  much 

weird shit for me.” She rubbed her eyes and sat on a nearby chair. 

“Weird  shit!  Weird  shit!  Fuck!  Fuck!”  Penji  started  hopping  up  and  down, 

excitedly clapping its fins. 

Warren  sighed  and  reached  into  his pocket.  He  bent  down and  tried  to  hand 

the bird a small box. 

Penji stopped hopping and tilted its head to the side. “Crackers?” It blinked its 

large red eyes and held up its fins, waving them in the air. “Pwease?” 

She  couldn't  believe  it,  but  she  could  have  sworn  her  heart  melted  as  she 

watched that little bird beg for crackers. A smile threatened to break through. 

“Okay, here you go. Now sit down and I'll give you some juice.” Warren looked 

around.  “Please tell me  you've  got  some  strawberry  juice around  here  somewhere. 

He's addicted to the stuff.” 

“Um, we can check. Adrian, could you…?” 

The werewolf looked incredulously at her. 

“Just  do  it.”  Syrus  sat  down  on  a  sofa  and  eyed  the  newcomer  with  distrust. 

“Warren, was it? Tell us why you're here.” 

Warren sighed. “I'm here to warn you. Lorrie has killed Raphael and has taken 

over his clan. She's gotten control of his hounds of war, his shadow warriors—very 

powerful, mystical in origin, lots of dark magick around them, very dangerous. My 

suggestion? Go to the vampyre court and give this to Severin as proof of Raphael's 

demise.”  He  threw  down  a  small  black  patch  with  a  golden  horn  and  a  wreath  of 

roses on it. The thorns dripped blood. “This is Raphael's seal. I bought this off of a 

thief selling items from Raphael's compound. This, and the fact that he hasn't been 

in contact with his blood children, will tell Severin that something is wrong. Severin 

will investigate, and if Lorrie doesn't want anyone to know what she's done, she'll 

get desperate and retaliate. That will mean a death sentence.” 

“Clever plan, but how do we know it will work?” Syrus asked. 
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“Lorrie has been enjoying her 'freedom' from scrutiny,” Warren said. “Although 

people are starting to ask questions, especially those in her line who wonder what 

happened  to  her  blood  mother.  The  woman  hasn't  been  seen  in  almost  a  hundred 

years, not even at court. She will want those voices silenced. Your death will be her 

ticket to sealing her power base and ensuring that those questions die down.” 

“How?” 

“Your  death  would  send  a  message  to  her  blood  siblings.  It  would  show  the 

type of power she has. After all, you've been untouchable since your arrival to the 

courts.  You  can  speak  out,  and  nothing  is  done  against  you.  The  nobles  are 

demanding  your  head—to  keep  the  mongrels  away  from  the  big  table—the  high 

king has done nothing to punish you and your people for your defiance. Also, your 

death  takes  care  of  that  pesky  revenge  you've  been  seeking.  With  your  death,  the 

king won't risk Rysen meeting the same fate. Your group will fade away, and Lorrie 

can go back to enjoying life under the radar, regardless of who demands justice. She 

has to be exposed in such a way that the king can't deny the demands for her death, 

or at least a trial.” 

As  loath  as she  was  to  admit  it,  Jessye  felt  Warren  had  a  point.  To  lure  out 

Lorrie, they would have to risk their lives and become bait. 

“And, pray tell, how do we do that? We can't just show up at court unless we're 

invited.” 

Syrus sighed. “I'll send a messenger out to request an audience with the king.” 

The lights flickered, and the room plunged into darkness. 

“This time, that wasn't me.” 

The  room  went  from  warm  to  ice-cold  in  a  matter  of  seconds.  As  her  eyes 

adjusted to the darkness, Jessye felt a caress of power slither across her skin. The 

scent of spoiled milk floated in the air as a rattling sound came from near the door. 

“On your guard,” Warren warned. “We've  got a live one in the room with us. 

Penji, hide now.” 
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Silently,  Jessye  unsheathed  two  of  her  daggers  and  waited  for  the  attack. 

Pressure began to build in the room. The rattling sound grew louder and faster. A 

sharp pain burst through her mouth as she brought forth her fangs. 

She closed her eyes, blew out a breath, and focused on the dark magick Blyder 

had  taught  her.  It  was  considered  foolish  to  use  the  dark  magick,  even  against 

enemies who employed it themselves. Its side effects were too unpredictable, and its 

power too addictive. It could eat away at the consciousness, making the wielder feel 

invincible and take stupid risks. Blyder had warned her, had made her swear not to 

use it, merely to know it in order to guard against it. 

She  brought  forth  her  fire  ability,  which  formed  whips  of  black  flame.  They 

wrapped around the hilts of her daggers and pulled the knives to the ground. She 

poured dark magick into the fire. The dark flames burned brighter in the dim room. 

 Sorry, Blyder, but I have people to protect.  

“Jessye?” Syrus asked, a small sliver of fear in his voice. 

“Hush. I'm just adding an extra bit of something to the fight. Warren, I suggest 

you get ready to go all demon smash on whoever's coming in.” 

“You got it, Cinnamon.” Power so hot it nearly scalded burst through the room. 

The  scent  of  sulfur  and  ash  filled  her  nostrils,  and  she  had  to  keep  herself  from 

coughing at the strength of the aroma. 

“Syrus,  you  gonna  go  all  wolf  man  for  me?  Or  are  me  and  Warren  the  only 

freaks  in  the  room?”  She  didn't  turn  to  look,  but  she  heard  him  grumbling  from 

behind. The rattling sound grew. Screams and yelling came from beyond the door. 

Her people—no,  their people—were out there. 

Energy crackled through her body, demanding she do something.  Anything.  

The musky, earthy scent of fur mingled with the ash and sulfur. The odor of 

sour milk joined in, drifting toward them from the door. 

“Let's go.” Syrus's voice was lower, gruffer, more terrifying. A shiver rushed up 

her spine as anticipation and fear swirled in her gut. 
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She reached out with her senses to find the monster in the room. The rattling 

sound ceased, and power the likes of which she'd never felt before smashed into her. 

She pushed back. 

With a great effort, she blindly lashed out at the enemy. Pain burst across her 

midsection. The scent of blood wafted up to her nostrils. 

“Boys, I can handle this. Go protect our people.” 

Heat rushed through her body, and a soft growl fell from her mouth. Her eyes 

had  fully  adjusted  to  the  darkness  in  the  room,  and  with  her  magickal  ability  in 

play, she could now see her opponent, all eight feet of it, standing in front of her. 

She rolled her neck and extended her hand, signaling the thing to come forward. 

The rattling began again. 

“What? You gonna rattle me to death?” She held up one fist while dropping her 

other hand to her hip. A whip of fire glimmered in the darkness of the room. The 

thing stepped back, hissing at her. 

She  threw  her  dagger  into  the  air.  The  monster  watched  it,  and  she  took 

advantage  of  its  momentary  distraction  to  throw  a  front  kick  to  its  groin.  It 

smashed into the wall, sending books into itself and the floor. 

The dagger came down, and Jessye uttered the words directing it to lodge in 

the thing's stomach. A roar sounded. The noise shook the floor and walls and rattled 

the windows. 

“Now  that  I  have  your  attention,  could  you  please  fight  me,  you  fucking 

moron?” 

The  shade  pulled  out  the  knife.  With  her  mind,  Jessye  ordered  the  whip  to 

wrap around the giant. Black fire  coiled around its body, and  it cried out in  pain. 

The shade struggled to its feet and flexed its power. 

A  cold  wave  sent  her  flying  back.  Pain  burst  in  the  middle  of  her  back.  The 

monster broke free of the coils and threw down her knife. 
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“We were told about you.” Its strange hollow voice reverberated through her. It 

brought up a hand, palm up, and formed a small ball of fire, then launched it at her. 

She  managed  to  block  the  attack  by  flexing  her  power  and  pushing  the  orb 

back. It became a battle of wills, each side pushing the sphere of flames toward the 

other.  Jessye  found  the  line  of  power  that  connected  the  ball  to  the  shade,  and 

followed  it  with  her  own  magick.  She  fed  the  thing  the  most  dangerous  of  her 

abilities, the dark magick, poisoning it with it. 

“Die, you son of a bitch.” Sweat slipped down her forehead, cheeks, and neck. 

“Very clever, young one. Yet you forget it works both ways.” 

Energy,  ice-cold  and  scalding,  surged  into  her.  The  power  overwhelmed  her. 

Her body shook. As the energy took over, all she could do was watch the ball come 

closer. The heat scalded her palm as it pressed against her flesh. With great effort, 

she  managed  to  shove  the  ball  back  toward  it.  The  beast  moved  closer,  its  own 

hulking body shaking. 

“Come,  come,  little  one.  It's  inevitable.  I  can  feel  your  energy  being  sapped 

away.  Your  magicks  and  fire  have  failed.  Submit  to  me,  and  I  may  be  allowed  to 

make  you  my  whore.”  It  began  to  chuckle,  a  dark,  grating  sound  that  made  her 

wince. 

“Maybe  if  I  win,  Syrus  will  let  me  make  you  my  bitch.”  She  pushed  the  ball 

closer to the thing. She gripped the hilt of her other blade tightly and let her body 

go lax. The shade moved closer. 

 Just a little bit more.  

She  focused  on  the  black  fire  dripping  from  the  knife  and  drew  it  into  the 

blade, making it bond with the metal. 

“Tell  me  something,  beastie.  Isn't  it  pathetic  that  the  only  thing  that  truly 

harms  you  is  the  one  thing  you  use  to  fight?”  She  began  to  laugh.  “Your  creator 

must have been really high when he or she made you.” 

“Our creator, the Hunter, is a revered warrior. Do not insult his name.” 
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She snorted. “Then why did he abandon you?” 

The beast let out a howl of rage and moved forward. It pushed the ball of fire 

directly into her palm again. She gritted her teeth, ignored the burning pain, and 

muttering  in  the  old  language,  plunged  the  magickally  charged  blade  into  the 

thing's arm.  It  stumbled  back,  howling in pain.  The  sphere  of  fire  dissipated,  and 

her hand began to mend, but it didn't stop the blood or the pungent odor of burning 

flesh. 

The  thing  began  to  burn  up,  engulfed  in blue-black  fire.  “It's not  over.  There 

are more of my brothers out there.” Flames closed over its head. 

“Yeah, yeah. Bite me.” 

The lights came back on, revealing a large scorch mark where the shade had 

been. 

“Damn, Syrus is gonna kill me. That's a twelfth-century Persian rug.” Jessye 

marched over to the door, ready to join the fray. Pausing, she called out, “Penji, you 

okay?” 

“Fuck!” a high-pitched voice shouted. 

“Good boy. Stay there.” She opened the door and stepped out. 

The  hallway  was  a  tale  in  carnage:  Broken  furniture  everywhere.  Scorch 

marks  on  the  walls  and  floor.  Bodies  lying  prone  on  the  ground.  Jessye  took  the 

time to check on her people. Relief swept through her to find them all alive. 

A howl pierced the air, sending a chill down her spine. She rushed down the 

corridor and ran down the stairs to find Warren, Temar, and a half-shifted Adrian 

battling  two  shades,  back-to-back.  Syrus  lay  curled  up  on  the  ground.  Panic  took 

hold, and she rushed to his side. 

“Syrus? What did you do, you meathead?” 

“Help them… I'll be fine.” 

His pale features and sweat-soaked face worried her. Warmth spread through 

her body as her energy began to renew itself. “Fine, I'll go fight. But if your ass is 
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hurt again, I'll maim you even more than those  things ever could.” She rose and left 

his side to join the fray. 

She slid another dagger out of her back sheath and sliced her palm until blood 

welled up along the line. She muttered an incantation, infusing the blood with dark 

magick  as  she  formed  the  circle,  each  drop  hitting  the  ground  and  making  small 

black sparks. 

“Everyone, leave now!” Jessye yelled. 

She slammed her palm down onto the circle. Black beams of light shot to the 

ceiling and  surrounded  the  creatures.  The  circle  closed  around  them,  and  when  it 

attempted  to  cross the  circle  of  light,  the  first  shade  howled  in  pain  and  began  to 

incinerate.  The  same  thing  happened  to  the  second,  and  both  went  up  like  twin 

bonfires until they were nothing more than smoke. 

Jessye's lungs fought to take in air. A wave of nausea hit her so hard that she 

ran to the door, rushed outside the compound, and threw up. Fire burned through 

her veins, followed by a chill so extreme, her body shook as the dark magick took its 

toll.  Blackness  edged  her  vision,  and  light-headedness  descended.  As  darkness 

consumed, she hoped that Syrus was all right. 
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Chapter Three 



Syrus scooped up Jessye and brought her inside. He placed her on a couch and 

hovered  over  her  unconscious  form.  His  heart  thudded  against  his  rib  cage  in  a 

rapid pace as he waited to see if she would wake up. People moved around him, but 

his entire focus was on her. He sucked in a breath as he watched her eyelids flutter. 

She  blinked  twice  and  groaned.  Joy  shot  through  him.  Without  thinking,  he 

gathered  her  in  his  arms  and  held  her  tight.  She  moaned,  a  wounded  sound  that 

made  him  wince.  He'd  forgotten  that  they'd  just  been  in  a  battle.  She  needed 

medical care. 

Reluctantly  he  called  over  Warren.  “Take  her  upstairs  and  have  the  doctors 

look over her.” 

“Aren't you going with her?” Warren scooped up Jessye but didn't move. 

Syrus sighed and looked around. Scorch marks marred the ground, and blood 

splattered the walls. He shook his head. “No, there are a few things I need to do. I 

need to see to it that all my people are fine. I'll be quick.” 

Warren  nodded  and  headed  for  the  stairs.  He  carried  Jessye  up,  taking  his 

time. 

Syrus's worry turned to anger. They had invaded his house, injured his people, 

and caused harm to his consort. He wanted to do more than just kill Lorrie. Syrus 

wanted  to  make  her  feel  pain  for  every  ounce  of  harm  she  had  inflicted  on  those 

under his protection. He ordered everyone into the conference room. 

Unbidden,  a  vision  of  Sabella  rose  in  his  mind.  Syrus  refused  to  go  through 

that  again.  He  would  do  everything  in  his  power  to  protect  the  woman  he  loved, 
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even if that meant finding a way to bind her magick. The wolf growled within him, 

satiated from the fight but disturbed by its mate's current condition. 

He scented Adrian before he heard him. “Hey, everyone is waiting for you in 

the conference room. What's the holdup?” 

Syrus  looked  up  at  his  friend.  He  knew  Adrian  would  help  him.  “I'm  just 

thinking on a few things. Also, send word to Rysen that we're okay after the attack. 

Hopefully when we see him next, he'll have good news.” 

“After the meeting I'll send our fastest messenger. Now, I think I know what's 

on your mind, mon ami. Jessye is strong. She can control her  powers. Talk to her 

about your concerns. Don't do something stupid and run your mouth off. Remember 

Prague?” 

Syrus  rolled  his  eyes.  “I  doubt  she'd  try  and  take  my  head  off,  but  I'll  think 

before I speak to her. Come on. We have to reassure our people.” 

He followed Adrian into the conference room. Syrus walked up to the podium 

and  gazed  out  over  his  people.  A  quick  survey  of  the  crowd  showed  him  that 

everyone looked whole, although tired and worn down. 

Movement caught his eye. Synestor, dressed all in black leather, half his face 

encased in a metallic silver mask—not a scratch on him—strode into the room and 

took his place in a dark corner. His golden gaze roamed over the crowd.  He's looking 

 for a fight. Syrus sighed silently.  I have to talk to him later; ask where he was. He 

refocused his attention on his people. 

“It's been a rough two days, but we're still here—all of us. I'm just as angry as 

you are, and I will understand if some of you want out of this. This is not what you 

signed up for. You just wanted representation. And I can give that to you. You just 

have to be patient. In order to get taken seriously by the high king, I must take care 

of Lorrie. She needs to be exposed, and the hierarchy needs to  see the error of its 

ways. By revealing her, we will show them that there are cracks in their foundation 

that need to be dealt with. The high king is a fair man. He will have no choice but to 
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see that changes need to be made. We can guide him to that conclusion. Help him 

rebuild the vampyre nation to become more inclusive, better. 

“Lorrie is obviously scared. She will use everything at her disposal to stop us. 

We  can't  let  her  win.  We  will  take  our  rightful  place  as  what  the  vampyre  and 

paranormal nation should be, not what it currently is with the privileged calling the 

shots. Are you with me?” Syrus waited, praying there wouldn't be any resentment 

in the crowd. 

A resounding “yes!” roared from the crowd, and relief swept through him. 

“Good. Adrian will organize the cleanup. I must go attend to my consort.” He 

bowed to the crowd, hiding a smile. As he left the room, he passed by Synestor. “We 

need to talk later.” 

Synestor  raised  a  dark  purple  eyebrow.  He  nodded.  A  light  purple  mist 

consumed his body, and he disappeared from sight. Syrus sighed. He loathed when 

the demon did that. 

He  headed  straight  to  the  stairs  and  took  the  steps  two  at  a  time.  Without 

pause, he made a beeline for his room and found it empty. 

“Where  did…?”  He  began  to  ask  but  was  cut  off  by  a  high-pitched  voice 

shouting, “Potty! Potty! Potty!” 

Syrus followed the sound of Penji's voice and found Warren, hands on his hips, 

staring down at the small bird, which held a small juice box. “Penji, you can use the 

bathroom on your own.” 

The small thing shook its head, and its red eyes watered. “Scary!” 

“There are no more shadow monsters.” 

The  penguin  shook  its  head  again.  “Potty!”  It  held  out  its  fin  as  if  asking 

Warren to take it. With a sigh, the vampyre bent and picked up the bird. “Fine, I'll 

go with you, but after that I'm giving you a diaper.” 

Syrus tried to disappear. Warren spotted him when he straightened up. “Hey, 

Syrus. Jessye insisted on being placed in her old room. Had to strap her to the bed; 
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she's been insisting she's fine.” Warren's heavy footsteps sounded, and then a door 

slammed shut. 

Syrus  wasn't  sure  whether  to  laugh,  shake  his  head,  or  ignore  the  strange 

talking  penguin  and  its  master.  Instead  he  headed  down  the  hall  to  Jessye's  old 

room. He opened the door and slammed it shut. She looked ill. Her lips were pale, 

and her eyes dull. “What am I going to do with you, woman?” 

“My  name  is  Jessye,  sugar  britches.  Now  let  me  up  and  allow  me  to  kill 

Warren.” She struggled against her bonds. 

A  low  growl  rumbled  from  his  throat,  and  he  shook  his  head.  “No,  you  will 

remain that way until I decide what to do with you.” 

“Asshole.” 

“You're  too  weak  to  break  the  leather.  Don't  you  see  something  wrong  with 

that?” He sank down on the bed. She stopped moving and looked at him. A frown 

marred her face. 

“I'm weak now. I'll be fine soon.” 

Syrus took her all in and spotted her burned palm and hissed. “Baise! Jessye, 

what the hell did you do to your palm?” 

Syrus stood up. Anger, hot and bitter, rose. His wolf began to growl low as it 

took in the injury. 

“That's nothing.” 

“Bullshit. What happened?” 

She  turned  her  head  away  from  him.  “I  got  into  a  fight  with  a  shade.  I  got 

burned, and the healing process didn't hold due to my use of the dark magick. I'm 

fine. I'll heal. Just slower.” 

“Woman, I swear to the Maker, I will find a way to bind your powers. Don't you 

see you're harming yourself?” 
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“I use what I have to fight my opponent. It's my gift—my work with magicks. 

It's who I am!” She looked at him. Her eyes were engulfed in a swirling darkness 

that scared him. 

“It's  consuming  you.  You  could  use  the  protective  magicks—something  else, 

anything else. You don't always have to use the darkness.” 

“My opponents used darkness.” On closer inspection, her skin seemed to glow 

with dark light. 

“So? You could have gone another way.” 

“And  the  shadows  can  only  be  destroyed  with  that  which  breathed  life  into 

them,  that  which  their  creator  used.  The  Hunter  created  them  out  of  darkness.  I 

had to destroy them that way. Why can't you understand that? Fight fire with fire.” 

“And you get burned? It's not worth it. Not if I lose you.” 

“Why does that matter? How do I matter to you?” Black light glittered in her 

eyes,  and  emotions  he  couldn't  read  flitted  across  her  face.  Slowly,  he  sank  back 

down on the bed. 

“I care for you, more than I can say. I care about what happens to you. I need 

you.” 

“I'm your consort. Nothing more.” 

“How can you say that?” He gazed at her in shock.“You are more than that to 

me.” 

“Really? How about I'm just a stand-in for your dead love.” 

That comment pierced his heart and caused him to wince. He shook his head 

slowly. “We really do need to talk. There is so much you don't know.” 

“You're not denying it.” 

“You're not in your right mind. Calm down, rest, and recover. Then we'll talk.” 

He  rose,  ready  to  leave.  He  couldn't  stay.  If  he  did,  something  would  be  said  that 

couldn't be taken back. 
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Her  magick  was  out  of  control,  as  evidenced  by  her  now  black  eyes  and  the 

dark glow that engulfed her body. If she continued to resist, any healing she'd done 

would be destroyed, and she would crash. She needed to relax; let her body's energy 

replenish. 

“Please, stop. You'll hurt yourself.” Unfortunately she didn't. The glow around 

her increased, and the leather straps holding her down burned away. 

She stood up and glared at him, her voice low and husky. “Don't tell me what 

to do.” 

“Jessye, please.” 

Power crashed against his body, sending him backward. He hit the wall. His 

head struck the hard surface. Stars burst in front of his eyes. Before they cleared, 

she was on him. Her forearm pressed into his throat. He brought up his hands and 

gripped  her  shoulders.  “Please,  stop.  Look  at  what  you're  doing.”  He  tried  his 

hardest to push her away, but her magick held him against the wall. There wasn't 

much he could do. 

“Please, love, stop!” Syrus gritted out. 

“Jessye!”  he  heard  Warren  call  out.  Warren  muttered  words  in  the  old 

language,  and  Syrus  watched  Jessye's  body  go  limp.  Syrus  caught  her.  Gently  he 

laid her down on the floor. Syrus took in her relaxed features. The black glow was 

now  gone.  His  heart  pounded  against  his  rib  cage  as  he  began  to  relearn  how  to 

breathe. With great care, he reached out and brushed her hair away from her face, 

completely lost as to what happened. 

