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DEDICATION

Jean Marie, the WriteSEX panel, my assistant Diane for her support, Debbie my publicist for her pushing, Hollie for her hot ass (I can forgive the fact that you're British) Kaitlyn for telling me the rejections are all bullshit and I'll find the right agent. Siddella for your story idea. I know it's not exactly how you pictured it but here is part one. Morgan, of course E
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

Faeries and wolves seem to go together for me along with kink and lots of sex! In part one of our tale, we meet Siddella, Thief of the Low Court and discover she's stolen something very valuable to the cybernetic ruling class of Faery. Crashing a party, she doesn't realize that the Black Angus, Faery's legendary guard dogs were present. With voracious sexual appetites that make modern BDSM players cringe, she fears they'll find out her one most personal secret along with the data she stole. 

Lord Frika has organized the Black Angus in an assault on the cybernetic ruling class of the Unseelie Kingdom in an attempt to begin reversing what damage computers and technology have done to Faery. Seeing Siddella, he realizes that this little party crasher is more than just a thief and that she holds the key to not only restoring Faery but to his heart. 

Can the two of them work past personal issues to save Faery from a fate worse than death or will his forced surrender be too much for the Faery to handle? 

[Back to Table of Contents]
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CHAPTER ONE

She ducked into the shadows, using the large buildings as cover against the onslaught of electric bolts being fired at her by the Cyber-Fae. Heaving breath, sweat covered and barely clothed, she had only herself to blame for trying to steal data from a high-ranking Comrade in this part of town. 

What little magick she could summon, she pulled from deep within and used it with a cloak chant. The Cyber-Fae chasing her wouldn't be able to sense her unless her temperature fluctuated much. 

In this cold weather, that was unlikely. 

Fae in the Unseelie Kingdom knew only one temperature: freezing. 

Lights from hover cars zoomed past her, the whirling sirens of the Cyber-Fae's elite police force speeding past her. 

Siddella's heart pounded loudly against her chest. In these lands she could not call enough magick to warm her body or still her beating heart since the grid took ever little bit of energy from the inhabitants to power the computers used to run the city-state. 

Sinking deeper into the shadows, Siddella remained still as a brick while silently praying for the return of the Goddess and God to these lands. She hadn't been here personally to experience what was once the great Unseelie Kingdom but stories abounded of a time when there was no military other than royalty and weapons consisted of magick, not metal. 

Another moment passed in what seemed like an eternity. 
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Using her magick feelers, Siddella picked up the presence of others who were not Fae and they were close by. Probably more military. There was supposed to be a demonstration today. She hoped to avoid detection and blend into the shadows while making her way back to meet her contact. 

They wouldn't help her but their scents would help mask hers once she mingled in with them. 

The trick was, did she have enough glamour to change her appearance and get into whatever event was going on. 

A little food would help. Disappearing from this hateful realm and into the Seelie Kingdom would be a better fate than dying under the thumb of a merciless ruler who sold his own people out for technology in an attempt to provide security against a non-threatening enemy. 

Or, perhaps she could get to Earth and masquerade as a Goth while living out her days in peace. 

The money her contact promised for this information would certainly get her out of the Unseelie City-State. 

Siddella crept along the building side until she reached the back wall that ran along the length of the high rise. Peering up between the buildings, she noticed a sliver of light between the brick wall and back edge of the building. She could slither through, race along the line of the wall and bypass being spotted if she kept her balance. 

Her stomach grumbled. 

Siddella set a hand on her tummy and clutched at it. A shiver ran through her. 

She swallowed hard. 
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The sky opened up and began to pour white snow from the clouds. The sounds of other Fae yelling and scurrying inside to avoid the snow echoed through the alleyway. 

Siddella didn't have a choice. She had to make it into one of the nearby buildings before the electric snowfall zapped her. 

Since the weather had changed so drastically in the Unseelie, Gods and Goddesses left. The land no longer reflected Faery culture. Random beautiful storms that showered Faery with colorful liquid and made flowers bloom in the darkness became acid rain storms. Snow that once coated the land in a blanket of white and blue now fell with heavy voltage of electricity. 

Not all of Faery had changed; the Seelie Kingdom was still a Kingdom, not a Fascist city-state. Granted, the Fae there were prudish and Victorian but that part of Fae still retained the blessings of the Court of Light. 

Siddella clutched the flash drive in her pocket and made a dash for the wall. She hoped her speed could get her up on top and keep her balanced until she found an opening. 

With a quick jump, she now perched on the single layer brick wall. The tiny amount of room would give her some shelter from the electric snow, but not enough to keep her completely uncovered. 

If snow hit her skin, it would zap her with several hundred volts of electricity. 

She swallowed another lump in her throat and took off down the line of bricks, darting over gaps. 

Snow fell with a buzz around her ears. 
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She stopped just in time to see the end of the wall and a light blanket of snowfall cover the road before her. 

"Shit." 

Panting, she dug her hand into the pocket of her jeans and shoved the flash drive deeper inside, making sure to protect it from the outside static that accompanied the snow. 

The soft buzzing became a loud hiss. 

Looking around, Siddella saw the giant hotel across from where she perched and saw doors open. Guests in suits hung around the glass windows watching the snowfall. 

She could probably make it across the street without getting hit by snow. 

Hover vehicles zoomed down the street at a fast pace. The cars provided protection from the electrical storm but nobody liked being out in it. 

Her nose picked up the scent of white pepper and cayenne. 

She ran a hand through her shoulder length white hair and hoped she could summon enough glamour to get passed the doorman into shelter. 

This would require the rest of her energy. She'd spent what she had on getting to this point. 

Every nerve was on edge. She calculated the distance from here to the hotel opening. Just one hundred meters. With the wind blowing that would probably knock her off course slightly, at best. At worst, she'd make it to the awning but get hit with a few flakes. 

"Fuck." 

She had no choice. She had to survive the next few hours in hopes of meeting her contact. 
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One more, she swallowed down the bile that rose in her throat. Taking a deep breath, she figured out that heading slightly to the left of her target would probably get her to the door and inside with just enough time to spare that she could throw up her glamour and fit in with the others. 

Tattered black and pink cloth covered her top and because of her breasts hug just above her belly button, tight blue shorts hugged her hips, leaving most of her legs exposed. 

Ankle length boots with holes in the soles completed her rag tag outfit. 

She shrugged and prayed once more to the Gods who used to live here that she wouldn't get struck down by electric snow. 

Inhaling a deep breath, Siddella lowered herself to a sprinting position. With a whoosh, she let out her breath and took off into the street. 

A horn blared to her right. 

Lights flashed to her left. 

Gunfire sounded. 

The electric bolt buzzed by her ear, distracting her for just a split second. 

She veered slightly off course but kept up her pace. 

Her legs pumped hard and fast, sending blood through her body to help movement. 

A loud thud caught her off guard before she realized she'd hit a column inside the hotel. 

Patrons stared at her oddly. Staff looked at her, then returned to dealing with customers. 
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A grin almost crossed her lips as she realized she underestimated her speed and ran straight through the glass doors and into the middle of the large foyer. 

Marble columns like the one she ran into towered above her head. Gray and black seemed to be the predominant theme here, with high metal walls that rose to the sky. Above her, snow fell and landed on the glass fixture several stories up. 

She'd made it to the proper hotel to meet her contact. She let out a sigh of relief. Only a few more minutes remained before she could escape this nasty hell. 

"Miss?" 

A hand tapped her shoulder. She looked up to see another Faery; his eyes slightly slanted and closed much like the Asians of Earth. His form fitting gray uniform showed off broad shoulders and narrow hips. 

She licked her lips. "Yes?" 

"May I help you?" He spoke politely, keeping an even tone while his gaze roamed over her body. 

Patting herself off, Siddella stood. 

She remembered the gunfire outside. She had limited time before whoever shot at her came into the hotel.  Think, damnit!  "I'm here waiting for a friend." 

He smiled kindly. "Can I get you a coat? You hardly look dressed for this weather." 

That smile didn't quite reach his eyes. 

His accent was definitely that of a Halfling. Words were pronounced in a low tone and drawn out. "You look like you're not even from these lands." 
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She ran a hand through her blonde hair. "Because I have dual colored irises?" 

"Because you're shivering and dressed highly inappropriately for the Unseelie City-State." 

She snorted. The eyes of the Fae often gave away what area they were from. In Siddella's case, she had no idea which part of the lands once called a Kingdom she was from and had yet to see anyone else with eyes like hers. The average faery had adapted to the weather conditions here in the Unseelie, wearing layers of heavy clothing to protect against the frigidness and snow. Yet, Siddella hadn't worn much in her life, ever. She suspected her Unseelie heritage was to blame for her sexuality. "Yeah. Well, it's laundry day?" 

He chuckled. "Fair enough I suppose. At least let me get you a house robe then." 

It wasn't like the fae didn't encourage nudity in many places but this hotel swarmed with businessmen and women who most likely weren't here for the freak show or the club scene. She nodded. "Is there a washroom I can use?" 

He pointed down one hall towards a row of elevators. "Yes. 

Come with me and we'll get you that robe." 

She straightened and looked around. The fae standing before her stood several inches taller than she. He extended a hand to her. 

Seeing a chance to use what little glamour she could on him, she blinked and focused her energy on changing her appearance. White hair spiked and became a blood red. Her dual colored eyes became tri colored, silver with white and red flecks. She stood an inch taller with darker skin. 
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Her clothes she couldn't change so much. 

She swore. 

Not enough magick. 

Taking the offered hand, she wondered if she could drain this faery for a little boost. 

Concentrating hard, she pushed a little more magick into the other faery's body and felt the line of power coursing through him at a slow pace. Calling his power into her required very little effort. 

The magick he did hold onto slowly seeped into her body. 