“I'm sorry, man. It's the aftereffect of using such dark forces. If you have any 

residual issues, it tends to feed them and bring them out.” 

Syrus sighed. “We have so much to deal with.” 

“Yeah, seems you do. If you're kosher with it, Penji and I will stick around and 

help out, but not for too long,” Warren said. 
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“Thank  you.  That  would  be  much  appreciated.  If  you  see  Rysen  or  Adrian, 

please send them to me. I'll be in the Blue Room, next to this one.” 

Warren  nodded  and  left  the  room.  Syrus  just  stayed  where  he  was,  holding 

Jessye. 
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Chapter Four 



Jessye  woke  up  surrounded  by  total  darkness.  She  labored  to  fill  her  lungs. 

Her head felt as if it would explode or implode. Cold fire ran in her veins, and she 

felt as if every inch of her hurt. She closed her eyes, which seemed to make things 

better, not by much, though. 

In  the  distance,  she  could  hear  Syrus  pleading  with  her  to  stop  using  dark 

magick.  Unfortunately  she  couldn't  respond.  Her  mouth  felt  dry,  and  her  throat 

ached.  Was  this  death  or  some  really  fucked-up  version  of  purgatory?  Something 

moved  in  the  darkness.  She  could  hear  the  soft  whisper  of  cloth  moving  around. 

Tendrils, soft as silk, slithered over her skin. The pain and fire eased. Saliva filled 

her  mouth.  She  swallowed  slowly  and  opened  her  mouth  to  speak,  but  couldn't 

figure out what to say. 

Her  brain  had  stalled.  A  dull  buzzing  sounded  near  her  ear.  She  opened  her 

eyes  again  and  saw  her  forearm  pressed  against  Syrus's  neck,  his  face  flushed, 

sweat slipping over his features as he struggled.  That can't be me. What the hell is 

 going  on?  She  sat  up.  Tendrils  wrapped  around  her  torso.  They  squeezed  her 

tightly, making breathing difficult. 

“What is going on? Who are you?” she demanded. 

“This is the price.” Ryu's voice came out of the darkness, and she felt a sense of 

calm fall over her like a cloak. Instead of struggling against her bonds, she relaxed. 

“Ryu?” 

“I felt this even from thousands of miles away, child. What have you done?” 

She looked around. She yearned to see her blood father again. Darkness filled 

her vision. 
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“Where are you? Why can't I see you?” she demanded. 

“Because you have dabbled too much in the darkness. It is eating your senses. 

Did  I  teach  you  this?  To  turn  on  your  own,  those  under  your  care?  When  I  found 

you, you said you wanted to be strong. Did you forget your village, those thousands 

of  years ago?  Did  you  forget  how  they  hunted  you  for  refusing  to  marry?  I  taught 

you  to  defend  yourself.  To  use  magick  for  good.  It's your  gift,  as was fire,  and  yet 

you've perverted both.” His tone was quiet, lulling. She felt the sting of reproach in 

his words. Guilt rose inside her. 

“Tell  me,  child.  Why  did  you  submit  to  Syrus?  You  didn't  even  use  your  all 

your magick against him.” 

She heard the heavy fall of booted feet moving around her in a slow circle. His 

words caused her to examine her actions under a microscope. 

“I do not know, Father.” 

“You do not know, or don't want to know?” 

The soft creak of leather next to her ear, the musky scent of leather, and the 

heady  aroma  of  earth,  cloves,  and  cherry  blossoms  created  a  unique  perfume  that 

soothed her. Ryu's scent—the perfume she associated with home. It gave her some 

comfort as he probed her decisions. 

“He is weaker than you, though a hybrid. You have centuries of age and power 

on him, and yet one day you gave in.” 

“I don't know.” 

“You  do  not  wish  to  acknowledge  that,  perhaps,  something  about  him  got 

under your skin. Maybe you allowed attraction to guide your actions?” 

“I am not one of those pathetic chits of the court who plays coy and uses the 

chase before becoming subservient. I fight with honor, not stupidity. I use my brain, 

not  my  libido  as  a  guide  for  my  actions.”  Bitter  disgust  filled  her  mouth,  and  she 

wanted to vomit at his comparison. 

“There is nothing wrong with using sex as a weapon. I told you that.” 
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“You're wrong.” 

“Then what other explanation is there? Maybe he is truly superior to you. He 

is a child of the Hunter after all.” 

“Bullshit,” she spat out. “I am feared among our people. I am the blood hunter. 

Nobles quake in their boots and piss in their pants at the whisper of my name.” 

“Then why did you give in to him? He got lucky, perhaps?” 

“He did not get lucky.” 

“You felt his loneliness, you were attracted to him, and you were tired of ruling 

alone. One cannot be an island; otherwise you forget what it is to live, to be mortal. 

He  is  innocence  and  pain,  this  Syrus.  There  is  something  in  him  that  remains  so 

inherently refreshing. He has none of the gloss of those in court, and yet he's not as 

rough  as the  shifters.  There,  inside  him,  is still  a  man  who  once  lived,  loved,  and 

lost. You never allowed yourself those things. You went through life with a shield 

around yourself.” 

She said nothing in response. 

“Deep  inside,  you  yearn  to  have  what  Kit  has.  Rysen  loves  her  completely. 

After a hundred years, he remained loyal to her. He pined for her and even pushed 

her away to protect her.” 

Her thoughts turned to Syrus. He heated her blood, awakened her body with 

just a look. When he had pushed his way into the compound, she had loathed him. 

And yet he was unlike anyone she had ever met. His face showed youth rather than 

age and yet a world-weariness that made her heart ache for him. There was light in 

those blue orbs, but it was dim, like a candle nearly guttered. 

“Why did you relinquish control of the clan?” Ryu pressed. 

Deep down, she knew the answer. 

A  cool  hand  pressed  against  her  forehead.  Fingers  slipped  into  her  hair  as 

tears slipped down her cheeks. 
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“I am not worthy of such affections. I killed people in the name of my rage and 

hatred. I destroyed those who hurt my people. I have blood on my hands.” 

“So does he. You both fight because you care. Whether you realize it or not, his 

clan is now your family, all of them, and he is your consort.” 

She relaxed. 

“You need to explain to him, give voice to that which haunts you, and finally 

lay bare your soul. You are losing this fight, child. Give up. He has won. Let him in. 

It is time for you to breathe on your own, so to speak. Be brave. You always have 

been. Don't run away now due to fear and past pain.” 

A whisper of lips on  her forehead made her cry harder. Ryu was leaving her 

again. 

“He's just like everyone else, always abandoning me,” she whispered. 
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Chapter Five 



The  world  became  light,  and  the  pain  drifted  away.  She  found  the  tendrils 

gone,  and  energy  coursed  through  her  body  anew.  In  the  distance,  Syrus's  voice 

drifted  to  her,  and  she  sighed.  Time  to  wake  up.  She  opened  her  eyes,  and  for  a 

moment  the  brightness of  the  room  blinded  her.  It  took  a  moment  for  her  eyes  to 

adjust. She heard Warren call out to her. “Good to see you're awake. Perfect timing 

too. You want to tell her or should I?” 

She  sat  up  slowly  and  saw  Syrus's  grim  features.  “We've  been  invited  to  the 

palace by the high king, but you're not going.” 

Anger  rose  inside  her.  She  acted  without  thinking,  got  off  the  bed,  and 

punched  him  in  the  face.  Syrus's  head  snapped  to  the  side.  “Everyone  leave  the 

room, now!” she demanded. 

Slowly  Syrus  turned  his  head  toward  her.  She  ignored  him,  too  angry  to 

continue  looking  at  him.  If  she  did,  she  would  do  more  than  just  punch  him.  Her 

rage crackled around her like an electrical current. 

“But my scotch. I just got here,” she heard Rysen say. Jessye turned to look at 

him. The nervous grin on his face said he was trying to be funny. He wasn't funny. 

She spotted the tumbler filled with amber liquid. She marched over,  picked it up, 

and threw it at him. He moved out of the way. The glass hit the wall, shattering, 

and brown liquid stained the white silk wallpaper. “There's your damn scotch. Now 

leave.” 

Warren and Rysen didn't have to be told twice. Warren dragged Rysen out of 

the room. She turned to face her consort. “Why the hell do I have to miss the fun?” 
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“Because  you're  not  well.  You  need  to  rest.”  Syrus  turned  away  from  her. 

“You'll stay here, understand?” 

“When  the  fuck  did  my  name  become  Lassie?  I'm  not  a  dog,  and  last  time  I 

checked, I was your consort.” 

“And you're not well.” 

“I'm fine now.” 

“Really? Can you prove it? How do I know you won't lose control?” 

He  tried  to  be  very  careful,  but  she  could  smell  his  fear,  an  acrid  thing  that 

burned her nostrils. His aura trembled with barely restrained anger and anxiety. 

She wanted his emotions on the surface until she could taste them. She was a 

live wire with energy and life. Feelings swirled around them like an electric cloud. 

“I will not get into this with you,” Syrus replied, moving around the room. 

“No, you mean you don't trust me. Say it, Syrus; you fear me and what I can 

do.” 

He  finally  whirled  around  to  face  her.  “Yes,  that's  exactly  right.  I  need 

someone I can trust. Not a person who could be under the influence of dark magick. 

There's  a  reason  why  the  practice  of  teaching  that  particular  art  is  banned.  Too 

many people either couldn't handle it or used it for dangerous purposes.” 

“I can handle it.” 

“I'm not going to ask you to prove it. Until I feel you're fully recovered, you're 

staying here. End of discussion.” 

“You can't just say it's the end and expect it to be so.” 

“I'm ending this talk. Now go rest.” 

“This isn't over.” 

“I say it is.” 

“I  can't  believe  this.  You  know  I'm  not  the  only  one  who's  done  something 

stupid  and  dangerous.  Who's  the  idiot  who  ran  after  Lorrie  and  damn  near  got 

himself killed?  Talk about  death  wishes.  Your  vendetta  is just  as bad,  but  then if 
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you admitted that you wouldn't be in the right, would you? You couldn't be all high-

and-mighty  and  shit,  looking  down  on  me  for  my  faults,  while  ignoring  your  own. 

Come  on,  Syrus.  You'd  go  running  off  into  the  night  if  there  was  even  a  whiff  of 

information about Lorrie. You'd leave the clan behind wondering where the hell you 

went, and we wouldn't know the story until she delivered your lifeless carcass to our 

doorstep.” 

He  growled  at  her,  an  animalistic  sound  that  caused  arousal  to  flare  to  life. 

Her stomach clenched as liquid heat pooled inside her. 

“Don't go playing wounded when you did the same thing to me. If I hadn't gone 

after you, your stupid ass would be dead.” 

“I,  at  least,  am  aware  of  my  actions.”  Syrus  moved  closer,  invading  her 

personal space. 

“Really?” She raised her eyebrow in question. “Could have fooled me. I thought 

for sure your brain cells had taken a vacation.” 

“So what? I'm flawed. There, I said it.  Now let's see if your stubborn ass can 

admit to being just as bad as me.” 

She opened her mouth and shut it. She couldn't respond. In the corners of her 

mind, there was shame she didn't want to admit to. 

“Come on, Sassy; tell me that you were wrong to go so far with your magicks. 

Go on. Say it.” 

Still,  she  couldn't  respond.  Angry  that  her  magickal  abilities  were  being 

attacked,  and  he  was  right.  She  just  didn't  want  to  say  it,  to  give  him  the 

advantage, something to lord over her later. 

“See. You can't.” 

Her stubbornness reared its head, and she refused to admit the truth. Instead 

she  tried  to  brush  past  him.  He  grabbed  her  arm  and  pulled  her  back.  His  touch 

burned through the fabric of her shirt and warmed her skin. 
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Her heating rose and pushed at the fury that swirled inside her. She tried to 

remain  infuriated.  It  didn't  last  long.  The  hungers  she'd  been  pushing  back  for 

months  roared  through  her  body,  demanding  attention.  Need  danced  along  her 

nerves.  Her  cunt  tightened  with  need.  She  wasn't  sure  where  this  was  going,  but 

wherever it led, she knew both of them would be in a lot of pain later. 

“You have yet to answer me.” 

“I don't have to answer to you or anyone else.” 

“Oh yes, you do.” Syrus turned and yanked her against him. Her palms hit his 

chest. His head came down, and he kissed her hard. She became lost in the contact. 

Arousal  shoved  away  anger.  A  slow  burn  had  started  in  her  stomach  as  waves  of 

heat washed over her body, threatening to drown her. Her veins felt as if they were 

filled with lava as her heart banged against her chest. 

He pulled back his head, breath coming out in harsh pants. “You're not going 

anywhere until you admit you're wrong.” 

“I don't think so.” She tried to pull away. Shivers of sensation both sharp and 

soft  racked  her  body.  Arousal  unfurled  its  talons  in  the  pit  of  her  belly.  Spikes  of 

desire flickered on and off as her pussy clenched. 

A soft, musky odor wafted into the air, and she swore softly. Her heating had 

decided to make its presence known. It had barely been held at bay up until now. A 

sweet and salty metallic flavor washed over her taste buds as her fangs burst from 

her gums. Pain lanced her mouth, and she whimpered. The ache melted away. 

Jessye watched as Syrus's nostrils flared. His eyes shifted from blue to an icy 

gray. A soft growl caused his lips to quiver, and a shimmer of desire slipped down 

her spine. Her gaze locked on to his, and she was mesmerized by the fire blazing in 

his  eyes.  A  gentle,  spicy  scent  edged  with  the  smell  of  earth  perfumed  the  air, 

joining her aroma. 

“Mine.” 

“No  no  no.”  She  shook  her  head.  I  must  resist.  A  stab  of  arousal  pierced  her 

stomach,  and  she  bent  forward,  gritting  her  teeth  against  the  warmth.  Beads  of 
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sweat slipped over her forehead and upper lip as the room grew hotter and hotter. 

His grip on her arm tightened. 

“Let me help you.” The slight huskiness in his voice soothed her, causing the 

burning  to  turn  into  a  mild  simmer  of  heat  in  her  stomach.  The  thirst  for  blood 

remained. She eyed his pulse. Jessye could feel every jump of his heartbeat, like an 

echo of her own. Her fangs throbbed with the need to sink into something. 

“You need me. Please, stay with me. Let's work this out.” 

His words made her body go limp. “Syrus, please.” It was the closest thing she 

could say without admitting to being wrong. 

Syrus stripped out of his shirt and began to unbuckle his pants. Saliva filled 

her mouth as she took in the expanse of skin on display. Tanned flesh marred with 

scars  made  her  yearn  to  taste  him.  His  nipples  were  erect.  The  small  barbells 

pierced  through  the  puckered  flesh  made  her  pause.  She  hadn't  had  a  chance  to 

properly study him when they were bathing. 

Now she had the time. Slowly she surveyed every inch of his exposed torso. He 

wasn't overly muscular. He had broad shoulders with a swimmer's build, long, lean, 

and delicious. She wanted to lick and nip every inch of his bare flesh. The yearning 

to take his nipples into her mouth and suck hard was strong. She could practically 

taste the metallic tang of his nipple piercings. 

Her gaze moved down from the puckered red tips to his six-pack. She wanted 

to trace the highly defined ridges with her tongue. Explore his navel and then follow 

the thin line of dark hair down past his waistband. She watched as his thick fingers 

unzipped  and  pushed  down  his  pants,  exposing  his  boxers.  She  groaned  softly  in 

frustration. 

Her fingers itched to take hold of the large bulge at the front of his underwear 

and  tease  him  before  exposing  his  erection.  Movement  caught  her  eye,  and  she 

watched as he lifted his hand and  trailed it down the center of his chest, over his 

abdomen. He cupped his erection. “Is this what you need?” His voice was rough and 

tinged with need. 
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She moaned, watching him stroke himself through the fabric of his boxers. Her 

stomach  clenched,  and  her  pussy  gushed  fresh  cream,  soaking  her  panties  with 

moisture. 

“I'll only give it to you if you do as I say.” 

She  narrowed  her  eyes,  and  she  balled  her  hands  into  fists.  “What  is  this, 

blackmail?” 

“You could call it that.” He walked over to the bed, sat down, and lay back. She 

watched as he slipped his hand under the waistband of his boxers. Underneath the 

dark fabric, his hand moved up and down, hips rocking in time with his movements. 

The lava returned. It flowed through her veins. 

“You  need  me,  and  I  want  you  to let  me in.  If  sex  is the  start,  then  so be  it. 

Take me, use me, drink of me, but know that afterward you are mine. You belong to 

me. Regardless of where you go, I will always find you and bring you home with me, 

where you belong.” 

“Can we decide this later?” She began to undress, her gaze glued to the hand 

moving  slowly  under  the  cotton  fabric  of  his  boxers.  Cold  air  brushed  against  her 

skin,  causing  goose  bumps  to  break  out.  Her  nipples  became  painfully  tight.  She 

unzipped her pants and pushed them off. 

“You  will,  Sassy.  You  will  let  me  in,  and  you  will  tell  me  you  were  wrong.” 

Syrus  removed  his  hand  and  lifted  his  hips.  He  hooked  his  thumbs  into  the 

waistband  and  pushed  down  his  boxers,  exposing  his  hard,  thick  length  to  her 

hungry gaze. The shaft was flushed a deep pink, roped with veins, the wide helmet 

a dark red; a single pearl of need decorated the slit at the top. 

She  licked  her  lips,  wanting  to  lap  at  the  opening,  taste  his  essence  on  her 

tongue, and stroke him until he came in her mouth. Her body shook and her cunt 

fluttered, wanting to be filled by him. She watched as he took hold of his cock again 

and began to stroke himself, pausing to smear precum over the wide expanse of his 

cockhead. His hips rocked back and forth, mimicking the movements of sex. 
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She didn't want it slow. Jessye wanted hard and fast; it was what she needed. 

Pangs of hunger quickened in her gut. She finished undressing and rushed over to 

him. She took a moment to take in his full nudity. His cock rose from a thick thatch 

of  brown  curls.  His  legs  were  thick  and  muscular,  dusted  in  fine,  dark  hair,  and 

small scars marred his thighs and calves.She couldn't help but feel everything about 

him  was perfect,  even  his feet.  The  scars  all  over  his body  didn't  detract  from  his 

masculine beauty; they only added to it. 

She  doubted  she  could  have  found  a  more  perfect  consort,  physically. 

Personality-wise, he was just as stubborn as she was. Her lips curled into a rueful 

smile at the irony. She had always thought she'd be paired off with someone slightly 

weaker than her, so she could continue to lead her clan. 

She reached down and brushed his hand away from his cock. “My turn.” 

Syrus shook his head. “You haven't earned the right.” 

His voice slipped into her mind. A lightness washed through her body. 

 “Be  at  peace.  Calm  down  and  let  go.”   His  voice,  so  soft,  like  a  whisper  of 

feathers brushing across her skin. She felt tingles at the base of her spine and heat 

flaring  through  her  core.  A  pleasure  so  delicious  pulled  her  down,  miring  her  in 

sensation. Her pussy tightened and released. Cream trickled down her thighs. The 

feelings felt foreign, as if they weren't hers. She watched him take hold of his cock 

again and stroke himself. 

This  awareness  wasn't  hers.  Every  stroke  of  his  hand  sent  flashes  of  fire 

bursting through her groin. Sweat beaded over his skin, and his hips moved faster 

and faster as he thrust into his hand. “See what you do to me.” 

She wanted to be free of this ability and yet was fascinated by the feelings she 

incited in him. His emotions were a kaleidoscope of tastes—some sweet, some bitter, 

some  tart,  and  some  indescribable—all  of  them  like  cotton  candy  melting  on  her 

tongue.  He  squeezed  his  cock,  and  her  cunt  clenched  in  response.  As  more  of  his 

semen dribbled from the slit, more of her honey slipped down her thighs. Echoes of 

his pleasure reverberated around her body. 
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She found her own hand moving to slip between her thighs. Ripples of pleasure 

washed over her at the first touch of her fingers over the thick lips of her pussy. 

“Oh  goddess.”  She  moved  her  fingertips  slowly  up  one  side  of  her  labia  and 

down the other. 

“The goddess can't help you. Now come to me,” Syrus ordered. 

The  lightness  left  her,  and  her  hand  paused  between  her  thighs.  She  gazed 

down at him, mourning the loss of connection with him. 

“I will not use my mind control to force you to fuck me. That is your decision.” 

His hand stopped, and he watched her, his dark blue eyes a silvery gray, predatory, 

waiting, watchful. 

She swallowed. The decision was hers. The fire within her blazed to life, near-

scorching. Sweat beaded on her brow and slipped down. Her hunger grew. It nearly 

overwhelmed her. She could see no other options. Jessye had to give in and let him 

help her through this vulnerable time. 

Licking her lips, she made her decision, aware that after this things would be 

different. 

“I want you to be in control. You need me, and I'm here to give you what you 

want, what you need.” Syrus removed his hand from his cock and let his arm fall to 

the side. That was all it took. She gave up fighting and gave in to him. 

“I am yours.” 
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Chapter Six 



Her heart  stuttered in its beating. His cock jutted up like an offering to her, 

and she licked her lips again. She wasn't sure whether she wanted to suck him or 

fuck  him  first.  So,  she  decided  to  taste  him  before  riding  him.  Dropping  to  her 

knees, she stroked his length, testing out his girth by wrapping her hand around his 

erection. Her thumb and index finger didn't even meet. Her cunt contracted as she 

realized he would be her biggest lover ever. The fact that he would probably stretch 

her so sweetly made her pussy gush. 

She gave him a measured stroke of her hand, savoring his length. He groaned, 

and  his  hips  stilled.  A  glance  at  his  hand  showed  him  clutching  the  bedspread 

tightly, knuckles white. With a grin, she resumed her investigation of his cock. She 

took in the thick vein weaving its way up the side of his shaft. The vein pulsed with 

blood, delicious life she wanted to taste. 

Unable  to  resist,  she  bent  her  head  and  licked  her  way  along  that  vein.  His 

body shook, and his cock jumped in her hand. Pleased with herself, she did it again, 

stopping to flick the V at the base of his cockhead. He cried out, “Please, suck me.” 