His eyes widened at the realization of what she was doing. 

She'd have to think fast or he'd pull back and report her. 

Draining others was a crime in these lands. 

Siddella let a slow smile curve her lips upwards while eyelashes batted seductively at him. 

The fae's eyes twinkled with lust. 

She whispered. "I can make this worth your while. I just need a little." 

He nodded. 

"Get me that robe. Lead me to the bathroom." 

His pants showed the outline of an erection. 

Fifteen minutes later, Siddella left the ladies room with a refreshed feeling. Instead of dressing in the robe her victim promised to fetch for her, she now wore the hotel uniform and had enough magick to make her body fit the clothes. 

The poor Halfling she drained wouldn't remember a thing other than being escorted to the ladies restroom. 

Sometimes she hated how she used her femininity against men, but this wasn't the time to berate herself for her gifts. 
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Never had she had to sleep with someone to get what she wanted, but teasing them was a lot of fun when time permitted. 

She clutched the flash drive in her pocket and peeked around the corner. A number of Military personnel gathered around a clerk at the front desk. 

His hands rose in the air when rifles were pointed at him. 

The clerk's face froze. 

One of the Cyber-Fae stepped closer, flashed a badge. 

She couldn't make out the words but the feeling in her gut told her she had better hightail it out of here. 

An elevator dinged. The doors opened and five rather tall creatures she recognized as wolves stepped into the elevator. 

She had to go with them. Hell, her contact said she would be with the wolves, maybe she was one. Siddella had only spoken to her twice over the mirrors used to call between planes. 

Seeing her chance, Siddella slid in casually with the wolves. "What floor, gentlemen?" 

A gruff voice filled the compact space, making it hard to breathe among the heavy scents of earth and dirt that threatened to choke her. "Third floor." 

Nodding, Siddella hit the button for the third floor and stood at attention. Her eyes roamed over the five wolves. 

They stood silent, buzzing with power. 

She wanted to lick and taste that power, use it against the military Cyber-Fae downstairs and get a lasting parting shot before she got paid and left this hellish realm. 
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Wolves and Fae didn't mix, however. Not according to the laws of the land nor to her own code. 

Wolves were good for business deals and information but that was it. Stories of the Protectors brutally slaughtering Unseelie fae haunted many of the inhabitants here since the CyberMage put out a call to hunt them down. 

So what were wolves doing in plain sight here? 

It's not like the CyberMage could be everywhere, and this particular city was fairly safe from overbearing military control. That was until she'd stolen valuable data from the military here. 

A pair of eyes burned into her, making her aware of someone observing her. Was this her contact? 

"You, come with us. We need to let the hotel know of our needs and Frika has a list." 

She nodded. Might as well play along and keep hidden from the military scouring the hotel's lower level. "Sure boss." 

The elevator stopped. The doors opened to reveal another set of white marble doors with ornate etchings. The wolves exited the elevator with Siddella in tow. 

She stepped past the carved doors and into the grand ballroom to see what must have been over 100 wolves all seated at tables. They all appeared human, but the smell of deep earth and musk washed over her, making her sway from the rush of so much energy. 

Siddella turned to face a dark skinned man with gold eyes. 

He wore the same style suit as everyone else in the room, complete with dress shoes made of what was probably the finest leather. 
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Lips parted. "You, Myrc." His gruff voice called. 

She looked askance at him, before realizing that the Halfling she robbed was named Myrc. "Yes?" 

"There is Lord Frika." He pointed to another man standing at the foot of a large dais. A chair sat atop the large dais, three steps above the ground. Dressed in purple and silver velvet with a gold wolf's head protruding from a post to the left, it looked like something out of a storybook. 

Recognition hit her at who she was with. Frika and his cohorts were the Black Angus. 

Lord Frika made his way to her, stopping just before her. 

He stood a great deal larger than life. Long blonde hair blanketed large shoulders, swaying over thick hips. His shirt stretched taut over a massive chest. The chiseled features of his face remained stoic. Dark gray eyes smoldered with passion so hot it threatened to consume her. Masculine lips that spelled danger parted. "We have a few needs, Myrc." He looked awkwardly at her. 

She backed up. Not him. Not the king of the legendary wolves. 

Trembling now, she took another step back. "I'm afraid I can't help you. Let me get someone else who—" 

From behind them, loud voices echoed commands. Within seconds, the walls became lined with Cyber-Fae soldiers, all pointing guns at Frika and Siddella. 

She turned to face them. 

A soldier stepped forward and spoke with a mechanized voice. "You all need to come with us." A finger pointed in Siddella's direction. 
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Guns trained on her emitted a high pitch sound. 

Frika stepped in front of her. "What is the meaning of this? 

How dare you invade a gathering of this nature with your bastardized technology? Do you know who I am?" 

The soldier took another step forward. "An enemy of the state as of now. You're harboring a terrorist." 

A group of men surrounded Frika. The dark skinned one who ushered Siddella towards him earlier glanced over his shoulder. "Get out of here, Lord Frika. It's too dangerous." 

Lord Frika sighed. 

Siddella saw the pained look on his face. "Fine, but I'm taking collateral. I'll be in touch." 

The soldier nodded and saluted Frika. 

He wrapped a strong arm around Siddella's waist and tugged her to him. 

She screamed a protest that went unheard. Her body hit his instantly and arousal welled up from within.  What the fuck? 

"You dare to fuck with the wolves that guard that Which Is Between?" The dark skinned wolf growled. "Seize them and kill them if you have to." 

Siddella squirmed against Frika's body, unable to move against the solid wall of muscles of his stomach. Something swelled thick and large against her back. 

She swallowed. His cock, he was aroused at this? What the hell? 

In a blinding flash of light, the two sped through the hallway and ended up where she came in. "Fuck," Frika glanced around. 
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Siddella saw it too, the place swarmed with military. 

He looked down at her and bared sharp teeth. "What did you do to incur the wrath of the military, little girl?" 

 Wouldn't you like to know?  She started to speak but couldn't find the words. Unsure of whether Lord Frika was her savior or not, she remained silent. 

Guns pointed at them. "Freeze!" 

He shifted his weight and held her tighter against him. "It doesn't matter. We're out of here." 

His body radiated warmth like she hadn't felt in months due to being on the streets or sleeping in alleyways. 

She liked the feel of his hands around her despite the repulsion at being with a wolf. 

Magick poured from him into her so fast it made her dizzy. 

"We're getting out of here. You'll need to hold on so enjoy the push of magick while you can." 

She nodded. Anything to avoid being killed by the Cyber-Fae. 

When she saw the doors open and realized where they were heading, her eyes widened. "Wait what about the snow?" 

He headed fist first through the hotel doors, smashing glass with his huge body. 

Shards cut into her skin but were instantly healed; presumable from the boost in magick he gave her. 

'We'll deal. I can shelter us both long enough to get to another building not far from here. Trust me." 

[Back to Table of Contents]
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CHAPTER TWO

Snow fell around them, making a loud buzzing sound with each flake that came in contact with the temporary shield Frika erected. 

Myrc screamed and buried her head into Frika's chest. He looked down at her while running through the streets and noted his body's reaction to her. Warmth poured off him into her. 

She shivered against him. The clothes she wore weren't hers and worse yet, were too large and bulky. She wouldn't get very far on her own in them. 

Rough as they were, they didn't shelter her from the intense grip he had on her. Breasts crushed against his chest, her muscular yet soft thighs wrapped around his waist. Arms wrapped tightly around his waist while they ran. 

He slung her over his back and picked up speed. Electric bolts whizzed past him, hitting telecommunications poles and vehicles and causing explosions. 

It seemed the Unseelie military had no regard for others personal belongings. 

He snickered. 

Numerous fae scattered to avoid stray fire. 

Those halfwit-mechanized faeries wouldn't catch him. He wasn't an average wolf. The magick he called came from the land of that which is between realms. The CyberMage and his ilk hadn't been able to conquer that part of Faery yet and with good reason. 
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The truth was that Frika and his men weren't true wolves. 

They were a breed of dog in Faery, the Black Angus. True Faeries, not wolves like the Earth form, they resembled large beasts with fur so black it made the night sky appear as though it were daylight. They were the stuff nightmares of Faery were made of. Before the change in climate and governance in the Unseelie, they were the scariest of terrors. 

No one had seen them roam the lands here in centuries. 

When the CyberMage took power, he banned them along with the deities from this region. Not all of the dwellings in the Unseelie were modernized into city-states yet, but the majority of them had been due to the newly established military set up by the Cyber-Fae. 

Frika had his share of run-ins with the technologically enhanced Cyber-Fae. They proved no match against him or his brothers and sisters. 

As guardians of the land of Faery, their job was simple. 

Restore the balance and upset the mess created by the mechanized Cyber-Fae and the CyberMage. 

Running through the street, Frika ducked into a corner. 

Siddella still held on tightly. "You're okay?" 

She looked at him with the most horrified expression on her face. Eyes wide, jaw agape, she reeked of fear. 

Her short red hair lengthened to shoulder length and became white as snow. Her skin remained pale and she lost some height. Perfect lips glistened in the dim light from a street lamp nearby. 

"You'reE." She trembled against him and started to release him. 
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He met her stare with one of his own. "Can't hold your glamour anymore huh?" He sighed. "If you let go of me, you'll lose protection from the snow." 

Fingers clenched around his shoulders. "Why did you kidnap me?" Her voice lilted, indicative of her obvious concern for her situation. 

His body reacted at the sight of her parted lips. His cock hardened. Pulse sped. Blood pumped through him. Frika shook his head. "What?" 

"You kidnapped me and are now and enemy of the state. 

Why would you risk yourself?" 

Frika shook off the notion. "Silly faery. I am not one the State should mess with. Why are they after you?" 