She grinned. “Not yet. I'm learning about you.” 

Jessye took a taste of his semen, lapping up the sticky juice, loving the salty-

sweet cream of him. “Mmm, you're delicious.” 

“I'm not a damn cupcake. Fuck me,” he demanded gruffly. 

“Not yet.” She continued to lap and lick every inch of his cock as he squirmed 

beneath her. With her free hand, she cupped his balls, rolling the delicate eggs. She 

tugged them gently. 

“Please, by the Maker, suck me, fuck me. Do something, woman. I'm dying.” 
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“Stop being dramatic, you sap. I'm taking my time. Who knows when I'll get 

you like this again?” 

“You can have me like this whenever you want. All you have to do is ask.” 

She looked up the line of his body and saw he had lifted his head, the look in 

his eyes unfathomable. Keeping her gaze locked with his, she took his cockhead into 

her mouth. He narrowed his gaze and moaned. 

His thickness stretched her lips. She moaned and lapped at his slit as more of 

his  cream  dribbled  into  her  mouth.  Jessye  dropped  her  shields  and  projected  her 

thoughts  to  him.  “So  delicious,  like  ambrosia.  I  can't  wait  for  you  to  come  in  my 

 mouth, so I can swallow every drop.”  

“You taste even better.” She felt his hunger, and her body warmed in response 

as her stomach tightened. 

A  matter  of  opinion,  she  dismissed,  but  silently  she  was  pleased.  She  took 

more of his cock inside her mouth, inch by inch. She took her time swallowing him, 

stopping in the middle.  “I don't think I can take much more of you.”  

“You don't have to.” 

 “I want to.”  She swallowed, pulling more of him down her throat. 

“Fuck.”  The  echo  of  his  pleasure  rolled  through  her,  and  she  moaned.  He 

muttered words in French as his hips pushed forward. “Shit.” Syrus stilled, and she 

felt his horror. He hadn't meant to lose control like that. 

 “It's okay. Fuck my mouth,”  she urged. She bobbed her head up and down. Her 

tongue  swirled  and  explored  his  length  as  she  lapped  up  more  of  his  semen.  He 

didn't  move,  and  she  laughed  silently.  With  great  care,  she  scraped  his  delicate 

flesh, and his cock jerked in her mouth. 

 “Fuck my mouth, or I don't move an inch.”  

“No. I'm too big and too long for you.” 

She lashed out with her powers, using her gentlest technique. Bands of warm 

fire encircled his thighs and wrists, holding him down. He cursed. 
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 “Now, I want you to fuck my mouth. Do you wish to please your consort or not?”  

she asked. She released his cock with a soft  pop and began to lick up and down his 

length. Syrus jerked, and she giggled at his efforts. 

She felt a gentle wave of power as he freed himself. Stumbling back, she swore, 

watching her bands of fire turn into smoke and then disappear. 

“How did you do that?” She looked up at him in awe. 

He sat up and gave her a mysterious grin. “Come here and suck me right.” 

She licked her lips. “Not until you tell me how you did that.” 

“Magick. Now get your beautiful ass over here, or I'll have to jerk off and you'll 

lose.” 

“That's  not  any  way  to  please  your  consort,  now  is  it?”  She  got  down  on  all 

fours and moved toward him. His eyes glittered with banked fire. She rose up, sat 

on her heels, and placed her hands on his thighs. A battle of wills started between 

them  as  the  air  became  heavy  with  challenge.  Neither  one  refused  to  relinquish 

their  position.  She  wanted  to  know  how  he  had  freed  himself,  and  he  wanted  to 

continue what she had started. 

Syrus moved first. He took hold of his cock again and smeared his thumb over 

the  wide  head.  Releasing  his  shaft,  he  brought  the  shiny  digit  to  her  mouth  and 

smeared  his  desire  on  her  lips.  Unable  to  resist,  she  licked  away  his  precum.  A 

craving so strong rose up, causing her stomach to clench. Cursing him, she moved 

back between his thighs, and he chuckled. 

“Don't get giddy. I can still call you  sugar britches in front of your people.” She 

swallowed him. 

He  moaned  and  lay  back  down.  Syrus  pushed  his  hips  in  short  thrusts.  She 

hollowed out her cheeks and increased the pressure. 

“Damn.” Syrus buried his hands in her hair and grabbed handfuls. He pulled 

and  pushed,  showing  her  at  what  pace  he  wanted  her  to  go.  She  didn't  protest, 

allowing him to guide her. She wanted to know what he liked. Wanted to know how 
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he wanted her to suck him. Part of her liked being guided by him; she was learning 

more about how to please, and that pleased her. She swirled her tongue around the 

underside of his cock and bobbed her head up and down. 

“Goddess, this feels like heaven.” 

His  grip  increased,  and  he  pulled  to  the  point  of  pain.  Jessye  could  feel  his 

body tense. He was on the verge. She began to hum. 

“Fuck!” Syrus shook and pulled back his hips, his cock slipping from between 

her lips. Before he could pull out completely, he came, spurting his thick seed into 

her  mouth.  She  swallowed  greedily.  His  grip  on  her  hair  loosened,  and  he  lay 

beneath her, panting. 

She lifted her head and looked down at his spent form, covered in sweat. His 

chest moved up and down rapidly; his heartbeat seemed deafening to her ears. She 

stood up, licking her lips, lapping up the last traces of his semen. Fire slid under her 

skin and through her veins as hunger  stabbed at her stomach, reminding her she 

hadn't fed her own needs. 

Desire trickled down her thighs. She turned to go. 

“Where are you going? We're not done yet,” Syrus demanded. 

A smile curled her lips at how hoarse he sounded. “Going to get something to 

help clean you up.” 

“And  then  I  get  to  feast  on  your  beautiful  body.”  Syrus  sat  up  and  brushed 

away strands of midnight hair that clung to his dampened face. Pleasure shuddered 

through her, tracing tendrils of heat down her spine to pool in her cunt. A flash of 

an image rose in her mind as she pictured him moving over her body slowly, tasting, 

lapping, nipping, and biting every inch of her flesh. Any resistance or urges to run 

were gone, replaced by desire and curiosity. 

She  wanted  him  to  brand  her  as  his,  rub  his  scent  into  her  skin,  and  come 

inside  her.  Once  inside  the  bathroom,  she  kicked  the  door  closed  and  went  to  the 

sink. She gripped the sides of the counter and looked into the mirror over the basin. 

Ties  of  attachment  had  begun  to  form.  She  gazed  at  her  reflection,  trying  to 
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understand  why  she'd  fought  him  when  he'd  wanted  to  understand  and  connect 

with her. 

“I suppose I have to be forced to submit.” 

She  grabbed  a  washcloth,  dampened  it,  and  headed  back  into  the  bedroom. 

Syrus waited for her. He dangled some handcuffs from his index finger, a hardened 

look  on  his  face.  Her  stomach  clenched  as  arousal  slipped  down  her  thighs.  She 

swallowed. Desire flared hot through her body as her heating time came roaring to 

the  surface,  simmering  violently,  ready  to  spill  over.  A  soft  musk  wafted  through 

the air, and she cursed herself. 

“You are my consort, and it occurs to me now that I have yet to bring you to 

heel. I've let you run roughshod over me with no recourse. Time to change things. 

You've  given  me  great  pleasure,  and  now  it's  time  you  take  some  from  me.  I've 

allowed you to insult me. I need to rectify things. I'll clean myself. You will kneel 

and await your punishment.” 

“I'm not some bad dog that's just gone on the carpet.” The words slipped out, 

and she swore silently in her mind. 

He chuckled, a dark sound that made her uneasy. Syrus was different. His eye 

color had changed from blue to gray and back again. 

 Ah, the wolf. He'd allowed it to come out.  “It occurs to me, Consort, that you 

have yet to experience my full power. For that I am sorry. If I had shown you the 

extent of my ability, perhaps you would have fallen in line much easier.” 

“Doubt it. Go ahead and try to show me what you got, wolfie. I'll just yawn.” 

Anticipation  steeled  her  body.  Syrus  began  to  circle  her,  the  handcuffs  swinging 

back and forth like a metronome. The sound of the soft clinking of the steel caused 

heat to flush through her body in one large wave. Her nipples beaded as her pussy 

clenched. 

The  ache  between  her  thighs  increased  as  the  cuffs  creaked.  She  licked  her 

lips.  Phantom  tightness  formed  around  her  wrists.  She  could  practically  feel  the 

coldness  of  the  metal  and  the  gentle  bite  of  the  steel.  Hunger  pangs  ricocheted 
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through  her  abdomen.  The  salty-sweet  taste  of  his  seed  and  blood  rolled  over  her 

taste buds. 

“I can feel your need.” 

She jumped when she felt his breath brush over the sensitive shell of her ear. 

He hadn't made a sound. She hadn't even realized he had turned. His heat seared 

her  back  as his presence  overwhelmed her.  He  jangled  the  cuffs  next  to  her  other 

ear. She stiffened as fire licked her nerve endings. Her pussy pulsed as the hunger 

pangs grew in intensity. 

She whirled around to find him. He wasn't there. She turned and took in the 

whole  of  the  room.  She  was  alone.  At  least  that  was  what  she  thought.  Syrus 

grabbed her arm and twisted it behind her. Her back arched, chest thrust forward. 

He grabbed a handful of hair and pulled it back. 

His  hold  was  strong.  It  didn't  hurt,  but  she  still  struggled.  There  was  no 

escaping his grip. Excitement mingled with desire, and she groaned under his rough 

handling. Her cunt gushed fresh cream. The cuffs swung near her ear. 

“Do you want me to cuff you before I fuck you? Or should I punish you first?” 

he  whispered  against  her  skin.  His  breath  brushed  over  her  neck,  causing  goose 

bumps to rise. The sharp tips of his fangs trailed along the side of her neck, sending 

skitters  of  heat  through  her  body.  His  tongue  moved  up  the  path  his  teeth  had 

taken  and  then  down.  When  he  reached  the  juncture  of  her  shoulder,  he  nipped 

gently. She gasped as her body tightened. A fresh wave of heat rolled through her, 

and she squirmed against him. 

He pulled on her arm, sending a shooting pain through her. “Be still, Sassy.” 

She  shook  her  head.  Every  inch  of  her  yearned  to  move,  to  fight,  to  writhe. 

Syrus lapped at the small sting he had made. Each swipe of his tongue sent a jolt of 

pleasure straight to her needy clit. The pearl pulsed, aching for his touch. 

She heard the rending of fabric and felt her panties fall, brushing her skin as 

they floated to the ground. Her eyes widened.  His hand is still in my hair and the 

 other holding my arm. What is going on? Something brushed over her skin. It felt 



Blood Claim: Tainted   

53 



like  the  softest  suede  trailed  by  fur.  The  sensation  repeated  over  her  breasts, 

between her thighs, over her labia. The suede and fur tightened around her ankles. 

Syrus let go of her hair, and she looked down to see nothing there. 

It took only seconds. The  snick of handcuffs and the bite of steel encircled her 

wrists.  He  stepped  back,  and  she  mourned  the  loss  of  his  heat.  Her  body  jerked 

around, legs forced apart when she faced  him. He took hold of her chin and tilted 

her  head  up.  Silver  and  blue  swirled  in  his  heated  gaze.  He  gazed  upon  her,  his 

hunger bare and hot looking back at her. 

“You…you have the ability of the strings too?” she accused. 

He  laughed  and  shook  his  head.  Jessye  watched  as  if  in  slow  motion  as  his 

hand  rose,  and  he  ran  it  through  his  ink  black  hair.  Like  a  waterfall,  the  thick 

tresses just slid back into place. “No, that is not my ability. My power has no name 

yet. I just call it the suede and fur cuffs. Very nice, don't you think? Would you like 

me to manifest them?” 

She swallowed, fear niggling in the back of her mind. “Who are you?” 

His eye color shifted, this time to a stormy silver, like the sky on the edge of a 

storm. 

With a wave of his hand, she felt the heaviness of the suede and fur. A glance 

down showed her that he had manifested black, white, and gray suede with tufts of 

fur showing between her ankles and the manacles. This wasn't magick she knew of. 

No  one  could  just  manifest  such  a  thing,  especially  not  two  objects  and  combine 

them. 

“What else can you do?” 

Syrus  chuckled.  A  wicked  sound  that  made  her  think  of  midnight,  darkness, 

shadows, predatory stalking, and intense pleasure. A shiver ran down her spine. He 

moved. In a flash, he was behind her. 

“Wouldn't  you  like  to  know?”  His  moist  breath  brushed  against  her  ear, 

sending tremors through her body. “Perhaps one day I'll show you everything. For 

now, I'll let you live in anticipation.” 
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She  didn't  have  to  see  him  to  know  he  smiled.  Heaviness  weighed  on  her 

shoulders and swirled around them. Whatever the heaviness was, it pulsed in the 

air between them. 

Her bra was shredded next. It fell to the floor in wisps and tatters. Her breath 

caught in her throat. Her heart pounded against her rib cage like a hammer. Fire 

licked through her veins as her hunger increased. Cream slipped down her thighs as 

she awaited his next move. 

“Mmm,  so  delicious.  I  can  smell  your  need.  I  remember  your  taste.  The 

sweetest cream and honey could not compare to you. I can't wait to bury my head 

between your thighs and feast on your pussy.” 

The  hard,  wet  tip  of his tongue  trailed  over  the  edge  of  her  ear.  He  took  the 

lobe between his teeth and tugged. He took hold of her hips and moved his hands 

up,  over  her  ribs  to  slide  forward  and  cup  her  breasts.  Syrus  took  her  hardened 

nipples between his thumbs and index fingers and rolled the buds hard. Sparks of 

fire shot straight to her clit; her body jerked, and she moaned. 

He tugged and tweaked her nipples as more fur and suede ran over her skin 

again, increasing her sensations. It felt as if another person held the material to her 

skin and was rubbing it up and down her legs. 

A fever ran higher and higher through her with each caress of the materials 

and every tug of his fingers. She was lost in a swirl of conflicting feeling; hard and 

soft and painful. He trailed his lips down the back of her neck, following her spine, 

blazing a path of licks, nips. He occasionally ran his fangs down the column. Shivers 

of need flowed through her. He paused where her hands were cuffed. 

“I think I shall mark you at the base of your back.” His hands slipped down her 

abdomen to cup her hips. Syrus flicked the pulse points on each of her wrists with 

his tongue. Her heart hammered against her ribs as he kissed his way up her arm. 

He paused to nip the sensitive crook of her elbow. The small sting sent a shock wave 

of heat through her. She moaned, arched her back, and thrust her breasts forward. 

Her clit pulsed. Her breasts ached for his hands. 
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“Syrus, please.” 

“I'm  in  control.”  He  moved  to  the  front  of  her  and  placed  kisses  over  her 

stomach.  Syrus  dropped  to  his  knees  and  swirled  his  tongue  in  her  navel,  then 

moved down to the juncture of her thighs, where he inhaled her scent. 

“So sweet and intoxicating. Goddess, I love your scent.” He scraped his fangs 

over her bare mound. Fireworks burst inside her. The sparks faded to a gentle burn 

that  crawled  through  her  body,  moving  upward,  circling  her  navel  and  then  her 

nipples. She cried out when sharp pain pinched the turgid peaks. 

“Do you like that? Another ability I have. You thought you were the only one 

who could play with fire.” He brushed his fangs yet again over her bare mound. Her 

body shook as pleasure slammed through her. Cream coated her thighs as her pussy 

contracted. The ache between her thighs increased. She had to grit her teeth to keep 

from begging him to just fuck her. Screw the foreplay. Instead, silence. He pushed 

her legs apart. 

Jessye sucked in a breath when he slipped his hand between her thighs to cup 

her sex. His finger delved between her labia and sank into  her dripping heat. Her 

cunt  contracted,  and  she  moaned.  A  tendril  of  satisfaction  slipped  through  her  at 

finally being filled, but it wasn't enough. She wanted to be stuffed with his cock, the 

thickness stretching her walls to the point of pain. She needed him to take her hard 

and fast. 

Syrus  withdrew  that  single  digit  and  slipped  two  inside  her  tight,  wet  heat, 

fucking her slowly. Not enough, not even close. 

“So  wet.”  He  lapped  at  the  moisture  on  her  inner  thigh.  Each  brush  of  his 

tongue over her sensitive flesh sent a cascade of desire straight to her clit. “You're 

so tight. I can't wait to finally sink into you, balls-deep.” 

He  transferred  his  attention  to  her  other  thigh  as  he  continued  to  push  and 

pull  his  fingers  in  and  out  of  her  cunt.  Syrus  rocked  his  palm  over  her  clit.  She 

needed more friction, more pressure. Small mewling sounds fell from her lips as she 

resisted the urge to beg for more. 
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“If you want more, you need to ask. And I know you want more.” He pressed 

the nub down. Pressure began to build as her orgasm coiled tightly in her belly. She 

needed  to  be  pushed  over  the  edge.  The  tightness  around  her  nipples  contracted, 

pinched,  and  released  the  hardened  buds.  Pleasure  shot  straight  to  her  clit.  Her 

pussy  tightened.  Heat  burned  through  her  body  with  no  outlet.  She  was  being 

consumed by an inferno. 

She  tried  to  flex  her  powers,  to  no  avail.  They  refused  to  respond  to  her. 

Frustration caused her to break. “Damn it, fuck me!” 

He  withdrew  his  fingers.  The  heat  that  ran  through  her  body  ebbed  away. 

Syrus rose. She watched in fascination and irritation as he lapped her honey from 

his fingers. 

“Is that what you want?” He moved back to show her his hardened shaft. He 

took  hold  of  it;  a  single  pearl  leaked  from  the  slit.  She  stared  as  he  smeared  the 

precum over the broad cockhead. 

“Yes.”  That  single  word  came  out  as  a  soft  hiss  of  breath.  She  found  herself 

being pulled down until she was bent over. Invisible hands held her in place as he 

gripped her hips. She drew in a shaky breath when she felt him run his  cockhead 

over her engorged pussy lips, paying particular attention to her clit. She moaned at 

the stimulation. 

Jessye  then  felt  the  wide  helmet  at  her  entrance  and  waited.  Anticipation 

hummed  through  her  body  as  she  waited  for  his  cock  to  sink  into  her.  Her  cunt 

clenched. 

“Say it. Beg me for my cock,” he said hoarsely. 

“Fuck me, Syrus. I want your cock. Please.” 

“Do you need it?” He pushed forward, sinking only his cockhead inside of her. 

Her vaginal muscles constricted, trying to draw more of him in. She let out a growl 

of frustration when he withdrew. 
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“Yes, I need it. Now fuck me!” 

“No, you haven't earned it yet.” 

A  scream  of  frustration  pierced  the  air.  She  struggled  against  her  invisible 

bindings.  The  soft  kiss  against  one  of  her  ass  cheeks  made  her  pause.  He  kissed, 

nipped,  and  bit  the  firm  flesh.  Pleasure  rose  up  with  each  stinging  caress  of  his 

mouth. Her pussy quivered. She moaned when she felt the first touch of his tongue 

on her sex. He lapped up her cream, starting from one side and going to the other. 

Parting the plump petals, he flicked her clit gently. 

Her body jerked as shards of electricity burst low in her gut. When he brushed 

his  fang  over  the  sensitive  head,  she  cried  out,  squeezing  her  eyes  shut  at  the 

intense  pleasure.  He  did  it  again  and  again,  taking  the  pearl  into  his  mouth  and 

sucking it hard. 

“Oh goddess!” 

He bit down on her clit. The pain set off her orgasm and her pussy tightened 

and convulsed. Liquid heat burst through her. Her fingernails pierced her palms as 

delicious  pleasure  washed  over  her.  Bliss—pure,  unadulterated  sweet  satisfaction 

ran  through  her.  Her  toes  curled  and  her  body  shook  as  a  small  orgasm  ripped 

through her. 

He scraped his fang over her clit, and she came again. This time the pleasure 

became more concentrated. His fingers dug into her hips. He moved his attention to 

her  dripping  entrance,  drinking  of  her  juices.  His  fangs  brushed  over  her  delicate 

flesh as he feasted on her cream. Each pass of the sharpened teeth sent small bursts 

of heat through her, adding to the waves of pleasure that washed over her. 

Her  legs  shook  with  the  effort  to  remain  standing.  When  he  sucked  her  clit 

back into his mouth, she nearly came again. He sucked, nibbled, flicked, and bit the 

bud as more of her juices slid down her thighs. His grip on her hips increased to the 

point of pain; his fingernails dug into soft flesh, piercing the skin. Dribbles of blood 

mingled with the sweat, coating her body and slipping down her legs. 
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That only increased the fever running rampant through her. 

“Syrus—” she started, not sure what she was saying. 

“Not done yet.” 
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Chapter Seven 



Jessye curled her hands into fists, her nails digging into her palms again. She 

wanted to reach out and touch him, and yet the feeling of being at his mercy had 

been very arousing. 

He  released  one  of  her  hips  and  plunged  three  fingers  into  her  wet  channel, 

fucking her hard while he sucked and nipped her clit. Her cunt clenched around the 

digits.  Another  orgasm  built  inside  her,  bigger  than  the  last.  He  released  her  clit 

and shifted position, brushing soft kisses and licks over her inner thigh. 

Pain  lanced  her  thigh,  and  she  screamed  as  his  fangs  plunged  into  her 

sensitive flesh. He began to drink from the femoral artery. Each tug of his lips sent 

shock waves of fire through her. She was drowning, being pulled under as tide after 

tide  of  heat  and  pleasure  tugged  her  down.  Orgasm  after  orgasm  rolled  over  her. 

His fingers plunged in and out of her wet, pulsing flesh. His mouth tugged more life 

from her body. 

She  didn't  think  she  could  take  it.  So  much,  too  much  sensation  rushed  into 

her.  Small  cries  and  moans  fell  from  her  lips.  Syrus's  name  became  a  chant,  a 

prayer,  a  curse  as  she  was  taken  down,  down  all  the  way  to  the  bottom  of  the 

chasm.  Her  back  ached  from  leaning  over  for  so  long,  and  yet  there  wasn't  any 

relief. 

His power pressed her down and held her in place; invisible hands gripped her 

legs.  She  became  an  offering  to  his  lust.  Jessye  would  remain  bent  over  until  he 

finished with her or she blacked out, whichever came first. She felt his shield come 

down, and his mind pressed against hers. 
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 Mine,  mine,  mine,  mine.  The  words  were  on  a  loop  in  her  head.  He  sucked 

more and more of her blood into his mouth. He still fucked her with his fingers, and 

she  still  kept  coming.  He  wrung  out  every  orgasm  she  was  capable  of  and  then 

some. She hadn't known she could come so many times she'd lose count. 

She could no longer scream. Her voice was gone; throat, raw and hurting. Even 

swallowing hurt. Syrus didn't stop; he just kept drinking and fucking her, and yet 

she knew he wasn't done. She could feel his hungers being kept at bay. The animal 

wanted to rut with its mate. The wolf paced within him, a glide of fur against her 

mind as it waited its turn. She could feel it in her head. Feel it in her body like a 

massive ball of energy, need, hunger, and anger. 

Finally he stopped drinking of her and withdrew his fingers from her pulsing 

cunt to crawl between her thighs. Her eyesight became blurry from the loss of blood 

and  sweat  dripping  into  her  eyes.  The  pressure  on  her  back  eased,  but  she  still 

couldn't straighten up. 

“Mmm,  so  delicious,  your  cream  and  blood,  all  mixed  up  like  some  divine 

elixir.” His voice sounded rough and smooth like whiskey. He sounded drunk. That 

worried her. 

“Don't worry, Sassy. I'm fine, just a bit buzzed.” He pressed a soft kiss on the 

top  of  her  head.  Making  his  way  around  her,  Syrus  placed  soft  kisses  along  her 

spine,  occasionally  dragging  his  fangs  over  the  column.  He  stopped  at  her  cuffed 

hands.  He  moved  down,  nipping  the  flesh  of  her  ass,  sending  sparks  of  pleasure 

through her twitching body. 

Muscles protested, jumped, and twitched as her body came down off the high of 

his pleasure. 

“We've  a  long  way  to  go  tonight.”  The  cuffs  fell  from  her  wrists,  and  the 

pressure  lifted  completely  from  her  body.  With  great  care,  she  straightened  and 

brought her wrists to the front of her body. She rubbed away the pain. Each pain 

that  manifested  faded  away  as  her  body  healed  itself,  but  the  rapidity  of  the 
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repairing didn't diminish the pain at the base of her spine, at her wrists, or on her 

inner thighs. 

Jessye  turned  around  to  face  him.  Before  she  could  utter  a  single  word,  she 

found herself flying across the room. 

Her  head  hit  the  wall,  and  stars  burst  in  front  of  her  eyes.  “What  the  hell?” 


She glared at him as small lights blinked on and off in her line of sight. 

“Sorry about that; lost control.  I was supposed to press you against the wall, 

not  have  you  hit  it.”  His  gaze  looked  unfocused,  and  fear  pierced  the  veil  of  her 

arousal. His eyes were silver, but with spots of black. She wondered if he'd taken too 

much, maybe tapped into her magick. 

“By the Maker, you are so beautiful.” Syrus strode toward her. Heat blazed in 

the silver depths of his eyes. When in front of her, he reached up and caressed her 

face.  Syrus  trailed  roughened  fingertips  over  her  damp  cheek.  His  touch  slipped 

down  her  neck  and  across  her  collarbone,  and  that  small  contact  warmed  her, 

driving away her annoyance. 

“I can feel you in my system, your blood rushing through my veins, energizing 

me,  connecting  me  to  you.  This  is  different  than  my  first  feeding.  I  was  so  weak. 

Now…now,  I  think  it's  time  you  got  a  taste  of  me.”  He  gave  her  a  wolfish  grin, 

showing off his fangs. 

She slid down from the wall. He slipped fingers under her chin and tilted her 

head  up  to  him.  Slowly,  he  brought  his  head  down  and  brushed  his  lips  against 

hers.  His  scent  swirled  around  her,  his  presence  overwhelmed  her,  and  she  sank 

into the gentleness of the kiss. The aches and pains faded away as warmth rushed 

through her at that one simple touch. His arm snaked around her waist and pulled 

her to him. 

The first brush of her nipples against his chest sent sparks of pleasure straight 

to her clit. She bucked against him. Power ran between them. She felt the push and 

pull on her body as he moved closer. Once her flesh pressed against his, the air in 

the room grew heavier. 
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He  growled  softly.  The  kiss  changed  from  one  of  gentle  pressure  to  heated 

dominance.  Teeth  and  fangs  tugged  on  her  plump  lower  lip.  Sharp  pain  and 

pleasure shot through her body at the scrape. His tongue plunged into her mouth, 

swirling,  thrusting,  withdrawing,  and  writhing  before  retreating  completely.  His 

hands came down to grip her hips as he rocked his erection against her stomach. 

She groaned and moved against him. It wasn't enough. More. She needed him 

inside her. Jerking her head away, she panted, looking up at him. 

“Need  you,  now!”  She  pushed  him  away,  and  he  stumbled  toward  the  bed. 

Syrus growled. He took hold of her hips. She pushed back. They moved around the 

room  in  an  awkward  dance  as  they  struggled  for  control.  Their  mutual  hungers 

drove them, pushing them. Both needed dominance. Now that she wasn't under his 

control,  she  decided  to  exert  some  of  her  own  force  on  him.  She  used  her  mind  to 

push against him. He threw her power right back at her. 

“Not gonna work, Sassy. Keep coming at me. All I'll tell you is to run.” 

Syrus grinned at her; his fangs had become larger, thicker, the points sharper. 

His lips shook as a soft growl slipped out. “I love it when you fight me; makes me 

harder.” 

He reached down and stroked his cock, precum coating the tip. She licked her 

lips, wanting another taste of him. As if reading her mind, he shook his head. 

“I'm going to come in your sweet pussy this time, not your mouth. Now come 

here.” 

An impish urge took over her, and she grinned. “Catch me if you can.” 

She  took  off  running  around  the  room.  He  let  out  a  short  howl  and  took  off 

after her. She had just made a full circuit and arrived at the bed when he blindsided 

her and tackled her onto the bed. His weight pressed her into the mattress. 

“Caught you. Now yield.” 

Cream  coated  her  thighs.  Arousal  flared  hot  within  her.  In  a  tangle  of  limbs 

and arms, he managed to grab her wrists and haul them over her head. Syrus held 
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down her legs, pinning them with his own. She groaned when he rolled his hips. His 

cock slid over her belly. The soft flesh encasing such heat made her yearn to feel it 

inside. Her pussy clenched. 

“Syrus—” 

“If there's no 'please' in that sentence, don't even ask. I want you to beg, Sassy. 

Beg for my cock.” His voice was so gruff, his words were almost unintelligible. 

She  gazed  up  at  his  silver-swirled  blue  eyes.  He  stilled  over  her,  waiting  for 

her answer. Arousal burned through her body. 

“Fuck  me,  Syrus.  Give  me  your  cock.”  She  relaxed  her  body  and  turned  her 

head to the side and tilted it back, offering him her neck. He let out a sound that 

could only be described as a cross between a purr and growl. Lowering his head, he 

scraped  his  fangs  along  her  throat.  His  teeth  dragged  along  the  delicate  flesh, 

drawing  blood.  The  metallic  scent  mingled  with  the  musk  and  spice  of  their 

combined  arousal.  He  transferred  one  of  her  wrists  to  his  left  hand  and  reached 

down between them with his right to position himself at her entrance. 

Time  stopped  as  she  waited.  Her  heart  hammered  against  her  chest  as 

anticipation made her squirm. 

“Stop moving.” 

She  stilled.  When she  felt  the  wide  helmet  of  his cock  at  the  entrance  of  her 

cunt, she nearly cried. She needed him inside her  now. Only she couldn't move. 

He sank into her slick center, his wide cockhead stretching her walls. Her eyes 

nearly fluttered shut at the ache of his stretching her. Her inner muscles clamped 

down around his shaft, trying to pull him farther inside. He stopped, and she let out 

a frustrated scream. 

“Watch me as I enter you.” 

She lifted her head and stared at where their bodies were joined. He pushed 

his hips forward. Her cunt swallowing his cock with each inch, he thrust forward. It 

was one of the sexiest things she had ever seen. She groaned. “Oh God.” 
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“I'm  not  God,  baby.  I'm  your  master  and  consort.”  He  thrust  forward,  pulled 

back, and then slammed into her. She cried out as pain and pleasure washed over 

her. He stretched her to the point of discomfort and filled her completely. 

Syrus retreated and  pushed  forward,  rocking against her body. With his free 

hand,  he  delved  between  her  thick  nether  lips  to  find  her  clit.  Once  he  found  the 

aching bud, he flicked it lightly, sending shards of heat through her. 

Her head fell back as he picked up the pace, fucking her harder and faster. Her 

breasts jiggled with each thrust. Sweat slipped over her skin as their bodies rubbed 

against  each  other.  Each  pass  of  his  chest  over  her  nipples  set  off  sparks  of 

pleasure. He pinched the sensitive nub and thrust into her. His fangs scraped her 

shoulder, adding to the sweet pain. 

When he bit down and released her clit, she screamed as fire rolled over her, 

and she came with heat exploding in her belly. His lips tugged at the wound. Each 

pull sent pleasure straight to the bundle of nerves. The scent of his musk and sweat 

made her thirsty for him. She lifted her head and lapped at his shoulder. Her fangs 

ached in her mouth. The need for blood colored her actions as she opened her mouth 

wide and bit down. 

Heat, spice, and sweetness coated her tongue. She came again as she drank of 

him. Her body convulsed. An inferno enveloped her as new energy surged through 

her veins. His blood tasted like the most decadent elixir. She couldn't get enough of 

him. The more she drank, the thirstier she became. A burning sensation started at 

the base of her spine and spread up her back. It was all too intense, too much. She 

lost control. Her magick flared out between them. She felt it slam into his body. He 

came, cock jerking, filling her with his hot, thick seed. 

Syrus  cried  out  around  her  wound  but  refused  to  let  go.  They  drank  of  each 

other; their powers mixed and clashed between them. She came one more time. The 

pleasure took her and sucked her down a dark hole. Black edged her vision, and she 

felt sleep beckoning her. She licked at his wound, closing her eyes. She could take 
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no more. Still, their powers  clashed and  danced between them  as she slipped into 

the world of sleep. 

 Now  we  can  never  part.  The  thought  drifted  through  her  mind  as  she  fell 

asleep. 
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Chapter Eight 



Jessye rolled over, aches making their presence known. Every inch of her hurt. 

Her neck, shoulders, breasts, wrists, thighs, and even her ass were covered in bite 

marks.  Her  pussy  clenched  as  she  remembered  the  pleasure  his  bite  had  brought 

her.  A  slight  tremor  shuddered  down  her  spine,  and  she  groaned.  They'd  shared 

blood, had sex; the blood claim was sealed. Heat burst at the small of her back. She 

now had his mark there, tattooed for all to see. 

With great care, she rolled over onto her stomach and winced as pain went off 

in her right breast. A soft moan next to her in the bed made her body pulse to life. 

Fire unfurled in her belly.  Not now. She managed to get off the mattress and slowly 

made  her  way  to  the  bathroom.  She  needed  a  shower.  The  sound  of  the  sheets 

rustling made her pause and wait. 

When he made no other sound, she continued on her way. Once under the hot 

spray of the shower, she allowed her body to loosen. In a matter of hours she'd gone 

from defying him to becoming his consort in all possible aspects there could be. She 

felt off balance, as if her world had well and truly shifted. 

Bowing  her  head,  she  closed  her  eyes  and  let the  water fall  on  her.  She  now 

officially  belonged  to  Syrus  and  him  to  her.  Her  brand  was  now  on  his  chest,  in 

vines  of fire  and  curling  talons,  with  her  crest  around  his nipple.  She  shivered  as 

desire spiked within her. Need picked up the pace in her veins as she remembered 

the delicious pain and pleasure he had brought her. 

Not now, she ordered herself and picked up a loofah and the shower gel. She 

began to scrub away the evidence of sex. When the roughness ran over the brand, 

she hissed at the pain. The tattoo burned with each pass of the sponge. 
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“Need help?” 

She  swore  and  whirled  around  to  find  his  shadow  just  outside  of  the  stall. 

Syrus  pulled  open  the  door  and  stepped  into  the  small  space.  She  felt  slightly 

crowded  in  by  him.  She  wasn't  sure  how  to  act  or  what  to  say.  Fucking  and 

screaming obscenities while ordering him to do goddess knows what to her, was not 

social chatter. She felt exposed, vulnerable in front of him. 

Just  the  nearness of  him  caused  heat  to  pulse from  the  tattoo  at  the  base of 

her  back.  She  had  heard  of  things  happening  once a  blood  claim  had  been  sealed. 

Kit had told her she could feel the connections to her former clan start to fade away 

and new links forming to Rysen and his people. 

It hadn't been like that for her, and she wasn't sure if something hadn't gone 

wrong during the process. She felt close to Syrus and yet so far away. Is it me? she 

wondered.  The  ties  to  Ryu  remained  present,  despite  his  being  so  distant.  She 

wanted to ask her blood father what was going on, why she didn't feel as close to 

Syrus as she should. 

“Blood claim affects everyone differently. Not going to be the same with us.” 

“Get out of my head.” 

“I'm not in your head. I don't need to be. Your thoughts are as obvious as fire 

in a forest.” 

Syrus picked up the loofah from her hand and swiped it over her shoulders and 

collarbone.  She  stood  in  silence,  not  sure  of  what  to  say.  Her  emotions  were 

scattered. She felt as if she were divided into three women: one who wanted to be 

with Syrus, another who wanted to keep her distance, and the last who yearned to 

go to her blood father. 

“You're confused. If it puts you at ease and you want, I can send someone to 

find Ryu.” 

She hesitated to ask him to do it. “Who would you send?” 

“I would send Temar.” 
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She  trusted  Temar,  but  the  vampyre-hunter-sorceress-turned-ally  was  not 

someone she would send. This trip was too personal. She wanted to go herself, get 

the answers she sought herself, and yet who else could she send? “Can I think on 

it?” 

“I can also send Adrian with one of your associates if that helps.” 

That  option  didn't  put  her  at  ease  either.  Adrian  still  reported  to  Syrus.  If 

Adrian found something amiss, he wouldn't hesitate to tell Syrus and not her. 

“I will think about it.” She turned away from Syrus, allowing him to scrub her 

back. She didn't want him to see how emotional she was. 

They showered in silence. When they were done, she dried off and got dressed. 

A good workout was what she needed. 

Syrus  called  out  just  as  she  was  leaving.  “I'm  sending  Temar  into  town.  We 

need  to  get  you  a  few  things  for  the  high  court.  If  you  have  any  preferences,  I 

suggest you catch her before she leaves.” 

Jessye felt like whooping in glee. Well, he couldn't have stopped me if he tried, 

she mused, heading down to the workout room. She had made it halfway down the 

hall, when blinding pain burst in her lower back. Her knees gave out, and she sank 

to the floor. 

“Syrus.” She tried to call for him, but her vocal cords weren't working properly. 

Another wave of pain took her under, and tears formed at the corners of her eyes. 

“Fuck?” 

She  looked  up  to  find  Penji  staring  at  her.  Its  large  red  eyes  gazed  at  her 

unblinkingly,  a  juice  box  in  its  fin.  The  bird  brought  the  box  to  its  beak  and 

proceeded  to  drink  from  the  straw,  the  harsh  sucking  sound  like  nails  on  a 

chalkboard. She gritted her teeth. 

“Jessye!” Warren's voice seemed louder. She grimaced. 

“Damn it, don't shout. Go get Syrus.” The pounding of his feet sounded like a 

herd of elephants. She curled up into a little ball. 
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“Juice?” a soft, melodic voice asked. Penji's eyes narrowed as it tried to shove 

the juice box at her. 

“Drink.” It poked the straw at her lips. 

“Drink.” She would push the straw away if she could, but her arms were firmly 

wrapped around her midsection. 

“No, Penji. No drink.” 

“Better. Drink.” The plastic poked at her lips again. 

“Penji, no. Not now.” 

It seemed to frown. Its face scrunched up as if in confusion. 

“Penji, dude, she doesn't want to drink. Come on. Let's go watch cartoons.” She 

saw  a  hand  come  into  view  and  take  hold  of  Penji's  juice  box-holding  fin.  Warren 

pulled  the  bird  away  as  another  set  of  hands  took  hold  of  her  shoulders.  Calm 

washed over her, and she sighed in relief as the pain began to recede. She  sat up 

and saw Syrus looking at her, concerned. He brought his hand up to her face, and 

cupped her cheek. A gentle warmth settled over her chest, and she sighed. 

“The process has begun, I believe.” 

She felt the glide of fur against her rib cage.  His beast is inside me?  

“No, you will not shift like I would if I let loose. You are just connected to my 

wolf.” 

She leaned against the wall and began to breathe slowly as each new change 

manifested.  Like  bittersweet  candy,  she  could  taste  his  worry  on  her  tongue.  She 

could smell his emotions, like licorice or cloves. 

“Breathe easy. Take it all in and let go. Yes, that's it.” He slid his hand down 

from  her  face to  her  shoulder  and  around  to  her  back.  In  small  circles,  he  rubbed 

between  her  shoulder  blades.  Jessye  leaned  back  into  his  touch.  Small  pulses  of 

pain went off at the base of her back. 

“It will take time to get used to being connected to me.” 
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She  searched  and  yet  could  only  find  his  presence  in  her  head,  in  her  body. 

That  confused  her.  She  didn't  understand.  She  didn't  feel  anyone  else.  No  other 

lines to his people. 

“Why can't I feel anyone else? Why only you?” 

He gave her a small smile. “I only gave them a small amount of my blood to tie 

us together, not enough to form bonds and yet I can feel every one of my people.” 

She didn't understand. “Am I cut off from feeling them?” 

“I'm not sure. Perhaps it's the hybrid in me. Maybe the connections will form 

as more time goes by. Every bond is different.” He pulled back his hand, and she felt 

the loss. She expected the pain to come back. After a moment, nothing happened. 

“Go  work  out.  We'll  talk  about  going  to  the  high  court  when  you're  done.” 

Syrus stood up and held out his hand. 

Normally she would have resisted such help. Instead she took his gesture and 

stood up. Her lower back pulsed with heat but not pain. She lifted her hands over 

her  head  and  stretched.  He  growled,  and  she  felt  the  spark  of  heat  as  her  lower 

belly  clenched.  He  reached  out  and  cupped  her  breasts.  Finding  her  hardened 

nipples through her thin shirt and bra, he thrummed the hardened peaks, sending 

shards of pleasure straight to her clit. 

She  moaned  and  leaned  into  his  touch.  He  squeezed  her  breasts,  and  she 

sighed. 

“Goddess, I want to fuck you again. I can't. I've got meetings.” 

She sighed when he moved his hands away. “Promise? Maybe this time I can 

make you beg.” 

She  turned  away,  grinning.  Syrus  swatted  one  of  her  ass  cheeks,  and  as  the 

sting faded, the heat spread. Her panties became damp with need. 

“If  you're  good.  Now  get,  before  I  fuck  you  against  the  wall  in  front  of  our 

people. Trust me. You don't want that. No one sees this beautiful body but me.” 

“Selfish.” 
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He  snorted  behind  her,  and  she  laughed.  “You're  damn  right,  beloved.  I'm  a 

selfish bastard. Now get.” 

He gave her another swat on her ass, and she resisted the urge to turn around 

and drag him back into their room. Instead she started down the hall, a grin on her 

face. When she reached the gym, her mind settled on the fact that he'd called her 

 beloved not once, but twice. 

Bonding to Syrus, being able to connect with him gave her some assurances as 

to where his heart lay. Peace settled on her. It was both comforting and terrifying. 

As  the  calm  came  down  over  her,  she  allowed  her  thoughts  to  drift.  She 

reached out with her mind, trying to touch Syrus and his wolf. The wolf came first. 

Its large  body  was covered  in  silver,  white,  and  black  fur.  It  sat  up,  tail  wagging, 

head tilted to the side. Its gray eyes stared back at her, curious, wary, a question in 

the silver gaze. 

 “Hello.”  

It blinked again; its great jaw opened showing off two rows of sharp teeth. 

 “Hello.”  Its voice was gruff. 

She grinned.  “Do you have a name?” 

 “It is hidden.” 

 “Hidden?” 

 “I can't reveal it to just anyone.”  

She laughed.  “Okay. What can you tell me about Syrus?” 

 “That I can't reveal either. You'll have to find out about Syrus from him.” 

 “Okay. So can I call you forth?”  

The  great  wolf  tilted  its  head  to  the  other  side.  “I  do  not  know  the  answer. 

 Perhaps you can try, if Syrus gives you permission.” 

 “New trick.”  

The wolf laughed, a hoarse, rough sound that made her smile.  “Oh, something 

 is happening. You'd better go see Syrus.”  The wolf receded. She pulled herself out of 
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her thoughts and quickly made her way to Syrus's study, where she found Warren 

and Syrus arguing. 

“You can't just leave us now. We need you.” 

“I never signed up for this. I need to go. I did my job. Now it's time for me to 

leave.” Warren turned to go. 

Syrus  opened  his  mouth  to  protest.  She  took  this  time  to  interrupt,  not 

wanting Syrus to say something he would regret. She could feel his agitation like a 

hot wave of thousands of ants crawling over her skin. 

“Syrus, it's okay. Warren, thank you so much for your help.” She gave Syrus a 

tight smile, trying to ignore her discomfort. Her stomach became agitated, and any 

second  now  she  thought  she  would  throw  up.  Syrus's  tension  had  increased.  She 

could see his face was now flushed red; he clenched his jaw as if trying to hold back 

something. Warren touched her arm softly and then left the room. She shut the door 

behind her. 

“Warren can't stay. Even though he is a great ally, he just can't. You know his 

brother  is  the  high  king.  Severin  and  Cable  both  loathe  him  for  the  demon  blood 

that runs through his veins. Warren doesn't want to stay too long, for fear that his 

presence  would  cause  Severin  to  lash  out  at  us.  We  have  made  quite  a  bit  of 

headway. Any setback would destroy us and the fragile alliances we've made. He is 

leaving to help us, not abandon us. What's wrong? You're worried?” 

His feelings washed over her like a tide of hot and cold water. She wasn't sure 

whether to sweat or shiver with the change of temperature. 