She shook her head. "Typical military bullshit." 

He cocked his head to the side. "You don't look like military personnel. More likeE" he sniffed. "Lust." 

She scoffed. "What are you talking about? I'm far from lustful. I'm..." She stopped. 

Narrowing his eyes at her, he licked his lips. "I can set you down but you must remain in contact with me otherwise the snow will zap you." 

She rolled her eyes. "Great." She sounded annoyed He snorted. "Once the snow hits the ground, it's harmless except for extreme cold. You've got those boots on still?" 

She murmured a response. 

Lowering to one knee, Frika set her down on the ground, hearing the crunch of snow beneath her feet before he stood tall again. 
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A chill raced through her from the lack of his intense heat. 

She clutched at the sleeve of his shirt but kept a wary distance. 

Raking his gaze up and down the length of her body, he licked his lips. She smelled of guilt. "You've done something you shouldn't have." 

She didn't respond. Her skin turned a shade of pink, an amazing feat in the cold weather. At least his protection provided a modicum of heat. 

Scanning the area, Frika no longer felt the presence of his enemies. 

She met his gaze with an angry stare. She pointed a finger at him. "What were you doing here? The Black Angus are outlawed here in Faery." 

The way her hair framed her face gave it a softness that contradicted her vehement tone. Pouty lips looked like they needed kissing. Still, Frika scoffed. "Wrong. They're the reason Faery still exists. We protect the land and its magick. 

Sadly, we spent too much time in the Seelie trying to restore order after an assassination attempt was made on the Queen and King of Light." 

Her pout became a frown. "So you left us all here to die at the hands of a monster." 

For a timid faery, she sounded brazen. "Myrc, that's a bunch of bullshit." 

She pouted. "My name's not Myrc." 

He flicked the tag with a finger. "Says right there on the tag." 
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She looked down at her shirt. Tearing the tag off, she discarded it behind her. "Siddella. I'm Siddella." 

He'd seen her face before but where? Then recognition hit him. "Ah yes. Siddella the hacker, thief and cock tease. You're well renowned. I knew I recognized you from somewhere." 

She winced visibly. "I'm not a tease." 

Frika looked at the sky. Seeing the cloud cover dissipate, he figured the barrier could too. No use in wasting energy. He caught her by the wrist. 

Startled, she struggled against him but stopped when she realized he wouldn't let go. 

"I take it you stole something valuable to the CyberMage." 

She didn't say anything. 

In the blink of an eye, Frika pinned her against the wall and held her with both hands. His size dwarfed her, made her appear small and feminine. 

Despite the obvious height differences, Siddella was soft in all the right places against his hardness. Her bottom lip quivered. Red flecks dotted the silver of her enlarged irises. 

She shuffled beneath him. "Let me go!" 

Frika lowered his mouth to hers in a move that shocked them both. Pressing hard against her lips, he tasted her, flicked his tongue out to capture hers. 

She moaned a stifled protest in response but quickly acquiesced beneath him. Her breasts crushed against his chest and nipples puckered. 

A hand slid along her arm until it reached her waist. 

Snaking around to feel the curve of her ass, he cupped her ass and squeezed it. 
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Her pleasurable moan vibrated against his mouth. 

He tasted the exquisite aroma of Faery on her lips, enjoying the succulent feel of her mouth moving against his. 

She spread her legs slightly. 

Rocking his hips upwards, he pressed the length of his erection into her. 

Sirens wailed in the distance.  Fuck. 

He pulled back from her. 

The startled look on her face changed to an expression of confusion mixed with arousal. 

Her eyes twinkled even though her cheeks blushed a shade of pink. "What?" 

He coughed. "Congrats little princess, this has just become an official kidnapping." 

Her body tensed beneath his. She stuttered and took a step back, keeping her hands up defensively. "No!" 

"Princess if you're holding onto something the State wants back, that means someone else is waiting for you. And that means I now have a bargaining card when I talk to that damned Puma from Earth." 

Before Siddella could react, Frika grabbed her wrists and hoisted her up against him. Securing her by the waist, he poked his head around the corner and saw other faeries beginning to crowd the streets. This was a good sign. 

A loud engine blared. Vehicles cleared the streets to make way for the Military procession. 

Several fae spread to the sidewalks and gathered to wait. 

More faeries came out from various shops and buildings around them. 
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Two rows of tanks followed by several soldiers behind and in front of them marched down the street. From one of the tanks, a tall soldier stood, dressed in the familiar black and gray outfit of the military. Boots went up to half calf. Pointed ears signaled his Sprite heritage. He held a bullhorn up to his mouth. He shouted repeatedly, "We seek those who oppose the City-State. We are Faery. We are the face of evolution." 

The crowd kept a respectful distance from the vehicles and the military but joined in with the chorus. 

Frika smelled the obvious fear in the crowd. He had to get them out of there and now. There was too much power even against a Black Angus. 

"There is a thief amongst you. The Black Angus and a faery have teamed together and stolen from the State, from you, something of value! We must work together to find and capture them. We must work as one, Comrades; we are the City State of Faery!" 

The leader lacked charisma to move the crowd towards their cause but others still chanted in support. 

Boots stomped in unison while drones and soldiers with guns continued past Frika. 

Siddella shivered against him. Her warmth had disappeared, replaced by cold fear. 

"Damn, whatever you stole from them is big." 

Siddella buried her face in the mass of his hair. 

Frika looked up at the clear sky and back at the military march. He couldn't blend in; there was too much original faery in his scent. But he could still give the city's inhabitants a scare while they made it to the safe house. 
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They weren't that far from where he was to rendezvous with the informant Puma from Earth. Hopefully time in Faery mimicked Earth-side time. If not, who knew how much time would pass here in Faery before the puma showed up. 

He commanded, "You'd better hold on." 

Siddella's mouth opened against his neck in protest but words came out in an empty gasp. 

Pausing, Frika had a better idea. "We're legend now. Along with kidnapping you, I'm handcuffing you to me." 

Before she could protest, Frika backed her into the wall, caught up both her hands and slapped a pair of cuffs on her. 

Then he hoisted her onto his back. 

She kicked out at flesh but brushed against soft fur instead. 

Lifting his huge head up, he looked at her through the wolf's eyes now. Fear registered all over her face. 

The cuffs secured against his collar with magick so old she wouldn't recognize it. 

At least she had the decency not to draw attention to them. 

He barked, speaking in a deep baritone growl. "Lean against my back." 

Without hesitation, Siddella did as was asked. 

The giant beast pawed the ground and snorted, emitting steam from his nostrils. 

He lifted his head and roared loudly. 

Several nearby faeries turned to see what the noise was. 

Their jaws dropped at the sight of him. 
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He growled again, this time letting loose a roar so loud it drown out the tanks. 

Several rifles pointed at him. 

Summoning power from within, Frika opened his mouth and let loose a storm of ice from his mouth. 

Guns froze, as did the military. Ice covered and halted two of sixteen tanks. 

Men shouted and panic erupted amongst the crowd as it disbursed in typical riot fashion. 

Frika saw his chance. Cutting straight through the crowd, he leapt onto the sidewalk and headed towards one of the tanks. 

"What are you doing?" Teeth chattered against his skin. 

"Quiet. I'm making our escape while I kidnap you." 

Siddella grabbed his fur tighter. Her body shook above him, jarring her pussy against him. 

He'd have to have more than just a taste later. 

An explosion not more than a few blocks diverted the attention of some of the soldiers. Other faeries panicked and began to scatter like ants. Screams filled the air along with smoke that billowed up from the distance. 

Some of his men had made it to their destination on time. 

Seizing his chance, Frika lowered his head and growled. 

Jumping on top of the tank, he snarled at the commander of the brigade and shot fire from his jaw. 

The Cyber-Fae raised a mechanical arm to block the fire but found his the metal singed off. "What the fuck?" An eye spun to meet Frika's gaze. 
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The creature spoke in a gurgled voice. I'll kill you with this blow." 

The Cyber-Fae pointed his free hand at Frika. 

Someone barked orders at the troops. Someone else yelled at the raging crowd in an attempt to control them. 

Electric shocks mixed with screams filled the air. Terrified, many of the Fae fled from the scene. 

Frika pushed more power into the blast and sent a beam of energy into the arm. Leaping away with Siddella atop him, he caught the scent of scorched flesh and burnt metal. He landed on the road and took off towards an empty street. 

He growled, "That's what those halfwits get for fucking with me and going against nature." 

The sound of booted footsteps crunching snow echoed behind Frika. Shots rang loudly and filled the air with smoke and an electric haze that distorted his senses slightly. 

He coughed but kept running down the street. It wouldn't take much to lose the few troops who followed them but Frika needed a diversion. He could run forever but so could the Cyber-Fae. They didn't have to worry about bodies giving out since they bound their souls to cybernetic beings. 

The only way to kill them was through dismemberment. 

A few blocks later, there were still several soldiers in pursuit. Several explosions still rocked the landscape behind them. More smoke filled the air along with the smells of burning metal, flesh and vile stench. 

The ground beneath them shook, catching some of the Cyber-Fae soldiers off guard. 
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The plan to have others in his guard launch an assault against the city's military must have gone off without a hitch. 

Frika noted the presence of rundown buildings in the area. 

Windows were broken, boarded up, doors with large cracks in them served as entrances while graffiti covered many of the walls. He was now heading into Menace territory. 

He hated what he was about to do. 

A four-story building looked right to provide a blockade and stall his pursuers. Frika charged an energy blast in his mouth. 

Siddella have caught wind of what he was going to do. She gripped his fur tighter. "Do not do what I think you're going to do!" 

"Hush, little girl." He aimed for the building and unleashed a large wave of energy. 