Syrus sighed. She tried to prepare herself for bad news. 

“I  have  heard  that  Lorrie  is  planning  on  making  another  move  at  the  high 

court.  What  worries  me  is how  that  move  will  be  perceived.  She  has  allies,  as we 

know, among the elite. What if they don't side with us?” He ran a hand through his 

hair. Jessye went to him, not sure of what to say. 

“Then we must depend on Severin to honor us.” 
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Syrus  snorted.  “Severin  despises  us.  We  are  the  trash  that  should  be  swept 

under the rug and away from sight. Why should we trust him? The invitation is a 

way to soothe our agitation. Give the mongrels a seat at the high table, soothe them 

with pretty things, and then dismiss them thinking they are easily impressed.” 

“I know the high court, and although Severin is harsh, he is also fair. Speak to 

him, give him a chance to give his side of  the story, and allow him to hear yours. 

You  never  know.  You  may  find  common  ground.  But  do  not  under  any 

circumstances tell him who your blood father is. The Hunter is a sore subject with 

many of the older ones,” Jessye said. She felt another question rolling around in his 

head that left him uneasy. “What else is on your mind?” 

She laid a hand on his shoulder and gave it a squeeze, not sure what else to do. 

He turned and faced her, worry in his blue gaze. “Why couldn't I destroy the 

shades? I am the Hunter's creation, as are they.” 

Understanding  dawned  on  her,  and  she  smiled.  A  laugh  began  to  bubble  up 

inside  her,  and  she  couldn't  contain  it.  It  spilled  from  her  lips,  and  she  let  it  go. 

Syrus stiffened beside her and pulled away. 

“I'm sorry. I am, but you are truly naive. Don't you know anything about the 

Hunter?” She managed to get ahold of herself. 

Syrus sighed. “No.” 

“Come on.” She tugged him to a nearby couch and sat down. 

“The  Hunter  made  it  so  his  children  couldn't  war  with  each  other;  a  way  to 

prevent  what  he  had  seen  in  other  houses,  brother  against  brother  and  sister 

against  sister  and  so  on.  So  you  couldn't  destroy  the  shades  if  you  tried.  You  can 

fight  and  harm  them,  but  not  kill  them.  His  logic  was  imperfect,  and  things 

happened.” She shrugged. 

Syrus blew out a breath and began to pace. 
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“It's no use doubting yourself now. You have to do what's best for our people. 

And  keeping  Warren  around  isn't  what's  best  if  it  incurs  a  war  between  us  and 

Severin.” 

Syrus stopped pacing and smiled at her. He sank down on the couch. “Thank 

you. I needed to refocus. Okay, let's get a game plan together. I'll call Adrian to us, 

and we can begin to strategize. Do you want Temar with us as well?” 

She nodded. “I trust Temar, so yes. She's a human lie detector, so…” 

“Up to you.” Syrus took her hands in his and gave them a squeeze. His touch 

reassured  her.  Heat  flared  in  her  stomach  and  spread.  Not  now,  she  told  herself, 

later. 

“Later.” Syrus gave her a heated look. Her pussy tightened, and heat flooded 

her sex. She groaned silently and focused her energy on the meeting to come. When 

Adrian arrived with Temar in tow, the four of them started to strategize. 

“What  time  of  year  is  it?  I've  lost  track  of  the  seasons,  what  with  all  the 

fighting  the  high  court  and  hunting  Lorrie  that  we  do.  We  need  to  know  to 

determine  Severin's mood.  If  it's ball  season,  he  will be  in a  foul  mood.  Too  many 

people  around,  in  his  home,  on  his  grounds  doing  Maker  only  knows  what.  That, 

and I've been hearing whispers that he's having problems with his consort,” Temar 

reported. 

Syrus raised his eyebrows. “What kind of problems?” 

“Not  sure.  No  one  will  say,  but  it  is  said  it  was  not  a  love  match.  She  was 

offered as his blood claim.” Temar shrugged. 

“Explain. I still don't understand all the rules of blood claim.” Syrus focused on 

Temar, questions in his eyes. 

“There  are  two  ways  to  incur  blood  claim;  the  most  obvious,  to  defeat  your 

chosen.  The  loser  must  yield  and  declare  the  winner  their  consort  or  mate, 

depending on species. Blood claim was adopted by the werewolves and shifters. The 

second  is  either  by  arrangement  or  simply  stating  that  your  chosen  is  yours.  No 

combat needed, you both agree to be bound together. Clear?” Temar asked. 
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“Crystal.” Syrus laughed. 

“So,  I  take  it  his  queen  wasn't  exactly  too  happy  to  be  given  to  Severin?” 

Adrian folded his arms and leaned against a far wall. 

“From  what  I  hear,  she's  fine  with  the  arrangement.  It's  her  king's  behavior 

she's not too pleased with. Whispers are swirling that he hasn't visited her bed in 

months, and she has refused him access to her body for blood or sex. No one knows 

why. When he took the throne, all was fine. No word of another woman or man. It's 

a puzzle.” Temar shook her head. 

“A  puzzle  we  can  use,”  Jessye  pointed  out.  “If  we  can  somehow  twist  things, 

perhaps  we  can  gain  his  favor.  Anyone  have  access  to  blood  spell  powder?  I'm  all 

out.  Someone thought it was some sort of powdered sugar.” 

She glared at Adrian. 

The werewolf ran a hand through his hair, a sheepish look on his face. “Tasted 

sweet enough. Thank the goddess that the blood spell doesn't affect werewolves the 

same as vampyres. I'd be in heat or more right now.” 

Jessye scowled. 

“You saying we should drug her and get them in a room together? Would that 

work?” Disbelief was clear on Syrus's face. “Fixing their relationship troubles can't 

be that easy.” 

“Could work. The problem is, would she want him? Blood spell powder pushes 

the  heating  time  to  activate.  She  could  grab  the  nearest  person  and  fuck  them 

senseless. We have to guarantee that they would be together. How  do we do that? 

Severin can be quite stubborn, especially if he's in the middle of a deal for power. 

We have to make sure the man is him, not someone else. From what I've seen and 

heard firsthand, mistaken identity is common when you're trying to get two people 

together,  especially  when  there  are  masks  involved,  and  they  are  common  during 

bacchanals. One wrong mask, one note sent to the wrong person—disaster.” Jessye 

shuddered as bad memories of plans gone awry in the court surfaced. 
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“Very  true.  So  we  have  to  work  very  hard  to  make  it  work.  Who  plays  what 

parts to get Severin and his consort together? Who does she trust?” Syrus asked. 

“Well,  we  could  work  it  this  way:  Jessye  says  she  has  something  urgent  to 

discuss  with  Mirabelle;  Syrus  says  he  must  discuss  something  with  Severin.  We 

have them meet in the Silver Lounge. It's a private fun room.” Temar giggled. 

“I'm  not  going  to  ask  how  you  know  that.  The  Silver  Lounge  is  right  off  the 

Throne  Room.  We  need  to  be   very  careful.”  Jessye  knew  this  could  blow  up  their 

faces. 

“Okay, we have a plan. Now for the packing. Temar, have you gone into town 

yet?” Syrus asked. 

She shook her head. 

“Jessye, would you like to—and I know I'm going to regret this—shop for me? 

Adrian will go with you as your security.” 

Jessye grinned. She pictured him in leather with his torso exposed. She'd get 

to show him and the brand off. Her pussy clenched, and her sex became slick and 

heavy. 

“I'd love to.” She got up off the couch and grabbed Temar's hand, pulling her 

blood sister out of the room, feeling a sense of joy. 
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Chapter Nine 



Syrus gazed out of the window of the carriage. The cabin swayed to and fro as 

they  drove  through  a  dense  patch  of  forest.  He  longed  to  be  out  there  in  full  wolf 

form,  running  through  those  woods,  chasing  Jessye  until  he  caught  her  and  they 

fucked on the ground. He glanced over at her, and warmth spread through him, but 

the arousal slipped away when he thought of what he'd learned before they had left 

the  compound.  Lorrie  was  on  the  move  and  planning  something.  What,  his  spies 

had  no  idea.  Syrus  began  to  second-guess  his  decision  to  leave  his  people  behind 

with just Synestor for protection. The demon could be unreliable, despite being one 

of  their  most  powerful  soldiers.  Syrus  moved  closer  to  Jessye.  He  wanted  some 

sense  of  calm  among  the  chaos  that  rolled  through  his  head.  He  reached  up  and 

brushed  away  a  strand  of  dark  brown  hair  from  her  face.  Just  the  smallest  touch 

pushed away his doubts and fears. 

Syrus slipped his arm around Jessye's waist and pulled her close. She adjusted 

and placed her head on his shoulder. He had never thought he'd find someone like 

Jessye, nor had he thought he'd ever fall in love with anyone else. She stirred beside 

him, and he stilled, waiting for her to do something. Her eyes fluttered open, and 

she turned her head to gaze up at him with dark eyes. She licked her lips, and his 

eyes  followed  the  movement.  His  stomach  clenched,  and  he  groaned  silently.  A 

glance across from their seat showed both Adrian and Temar were asleep. He closed 

his eyes, blew out a breath, and opened his eyes. He tried to ignore the rising heat 

of his body, the way his balls tightened and his cock pressed against his slacks. 

Syrus gasped aloud when he felt a slight pressure against his throbbing shaft. 

She  cupped  him  through  his  slacks  and  slowly  moved  her  palm  up  and  down, 
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sending sweet pleasure dancing up his spine. He bit down on his bottom lip to keep 

from  moaning  aloud.  She  increased  the  force  and  pace  of  her  strokes.  He  shifted, 

rocking his hips against her hand, trying to bring himself closer to climax. 

She gripped him tighter and stroked him faster. He opened his mind. 

 “Goddess, I need you.” 

 “You can't have me right now. They could wake up. Besides that, we're loud.” 

 “So? I need to be with you, come inside you, not in my pants.” 

 “You want to risk it?” 

 “Goddess yes.”  

Jessye  withdrew  her  hand  and  carefully  unbuttoned  and  unzipped  his  pants 

and  pulled  them  down  enough  to  expose  his  hardened  shaft  and  the  tops  of  his 

thighs.  She  threw  her  legs  over  his  and  straddled  him.  He  bit  his  lip  at  the  first 

touch of her slick pussy lips against his crest. Syrus thrust upward, sliding into her 

hot, wet channel. He pulled back and pushed. Small mewling sounds fell from her 

lips.  He  silenced  her  with  a  kiss,  taking  her  lips,  hard  and  demanding,  as  he 

increased the pace of his hips. 

 “Syrus, fuck me harder, faster. Bite me,”  she commanded. 

He reached between their bodies to sink his finger between her labia and find 

her clit. He pressed down on the bud just as he released her lips to trail his mouth 

down her neck. Syrus paused to flick his tongue over her pulse point before moving 

on. He buried his head in the juncture of her shoulder and bit down. 

Her body bucked against him as her pussy fluttered and clamped down around 

his cock. He grunted but kept drinking of her as he moved his hips, up and down, 

faster  and  faster.  The  slick  sounds  of  wet  flesh  slapping  together  filled  the  cabin. 

The  scents  of  musk  and  spice  perfumed  the  air  during  their  lovemaking.  Her 

vaginal muscles pulsed, clenched, and relaxed, trying to draw out his seed. 

Prickles of heat burned at the base of his spine and slid up and down his skin 

the closer he came to climax. The pressure built until he thought he would explode 



Blood Claim: Tainted   

79 



from the force. He looked over her shoulder as he drank more of her life from her. 

Adrian  and  Temar  remained  asleep  and  yet  the  knowledge  that  they  could  be 

caught added to the arousal firing his blood. 

He  nearly  released  her  shoulder  when  he  felt  her  fangs  pierce  his  shoulder. 

Each tug of her lips sent shock waves of desire through him, driving him closer to 

the precipice. The inferno built; the fingers of fire raced up and down his spine until 

they exploded, sending a sweet rush of burning pleasure from his toes to the top of 

his  head.  Syrus  came  hard,  his  seed  spurting  deep  in  her  vagina  as  it  contracted 

around him. He groaned around the muscle, blood slipping from his mouth, dripping 

off his chin, his hips continuing to drive into her. 

Syrus felt the shift, and he gripped her hips tightly again. Claws sank into her 

flesh. She cried out but kept drinking. He released her shoulder, panting, willing his 

body  to  calm  down  as  the  beast  roared  within  him  to  chase  its  mate  through  the 

woods. A growl rushed past his lips. He couldn't call it back. She opened her mouth 

and  bit  down  on  an  unmarred  place.  He  hissed  and  continued  to  pound  into  her 

until his balls emptied and he was too sensitive to continue. 

She  lapped  at  both  his  wounds,  kissed  her  way  up  his  neck,  and  traced  the 

shell of his ear with the tip of her tongue. 

“Are  they  still  asleep?”  Her  voice  sounded  husky  and  sent  tendrils  of  heat 

through him, arousing him again. His cock hardened. Syrus was ready for another 

round. He focused his gaze over her shoulder as she nibbled on his ear. 

“Yes.” He shuddered as she tugged on the lobe. 

“I  would  fuck  you  again,  but  I'm  too  tired.”  She  rolled  her  hips.  Her  pussy 

rippled, which contradicted her words. 

“Lying  wench.  Careful  or  I'll  insist  they  stop  the  carriage  and let  us  out  so I 

can punish you properly.” 

“Go  for  it.”  She  climbed  off  him.  He  groaned  as  cool  air  caressed  his  heated 

erection. He moved to reach for her, when Adrian yawned loudly. 
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Syrus looked over at his best friend. A shiver of anger went through him at the 

thought of their being interrupted. Adrian sat up. 

“You are my best friend, but I never want to sit through that ever again. Jesus, 

we  need  to  get  to  the  high  court  fast.  I  need  to  fuck  very  badly.”  He  groaned  and 

shifted in his seat. 

“Shut up. My heating time just kicked in because of those two. Tell the driver 

to go faster.” Temar rolled down the window, letting cold air into the cabin. 

Syrus's penis went flaccid, and he carefully tucked it into his pants. He shot a 

glare  over  at  Jessye,  who  seemed  quite  interested  in  her  skirt.  His  shields  still 

down, he could feel her embarrassment.  “You're saved for now. Later you won't be so 

 lucky.”  Her response was silence. 

The rest of the ride to the high court went by uneventfully. When they arrived, 

Syrus  became  overwhelmed  by  the  sight.  The  building  rivaled  the  Palace  of 

Versailles. Awed by it all, he almost missed Mirabelle and Severin standing at the 

grand entryway. Lanterns glowed brightly; their flames danced in the wind. When 

the  doors  to  the  carriage  opened,  the  high  king  and  his  consort  stepped  forward. 

“Welcome to the high court. It is an honor to have you. I am Severin, and this is my 

consort, the beautiful Mirabelle.” 

Severin bowed, and Mirabelle curtsied. Syrus shot Jessye a look. She seemed 

just as shocked. Silence fell among everyone and it took Syrus a second to react. 

“I  am  Syrus;  you  know  my  consort,  Jessye;  this  is  my  second  in  command, 

Adrian; and I'm sure you know Jessye's second in command, Temar.” He gestured to 

everyone  in  an  attempt  to  cover  his  confusion  as  to  why  the  high  king  and  his 

consort had met them themselves. Syrus dropped his shields.  “Is this normal?” 

 “He only does this for dignitaries of foreign high courts. Something must be up.”  

Syrus glanced over at Adrian, who remained hunched over in a bow.  “Send word to 

 our people,”  he ordered Adrian. A small nod indicated that Adrian had heard him. 

They all rose slowly. 
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“Mirabelle  will  show  you  to  your  rooms.  Please  follow  her.  Syrus,  I  wish  to 

speak to you tomorrow after the festivities.” Severin turned and left. For a moment, 

a look of loss streaked across Mirabelle's face. It was quickly replaced by a mask of 

indifference. 

“If you'll follow me, please.” Mirabelle spun away from them and followed her 

consort into the vast palace. Syrus grabbed Jessye's hand, and they all went after 

her.  He  could  feel  their  confusion  at  this  turn  of  events.  The  consort  prattled  on, 

giving  out  tidbits  about  all  various  artwork  and  furniture  as  well  as  small  facts 

about the palace itself. 

“It's  modeled  after  the  Palace  of  Versailles.  You  probably  noticed  that.”  She 

chuckled. “And here are your rooms. I put you and Jessye in the Red Room, Temar 

in the Blue to the right of you, and Adrian on the left in the Yellow. I understand 

werewolves enjoy bright colors. If that notion is wrong, please do tell me, and I shall 

change your rooms immediately.” 

She curtsied. “I must go prepare. Please do feel free to call for me if you wish.” 

She  set  off,  not  giving  anyone  a  chance  to  say  anything.  Her  full  skirts  flew 

behind her as she dashed down the hall. 

“One would think she doesn't like us.” Temar watched her go. 

“Or  that  she's  nervous.  I  smelled  her  fear  and  anxiety.  It  wasn't  toward  us, 

though.” Syrus shrugged. “Let's get some rest. We have much to do tonight.” Syrus 

opened the door and pulled Jessye into the room. 

“Come. Let's take a shower and then nap.” She gestured toward the bathroom. 

“I take it you've been in this room before?” Syrus asked. He raised an eyebrow 

in question. 

“Yes. Soon after I was turned, but that's neither here nor there.” She pushed 

open the door to the bathroom. 
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He decided to let go of the subject. “Fine, now undress me and make up to me 

our missed second dalliance in the carriage.” Anticipation seared through his body, 

causing his worldview to narrow on her. The shower was forgotten. 

“Demanding, aren't we?” She ripped open his shirt, sending buttons flying. 

“Very. Faster, beloved, or I'll lose patience.” 

“And what will you do?” She undid the fly of his pants, and he pushed them 

down  hurriedly.  The  door  to  their  suite  opened,  interrupting  him.  Both  he  and 

Jessye paused. 

“Oh, for crap's sake, put clothes on. I have no desire to keep seeing you naked.” 

Adrian groaned. The door to the suite slammed shut. 

Jessye  and  Syrus  opened  the  door  and  found  Adrian  with  his  hand  over  his 

eyes. 

“I  came  in  here  because  they  delivered  your  suitcase  to  my  room.  Last  I 

checked, I don't wear lacy underwear.” 

“Come on, Adrian. There was that one time…” Syrus snickered. 

“I was passed out drunk. You…you had no right!” Adrian dropped the suitcase 

and stomped out of the room, muttering in French. 

Syrus couldn't keep the laugh inside. His body shook, and a snort sounded. 

She hit him in the stomach. “Mood killed. Use your hand. I'll go use the other 

bathroom.” 

“Wait, what? Where are you going? Other bathroom? Jessye—” Syrus began to 

follow her. She slammed the door in his face. 

Grumbling,  he  showered  alone  and  dried  off.  He  padded  into  the  bedroom  to 

find Jessye unpacking, dressed in a set of oversize blue pajamas that hid her figure. 

“Why are you wearing those?” 

“Because I'm tired. It's been a long trip, and I just want to be held.” 

Syrus smiled. “Come to bed, beloved. I can hold you as we sleep.” 
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She  climbed  into  bed,  and  Syrus  followed.  He  wrapped  his  arms  around  her 

and kissed the top of her head. 

“I'm…” Her voice trailed off. 

“What?” 

“I'm  glad  you're  here  with  me.  When  I  saw  how  sad  Mirabelle  was  when 

Severin left, I felt bad for her. She seemed so lost with him gone.” 

Syrus  kissed  her  forehead.  “I  saw  that  too.  I  feel  bad  for  them  both.  I  don't 

think he knows how she feels.” 

“Syrus?” 

“Yes, beloved?” 

“I  care  about  you.  I'm  afraid  of  what  could  happen  here.  With  Lorrie  on  the 

move…I just want you to know that I need you. Please be careful.” 

For  a  moment,  time  stopped.  He  wasn't  sure  how  to  respond  to  such  a 

vulnerable confession. Syrus felt as if they'd just had a breakthrough. He held back 

from grinning too broadly and answered, “I care about you too. Regardless of what 

happens, I will always be here for you. Always.” 

He  didn't  mention  that  he  was  falling  in  love  with  her.  He  wanted  to  take 

things slow, allow her to figure out her feelings for him without the pressure of his 

love weighing on her. 

“You'd better not leave me or I'll find you and beat you senseless.” 

He chuckled. “Violent, aren't we?” 

She snorted. “I'm a passionate person.” 

“I can see that.” He muffled more of his laughter in her hair. 

“What? Why are you laughing at me?” 

“Nothing, beloved. Nothing. Go to sleep.” 

“You're lucky I'm tired, or your arm would be very sore.” 
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He couldn't hold it back. Syrus laughed openly, his body shaking against hers. 

A  pillow  smacked  him  in  the  face,  which  only  made  things  worse.  He  pulled  the 

pillow from his face and chuckled. 

“I confess my feelings for you, and this is how you act? I'm never telling you 

anything again.” 

He  rolled  on  top  of  her  and  stared  down  at  her.  Syrus  kissed  her  gently.  “I 

want you to tell me everything you're thinking and feeling. Everything. And if you 

don't, you will be soundly punished, understand?” 

She looked away from him. He kissed her again. “Understand?” 

“I have to go the bathroom.” 

“Huh?” 

“You said to tell you everything. I have to go to the bathroom.” 

He smiled when she laughed. He shook his head and rolled off her. She slid out 

of the bed and went to the bathroom. He lay on the mattress and stared up at the 

ceiling. “Women—I will never understand them.” 


* * * 

A soft knock on the door caused Jessye to stir. She slipped a hand under her 

pillow and drew out a knife, then roused Syrus. 

“Hm?” 

“Knock  at  the  door.”  She  used  her  mind  to  move  from  the  bed  to  behind  the 

door. Syrus slipped off the mattress. 

“Who is it?” he called out as he approached the door. 

“Captain of the king's guard. He wishes to speak to you both.” 

Syrus opened the door a crack. “Present me with the king's seal.” 

The  person  shoved  a  hand  through  the  small  opening  to  show  off  the  king's 

seal ring. 

“Fine. Let us get dressed.” Syrus shut the door and gestured for her to come to 

him. 
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“No weapons. We don't want mistakes made.” 

“Fine.”  She  moved  away  from  him  and  put  her  knife  back  under  her  pillow. 