It hit the building with such an impact that it sent rubble and glass raining down everywhere around them. Frika rushed beneath the falling debris, amused at Siddella's screams when he did so. Sliding just past the fallen concrete, he spun on his feet and saw the building crumble forward, crashing down on the few troops who chased him. 

More than likely, they wouldn't be dead. But the debris would slow them down long enough for them to realize where they were at and have to deal with the Menace. 

Menace territory, areas in the run down parts of the city-states harbored a faction of Faeries similar to the Cyber-Fae, only most of them gave up the unnatural binding of fae magick to technology. Once they learned what the surgery would entail when completed, many of them chose death or 30
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tried to escape the horrid doctors and so called healers who performed the operations. Then they rebelled against the government, creating a low class, high tech group of outlaws who harbored an intense hatred for anything not true faery. 

They weren't all that fond of the Black Angus, either. 

Happy with his diversion, Frika took off down the street towards the checkpoint where he was to meet the puma. 

Panting, he broke off into a sprint so fast that buildings blurred past him if he had normal vision. 

Siddella's head was no doubt spinning from the sheer speed at which he ran. 

Her petty attempts at trying to steal energy from him made him chuckle. She couldn't manipulate energy of the Black Angus. It just wasn't done. Most of the Unseelie had forgotten about Ancient magick that hovered here in the land. 

It remained alert, aware of the changes in Faery, but dormant. 

Something in him awoke, calling to the sleeping power of the Black Angus. Every nerve became open to her energy, wanting to mix it with his, to strengthen them both. 

Why? 

Frika hadn't the time to figure it out yet. He scouted the surroundings, looking for Menace or military. 

Upon coming to an empty, boarded building, Frika slowed his pace, trotting down the sidewalk until he came to what passed for the entrance. 

A large piece of graffiti covered wood blocked the door. 

Pawning the ground, Frika stood to his full height while letting bones in his body adjust so he could walk on two legs again. 
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Siddella hung from his collar, forcing him stumbling back a few steps before he reached around and caught her lithe body in one hand. 

She screamed. 

He swung her around to face him, spinning the collar around his neck. Amused, his muzzle curled upwards, revealing rows of razor sharp teeth when he smiled. 

His voice, gruff and deep, rumbled low in his chest. "Do you know what gives the Black Angus its power?" 

Reaching for the chain between the cuffs and his collar, Siddella kicked at Frika. "No and I don't care!" 

Frika grabbed the chain from her and snapped it in his hands. "You should care. You've just become worth a lot to me." 

Siddella thrashed wildly, kicking out at him and shaking her hands. "What are you talking about? I'm already no good to you. What the fuck were you and your Black Angus doing in this city anyway? It's not good for you?" 

Working to smooth out the tones in his voice, Frika called enough magick to change his head back to looking fae. "Says who?" 

"Says the fucking CyberMage and his entire group of cronies, that's who!" 

The mischievous smile reached his eyes. "If I didn't know better, I'd think you actually cared for me." 

Siddella spat the words out. "Fuck no. I hate dealing with wolves and the Black Angus are high on my list of beings I'd rather die than be with!" 

32

Siddella's Surrender

 by Sascha Illyvich

Frika let magick envelope him so that his body returned to its previous form. Fur and fang disappeared and became flesh and blood fae once again. Long blond hair fell over his hips. 

Muscles flexed with power. Features smoothed and Frika even lost an inch or six in height. 

Siddella remained cuffed and held off the ground. "Ugh! 

Put me down!" 

He shook his head. She was going to play hard to get, a fact that amused him. "I don't think so. You'll run away. And this  is a kidnapping." He grinned. 

Siddella rolled her hips against his. "I can make it worth your while if you let me go." 

He cocked a brow. "You will. But on my terms." 

Muscles in her throat worked. Her jaw clenched. 

Nervousness poured off her in waves. She couldn't actually go through with actual sex; she was a virgin! "What are you planning?" 

He jerked the chain bound to her handcuffs towards him. 

He dragged her towards the alleyway, keeping them both against the wall. He turned and grinned sheepishly at her. 

"You'll see." 

The sound of Siddella swallowing echoed in the space between the two buildings. 

Finally Frika stopped and looked up. He saw the broken window, just as the puma had told him. 

It wasn't six feet up, however. More like ten. And it didn't look large enough for them both to get through. Well, Siddella could get through it easily; her sexy little body was lithe and light. 
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Except for her delicious curves would prevent her from fitting into the tiny windows. 

He licked his lips at the thought of exploring her. 

Fuck. Another glance reassured him that his body surely couldn't fit through that hole, either. 

He sighed. "Guess you're going up first." 

[Back to Table of Contents]
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CHAPTER THREE

Siddella's mouth twitched in annoyance. "You're doing what?" She looked at the giant brick wall and then back at Frika. His features remained handsome except for that devil may care grin he wore. 

That set something off in her that zapped her core. 

"You're going through the window first. It's a command, little girl." 

She snorted. "I don't take commands very well." 

Frika held up a hand, pointing a sharp talon at her. "You're not in a position to negotiate." 

She sighed. "And I'm not a little girl." She tried to set her hands on her hips but remembered the stupid handcuffs. 

"Just what am I supposed to do when I get inside?" 

Frika shrugged. "I haven't figured that part out yet. I just know you need to get inside that building and so do I." 

Siddella wanted to scream. First she'd been chased by the Cyber-Fae, forced to seduce a Halfling for cover, only to end up at a party thrown for the Black Angus. Then she'd been kidnapped as collateral, was that what Frika said? She stomped her foot. "I won't do it." 

"You will." 

"But," she gasped, "there could be Menace in there! We could be risking our lives and for what?" 

Frika looked around, before looking back at her. He settled his gaze on her. Specifically his eyes focused the part her body where her shirt hung open, leaving exposed flesh. 
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She shivered. "Oh no. Don't get any ideas, Mister." 

An eyebrow rose. "I take it you've heard about our legendary sex drives?" Frika grabbed the chain hanging between the two cuffs and yanked her to him. "Come on. I think I know another way in." 

He dragged her along. She felt like kicking and screaming but that would only attract unwanted attention. They were in Menace territory. The faction of Faeries who rejected the CyberMage and his push for technology had gathered in the various rundown parts of each City-State, holding up in small colonies in an attempt to gain strength and momentum. 

She would have handed over the grid codes to them but they couldn't pay her. 

They'd also kill her immediately afterwards. 

"Fuck," the metal rings dug into her wrists. She picked up her feet and tried to keep up with Frika's long strides. 

He rounded the corner with her in tow. Stopping, he pointed to two planks of wood with that remained closed with a thick chain and what looked like a padlock. 

"The puma was right." 

Siddella's interest piqued. "Puma?" 

"Yeah," he nodded. "More on that shortly. You can't touch that chain but I can. I hope." He reached for it with his free hand and grabbed it. Yanking hard, the muscles in his arm flexed against the fabric of his shirt. 

The chain broke. 

Frika hissed out a swear. 

Cautiously, Siddella took his hand in hers. The wound smelled of burnt flesh. His hand was warm in hers even out in 36
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the frigid cold. Her clothes weren't going to keep her warm for much longer. She looked harder at the wound, figuring out what it was once it registered. "Silver." 

He nodded. 

"Who would know we'd wind up here?" 

Frika shrugged. "Just the other Black Angus and the puma contact from Earth. This place has been abandoned for as long as this part of town has been empty. I figure we've got about," he heaved one of the large wooden doors back and waited. 

Siddella stepped behind him. "About what?" 

Frika tested the steps leading below ground. His boot hit with a thud that echoed down the chamber. "About three days before we need to leave. I'm hoping that time passes here as it does in Earth." 

Interested, she continued pressing. "Why?" 

"The puma I'm supposed to meet was to meet me a day after we planned and staged our fake coup. Come on." 

Frika pulled on the chain. 

Siddella followed as best she could into the darkness, uncertain of what was going on. She just had to follow him and hope that she could find a way to get word to her informant of her whereabouts so she could unload the grid codes and collect her payment. Then it would be off to Earth to live out the rest of her life in peace and warmth. 

Keeping her hands at Frika's back, she kept close to him. 

He stepped down carefully, one foot at a time until they reached the bottom. "I wonder if there's power here." 
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His hand slid along the wall until it stopped. With her enhanced vision she could see in the dark but because the grid drained much of her energy and kept her levels so low, it took longer than it should for her to adjust to the darkness. 

A switch flipped. Light up ahead lit around the walls several feet in front of them. 

Siddella gasped at what she saw. 

Frika chuckled. "Figures someone would lead me here. Bet they didn't know I'd have you in tow, either." 

She wondered if he was hiding more than he was letting on. If that was the case, she had every right to be pissed, especially since he'd kidnapped her. Ire rose in her blood. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" 

"I am suggesting that someone is playing this scenario like a game. I know they're on our side, the puma works for some sort of earthen wolf with duties similar to the Black Angus. 

ButE" he rubbed his chin with one hand. 

Siddella wanted to smack him upside the head. Spread out before her were tools and of sexual torture. Large wooden X

frames lined one wall while the other remained bare. 

Frika tugged the lead on her cuffs and headed towards the light. 

Her mouth dropped at the sight of so many different types of wooden paddles and crops hanging from one wall. Who knows what they'd find once they crossed into the next room. 

"Someone's a bastard." 

Frika laughed, a low rich masculine sound. "I think the bastard is the being who does not enjoy all the fun we're going to have while we're holed up here." 
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Her eyes widened. Jaw dropping agape, she reached up to smack Frika upside the head, only to be reminded of the handcuffs. She ground her teeth and hissed. 

"Poor little undersexed faery." Frika snickered. "You act as though you've never seen any of this stuff." 

Truth be known, she had but only in catalogues. Siddella wasn't one for kink; at least she didn't think so. 