She  dressed  in  a  simple  red  sweater  and  black  pants.  Syrus  followed  suit  with  a 

white  sweater  and  black  pants.  He  held  out  his  hand,  and  she  took  it  without 

question. Syrus opened the door and gestured for the guard to lead the way. 

The dim light cast from the sconces on the wall created eerie shadows as they 

passed. Goose bumps broke out over her skin, and a sense of unease crept down her 

spine.  She  glanced  at  Syrus,  whose  features  had  hardened.  The  look  in  his  eyes 

wasn't friendly. She dropped her mental shields. 

 “What is it?” 

 “Prepare for this not to be good news. I think our host has had a change of heart 

 inviting us to the big table.” 

 “Hold your judgment until we hear what he has to say.” 

 “I'll try.”  

They stopped at a set of double doors. 

“It's open,” the king called out. 

They stepped into a warmly lit library. Shelves upon shelves lined with books 

of every size and thickness ran along the dark wood ledges. A large fire crackled in 

the  hearth.  The  king  sat in  one  of  the  deeply  cushioned  wingback  chairs.  He  held 

out a large hand and gestured toward a small love seat across from him. “Please sit 

down. We have matters of great urgency to discuss.” 

They  said  nothing  as  they  took  their  seats.  She  didn't  protest  when  Syrus 

casually put his arm on the back of her chair. It was a breach of decorum, but  she 

wasn't going to say anything. The king didn't seem to notice. 

“I know that Raphael is dead. So the seal you have is of no use. It is a shame. 

He was a great advisor. I had looked forward to getting to know you, Syrus, and to 

discussing  the  current  situation  between  your  clan  and  myself,  but  time  is  of  the 

essence. I have just received word that one of my strongholds has been breached by 
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Lorrie. This particular place was where weapons are developed and tested. I must 

assume  that  my  scientist  has  been  either  killed  or  taken  hostage.  My  spies  have 

informed me that Lorrie intends to use this against us tomorrow night during the 

ball to prevent our talks. To ensure the safety of myself and my consort and your 

people, some preventative measures must be taken.” With a wave of Severin's hand, 

a  servant  with  pointed  ears  appeared  next  to  his  chair,  holding  a  golden  serving 

tray. 

Shot glasses filled with a smoky purple liquid were presented to them by what 

she could only assume was a elven servant. 

“Uh,  thank  you.”  Jessye  took  her  glass.  Syrus  did  the  same,  and  they  both 

watched  as  the  king  threw  back  his  drink.  After  a  moment  passed  and  nothing 

happened, she and Syrus drank the liquid. A chill filled her mouth, followed by an 

intense heat and soft sweetness. Her nerve endings felt as if they'd been frozen, and 

her  whole  body  stilled.  She  had  no  control  over  herself  whatsoever.  Panic  gripped 

her tightly. Then her body loosened up, and she could move again. Beside her, Syrus 

blew out a breath. 

“That  packs  quite  a  punch.”  He  shuddered  and  placed  the  glass  back  on  the 

tray. 

“Yes but very necessary. I'm sure you'll want your people to take the draught 

as well when you meet with them later. My queen has already taken some. I waited 

until you were here before I took the draught myself.” 

“Thank you,” Syrus murmured. 

“I'm sure that your invitation to the court has caused her to panic. I, for one, 

wanted to discuss the situation with you and find a compromise that we can both 

live with but it seems time is not on our side, for now. After all this is over I do want 

to talk to you if you don't mind.” 

She  blinked  and  looked  at  Syrus,  who  looked  just  as  surprised  at  the  king's 

desire to talk to them. For months he'd refused to even return messages to Syrus. 

“That would be most appreciated, Your Highness,” Syrus said. 
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Severin grinned. “Good.” 

A thought occurred to Jessye. “Sire, why wouldn't she use the shadow warriors 

at her disposal?” 

“My  spies  tell  me  that  your  skirmish against  them  have  left the shades very 

weakened. And based on research, to recover from such a fight—as they had with 

you—would take weeks. Lorrie is desperate and wants something that would work 

quickly. This poison is fast acting. Death is nearly instantaneous.” 

“I see. Thank you for explaining, sire,” Jessye said, pleased to know that she'd 

done some damage to the shades. 

“Now, I have a favor to ask of you. I'd like you to make everyone believe that 

Lorrie  succeeded  in  her  attempt  on  our  lives.  If  she  believes  she  was  successful, 

she'll  let  her  guard  down,  and  perhaps  then  we  can  finally  strike.  What  do  you 

think?” 

“I can send word back to my people to assemble a team that will be ready to 

move once she attacks. May I ask why you've decided to go this route?” Syrus asked. 

“At the moment I can only say my reasons are my own and that we must move 

quickly or we may lose this chance. Please accept this for now.” 

Jessye  looked  to  Syrus.  Conflict  was  clear  on  his  face.  “Fine,  but  I'd  like  an 

explanation later,” Syrus said. 

Severin nodded. “And you shall have it. Good night.” 

At that dismissal, they left the king's library. 

“I'll  send  word  to  the  compound.  You  wake  up  Adrian  and  Temar.  Guard,  I 

need  to  be  taken  to  the  messenger  room.  My  consort  needs  an  escort  to  our 

quarters.” Syrus nodded to the guard. 

They  split  up.  Once  she  got  to  the  wing  of  the  palace  where  they  had  been 

placed, she knocked first on Adrian's door, then on Temar's and asked them to meet 

her  in  the  room  she  shared  with  Syrus.  Adrian  arrived  first,  hair  tousled,  pillow 

marks on his face, in just a T-shirt and pajama bottoms. 
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“Are we having an orgy?” Adrian asked. 

She  rolled  her  eyes,  while  Temar,  behind  him,  smacked  him  in  the  head. 

“Dream on, wolf. I'd rather fuck a yeti.” She brushed past him and took a seat on a 

chair near the fireplace. Adrian sat down on the chair next to hers. 

“No need to get so extreme. Besides, you'd have to be insane to fuck a yeti. All 

that fur.” Adrian chuckled. 

Temar snorted, and Jessye began to pace. Syrus should've been back now. She 

started to reach out with her mind, when he entered the room. 

“Message sent. Did you tell them?” 

“I waited for you.” 

“Good. Thank you.” Syrus launched into a brief explanation of what had gone 

down. 

“Wow, pretty damn ballsy if you ask me.” Adrian whistled. 

“Or stupid.” Temar shook her head. 

“Our plan is to guard the king and his consort. Temar, you will become part of 

the Mirabelle's entourage. Adrian, you will be with me and Jessye as we keep watch 

on  the  outer  perimeter.  I  trust  the  king's  guards,  but  only  so  much.  I  doubt  the 

threat will come from within the palace. If caught, anyone aiding Lorrie would be 

killed. No mercy would be shown. Attempted killing of a royal is frowned upon. It 

brings  disgrace  to  a  vampyre  house  and  no  one  wants  that.  Besides  that,  that's 

what Lorrie will be expecting them to think. No one will think about the possibility 

of  an  external  threat.  That  would  be  ludicrous,  considering  all the  security  about. 

What do you think?” He turned to Jessye. 

“I just can't believe she'd be so stupid.” 

“We must assume that she's decided to say to hell with being cautious, to take 

out  all  threats,  and  in  the  chaos,  to  assume  the  power  position  before  Cable, 

Severin's brother, can. She'll use the threat of the shadow warriors and the poison 
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as  her  leverage.  Should  we  send  for  backup,  or  allow  Severin  to  have  most  of  the 

control?” Adrian asked. 

“I've sent word to our people to be ready to go once the attack has happened. 

I'll  ask  that  Severin  thin  the  guards  around  the  thrones  just  enough  to  allow  the 

ruse  to  play  out.  Anyone  in  attendance  at  the  ball  will  think  that  security  is  lax 

because no one would expect such an attack. I suggest we all get ready for a long 

day. Everyone get some rest.” 

Adrian  and  Temar  left  the  room  without  a  word  of  protest  or  question. 

Anticipation hummed through Jessye's veins. 

“Come to bed. You'll get your fight tomorrow.” 

She smiled. “Yes, I will.” 

Finally, she thought. This will come to an end. 


* * * 

Lorrie picked her way through the littered bodies strewn over the floor. 

“Why?” 

She spared a glance over her shoulder to the man currently pinned to the wall 

by a sword embedded in his abdomen. The ornate hilt sparkled in the bright light 

from the iron chandeliers. For a moment she admired his multicolored green hair, 

which  fell  in  layers and  waves  around  his  face.  His features  were  all  angles, as if 

the sculptor had taken great care to make every edge sharp enough to cut. Even the 

cleft of his chin seemed to sink deeply into the strong jaw. His sensual lips were now 

thin  and  white.  Sweat  beaded  his  high  forehead,  slipping  down  through  the  thick 

slash  of  ivy  green  eyebrows  and  past  his  black  eyes,  which  were  framed  by  deep 

green lashes. 

“Because I can.” Lorrie smiled, the twist of her lips cruel and  menacing. She 

walked over to her latest victim and turned the sword's hilt just a little more. He 

grunted. “Because it amuses me to play Maker, and because I want to cause pain. 
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Syrus  is  a  bug  that  needs  to  be  crushed—him  and  his  disgusting  crew  of 

crossbreeds.” She snorted in disgust. 

Lorrie moved away from the bleeding man and took in the tables of laboratory 

equipment.  She  picked  up  a  container  no  bigger  than  a  lighter  filled  with  clear 

liquid. 

“Don't… That's not a toy…” the man rasped out. 

She  laughed  and  looked  at  the  alchemist  again.  “I  got  what  I  came  for. 

Gentlemen, set this place on fire.” 

Screams and curses trailed after her as she left the room. 
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Chapter Ten 



Jessye clung to Syrus's arm as they walked into the main ballroom. No matter 

how  many  times  she  told  herself  it  wasn't  a  trap,  she  couldn't  get  the  unease  to 

leave her system. Every few seconds she found herself scanning the area for threats. 

She took in the large room. 

Diaphanous fabric, forming massive clouds of red and black, covered the walls 

and  ceiling.  Candlelight  cast  various  shadows  over  the  room  and  created  an 

intimate glow. She loathed every step she took. She felt exposed, and it had nothing 

to do with her weapons being taken away. She glanced down at her breasts wrapped 

in gauzy, beaded fabric. Around her hips was a nearly sheer skirt with hip-high slits 

up the sides, which made her want to cover up. Not even the warmth in the room 

could stave off the chill she felt of the eyes watching her every move. 

Syrus  at  her  side  gave  her  comfort.  He  wore  a  pair  of  tight  black  leather 

breeches and knee-high boots; his hands were encased in fingerless leather gloves. 

His long hair hung loose around his shoulders, falling like dark waves, and a black 

leather spiked choker encircled his neck, making him look both menacing and sexy 

as hell. As if any minute he could spring into action to take on an aggressor or play 

the sexy badass in her fantasies. 

Just looking at him sent a flush of heat through her body. She quickly turned 

her  attention  elsewhere.  Despite  it  being called  a  ball  it  was in  actuality an  orgy. 

Sex  was  everywhere  she  looked.  Some  in  groups  of  two,  three,  or  even  four.  Her 

pussy clenched as a trickle of moisture slipped down her thighs. All day she'd been 

met  with  these  pictures  of  the   Kama  Sutra  being  acted  out.  Hunger  coiled  in  her 

belly. With strength of will, she quashed it. 
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She  had  to  remain  on  guard.  Syrus  and  Jessye  had  met  with  the  king  and 

queen before the start of the ball. Syrus told them the plan that had been concocted 

and Severin had agreed to go along with it. The one bright spot was Mirabelle, who 

had insisted that she not be sent away. Instead she stayed fast, refusing to run. It 

took a backbone of steel to stand up to Severin under the threat facing them at the 

moment. 

Jessye's respect for the queen rose several notches. Before leaving to get ready 

for the ball, the queen had told her that she had no plans to partake in the other 

festivities at the palace with guests present. Which made guarding her a bit easier. 

Right  now  Adrian  trailed  behind  them,  while  Temar  had  slipped  into 

Mirabelle's entourage to watch the king and queen. 

They had no details about when or how the attack would be carried out. The 

only information they had was what the king had told them. Jessye's gaze roamed 

over the room as she tried to ignore the tendrils of heat curling and writhing in her 

stomach  as  desire  rose.  Cool  air  brushed  against  her  back,  and  Syrus's  brand 

burned. He slipped his arm around her waist and pulled her close. 

Eroticism  on  display  in  every  corner  made  her  will  waver.  She  cursed  the 

vampyre court for its blatant sexuality. Moans and groans filled her ears. The air 

was  perfumed  with  sex,  pheromones  drifting,  flying,  and  swirling  around  her, 

heating her blood, demanding she partake in the offered freedom of giving in to her 

needs. The phantom salty-sweet taste of Syrus's blood rolled over her tongue. She 

wanted to bite and drink of him again. 

Her hands became fists, and her nails dug into her palms. The small sparks of 

pain  served  to  yank  her  back  into  reality.  Be  strong.  You  have  a  job  to  do.  She 

continued to scan the room. No one had even approached them when they entered. 

Mostly  nods  and  curious  stares,  but  nothing  that  would  indicate  a  threatening 

presence. 

She knew most of these people from her time at the vampyre court during her 

induction season. Ryu had insisted she familiarize herself with the courts and their 
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workings. It wasn't just for sex. She had learned many lessons; most important of 

all, to trust no one. Political games were being played out in the open for all to see, 

paranormal chess at its finest. 

They passed a pair of collared hyenas on leashes, the handles held by a man 

encased entirely in black leather, with only his nose, mouth, and eyes visible. She 

knew just by sight that the hyenas were shifters. Their mistress lounged on a bed of 

pillows with a man's head between her legs. Loud slurping sounds could be heard 

while she absently stroked her collared “pets.” 

 “Are they shifters?”  Syrus asked with his mind. 

 “Yes. Do not stare; otherwise she could harm them because you looked.” 

 “Why?” 

 “Because she can.”  

Syrus stiffened next to her, and she shook her head. She hadn't had the time to 

properly inform him about the courts and their workings, and the crash course she 

had given him that morning over breakfast hadn't been enough. They had not gone 

more than two steps when hunger shot through her, causing her stomach to clench 

and her mind to become hazy. Heat shredded its way down her spine to pool in her 

groin. She tried to talk but couldn't find her voice. 

“Jessye?” 

They  stopped  walking.  She  looked  up  at  him,  trying  to  convey  what  she  felt 

through  her  gaze  with  no  luck.  She  stared  into  his  eyes  and  got  lost.  Her  actions 

didn't belong to her, and yet she couldn't stop them. Her hands moved against their 

will. She reached up and slipped her hands into his hair and pulled his head down. 

He paused as confusion flitted through his eyes. He pressed his body against hers, 

sending  a  burst  of  pleasure  through  her  body  as  fire  blazed  a  path  through  her 

veins.  She  dropped  her  gaze  to  his  lips,  wanting  to  taste  him,  needing  to  feel  his 

mouth against hers. Unable to stop herself, she stood on tiptoe and brushed her lips 

against his. She took them in a hungry, needy kiss. 
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Like  alcohol  being  thrown  on  a  pyre,  higher  and  higher  the  flames  danced. 

Every  second  threatened  to  burn  out  of  control.  Heat,  need,  and  anger  coiled, 

relaxed,  twisted,  and  danced  through  her  system  as  tiny  prickles  of  sensation 

skittered  across  her  skin.  She  controlled  the  kiss.  She  held  his  head  still  as  she 

devoured his mouth. Her fangs scraped his bottom lip. The sharp tips sank into the 

sensitive flesh. Sweet, salty, and metallic-tinged blood, his blood, trickled into her 

mouth and over her taste buds. Like a crème brûlée or the most decadent chocolate 

mousse laced with the sweetest wine. 

A moan escaped her lips as she bit hard and began suckling his plump bottom 

lip.  She  balanced  on  one  leg  as  she  threw  her  other  over  his  hips,  grinding  her 

aching  pussy  against  his  erection.  The  knowledge  that  he  was  aroused  made  the 

tenuous  control  she  held  snap.  She  threw  caution,  decorum,  and  sensibility  to  the 

wind. 

Sparks of heat and need coiled in her belly as shards of pleasure burst through 

her body like fireworks with each gyration of her hips.  Not enough, not even close, 

 need more. She pulled her body back but kept her mouth pressed to his, suckling his 

bottom lip with more urgency. With frantic movements, she began to unbuckle his 

belt  and  untie  the  laces  of  his  leather  pants.  Frustration  had  her  almost  tearing 

everything apart to get to his cock. 

He moved and grabbed hold of her hands. She stilled and released his mouth 

as  she  came  back  to  reality.  Horror  filled  her,  but  it  did  nothing  to  dampen  the 

throbbing need pulsing through her core. She licked her lips, tasting the last traces 

of his blood. The scent of blood reached her before it disappeared altogether. 

 “What just happened?” 

 “I don't…”  she started to say. Jessye stopped and scanned the area. There was 

nothing unusual happening around them. No eyes watched them that she could see. 

She  peered  into  the  dark  corners.  Couples  writhed  in  the  ancient  dance  of  love 

against columns and walls. 

Where had that come from? she thought. 
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“Jessye?” Syrus asked aloud. “What is going on?” The question was asked in a 

soft, rough voice that made her stomach flutter and heat dance along her skin. She 

couldn't  control  her  reactions  to  him.  This  wasn't  her  heating  time.  It  felt  like 

something altogether different. As if someone was doing this to her. Her gaze swept 

over the writhing masses. Still, she spotted nothing out of the ordinary. 

 Well, if I can't see with these eyes… She called forth her power, mingling dark 

with  light  magick,  forming  a  balance.  Her  eyeballs  heated,  and  she  heard  Syrus 

gasp. 

 “I'm in control. Don't worry. Someone is toying with me. I believe they are using 

 magick.”   She  looked  over  the  space  until  she  spotted  the  source  of  her  arousal:  a 

thin line of dark blue thread going from her to a shadowed corner at the far end of 

the  massive  room.  She  couldn't  understand  how  she  hadn't  felt  it.  With  Syrus  by 

her side, she followed the line until they found its owner. 

“Angel, I should have known. Syrus, this was once Ryu's second in command. 

When Ryu left, so did he.” 

The man bowed but remained bathed in darkness. The dimness made it very 

hard to see his features clearly, despite the flickering of the torches nearby. 

“Angel's gift is darkness. That is why we can't see him.” 

 “He was badly scarred in a fire centuries ago, after he turned.” 

 “I see.” 

 “It  would  be  a  good  idea  to  ask  him  to  talk  alone  later,  after  all  this  is  over. 

 Offer him a position in our new clan.” 

 “Good idea. Why not you? He is familiar with you.” 

 “I will discuss that later.”  

“Angel, if you would be so kind as to release your strings of lust from me, that 

would be most appreciated.” 
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“Why?” Angel murmured. His lightly accented voice was low, deep, and hollow. 

“It amuses me to watch people carry out their deepest fantasies. Besides, you want 

him.” 

A burst of pleasure rushed into her. Every nerve ending in her body burned. 

Then the sensation disappeared as if it had never been there. 

“I release you now. We will talk again; later this night perhaps.” With a bow, 

Angel's presence disappeared. 

A  wave  of  need  overtook  her.  She  tried  to  push  it  back  but  couldn't.  Jessye 

grabbed Syrus's forearm and squeezed, her fingernails digging into the flesh. 

“Syrus, I need…” Her voice gave out as another wave took hold of her, pulling 

her down into the heated depths of pleasure. 

“Jessye?”  Syrus's  voice  sounded  distant  yet  so  close,  almost  a  scream  in  her 

ear. 

“I need—” she started, but her words were cut off by another riptide of desire. 

“Tell  me  what  you  need,  and  I'll  give  it  to  you.”  Syrus  lifted  a  hand  and 

caressed her cheek. Tendrils of flame and sparks of need followed that simple touch. 

She turned into his hand, nuzzling the callous flesh, wanting more, needing more. 

Her body quivered with restrained hunger as her nipples tightened to the point of 

pain. Liquid heat pooled in her pussy as her clit throbbed with yearning for a touch, 

his touch. 

“Touch me.” Her voice was a harsh sound that seemed unrecognizable to her 

ears. 

“Is  that  what  you  need?  Or  is  it  something  more?”  He  took  her  hands  and 

guided them to his crotch. With gentle pressure, he pressed them to his erection and 

moved them over his bulge. A soft groan slipped from his lips as he tilted his head 

back when she molded her hands to his thickness. His body shook under her touch. 

Emboldened by his response, she increased the pressure and speed. 
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“Is  this  what  you  need?”  She  needed  to  hear  that  her  touch  was  what  he 

yearned for most. 

“No.” 

The  simple  word  splashed  ice  water  over  her.  She  pushed  away  the  wave  of 

desire  coursing  through  her  veins.  In  the  back  of  her  mind,  she  became  aware  of 

watchful  gazes  weighing  their  movements.  Lust  bubbled  over,  threatening  to 

consume. 

“Syrus—” She tried again. The pleasure tugged her down. Movement above her 

caught her eye. 

Syrus lowered his head until their lips were a breath away, and his gaze bore 

into  her  eyes.  “I  need  my  cock  in  your  pussy  right  this  very  second.  I  want  your 

hands  on  my  body,  your  nails  scratching  up  my  back  as  we  fuck  hard  and  fast.  I 

want the heels of your shoes scraping my calves and I want to hear your groans of 

pleasure. That's what I need right now.” 

His  eyes  glittered  with  an  intensity  that  made  desire  burn  through  her.  She 

licked her lips and stared at him. 

“Is that what you really need?” she asked huskily. 

“Yes,” he hissed. “I need you so badly that I'd even fuck you right here, right 

now. But I won't, not here. When we're alone.” 

Part  of  her  roared  at  his  declaration.  She  needed  him  now,  and  yet  another 

part  of  her  wanted  to  stop  this.  She  tried  to  fight  the  ripples of  pleasure  washing 

over her. Syrus gave her a swift kiss. 

“Later, beloved. Later.” 

There was so much going on. She couldn't afford to give in to the need. She had 

to  protect  Syrus,  and  they  had  to  make  sure  the  king  and queen  made  it  through 

the night. She opened her mouth to thank him, when Adrian joined them. “My lord, 

the king approaches.” 