He picked up an empty wine bottle. "I wonder how long this has been here." He set it aside and continued into the next room. 

Siddella trailed behind him. 

He moved aside. "Wow," he whistled. 

The large room had plenty of space with a variety of crosses, padded benches and chains hanging from various hooks in the ceiling. Siddella's mouth ran dry when she realized that she'd be stuck here for at least two days with a sexy, overbearing Black Angus who just happened to have lustful designs on her virgin body. 

She swallowed hard. 

"Something the matter, Siddella?" 

She screamed! Just the way her name rolled off his tongue dripped with sex and promise of things more wicked than the kiss they shared earlier. 

His lips curled upwards in a slow smile. "You don't realize that you're a little power source for me, do you?" 

She put her hands up in protest, aware of the chain dangling between them. "What are you talking about?" She backed up; found her ass bumping against a wall. 
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Frika slid an arm around the back of her head and yanked her hair. 

Her lips parted in response. 

He drew her in for a kiss. 

She tried to bite the tongue that filled her mouth but found her knees growing weak while it seems like trillions of butterflies danced in her stomach. Her heart shot into her throat. 

He tasted her, flicking his tongue delicately along her lower lips before pressing his firm mouth against hers. 

She let out a tiny mew and pressed her hands against the hardness of his chest. The scent of Earth and dirt filled her senses along with masculine aromas that threatened to intoxicate her. 

Hating how she responded to his body, she tried to shove him off. 

It didn't work. 

His mouth moved over hers in a sweeping manner that pulled her attention from all thoughts of resistance. 

Power flooded her body at the same time, forcing her to respond to the pent up lust within her. 

Her pussy grew damp. 

She rubbed her thighs together. The sensation of his muscled leg between hers pressed that irritating material between her legs and against her clit. 

She whined into his mouth. 

Fingers threaded through her hair, tugging on her strands. 

Teeth nibbled over her jaw and down the line of her neck. 

Siddella moaned. 
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In the distance, she swore she heard something click but her mind was too distracted with the pop of buttons off her shirt to notice anything but Frika's hands. 

"I knew you were beautiful when I saw you," he murmured against her slick skin. 

Heat flushed her pale cheeks into a shade of pink. 

Frika moved the shirt aside, freeing her breasts and binding her arms at her sides. Taking a nipple into his mouth, he kissed and suckled the nub until she was hard and aching between her thighs. 

Siddella struggled against him, unsure of what to do next. 

She couldn't move much, didn't want to move more than to shred her clothing and give into the nature of her kind. 

But he would be her first. 

She'd avoided direct sexual intimacy with others, in favor of teasing and maintaining control in all scenarios. The Unseelie version of sex usually ended up with one or both parties bleeding profusely and that looked too painful for her taste. 

But Frika wasn't giving her the option of avoidance. 

His hard cock pressing against her thighs made her wet, brought out wanton desires she'd long ago buried. She literally wanted to beg him, but that would bring out all her fears once again. 

Unseelie sex almost always involved inflicting damage for the thrill of the endorphin rush. The fae wanted to feel and needed the heat of hurt in order to counter the freezing temperatures and mechanized environment that was so far from their nature. It also involved blood. Lots of blood. 
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Usually, if both parties weren't drenched with blood, cut so badly that wounds would heal in days instead of hours due to typical magick, then there was no true satisfaction. 

But Frika's mouth continued nuzzling her full breasts, sucking her flesh and pulling strangled moans from her. 

Unconsciously, Siddella wriggled her hips against his. The press of his hard erection against her made her squirm. 

Popping more buttons from her, Frika nuzzled her belly. 

His murmured whispers sent shivers racing through her. "I have an idea." 

Heat rose in her cheeks. Her mouth parted, hands clutched chains. Her eyes widened. She looked up and saw her hands bound to the wooden frame she'd been backed against. "What the hell? Let me—oh Lord and Lady!" 

The snap on her pants popped off. The zipper slid down and strong hands held her hips in place while sliding the fabric down her thighs so slowly. 

Siddella looked down to see Frika's huge body kneel before her. "What are you doing?" She shook, rattling the chains above her head. "How did you get me like this?" Panic set in. 

Her nerves went on alert. She began sweating with the pace of her heart beating loudly in her chest. He was going to—

His tongue dipped between her folds. 

Hands on both legs held her in place while he flicked the tip of her pussy lips with his thick, wet tongue. 

He pulled another moan from her. 

She clenched her fists tighter around the chains that held her. A hand pressed against her pussy, two fingers sliding in knuckle deep. 
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"You're so wet and tasty," he muttered and dove in with his entire mouth, catching the tiny nub of her clit between his teeth. He sucked. 

She bucked against his face but felt his fingers dig in and hold her against the wall. 

She whimpered at the exotic feel of his tongue pressing against her clit. Fingers pumped her pussy, ramping up her breathing into a frenzied pant. 

The play of his tongue swirling over her, inside her, around one lip, inside and to the other built sensation inside her so tight she felt a spring tighten around her clit. 

A sharp stab of pain shot through her. 

Groaning, she almost didn't care about being cut open. 

Still, she opened her eyes and looked down to see the thick blonde mane of Frika's hiding his face. 

He sucked and licked, fucked with his fingers, pumping two thick digits into her. 

Her hips undulated against him, the sweet sensation of pain and pleasure blending into bliss that had her heart rate up. Siddella slammed her head against the wall, oblivious to the pain that would have normally hurt had she done that in a fight. 

"Please, no!" she whimpered again. Louder, her words came in stuttered bursts from the sensations swelling within her. He'd bite her soon and cause her pain! 

She fought against the tide inside her but Frika wouldn't let up. 

Frika's lips nuzzled her lips. "You taste so good but we're going to make you remember this!" 
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She screamed, "NO!" Shaking her head back and forth, she begged, her outcries being ignored while Frika's tongue worked her into an even higher frenzied state. 

The springs around her clit multiplied and tightened until something inside her broke. Suddenly she was awash in a glow of feelings so warm and inviting, her body felt lighter than air and her head spun. 

She heard screaming. 

Frika knelt beneath her and lapped up what looked like colorful juice, liquid from her core, sucking harder. 

Her head swam in a sea so deep, so pure and beautiful like the land she heard stories about when Unseelie was pure magick. Colors held a sensual aura to them; even Frika's blonde hair appeared lighter despite his being a faery dog. 

The darkness enveloping her body fed into her heart, her pussy, her body and filled her needs even as she struggled against her bonds. 

After what seemed like an eternity, she opened her eyes and saw Frika standing just before her with flames of passion dancing in his eyes. She needed to refuse the next step in this game but couldn't quite make herself say the words. 

She opened her mouth and started to speak, her lower lip trembling when she saw him reach for his zipper. 

He cocked an eyebrow. "You're a virgin?" 

Her cheeks turned a deep shade of red. She couldn't respond. 

Turning her head away from him, she closed her eyes in shame even as the feel of post orgasmic glow held her. 
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"Looks like we need to play more before you take me inside you." 

Looking at the sizable bulge in his pants, she swallowed the lump in her throat. There was no way she could take his massive cock inside her. The Black Angus were known in Unseelie for having demanding sex drives but that usually implied willing and experienced partners. 

Weakly, she found her voice. "How can you want a virgin? 

And how would you expect to slide  that in me? 

A wicked grin crossed those perfect lips. His eyes darted across the room until they fell on an object. 

Her eyes followed the line of his gaze. "The wine bottle? I don't think so! No!" She shook against her bonds and screamed, "Let me go! Let me down!" 

She didn't care if the Menace or Cyber-Fae caught her at this point. He intended to fuck her with a huge wine bottle that had been sitting here for goddess knows how long! 

He offered a sheepish grin. "You need restraint and to be eased into taking things like me inside you. And since I think we're here for a while, why not have lots of sex? Besides, it'll keep both of us powered for when the grid drains you." 

He had a point. The grid would drain her. She wondered why he wasn't affected but wasn't going to ask yet. She had to play her cards right and get free so she could meet her contact, trade this information and get the fuck out of here. 

"Ugh!" 

He licked his lips. That pink tongue of his had tasted her, had helped deflower her. 

And now it had made her blush. 
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With leather cuffs in hand, Frika clamped one around Siddella's hand before freeing it. 

She struggled against his grip but was no match for his strength. "Ugh, let me go! I don't want this!" 

He chuckled low, "sure you do. You're a faery. You're an odd one, but we all must give into our nature." 

Before she knew it, she stood on the cold concrete floor with her pants around her ankles and her hands bound again. 

Frika lifted her up carefully and kicked off her pants, leaving her in boots and her torn shirt. 

She writhed against him and tried to kick out. 

He caught he foot and yanked her against him. 

She slammed into his hips and pressure on her pussy caused another wave of tightening sensation to build inside her. 

She screamed again! 

Frika laughed, a low dangerous sound. Carrying her with one hand under her bare ass and the other around her upper body, she leaned against him. 

Hating the feel of his large palms caressing her ass, she squirmed but was quickly set down on a padded bench. 

Before she could react, Frika bound her arms above her head, exposing her breasts even more. 

A shiver ran through her. 

She lifted her hips up to kick out at him but his other hand slammed both her legs back down against the padded table. 

In a matter of seconds, he had her spread open and secured. 

Completely exposed, she winced when she saw his smile. 
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The smile lit up his amber eyes. "I'm not going to hurt you. I just want to play." 

She spat out, "I know what the Unseelie version of play is and I'm not interested!" 

He chuckled, a rich deep sound that came from his chest, 

"I'm not Unseelie and I don't play like them. I'm different. I like to cause pleasure." The yellow in his eyes burned brighter, flames of intense desire for her danced wildly. 

Siddella swallowed hard. She couldn't fathom any more pleasure than what he gave her earlier, butE

He turned his back on her, stripping off his shirt. 

The magnificent fall of his hair over taut muscles made her gasp. Rock hard muscles looked chiseled into his body. The play of low-level light over his skin gave him more definition, emphasizing the hard and soft planes of his body. His hair swayed over his hips, just below the belt line. 

She dropped her head against the cushion and sighed. "I don't want more pleasure!" 

"Sure you do. I saw the way your body reacted. Or had you forgotten?" 

He trailed a finger lightly over her exposed flesh. 

She shivered, hoping silently for more. 

Feeling completely vulnerable, Siddella shifted against her chains. "What do you plan to do to me?" 

"My dear," he glanced over his shoulder, "I intend to eat you." 
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CHAPTER FOUR

Siddella wanted to believe the chills racing up her spine were from fear. She wanted desperately to believe that they had nothing to do with Frika's warm tongue and everything to do with fear. 

The caress of his finger over her flat stomach sent waves of pleasure rippling through her. 

He set his hand over her belly, expanding his fingers around her so that she truly felt small, feminine. 

Slowly, those fingers crept towards her aching pussy. 

She couldn't stop her hips from rising up to meet the tips of his fingers. 

He slid a long digit inside her. 

Squeezing her pussy tight, she moaned and damned herself aloud! 

His voice dropped a note with each word. "You're so wet, so hot." 

Her stomach clenched and power flowed through her limbs, awakening something primal inside. The warmth of energy returning to her limbs drew her lips upward. Her hips rocked up towards his touch. 

Frika inserted a second finger. 

That wonderful sensation spiked through Siddella again causing her to shudder and moan. Her head lolled to one side. Her mouth hung open, eyes closed. Struggling against the bonds made chains clatter in the room. 

His thick fingers worked in and out, spreading her open. 
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The feel of him inside her ramped up years of pent up lust. 

Slowly, those fingers smeared her juices all around her opening. 

She rocked her hips with the motion of his fingers, letting out a sigh she couldn't stop. Didn't want to stop. He was a Black Angus, a hunter wolf in Faery and he was doing marvelous things to her pussy that kept her from the horrific images ushering into her mind from her voyeuristic nature. 

A hand brushed her thigh before those long fingers pulled away from her. 

Siddella cried out, annoyed further that he'd stopped. 

The wine bottle came into view. She gasped aloud. "What the fuck are you going to do with that?" 

Frika licked his fingers. "I told you, you've been feeding me steady energy since this began and in order for me to give back and get the most out of it, we must fuck." His voice rumbled with that deep, masculine need. "And I intend to prepare you for my cock." 

She smirked. "You seem awfully sure of yourself." 

Frika set the slender necked bottle down beside her. 

She wished she could move her leg enough to knock it over and shatter it against the concrete but part of her was anxious to see what was coming next. 

Hopefully it'd be her. 

Frika took his zipper in hand and slid it down. He parted the fabric of his pants and let his cock fall forward. 

Her jaw dropped at the sheer girth of his prick. She'd seen plenty of dick before. Between stealing gigs, she took time off to play in some of the clubs, wearing her favorite short skirts 49
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and tight tops to attract the boys, get them to do her bidding, and then rob them blind. None of them measured like Frika. 

Even in the dim light she could see the hugeness of his cock. 

His smile became a wicked grin. "I take it you're impressed." 

 Frightened.  She couldn't respond. 

Stepping closer, Frika pressed the head of his large cock against her slit. 

The head of his dick pressed into her opening, spreading her apart. 

Gasping, she clenched her legs tighter, only to remember that she'd been bound. 

He stepped back. "I can't and won't fuck you like this. I'm all for bondage but this position leaves nothing for both of us." 

Irritated at the loss of contact, Siddella whimpered again. 

He picked up the wine bottle and ran it up and down the length of her thigh. 

Cold glass made her shake. "What if it breaks inside me?" 

A feral grin crossed his lips. "Trust me." 

She couldn't. He was a wolf, an outlaw and an enemy who had dragged her along with him into whatever sick plans he had in mind. And he intended to fuck her with a wine bottle? 

She swallowed hard. Bracing herself for the impact, she waited with her breath caught in her throat. 

The bottle opening slid in, smooth and hard until it widened at the base. 

Her stomach did flip-flops. 
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Pulling the bottle out and sliding it back in again, he pushed until the short neck stopped and glass pressed against her lips. "Relax," Frika set a hand over her cunt and spread her open more with two delicate fingers. 

Unable to think, she could only feel the hardness inside her and pressure from the smooth glass against her clit. The fact that he could be so gentle astounded her. She'd heard that the Black Angus were violent. 

He eased the bottle inside her. 

A gentle push of magick called to the part of her mind that ordered her to relax. Siddella found herself opening up, letting out a slow, controlled breath. With her fists above her head she gripped the chains harder still. 

The pulse of magick escalated slightly. 

Her hands unclasped the chains while hips rocked against the bottle. 

The bottle slid out and back inside rhythmically. 

White-hot heat spread through her groin and outward, followed by the steady trickle of blood down her thighs. 

Pain scorched her flesh, forcing a cry from her. 

Frika angled the bottle differently and slid it back in She looked down the line of her body to see bright yellow and amber eyes filled with something primal and conquering. 

Yet the softness that swam in those dark irises called to part of her she hadn't felt was ever alive. 

Something eased the pain from her and turned sensation into desire. 

Pleasure spiked higher through Siddella's body with each thrust. 
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Her screams echoed off the walls in the room. 

A large hand cupped her breast, massaging the nipple into a tight peak between a rough thumb and forefinger. 

The sensations shot electric heat straight to her core. 

Her hips writhed, lifting her off the padded table. 

He worked the bottle in farther and deeper, twisting it this way and that against her slick canal. 

She groaned and cursed his name. 

He growled low in her ear, "That's it, scream for me one more orgasm before I fuck you." 

Slamming her head back against the table, Siddella felt that buildup clutch at her core before the bottle slid in so deep and spread her open so wide it felt like she would be split apart. Pain that compared to nothing she'd ever felt blended in a blinding swirl with pleasure that called to her power. 

A storm brewed inside her, clouds behind her eyes swirling in large grays and blacks that let out huge amounts of rain to cool the burning in her body. Inside her, thunder roared and came out from her in the form of another series of screams. 

She couldn't determine what was going on other than the influx of power filling her while Frika continued to fuck her with the bottle. Energy arced through her from Frika's touch. 

The hand massaging her breast cupped it, squeezed it. 

Siddella found herself writhing hard against the bottle and his hand. 

He lowered himself to her and took the other nipple in between his lips. 

She cried out from stimulation. 
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A warm, wet mouth pulled at her taut nipple while one hand tweaked the other. Those fingers caressed, stroked and pulled more from her. 

"Give me another orgasm!" 

Siddella shook her head, panting. Her heart raced. She wasn't about to give him satisfaction but she couldn't stop the flood from coming. 

The rush hit her so hard she tensed up stiff as a board. 

Crying out, cursing and thrashing about, she let the explosion inside her that had her pussy gripping around the neck and widened base of the wine bottle so hard she thought she might shatter it. 

She squeezed down on the bottle and shot it across the room hard, barely hearing the sound of it landing on the concrete. 

Her breath came in spurts, as did her orgasm. She felt that tingle of liquid run down her thighs in a hot stream that pooled beneath her. 

The satisfied murmur of chuckle against her skin sent vibrations along her and added to the intensity of her orgasm. 

After a moment passed, Siddella had calmed down. Her heart still thudded loudly against her chest and a thin layer of sweat gave her pale skin a nice sheen in the low light. 

Fingers stroked her hair, spread it out above her and around her arms. 

The silken sweat covered strands brushed against her skin and added to her already heightened sensation. 

Frika popped her breast out of his mouth. He looked at her, looming large and powerful with a delicious grin. "The 53
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Fae are the most sensual creatures in the Universe. Light pain, bondage and play are enhancements to the experience for the Black Angus. I think now you're ready for my cock." 

She shivered. Her head spun. She didn't know what she was ready for. The shirt beneath her was cold, wet. 

Frika reached up and unlocked her hands. 

The cuffs he'd put on her earlier still bound her but she could lower her hands to her face. Not that it mattered anyway. Boneless, she lay there letting the different feelings and images wrap around her. 

"I'm going to unlock your feet and carry you to a pad in the far corner where there's a blanket. Will you behave?" 

Siddella fought against the smile that crossed her lips and ultimately won out. She snorted weakly. "As if I could move right now." 

He cocked an eyebrow. "Did you feel the burst of power?" 

She nodded. His strong arms wrapped around her and helped her to a sitting position. 

He undid the manacles on her feet. 

She stretched and felt nerves, tendons and ligaments pop. 

Looking down at herself, she saw the mostly dried puddle of cum. 

Blushing hard, she turned away from him. 

Arms lifted her up against his strong torso. 

He was warm. 

Deciding to throw her arms around his neck for support, she met his gaze. Was he going to make good on what he told her earlier about lack of over the top violence? 

Did it matter now? 
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Hell, it wasn't like she could get away. She was boneless and besides, he was too powerful to escape from. Even with the magick boost he gave her, she doubted she could flee from him right now. Not with her body still trembling from post orgasmic bliss. 

Besides, where would she go? 

Quickly, she scanned the area. "Where are my pants?" 

He chuckled and walked her over to a mattress. "You won't need them." 

Panic stricken, she scrambled to look past the huge size of his body. "No, I do. Not now justE" 

His mouth sealed over hers. "Relax," he murmured into her lips. "Your secret is safe. Nothing has spilled out of your pants or been lost. I used a binding spell to keep everything in place

She sighed in relief. That flash drive would be her way out of the Unseelie. 