He swore and quickly laced up his pants and buckled his belt. “Ready?” 
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He gave her a soft smile, which she returned as she ignored the pulse of need 

between her thighs. “As I'll ever be.” 

“We'll talk later.” Syrus grabbed her hand and led her away from the darkened 

corner  out  into  the  candlelit  room.  She  managed  to  regain  control  of  herself  and 

follow him toward a raised dais in the middle of the room. It gave her some comfort 

knowing  that  Temar  and  Adrian  were  with  them.  She  wished  they  had  brought 

more people. 


* * * 

Syrus looked around the large room and felt uneasy. Despite assurances from 

Severin that everything had been taken care of, he felt naked without his weapons. 

Rysen  had  been  ordered  away  on  a  mission  from  Severin.  His  senses  quivered  in 

anticipation  of  the  fight  that  would  come,  as  he  pushed  back  the  wave  of  arousal 

beating down his awareness. He had to keep himself above water. Arousal banged 

against his defenses. His instincts battled his need to fuck. 

A  glance  to  his  right  showed  him  he  wasn't  the  only  one  having  difficulty 

focusing.  Jessye  looked  as  if  any  minute  now  she  would  turn  and  bolt.  He  didn't 

blame her. Angel had affected her deeply. Add that to the fact that too many people 

milled  around  in  the  room.  All  eyes  were  on  them,  and  sex  was  everywhere.  The 

musky scent of desire permeated the area like a fog. 

His  skin  crawled  at  the  blatant  looks  of  hunger  thrown  toward  them  from 

some  vampyres.  Instead  of  showing  discomfort,  he  focused  on  Severin.  Mirabelle 

stood beside Severin, looking regal, indomitable. 

“Good  evening,  friends.  It  does  my  heart  good  to  see  you  all  here  tonight  to 

help  me  celebrate  my  mate's  birthday.  I  hope  you  all  have  a  pleasant  evening. 

Please,  explore  the  premises.  My  home  is  your  home.”  Severin  clapped  his  hands, 

and music began to float from somewhere above them. Vampyres dressed in nothing 

but spiked collars on chains walked around the room with plates of food. 

“Her birthday?” Syrus murmured. 
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“He probably changed the plans. If people think it is her birthday, then more 

will  stay  within  the  room  to  show  their  respect  and  gain  good  favor  in  Severin's 

eyes. It's a good play on his part. Everyone's in one place, easier to keep watch over 

and pick out the possible assassin.” 

“I've never seen a birthday celebration like this.” Syrus looked around. Despite 

the  music,  no  one  danced.  They  just  went  back  to  having  sex. Some  mingled  with 

Severin and Mirabelle, but the guests stayed close. 

“You should be here during Samhain,” Jessye murmured. 

He looked down at her to see a small smile and a sparkle in her eye. An idea 

occurred to him. 

“Do you think we should look around? Having to get at two targets not in the 

same  room  would  be  hard  for  Lorrie's  chosen  assassin.  What  say  you  show  me 

around this place?” Syrus reached up and brushed a few tendrils away from her face 

and took in her outfit—what little there was of it. 

Syrus  ignored  his  arousal  and  tugged  her  out  of  the  room  into  the  long, 

elaborate hallway filled with statues in erotic poses. Their entourage followed them. 

“Now that we're free of the freak show in there, what should we do? Nothing 

has set off my senses yet.” Adrian crossed his arms over his chest and looked from 

Syrus to Jessye and back again. 

“We  should  keep  apart  from  Mirabelle,  but  stay  close  just  in  case.  When the 

killer moves, we'll be ready to strike. We need a place that's perfect for observation.” 

Syrus looked around. 

“I  know  a  place.  Come  on.”  Jessye  grabbed  Syrus's  hand  and  led  them  down 

the hall to a suit of armor. She glanced around, reached up, and pressed on a small 

coat of arms over the armor's left breast. The scrape of stone against stone could be 

heard as the wall moved inward and slid to the right. 

“Quickly, this passage doesn't remain open for very long.” 
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Syrus and Adrian followed her into a narrow passageway. Golden light lit the 

corridor.  They  walked  a  ways  down  the  corridor.  Light  spilled  from  the  gilded 

mirrors hanging on the walls. 

“Two-way  mirrors  used  for  spying  and  voyeurism.  If  we  need  to  get  into  the 

ballroom quickly, we just run down the passage. It leads to the hallway just outside 

the ballroom. We can't teleport, as the walls have magickal seals to prevent that.” 

Jessye took her place at a mirror a  few panes down. Syrus and Adrian joined her 

and watched the party continue. While Severin and Mirabelle received their guests, 

Temar looked ready to kill someone. Tension held her body rigid. 

“I take it Temar is not a fan of parties?” Adrian asked. 

“Not parties, groping hands.” She nodded toward her blood sister. 

Sure enough, they saw a woman come up to Mirabelle and lean forward past 

Temar.  With  her  free  hand,  the  vampyress  ran  a  palm  over  Temar's  ass.  Temar 

stiffened,  and  her  hands  balled  into  fists.  As  soon  as  the  vampyress  moved  away, 

Temar relaxed. 

“It's a casualty of the high court. People feel very free to touch and take what 

they want. Usually it's freely given, but sometimes it's not.” 

A tall man with dark hair and alabaster skin approached Mirabelle. 

“That is Broder, son of Blyder.” 

Broder greeted first Mirabelle and then Severin. 

“Something is happening.” A shiver of awareness went through Syrus. They all 

took off down the hall. 

They  made  their  way  around  the  corner  and  into  the  ballroom.  Mirabelle's 

smiling  face  turned  to  one  of  horror  as  an  arrow  pierced  her  shoulder.  The  chaos 

that should have taken place didn't. As one, the guests turned toward the direction 

the  arrow  had  come  from.  All  eyes  focused  on  a  person  swathed  in  black  leather; 

only its glimmering, neon green eyes showed. It moved with a quickness Syrus had 

never seen and in only a matter of seconds appeared in front of him. 
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He reacted, but Jessye was faster and pushed him out of the way. A bolt went 

into  her  stomach,  and  then  the  assassin  rushed  past  them  and  down  the  hall. 

Adrian  and  Temar  pursued,  while  the  guests  followed  them,  leaving  behind  a 

howling Severin, a shocked Syrus and two injured women. His whole world stopped 

moving  in  that  instant.  His  brain  couldn't  comprehend  what  had  happened,  even 

though he knew that it had all been a setup. The thought that this was real and the 

antidote wouldn't work hit him hard. 

They both held their consorts. Blood stained Jessye's flesh and soaked into the 

sleeve of Mirabelle's dress. 

“I  want  that  bitch  dead!”  Severin's  tone  sent  fear  through  Syrus.  Pure  rage 

burned  behind  the  gruffness.  In  a  matter  of  seconds,  men  surrounded  both  Syrus 

and Severin. 

“Syrus? Syrus?” The king laid a hand on Syrus's shoulder. “Come. It's time.” 

The shock wore off like smoke. The guards carried both Mirabelle and Jessye 

out of the room. Adrian returned to Syrus as he followed the king and guards. 

“The attacker has been captured,” Adrian announced. 

“Good. We'll interrogate the person for information,” Severin said. 

“Adrian,  send  word  to  our  people  that  the  time  has  come.”  Syrus  felt  Adrian 

leave his side. 

“I'll be going with you and bringing my special forces with me. You will have 

the full backing of the palace. I want Lorrie's blood,” Severin grumbled. 

“Sire, she must be held accountable for the crimes she has committed against 

the other families.” Syrus couldn't believe he'd just said that. He was now being the 

calm, reasonable one.  I wish Jessye were awake to see this.  

A look ahead of him showed that she remained unconscious. 

“Sire, why are they unconscious?” 
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“Because the antidote I gave you last night needs to fend off the poison. They'll 

be up and around before you know it, which gives us time to prepare and figure out 

just where the hell Lorrie is.” 

Syrus nodded. 

“We know she's not far from here. At least that's what the scouts reported this 

morning. I didn't tell you during our meeting because we're not sure exactly where 

she was, and if I'm going to move against her, I'd like to be sure where she is. Which 

gives us a small window of time to act and a small area to search.” Severin sped up, 

which  forced  Syrus  to  push  himself to  keep  up  with  the  king. He  marveled  at  the 

speed withwhich Severin moved. A guard came up to the king and said something 

that  Syrus  couldn't  hear.  “We've  found  Lorrie.  She's  held  up  in  a  mansion  just 

beyond the forest that surrounds the palace. It once belonged to an assumed lover of 

hers. The man hasn't been seen in months. His children have been demanding that 

I look into the matter. I didn't have the time, but now I'll make time.” 

They  arrived  at  a  set  of  metal  doors,  which  opened  when  Severin  raised  his 

arm  and  ran  his  hand  over  a  small  seal  next  to  them.  “These  are  my  safe  rooms. 

There  are  weapons  and  changes  of  clothes  in  here.  According  to  my  doctors,  the 

preventive should be finished with its work.” 

As soon as the words left Severin's mouth, Jessye woke up and fell out of the 

arms of the guard holding her. 

“Ow,  what  the  hell  is  going  on,  and  why  am  I  bleeding?  Well,  stained  with 

blood?”  She  sat  up  and  looked  down  at  her  torso.  Syrus  appeared  at  her  side  in  a 

flash. 

“You took a shot from an arrow in the stomach. The guards are searching for 

the assassin. We're preparing to go after Lorrie. We have her location.” 

“Let me shower and get armed.” 

Syrus grinned. “Soon. First grab the shower. I'll send for our things.” 

“No  need.  I  had  my  servants  bring  them  here.  Follow  the  guard  over  there.” 

The king pointed to a guard, who bowed his head. “Follow me, please.” 
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Syrus helped Jessye up, and they went with him. 

“Thank  the  Maker,  finally.”  She  left  Syrus's  side  and  went  straight  for  her 

knives, which lay on the bed. She picked one up and caressed the handle. 

“Do you want to be alone, or should I call a therapist?” Syrus joked. 

“Laugh all you want, but I feel much better now. I actually feel whole. Anyway, 

I'm off to shower and change. Want to join me? We can save water.” 

Syrus didn't have to be asked twice. He grabbed her hand and dragged her into 

what was first a closet. 

“Your sense of direction sucks.” She led them across the hall to the right room. 

“Whereas I found it on the first try.” 

He laughed. “Yeah, yeah, women have a great sense of direction. Time for the 

moment I've been waiting for since I first saw you in that outfit.” 

First  he  grabbed  the  sides  of  the  skirt  and  ripped  them.  The  sheer  panels 

floated down to the floor, leaving her in only the top, a thong, and shoes. She didn't 

wait for him. She tore at her top. Gossamer strips hung around her neck, and what 

remained of the fabric still wrapped around her torso. She tore off her thong until 

she only stood in her heels. 

She strode toward the shower stall, her heels clicking on the marble floor. He 

could only stand there and watch the roll of her hips and the rise and fall of each 

butt cheek. Heat flushed his body as his heart hammered in his chest. The call of 

battle  mingled  with  arousal  to  create  a  hunger  for  her  body,  blood,  and  the  fight. 

Fire  rippled  down  his  spine  as  his  nails  and  canines  lengthened.  His  senses 

sharpened to the point where he could hear her heartbeat in his head. Its thudding 

rhythm beat in concert with his. He could hear the rush of blood running through 

her veins. Her breath quickened and her  pulse jumped as Syrus took her in fully, 

starting from her head down to her stilettos. 

Sweat  beaded  on  his  brow,  and  he  tried  to  hold  himself  back.  His  control 

snapped. Syrus covered her in the blink of an eye. He let out a soft growl. Wrapping 
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his  arms  around  her,  he  pulled  her  against  him.  She  brought  her  hands  up  and 

clutched his shoulders. “Please, Syrus, fuck me.” 

That  was  all  it  took.  His  worldview  narrowed  down  to  one  thing:  her.  He 

moved them forward until her back hit a wall. Syrus needed to be with her, make 

sure  she  was  really  alive.  The  arrow's  piercing  her  torso  played  on  a  loop  in  his 

head. The horror and fear gripped his heart, causing it to beat faster again until it 

drowned everything else. He took her lips in a brutal kiss. His canines pierced her 

bottom  lip.  Her  blood  slipped  into  his mouth.  They  groaned,  and  she  returned  his 

harsh  kiss  with  one  of  her  own.  Her  teeth  scraped  his  mouth,  and  her  tongue 

pushed into it and swirled and teased his until he sank his hands into her hair and 

held her head. 

Syrus took control of the kiss. He pushed her tongue back into her mouth with 

his and mimicked the harsh pace of lovemaking he wanted to do with her later. His 

hips  rocked  against  hers,  matching  his  tongue's  rhythm.  Her  small  gasps  and 

grunts  pierced  the  frantic  drumming  rolling  around  in  his head.  Her  body  bucked 

against his. Her hold on his shoulders increased until her nails dug into the skin, 

and  the  pain  would  have  broken  a  normal  man.  Warm  rivulets  of  blood  slipped 

down his back. The pain, the blood—all of it drove him on. The kiss became bruising 

and possessive. He dropped his shields and allowed her into his mind. 

 “Mine. I could have lost you. Thought you were dead. Need you.”  

“I'm right here. You're never going to lose me,” she whispered back. She cried 

aloud  when  he  bit  her  tongue  and  sucked  it  into  his  mouth.  Her  body  shuddered 

against  his,  and  her  grip  loosened  by  just  a  bit.  He  released  her  mouth,  lifted  his 

wrist, and bit into it. Syrus offered it to her. 

“Drink  of  me.”  He  released  her  to  work  his  fly  with  one  hand.  She  didn't 

protest. Instead she grabbed his hand and forearm and latched her lips around the 

wound. Each tug caused his cock to jerk and his balls to harden further. Fire slid its 

way up his spine and down again. He managed to rip apart the laces and undo the 
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zipper. She released his arm and shoved his pants down. Jessye wrapped her hand 

around the base of his cock and stroked him slowly at first, then built up the pace. 

 “Enough.”  He pulled his wrist away from her mouth and took her hand off his 

shaft.  Syrus  grabbed  her  leg  and  positioned  it  over  his  hip.  He  reached  between 

them and placed his cock at her dripping entrance. 

“Already  wet  for  me.”  He  closed  his  eyes  and  slid  home,  sinking  in  a  few 

inches, then pulled back and pushed forward again, deeper this time. 

“Syrus!”  She  wrapped  her  arms  around  his  neck.  He  buried  his  face  in  the 

crook of her shoulder and rocked back and forth. 

“Not going to lose you.” 

“You aren't.” She moved against him. 

“Don't want to see you like  that again. Never again.” He grunted and fucked 

her harder. 

“Not going to happen. I'm too good for some moron to kill me off,” she answered 

as  she  pushed  toward  him.  Jessye  lifted  her  other  leg  and  wrapped  it  around  his 

waist. Her hand tunneled into his hair. She gripped a large handful and pulled. A 

groan slipped out at the brief burst of pain. 

“Listen to me. You are not going to lose me. Not ever. Stop worrying.” 

He growled, “I could have, and I didn't like it.” Syrus pushed his hips forward 

and stilled. “I want to be with you always.” 

He lowered his head to hers and rested his forehead against hers. 

“I—” 

“Don't make promises. I don't want to lose you. You have to be careful. Promise 

me.” He pulled back and thrust forward. “Say that you'll use caution.” 

Something flashed in her eyes. An emotion he couldn't read glimmered in the 

dark brown depths. “I promise to be careful. Now fuck me.” 
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She squeezed her vaginal muscles around his cock. A soft groan fell from his 

lips as pleasure burst in his gut. He thrust into her hard. The brand on his chest 

burned each time he sank into her wet, slick flesh. 

“Harder.  I'm  yours,  I'm  alive,  show  me  who  I  belong  to.”  He  grunted  as  he 

moved faster, pushing harder until he felt her cunt tighten and her body begin to 

shake.  She  cried  out  his  name.  Heat  burst  through  his  body  as  he  continued  to 

thrust. Sensation ran from head to toe as he followed her into bliss. He came inside 

her, spurting his seed deep in her vagina. 

He breathed hard as he came down. His legs shook as he tried to support her 

weight.  He  moved  away,  leaving  the  heat  of  her  body.  The  combination  of  the 

orgasm, strong emotions, and blood loss had him feeling light-headed. He rose and 

stumbled toward the shower stall. Syrus pushed back the door and turned the knob. 

He sank down to rest on the lip of the tub. She laughed. The sound bounced off the 

walls  and  drew  his  attention.  He  lifted  his  head  and  looked  at  her.  The  blood 

smeared her stomach and stained her mouth and chin. 

He looked down at himself. The blood was also smudged on his abdomen. He 

shook his head and looked back at her. 

“What?” 

“This. You. It's a farce, and yet you were genuinely scared. I'm touched.” She 

smiled. 

“You're my consort. I care about you.” 

Jessye raised an eyebrow at him. “Is that all?” 

“I  never  thought  I'd  find  someone  that  I  cared  about  more than  Sabella.”  He 

met  her  gaze  unwaveringly.  “You  have  given  me  something  more  to  live  for.  The 

thought of you being gone—even though it was a farce—I was scared. I didn't know 

what to do. I can't picture my life without you in it. You've given me so much. I don't 

want to lose you.” 

She  blinked  up  at  him  and  then  looked  away,  bashful.  He  could  taste  her 

embarrassment. 
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“I care about you. I feel as if I could fall in love with you. I just want you to 

know this.” 

“I  feel  as  if…  You've  given  me  more  than  anyone  else  in  my  life  ever  has. 

Thank  you.  I  do  care  about  you.  And  I  think”—she  paused  before  continuing—

“given time, I could fall in love with you too. I just need—” 

He didn't let her finish. “This is all new. We haven't had the time to bond like 

some  couples  who've  gone  through  blood  claim.  After  this  business  with  Lorrie  is 

done, we'll finally get the chance to get to know each other.” 

She gave him a soft smile. Her features relaxed. “I would like that.” 

“Okay,  let's  get  showered  and  ready.  I  have  a  feeling  this  fight  is  going  to  a 

hard one.” She stood up and stretched. 

He took a moment to watch her body elongate. Her breasts rose as she stood on 

tiptoe. 

“Stop staring, meathead.” She strode past him, slid back the door, and got into 

the stall. “Are you going to join me?” 

Syrus  scrambled  up  and  followed  her.  Normally  he  would  have  loved  to  take 

his time and bathe her, but instead it was a quick wash, dry, and dress for battle. 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  A  voice  called  out,  “Sir,  the  king  wishes  to 

speak to you on strategy. Are you ready?” 

“Just a minute.” Syrus called without opening the door. He looked over at her. 

“Jessye, I want you to go on ahead and join our people. Adrian will be there as well 

as Temar.” 

She looked conflicted. 

“I'll contact you if there are changes, but I want as many eyes on the ground as 

possible. I'm sending my wolf with you.” He shut the door to the room and took her 

shoulders. 

“Look into my eyes and open your mouth.” 

Fear danced in her dark brown depths. 
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“You felt it inside you. Now you'll know what it's like to carry it with you.” 

She licked her lips nervously. “Can't I just use my magicks? I don't know about 

this. I've never—What if it doesn't like me? Syrus—” 

He  rubbed  her  shoulders  and  hushed  her.  “Shh,  it's  okay.  Relax.  It's  like 

magick. You won't have the actual wolf inside you, just an aspect. I didn't explain it 

very well. My wolf will see things through your eyes, which in turn, I will see. It's a 

form  of  animal  magick  that  most  shifters  have.  We  can  transfer  aspects  of  our 

animals, but only for the willing. Would you try it?” 

She bit her lip, nodded, then opened her mouth. He drew in a deep breath and 

called his wolf from its place in his body. The animal looped into view and sat down, 

its  head  tilted  to  the  side  and  its  tail  wagging  excitedly.  Syrus  could  feel  its 

curiosity and eagerness for this. Warmth spread from his chest and moved outward 

to engulf his body from head to toe. The heat spread to his fingertips, his eyes, and 

poured from his mouth. Her back bowed. She gasped. Her eyes began to glow. The 

musk of the wolf filled the air. He could feel part of himself leave his body and flow 

into her. This was not like the branding. This experience was far more intimate. It 

almost  felt as if part  of  his soul  had  slipped  into  Jessye.  He  could  feel  the  energy 

saturate every pore. He could actually see through her eyes. Her thoughts became 

his.  Similar  to  when  they  had  dropped  their  mental  shields  to  read  each  other's 

minds. In this moment he could feel her emotions, think her thoughts. 

Her fear, awe, and excitement as well as the small traces of affection she felt 

toward him were all now felt by him. Her mind filled with thoughts of what would 

happen. What if he got injured? What if they didn't find Lorrie? Would he give up? 

He lifted his hands from her shoulders and cupped her face. 

“Whether we get Lorrie or not, I am with you. I am the head of our clan.” His 

words  rang  true  even  to  him.  He  was  tired  of  the  vengeance  and  the  pain  it  had 

caused.  “I  am  your  consort,  your  mate,  and  I  will  take  care  of  you  and  all  that  is 

dear to us.” 
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He placed a gentle kiss on her lips and shut down the transfer of essence. “But 

for  the  sake  of  all  those  that  Lorrie  hurt,  let  us  hope  that  we  capture  her.  She 

deserves to be put on trial for her crimes.” 

Jessye closed her mouth and nodded. The silence stretched between them, so 

many  words  silently  exchanged  in  that  moment.  He  placed  his  forehead  against 

hers and closed his eyes. 

“Be careful.” 

“Aren't I always?” She giggled and stepped back. “Your wolf is tickling me.” 

Syrus  smiled.  “You'll  get  used  to  it.  Now  let's  go.  I've  kept  the  king  waiting 

long enough.” 

Hand in hand, they left the room but parted once outside the door. 


* * * 

As  soon  as  Jessye  left  the  castle,  it  felt  like  she'd  stepped  into  a  whole  new 

world.  Everything  seemed  new  and  different.  The  air  was  now  layered  with  more 

scents, emotions, the wolf had informed her. Her eyesight was much sharper. Every 

movement  seemed  sleeker,  more  graceful.  Just  brushing  hair  back  from  her  face 

sent shivers of awareness along her nerve endings. 