"Now," he set her down gently on the mattress, "you've had two orgasms. I've had none." He flashed a grin before the smoldering look in his eyes met hers. 

She hesitated, didn't know what she wanted. He was fucking HUGE! "I can't take you all in me like that!" 

"No," he shook his head and leaned her back. "You can't. 

It'll be best if," he rolled her onto her side and kissed her neck, "you straddle me. But first," his fingers slid over hips and stopped at her waist. "We need to make sure you're soaked and ready for me." 

She began to protest but stopped short when his thumb found her wet, wanton cleft. Letting her head fall back, she 55
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breathed in the scent of his body, the natural musk and earthiness of the wolf. 

With the soft mattress beneath her, Siddella leaned back against the wall and spread her legs. 

Frika spread his fingers over her pale flesh, the contrast of dark skin against her light made her shudder at the visual. 

His digits splayed over her thighs before he bent down and blew hot air over her vulva. 

Light pressure against her clit sent another shiver through her. 

Frika dipped his head down to taste her, flicking his tongue over her sensitive nub. 

She gripped his shoulders in her hands and dug her nails in. 

He moaned, sending vibrations through her. 

Then his tongue plunged inside her. 

She clutched onto him and yelled another curse. 

That soft, wet tongue swept up and down, over and around before swirling around her clit. 

Her nipples hardened. 

A hand slid up her body while the mass of Frika's chest slid over her belly. Fiery kisses burned up her skin, making Siddella sweat. Her heartbeat raced. 

Finally Frika's hips were above hers. His cock nestled her hot center. 

He reached between them and took himself in hand. 

She let her eyes roam down the line of his body to see muscles flexing. The thin sheen of sweat covering his body made him glisten in the low light. 

56

Siddella's Surrender

 by Sascha Illyvich

She swallowed hard. 

He pressed the head of his cock between her thighs. 

"You're so wet sweet fae. Don't make me come so quickly." 

"Like I have control over tha—" She stopped short. 

Before she could finish, he slammed himself inside in one smooth motion. 

With a grunt, he connected to her, balls deep. 

She screamed, feeling the girth of his cock nearly split her open. Her legs widened. 

Steel arms wrapped around her waist and torso, dragging her up against his body. 

His huge cock inside her stirred, moving against her pleasure center. A little moan escaped her lips that came out like a kitten's mewl. 

With her eyes closed, Siddella could only feel the press of his cock and his hips against hers. 

Hands caressed her ass; fingers probed her puckered hole. 

"Eeep!" She glared hard at Frika. 

The devilish smile he wore was enough to make her want to smack him. 

He shifted his weight and adjusted her over his hips lifting her up and pulling out of her. 

The absence of his cock inside her gave her respite from the pain of his girth but she whined. "IEI uhE" 

Setting her down on his stomach, he licked his lips. He sat up on his elbows and reached for her. "Spread your legs as far as you can, baby." 

She already felt spread wide from the difference in their waists. For one thing, Frika was built like a wrestler. More 57
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slender than one but he was still at least a foot taller than she was. His hair streamed down his shoulders and beneath his hips. 

His cock brushed the back of her ass. 

"Take me in hand and ease yourself onto me." 

The plea in his voice dripped with honey so sweet she couldn't help but reach for his dick. 

Taking him in hand let her feel his size. Larger than the wine bottle, thicker and almost as hard, she pumped his cock. 

"Like this?" 

He groaned. One hand caught her by the waist. "Yeah," he muttered. 

His head fell back against the mattress. 

Letting the feelings of lust ride her actions, Siddella lifted herself up on her knees and positioned him so the head of his cock brushed her wet lips. Mouth open, she pushed him in and eased down onto his shaft until inch-by-inch, she'd taken all of him inside. 

Once joined at the hips, Siddella had ample opportunity to enjoy the feel of him inside her. His rock hard dick throbbed and pulsed against her, sending another wave of tiny tremors through her. She didn't want to think, didn't want to do anything but feel. He was huge but eh was breaking her and being gentle. That much carried some weight. 

Grabbing her hips with both hands, he held her gently. 

"Rock up and down or back and forth." 

Her thighs still felt like they'd be split open but the pain became manageable. Moving her hips up and down along the length of his shaft, she rode him and fell forward, bracing her 58
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hands on his large chest. Hair hung down on the sides of her face. 

Again, the tingling sensation of lust built inside her stomach. Heavier than before, the pain it brought to her was a different sensation that felt more like ice and heat coursing throughout her body. 

Fingers caressed nipples, a hand brushed strands of sweaty hair away from her face. 

Excited, she opened her mouth, felt the press of fingers against her lips. She smelled herself on him; wet and wild as the Fae were known to be. She tasted of rain, wild with jasmine that hadn't been in this land for over hundreds of years. Felt the sensation of being filled with his cock. 

Riding him like a horse, up and down, gripping his cock with her pussy, she picked up a rhythm that pulled moans from Frika. 

Even in the back of her mind while she fucked him, she planned to make him beg. 

On the upstroke, she squeezed him until he was nearly out of her. 

Coming down, she kept her thighs tensed and slammed herself down on him with a loud grunt. 

Frika's hips met hers with equal thrusts. Hands cupped her breasts, pinched her nipples. 

The electric cord moving through her arced into her pussy, heightening her arousal. Her entire body heated suddenly and then cooled as if a mist sprayed down on her. 

His caress of her breasts became rougher, the pads of his fingers smoothing over her silky skin while he thrust upwards. 
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"I want you so bad," he continued shouting. He sat up, rocking his hips against hers. 

Her hips undulated; the slight difference in position drove him deeper. 

She bit back a scream. 

His cock quivered inside her. "Milk me, my faery." 

Siddella pressed back against him and continued pumping him. Her mouth fell on his, raining down kisses so hard her lips would be bruised for a while afterwards. 

His chest crushed against hers, the sensation of his tight sweaty skin against hers added to the feel of him moving inside her. 

Powerful arms slid down her back, wrapping around her in a hug. 

Tangled in his blonde locks, she tugged and leaned into his skin to savor his scent, wild and feral from the land and Ancient magick. Licking sweat off his skin, she bit into his neck. 

Crying out, he arched upwards into her. 

She adjusted to feel him penetrate her deeper. She held onto his shoulders and slammed down onto him. Orgasm drew near. 

Fingers tightened around her and his cock quivered. The raspy sound of his voice indicated his need. "I'm going to come in you!" 

No thoughts except for the satisfaction of bringing out his release crossed her mind. She couldn't do anything other than respond to his touches. Siddella closed her eyes and planted her lips across his mouth. Murmuring incoherently 60
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against his lips, she sucked in his tongue, felt him probe her mouth the way his cock probed her pussy. 

Fingers slid down the small of her back and poked her asshole. 

She squeaked. 

A finger slid in. 

That annoying action did it for her. Her entire body felt awash in warmth, and glowing ecstasy that flowed throughout her. Limbs felt light, head even lighter. Colors swam in a mix of magnificence behind her closed eyes. 

Someone roared loudly in the distance. A large wolf with glowing amber eyes burst through a colorful rainbow that poured down onto her. 

Siddella opened her eyes to see Frika panting. The feel of him filling her up with cum so hard and fast that it spilled down her legs, brought pleasure to her already excited state of mind. Endorphins rushed faster through her. 

His thrusts increased along with his breathing. 

The wave of pleasure spiraled into her stomach then spread throughout her body. 

Her limbs went limp. 

Frika's pace slowed. 

Siddella's hips rocked gently against his. Her heart slowed. 

Everything seemed to decelerate. 

Leaning against Frika, Siddella felt the comforting grip of his strong arms around her. They both fell backwards onto the mattress. 
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Her lips curled up in a smile. She opened her eyes to see him grin, his eyes awash in color. The wolf she'd seen earlier frightened her but his ejaculate distracted her. 

He nuzzled her neck. "That was your first time?" 

She nodded. Exhaustion crept into her mind from the darkest corners. Gone for now was any fear of being caught by the Cyber-Fae or the Menace. Frika was her captor now. 

At least temporarily. If this was what sex was like, she wasn't sure she minded. Did he feel orgasm like she did? Was this something all faeries felt? 

"How long," she murmured against him, "are we here for?" 

Hands stroked her hair. "Supposedly three Earth days. 

What that means in Faery is debatable though I'm guessing time here is running really slow right now." 

"It never runs as it should anymore." 

Frika nodded. "That's where I come in. But rest now sweetheart. We'll talk in the next few hours. I have plans." 

Despite anxiety building, her smile widened. 

Before long, Frika's breathing eased into a steady draw of breath in and out. 

Siddella yawned and laid her head against his chest. He remained semi erect inside her. How was she going to get out of this and meet her contact, who also happened to mention contact in three Earth time days? 

Funny how she forgot about that until he'd mentioned it. 

Begin his captive held certain interesting elements. 

Closing her eyes, she let the sound of her breathing mesh with his. 

"You'll submit to me," she heard him whisper. 
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Fatigue hit her and forced the world away from her mind for now. She'd worry about what he meant later. 
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CHAPTER FIVE

A low groan and a body stirring beside Frika woke him. He opened his eyes to see Siddella curled up against him. 

Wind blew against the windows, the howl echoing throughout the large room. 

Frika stretched, feeling the awesome force of power thrum inside his body. The link between them had grown in a matter of hours, creating a bond that would allow him not only to force her subservience but enhance what natural strength he had already. 

It seemed the God and Goddess wanted the Black Angus to repopulate the lands as they once were. 

Something felt off, almost as though Frika had transferred something to Siddella. 