“I don't have time to try out new things, time to take this on a test drive.” She 

drew  up  her  magick,  which  warmed  her  body,  and  took  off  running  through  the 

forest.  She  would've  teleported,  but  without  the  exact  coordinates  and  having  not 

been to the mansion before, she felt it would have been a crapshoot trying to arrive 

at the right place. 

She  ran  so  fast  the  guards  who  had  been  sent  with  her  had  a  hard  time 

keeping up with her. Jessye tried to slow  down but it was hard. During the short 

trip,  her  thoughts  traveled  to  Syrus  and  what  he  could  be  talking  about  with  the 

king,  and  just  like  that,  she  could  look through  his eyes  and  see  the  forest  at  the 

same time. She nearly collided with a tree in shock at this new ability. She stopped, 

took a breath, and continued on as Syrus's voice filled her head. 
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“Yes, sire, by surrounding the castle as well as calling on the shifters, we'll be 

able to block off any escapes. I think it wise to call in the mole shifters to explore the 

possibility of underground escape routes and possible bunkers.” 

“I'll send word to their king and ask for their help.” 

She  watched  Severin  shake  his  head  as  she  dodged  a  large  boulder.  It  was 

surreal. 

Tension  hung  in  the  air  at  the  strategy  meeting  that  filtered  through  the 

telepathic  link,  contrasting  sharply  with  the  joy  of  the  wolf  finally  getting  out  to 

stretch its legs. Voices filled her, and then she felt the brush of something familiar, 

kin—Adrian. She stopped and looked around. Adrian's voice slipped into her head. 

 “Bienvenue. Let the wolf guide you, and you'll find us.”  

As if by instinct, she relaxed her body, closed her eyes, and followed the pull of 

her body forward. 

 “This is so weird.”  

Adrian's chuckle filled her head.  “Almost there. I'd tell you where to go exactly, 

 but there could be ears listening.” 

 “Ears?” 

 “Oui, Lorrie may not like shifters, but she will lay down with dogs if they will 

 do her bidding. That, and she's desperate.” 

 “I'm guessing word leaked?” 

 “We leaked it to see if the rabbit would run. She fortified her mansion, drew up 

 the drawbridge, and sent for the rogues of the shifter kind who have no clan loyalty.” 

 “Great.”  

Adrian chuckled again. 

 “You'll have to explain the shifter mind-hearing thing when we have time.” 

 “Of  course,  and  here  you  are.”   Hands  grasped  her  arms,  and  she  opened  her 

eyes and looked up to find Adrian beaming down at her. He kissed her on each of 
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her cheeks, a glint of desperation in his eyes. He lowered his head. “Save me. There 

are mateless females here, and they want a piece of my ass.” 

She laughed. “Just spray yourself in skunk perfume, and everyone will stay far 

away from you.” 

“Hmm,  I'll  consider  it.”  Adrian  walked  off,  which  left  her  a  chance  to  look 

around. People milled everywhere, most of whom she didn't know. 

“They're  our  allies.  I  didn't  even  know  we  had  that  many.”  Temar  came  up 

beside her and handed her a cup of coffee. 

“Uh, what's up with the java?” 

“Yeah, but it's not our show, now is it? It's the king's, and he's set up a small 

area  for  coffee  and  food.  Don't  bother  protesting.  They  won't  listen,  and  I  highly 

doubt  Lorrie  or  her  mutts  care.  We've  searched  out  the  area,  and  there's nothing, 

not even traps. I think we may have gotten the drop on her. Word has reached us 

that  she  hasn't  had  enough  time  to  set  anything  up.  She  probably  thought  that 

everyone  would  be  too  scattered  to  organize  this  quickly.”  Temar  sipped  from  her 

own cup. 

Jessye accepted the proffered cup and took a sip. Just the way she liked it—

mocha  with  a  large  shot  of  peppermint.  “Seriously,  we  should  go  into  battle  with 

Severin more often if we can get a traveling coffee shop.” 

Temar snorted. “Don't go soft on us, boss. Otherwise I'll expect large tents with 

cushy pillows and furniture. Oh, and half-naked man servants to fan me during my 

recovery time.” 

“Don't get your hopes up. Have Kit and Rysen arrived?” 

Temar shook her head. “Rysen has been sent to gather the families who have 

been wronged by Lorrie, which by the way is a lot, and Kit is meditating before the 

fight.” 

She smiled. “Good, I won't disturb her. Who else is here?” 
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“Angel  has  arrived  and  been  sent  forward  to  disable  any  traps.  It's  been  a 

while  since  we've  seen  him.  I'm  surprised  he  came  when  called.  Warren  is  here. 

Since this is a joint op between the palace and some of the clans, it's okay for him to 

be here. Also, Blyder and his clan are here. They're putting up seals on the walls to 

trap Lorrie and make it easier for us to get beyond the walls.” 

“What do the walls look like?” She looked around, hoping to see a hint of the 

mansion. 

“Come  see  for  yourself.”  Temar  nodded  toward  the  left  and  began  walking. 

Jessye followed. 

“What  the  hell?”  She  stared  at  what  looked  like  a  three-story  brick  house 

complete  with  a  chimney  and  smoke  billowing  up  from  it.  It  looked  like  a  regular 

house. 

“Glamour and damn good magick if I do say so myself. Blyder's trying to dispel 

it while trapping Lorrie in.” Temar looked to the right, and Jessye did the same. 

Blyder and his three sons walked the perimeter of the building, muttering and 

making signs in the air. Multicolored sparks burst, and for a second she saw dark 

brickwork.  Once  the  lights  faded,  it  vanished.  She  could  smell  the  glamour—a 

slightly sweet scent with a hint of tang to it. 

“Elves?” 

Temar nodded. “She's holding them hostage. We got word from the Seelie king 

that  four  of  his  subjects  are  missing,  and  they  are  powerful  in  glamour.  So  our 

mission  is  twofold:  get  Lorrie  and  rescue  his  subjects.  I'm  guessing  there  will  a 

grand reward for it if we succeed.” 

Jessye shrugged. “I just want to get to the fight.” 

Nervous energy ran through her veins. The wolf sat alert and ready. The need 

to do something began to build inside her until the pressure became too much. She 

almost  ordered  a  first  assault  to  test  the boundaries,  when  a hand  came  down  on 

her  shoulder.  The  calm  that  followed  took  her  by  surprise.  She  looked  up  to  find 

Syrus next to her. 
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“Be calm. We'll be moving soon.” He squeezed her shoulder and moved away. 

The  loss  of  his  touch  made  her  feel  alone,  but  only  for  a  second  before  his  voice 

slipped into her mind.  “I have to gather the people who will be taking part in the first 

 assault. Once the glamour and walls are down, we'll go in last. We have to do this in 

 waves due to what we've learned from Angel, who has made it inside. Lorrie is on the 

 top floor behind a magically sealed door. The first floor has the captured fey, the next 

 floor has the shifters, and after that it's her guards. No shades to worry about.”  

She nodded.  “Good.” 

 “It will all happen very fast. Angel has informed the fey what is to happen, and 

 they will help us as best they can. Go prepare.”  

She  grinned  as energy  hummed  through  her  veins.  Her  palms  itched  to  hold 

her knives. 

On impulse, she stood on tiptoe and gave him a kiss on the cheek, then ran off. 

She waved at Kit, who was doing some tai chi moves. 

“Practice?” Jessye unsheathed her knives and held them up. 

Kit nodded. “Let's go.” 

For  the  next  hour  she  and  Kit  battled  hand  to  hand.  She  tested  her  blood 

daughter's ability to block magickal attacks. Temar even joined them at one point. 

The sparring sessions also allowed Jessye to test out her new abilities with part of 

Syrus's  wolf  aiding  her.  She  found  that  she  moved  faster,  her  reflexes  became 

sharper, and she could see things being thrown at her in slow motion. By the time 

Syrus joined them, she felt better than she ever had. Even her ability to control her 

dark magick had steadied, and her energy levels kept growing rather than lagging. 

“It's time. Our hour is up. Come on.” Syrus beckoned her to follow him. 
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Chapter Eleven 



Anticipation  sang  through  Syrus's  veins.  He  could  feel  the  beginning  of  the 

fight. The silence around the castle was louder than thunder. Not even the wildlife 

made a peep. Instead of unease, he felt a sense of calm. His mind became a wall of 

white. He couldn't even hear Jessye's thoughts. Syrus felt her presence behind him 

and his wolf beside him like a mass of pinpricks of energy. Magick hung heavy in 

the  air.  It  felt  like  breathing  against  a  wall  of  humidity.  Each  breath  in  spread  a 

warm sensation through his body. Jessye's magick felt like a brush of spice against 

his skin—warm but not scalding. Goose bumps rose on his flesh with each brush of 

power. 

The  pressure  of  the  other  magick  around  them  made  him  feel  a  bit  light-

headed  but  not  unfocused.  His  vision  became  razor  sharp,  and  his  senses  were 

attuned to his surroundings. 

A wave of energy burst from the house, and walls of glamour came down in a 

rush, to reveal the brick face of the mansion. The king's troops rushed in first, and 

out came the elves, covered from head to toe in gold and silver. 

Syrus barely paid them any mind as he followed the soldiers inside. His blood 

roared  in  his  veins.  The  need  for  battle  screamed  in  his  head  as  he  entered  the 

foyer. Troops flanked out to cover the floor. 

“All clear. Next floor.” 

The  anticipation  built  as  they  climbed  the  grand  staircase.  A  few  soldiers 

remained behind just in case. Syrus, Jessye, and the king were encircled by armed 

guards as they made their way to the second floor. 
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“I think she didn't have enough time to get things going. I'd have expected to 

be attacked by now.” Severin looked around. 

“Clear,” came the call again. 

“Does anyone else feel a bit uneasy about this?” Jessye asked.  Syrus glanced 

toward her. She had her knives in her hands, tension sang through her body, and 

her thoughts had whittled down to one thing: the mission's objective. 

Syrus nodded. “I know I do, but we must move on.” 

They moved to the third floor and then the fourth, until they reached the level 

under the attic where Lorrie was said to be hiding. Werewolves greeted them at the 

door. 

“We surrender ourselves and ask for immunity.” A werewolf stepped forward, 

half  shifted,  his  ears  pointed,  his  tail  wagging  slowly.  Dark  gray  fur  with  a  thick 

patch  of  white  covered  his  arms  and  torso,  while  his  face  and  head  remained 

somewhat human, despite his jaw's being elongated. He opened his mouth, showing 

off sharp and pointy teeth. 

Syrus narrowed his eyes in suspicion. 

“Why  should  we  trust  you?”  Severin  demanded.  His  body  stilled.  Pent-up 

energy vibrated from him. 

Syrus's wolf growled as Jessye advanced forward ahead of Syrus. 

The werewolf who had spoken answered, “She's insane. Dark magick, not good. 

Making us uneasy. We may be a lot of things, but we're not stupid. She hasn't paid 

us enough to deal with dark magick.” 

Syrus looked at Severin. “This explains why the rest of the house is empty. No 

need for extra help if you can work a wicked spell. I just need some time.” 

“Do you think we should take them prisoner?” Severin asked. 

Syrus nodded. “Contact their packs. See what they say.” 

“Good.  Well.”  Severin  stepped  aside.  “This  is  now  your  party.  You  have  my 

permission to go in and get her.” 
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Syrus  was  taken  aback  by  that  but  recovered  quickly.  He  drew  in  a  deep 

breath  and  looked  toward  Jessye.  Without  a  thought,  he  reached  out  and  grasped 

her hand. “I need you to break us in there. Think you can without losing control?” 

“You know it.” Determination sparkled in her eyes. 

“Adrian, Temar, bring up the rear.” 

A hole opened, and everyone stepped aside. He felt the hot burst of power hit 

him.  The  energy  slipped  up  his  arm.  Instead  of  shuddering  at  the  contact,  he 

tightened his grip and continued on. She released his hand. She began muttering in 

the old language and put up her palms. The blast of her energy increased until he 

had  to  back  up.  The  heat  of  her  power  seemed  almost  too  much  to  bear,  even  for 

him. 

Sweat  formed  on  her  forehead  and  upper  lip.  Determination  etched  on  her 

face.  She  began  speaking  louder.  The  magick  that  swirled  in  the  air  created  dark 

sparks. 

“She's trying  to  fight  me,”  Jessye  shouted.  “I  need  Blyder  up  here.  Whatever 

shit she's pulling is too unstable, and it's creating a situation that everyone should 

be worried about. Clear out the king and unnecessary guards.” 

Syrus  gave  the  order  and  watched  Temar  run  down  the  stairs.  His  heart 

pounded in his chest as anxiety mingled with fear. 

“Jessye, can you—” 

“Shut  up  and  let  me  concentrate,”  she  yelled.  Now  she  began  calling  out  the 

words as the sparks turned into small flames. 

“Mon ami, this screams bad mojo.” 

“You wanna leave? Leave. I'm staying with my consort.” Syrus unsheathed his 

knives and got ready to leap into action in case Jessye created an opening. Sweat 

now poured down her face, and her body shook. 

“Jessye—” 

“Shut up. I'm not done yet. She's fighting me, but—” 
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A  person  slid  past  Syrus  and  nudged  Jessye  over.  The  dark  head  of  Blyder 

came into view, and the both of them began chanting, low and insistent. The power 

from both of them caused Syrus to stumble back and almost lose his footing. Luckily 

Adrian caught him by the hand and hauled him out of the way. 

“Steady there.” The werewolf let go, and Syrus moved back to his place, ready 

for  action.  Jessye  and  Blyder  began  to  chant  louder.  Dark  clouds  gathered  on  the 

ceiling,  and  it  felt  as  if  a  weight  pushed  down  on  his  shoulders.  He  clutched  his 

knives and waited. 

“You can do this, Sassy.” 

“Don't call me that.” The doors blasted open. The bang of the wood against the 

walls was followed by a shriek. Syrus didn't wait; he rushed past Jessye and Blyder 

and up the stairs. A wall of heat met him at the top. 

“Damn you, you disgusting half-breed,” Lorrie grumbled. 

The warmth surrounded him and began to press in like a cage. 

“I won't allow you to—” Jessye stopped talking and cut her off with an energy 

blast. Lorrie stumbled back. 

“Bitch!” Lorrie shrieked and launched herself at Jessye. 

For  the  first  time  Syrus  got  a  good  look  at  Lorrie.  Her  eyes,  once  blue,  had 

become  completely  black.  Her  normally  immaculate  blonde  locks  stood  up  in  all 

directions, frizzed and damaged. Her clothes hung in tatters around a skeletal body. 

This was clearly not the Lorrie of old, or even recently. She looked crazed. Makeup 

smeared her pretty face. It looked like she had painted thick lines of black paint on 

her cheeks. 

“Blyder,  a  little  help.”  Jessye  tried  to  fight  Lorrie  off.  Syrus  could  feel  her 

desperation  to  not  kill  Lorrie.  Lorrie  clawed,  slashed,  and  even  at  times  bit.  The 

strength of the vampyress was astounding. She pushed back Jessye, who not only 

used her magick but also the abilities the power of the wolf gave her. 
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Syrus  tried  to  flex  his  own  energies.  In  response,  the  cage  of  magick  closed 

tighter  in  around  him.  He  banged  his  fists  against  the  energy  bars.  The 

reverberations rebounded back at him. “Damn it. I need to get out of here.” 

The cage began to expand, and Syrus looked around to find all Blyder's sons 

muttering around him. The pressure lifted until he could step out of the hold. 

“Thank you.” He rushed forward and joined the fray. Syrus wrapped his hands 

around  Lorrie's waist.  Her  arms  flailed,  and  her  legs kicked.  She  struggled  to  get 

out of his arms. A great push of power flung his arms wide and shoved him back. He 

managed  to  get  to  his  feet  just  in  time  for  Lorrie  to  launch  herself  at  him.  She 

clawed at his face as her knee came up to hit him in the groin. The quick recovery 

did nothing for the burst of pain he still felt. 

He  wrapped  his  arms  around  her  again  and  tried  to  roll  them  over  so  she 

would be beneath him, but Lorrie had other ideas. She hit him again and wrapped 

her hands around his neck. With strength he didn't know she had, Lorrie squeezed 

his  windpipe.  He  tried  to  pull  her  hands  off,  but  her  nails  dug  into  his  neck  and 

broke the skin. 

His wolf growled,  “Stop being polite.” 

 “We have to take her alive,”  Syrus muttered. 

 “Yes, alive, but she doesn't have to be conscious. I like air!”  the wolf responded. 

Letting  out  a  growl,  Syrus  called  on  both  the  power  of  his  wolf  and  the 

vampyre  and  yanked  her  hands  off  him.  New  energy  surged  through  his  veins  as 

both parts of him unified to work together. 

“Jessye, grab her hands. Blyder, bind her powers!” Syrus yelled. 

“We don't—” Blyder started. 

Lorrie  wriggled  against  him  and  tried  to  get  off  him.  He  refused  to  let  go. 

Syrus increased his grip almost to the point of bone shattering. 

 “Stop holding back,”  the wolf demanded. 
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Letting out a sound of frustration, Syrus did the only thing he could think of to 

daze  her  enough  to  get  her  to  still:  he  slammed  his  head  into  hers.  Stars  burst 

before his eyes, and Lorrie stilled over him. He felt her body weight lift off him, and 

Lorrie  groaned.  Jessye  held  Lorrie's  arms  behind  her  back  as  he  scrambled  up, 

knives drawn, ready for anything. His body ached. The fight hadn't been what he'd 

expected. 

As Syrus watched Blyder begin chanting, he could only shake his head.  All this 

 trouble and this is what we get. All her attempts for power and destruction, and she 

 ends up like this? He watched her wake and struggle to break Jessye's hold, but it 

was a weak effort. She didn't even move around all that much. 

“She must believe that this is the end,” he said. “In desperation, she turned to 

magick to save herself, but was driven mad by it and lost control. Very sad. At least 

she'll be brought to justice.” 

Adrian nodded. 

“Oh  no.  None  of  you  will  take  me  in.  I  refuse  to  give  you  mongrels  the 

satisfaction  of  seeing  me  on  trial.”  Lorrie  shouted  a  few  words  and  slumped  over, 

blood slipping out of her mouth. 

“Damn it!” Syrus shouted and kicked a nearby chair. 
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Chapter Twelve 



“Be calm. This is a feint. She appears dead but isn't. She's waiting for the time 

when she can escape. My father will bind her, and she will go to trial. I promise you 

this,” one of Blyder's sons said. 

“But if she's—” Jessye started to say. 

“Trust us. She will not get away with what she's done. Even if she has to be 

reanimated, which is forbidden, Lorrie will be held accountable.” 

Syrus found comfort in that. That small declaration put him at ease. 

“She's bound,” Blyder declared. 

“Let me have a moment,” Syrus said. 

Blyder  nodded,  and  Syrus  stepped  toward  Lorrie.  He  leaned  down  and 

whispered in her ear, “You will be put on trial. If you run, I will hunt you, and all 

the vampyre nation will be with me. There will not be a corner on this plane or the 

next  where  you  can  hide.  Not  even  the  devil  will  help  you,  so  prepare  yourself  to 

face those you've wronged.” 

He  didn't  expect  Lorrie  to  wake  up.  When  she  lifted  her  head,  he  almost 

stumbled  back.  Her  eyes,  now  clear  blue  with  spots  of  black,  narrowed.  She  drew 

her head back and spit at him. “All of you will get nothing.” 

Jessye let go of her, and Lorrie landed on her ass. 

“Oops. Hands slipped. You better pray that I don't drop or kick you down the 

stairs by accident. Blyder, I think we should seal her mouth for the trial.” 

Syrus wiped away the saliva and smeared it on the hem of Lorrie's top. 
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“Don't. Let her scream and swear all she wants. It will be no use where she's 

going. We accomplished our goal. Let's get the castle.” 

Once Lorrie was secured, everyone left for the castle. Arms bound behind her 

back  and  a  scowl  on  her  face,  she  faced  her  victims.  All  of  them  looked  at  Lorrie 

with blatant hatred. 

“Sire, I present to you the accused, Lorrie,” a court herald announced. Syrus, 

Jessye, and Adrian bowed, then shuffled to the side. 

“The accused is charged with over a hundred counts of murder, four counts of 

attempted murder, destruction of property, kidnapping, theft of property, illegal use 

of shadow warriors, and other minor crimes. The sentence is death, to be carried out 

by the royal executioner immediately,” Severin said. 

“This  isn't  fair.  This  isn't  a  trial,  this  is  a  farce.  You  bastards,  disgusting 

mongrels, half-breeds, foul conspirators with the loathsome, disgusting children of 

trash. You will all pay for this.” The executioner appeared behind her, dressed all in 

black. Neon yellow eyes peered down at her through the slits in his hood. He placed 

a meaty hand on her shoulder and made her kneel. 

“You will all die for this. I can't be killed this way!” 

“Shut her up,” Syrus ordered. 

The executioner produced a large ax out of thin air, with symbols carved along 

the sharpened edge. 

“Lorrie,  you  have  been  sentenced.  Executioner,  carry  out  the  punishment,” 

Syrus commanded. 

Syrus's stomach flipped. Despite everything he'd been through and everything 

Lorrie had done, he couldn't watch her being killed. He turned his head and closed 

his eyes. The whistle of metal sliced through the air. The   squelch of the ax slicing 

through  flesh  made him  wince.  A  slight   snap  followed  and  then  it was all  over.  A 

hand  on  his  forearm  made  him  open  his  eyes  and  look  down  to  see  Jessye  giving 

him a soft smile. 
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“It's  over,”  she  murmured.  He  reached  over  and  took  her  in  his  arms.  Syrus 

looked over her head and spotted Rysen with his arm around Kit. Rysen nodded as 

he  pulled  Kit  close.  Syrus  reciprocated  the  action.  It  was  over.  Lorrie  was  dead. 

Justice had been served. Syrus looked down at his consort and saw his future. He 

closed his eyes and savored the feel of her in his arms. For the first time in a long 

time, he felt a sense of peace. 

“I  can't  wait  to  start  my  life  with  you;  truly  start  our  life  together.”  Syrus 

tightened his hold around her. 

“Neither  can  I.”  Jessye  wrapped  her  arms  around  him  and  gave  him  a  big 

squeeze. She let go and stepped back. “Let's go home.” 

Syrus nodded. “Yes, our home.” 
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