He'd kidnapped her. At least that's what he told her. The truth was that he did kidnap her but not as collateral. The Cyber-Fae were going to be knocked down a peg and seriously hurt in a military style offensive once he met with the puma from Earth and exchanged information. The fact that Siddella had stolen something valuable from the Cyber-Fae made her an asset to him. Plus, he needed to mate with a Faery. The discussions he and some of the others held mentioned the need to reconnect with the land and blend old and new. He was old. 

Some days he felt like it. 

She was new. Definitely. 
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The lust that rode him when he first touched her also made her an asset. The Black Angus were legend among the Fae, a race of faery dogs that guarded the land for millennia. 

Once the CyberMage rejected Nature's magick and forced the Deities out, the Black Angus lost some of the power, but not all. The Grid erected by the city-states in the Unseelie Kingdom affected all the faeries, but remained futile against a magick so old that it predated Faery. 

Yet it had worked to weaken his cohorts who weren't as old and ancient as he. Slowly, magickal abilities withered away and slowed down the Black Angus. Hell, even the Red Caps were affected. Known for their fierceness, these faeries were known for dipping their caps in the blood of those who fell before them. Legend had it that battles with the Red Caps were so fierce that their red caps appeared to constantly bleed. 

That image dried up once the CyberMage established a technological society bent on logic and dispelling Fae magick as weak and inefficient. 

Usurping the CyberMage could be done but not by brute strength alone. Something else was needed and it seemed that even the Black Angus had their limitations. 

Or at least that was the way it worked until a rumor circulated a hundred years ago that combining magick with inhabitants of the land would enhance power on both sides. 

That would be the reason wolves of any kind were outlawed in Faery unless they were subservient. 

Ha! 

65

Siddella's Surrender

 by Sascha Illyvich

Frika ran a hand through Siddella's short silken strands. 

She was a pretty faery with ruby red lips, pale skin and gorgeous white hair. 

Long, slender limbs wrapped around him when she rode him earlier. Lithe fingers threaded through his hair and tugged. 

And her luscious curvesE

Hell, he grew hard thinking about her body now. 

She shifted against him and snuggled tighter. 

The key to unleashing a faery's sexual prowess lie not in brutality but in sensuality. The Fae weren't a race of hardcore kinksters who required blood and pain, despite the harsh reputation of the Unseelie. 

However, it seemed a little kink revved her engines. 

He wondered what a lot of kink would do. 

Her orgasm triggered a need in him that had long been dormant. His own charge had decreed he mate with someone, anyone and produce an heir to his throne but that for the sake of restoring power, that heir had to be a faery. 

The odd thing was that she was a virgin. How the hell had that happened? 

And why? 

The way his body ached when the throes of orgasm held her sent a chill through him. He pulled the makeshift blanket over them both and wrapped an arm around her. 

What had she stolen that made the Cyber-Fae want her? 

True she was a thief and hacker but could she have stolen something so valuable the Cyber-Fae would put the city on lockdown, complete with the earlier military display? 
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He sighed. 

She'd stir soon. They'd only been asleep for a few hours, judging by the light spilling through the windows. 

Her legs stretched out alongside his, slender feet roaming down while soft thighs parted and pressed her ass against his erection. 

The imagery he saw when she came the first time astounded him. A huge pack of wolves chased a wild deer that ran through a thick forest. Heavy, dark cloud cover opened up to reveal Herne, riding on a huge chariot drawn by more wolves. Several thousand joined in the Great Hunt, following the wild deer. 

When her orgasm ended, the vision ended. 

Her second orgasm drew out his inner wolf, calling to the magick inside him that had remained dormant for centuries. 

The third orgasm, combined with his, produced a heat so hot it forced his seed from him into her loins with such intensity as to practically guarantee she would be pregnant with his child. 

He continued stroking her hair. The Black Angus were a violent breed all right, but in private and when needed in public, they were peaceful. Gentle. Especially with their mates. 

He hadn't ever had a mate. 

He whispered a curse. 

Siddella stirred beneath him. She rolled to face him. 

He inhaled her scent, sharp and feminine with the musk of fresh rain. 

It hit him. 
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"You will be mine," he whispered. 

She was his mate. She had to be. The power she called from him was definitely a sign. 

She stretched her arms out and yawned. Looking up at him, their eyes met. 

The startled expression on her face showed terror. Any attempt to move had been stopped by his strong arms holding her fast against him. "You're not in danger." 

The icy expression she wore changed when she blinked. 

"But I am." She yawned again, opening her perfect mouth forming an O. 

His lips curled upwards in a wicked grin. 

"Oh no," she tried to move away from him but he only let her sit up. 

"You're in no danger. I'm not the enemy here." 

She shivered. 

He handed her the blanket, exposing his nude torso to her. 

Her eyes widened as they moved down the line of his body. 

The head of his cock became visible. 

"I'm sore thanks to you, jackass." 

Frowning, he nodded and shifted. "You would be. I'm not small by any standards." 

She tried to hide a smile. 

"You're fae. Your body will become accustomed to me soon enough. I'd never—" 

Her eyes widened, exposing the tri color of her irises. 

"Wait a minute. You're suggesting we do that again?" 
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"Mmhmm. In fact, I'd say since we're here for an unspecified amount of time, we use each other to feed energy into ourselves since I'd wager there's no food here." 

She blinked several times in a row. Her nostrils flared and she shook her head. "I'mEIEI uhE" 

"You want to serve me." 

She tensed visibly and her jaw dropped. 

She was going to play hardball huh? He always enjoyed when they fought, the struggle made the victory so much more delicious. He shook his head. "It's the only way." 

Her irate tone came out, emphasizing her Unseelie heritage. "For what? For me to be a whore among the faery?" 

Frika made an undignified noise and gripped her tighter. 

"No. Not at all. It seems that your sexual prowess and orgasm triggered something inside me. It awakened old powers that have been long dormant. I don't know how to explain it but you're also my mate." 

Her eyes widened. "What did you say?" 

He repeated himself. "And you're also part of the cure to this insanity here in Faery." 

She jumped back from him. Her mouth formed an O. She closed her eyes, set her hands in front of her and took a step back before bumping into the wall. Startled, she faced him with open, red eyes. The tricolor had blended into a mix of mostly red with silver speckles. "You're out of your damn mind. I am just a thief looking for a way out of this hell hole." 

"And you're also my mate." 
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The pitch of her voice rose. "And I'm also your mate." She stopped. "What? No! Where did you get this crazy notion?" 

She set her hands on her hips. 

He licked his lips. Standing to his full height, he looked down at her. She was so perfect, all cute and angry with him. 

His gut told him he should choose his words wisely, while his mind told him to do the same. Taking a step towards her, he held out his hand, palm up. "Couldn't you feel it when we made love?" 

She scoffed. "You forced yourself on me." 

He grinned. "You didn't stop me." 

"I couldn't. You're fucking huge." 

His grin widened. "You could have. But you didn't want to. 

Anyway, when we connected sexually, you awakened something in me. Tell me," his voice dropped a notch. He stepped closer to her. 

She shivered and flattened herself against the wall. She looked to both sides in an attempt to escape. 

"Did your orgasm trigger vision?" 

She swallowed. 

The muscles in her throat worked, making him hard instantly. The delicate feminine curve of her neck and shoulders, the slope of her bared breast awoke his hunger. 

"Didn't you?" 

"Yes, damnit! I did see things. I wasn't sure what they were but the feelings enveloping my body were so warm, so good I didn't want them to stop. They confused me!" 

She trembled visibly before him. This wasn't what he wanted in a mate. She needed to be strong, capable. Not 70
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afraid of the tiniest thing. "You've lived a sheltered life, haven't you?" 

She turned away. "That's none of your business." 

He hit a nerve. "The Thief of the Low Court was an orphan and practically raised herself. I understand that." By now he had set a hand on each side of her shoulders and bent down to gaze into her perfect oval eyes. "You're also fairly young which makes you jaded. I'm not asking you to be my mate for the sake of my ego. I'm telling you it's for the good of Faery and for us both." 

His mouth hovered so close over hers that he could taste fear as though it were a color. Mixed in with that color was her aroma, heady and thick with unattended need. 

He leaned forward, pressing his lips to hers. 

She set her hands on his chest and clutched at him. "I don't care." 

Trailing a hand down her muscular shoulder, he kissed her. 

She sucked in a breath but acquiesced beneath him. 

Hands roamed down his chest and over his belly. "This feels too good and will get us in trouble if we're caught." She muttered against him. 

"You want this," his mouth curved upwards. He nipped her lower lip. 

Her arousal hung heavily in the air. 

Hands reached for his thick phallus. She gripped him and gave him a squeeze. "I don't know what to do." 

"Pump me," he begged against her skin Hands caressed her and pulled her away from the wall. Drawing her into his 71
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body, he swept her along the ground and led her towards an X frame. 

Her tiny fist did as he asked, the sensuous feel of her fingers enveloping his cock and pulling a groan from him. 

Frika's balls hung low between his thighs while his cock brushed against her naked flesh. She was hot already, her temperature rising with each kiss. 

Finally he'd backed her against the frame. "Give me your hands, sweet fae." He uttered the words against her skin, inhaling the intoxicating scent of her arousal. Now that he understood she was his mate, he had to make her realize they shared the same fate. 

She didn't respond but kissed him back. Extending her arms for him, she interlocked their fingers together. 

Frika put a slight push into the words he next spoke. "Bind to the frame." He then spoke in a dialect so old it could not be named. 

Siddella's body froze. Her arms moved to the manacles on their own. Her eyes reverted back to the tricolor mixture of silver, red and white swirls. Her skin flushed. Nipples hardened. 

Having used a quick binding spell, he now had her arms stretched out above her head, leaving her breasts to hang low. "I wondered what a little more kink would do to you." 

She spoke in an attempt to show fear. "You're an evil being." 

"Am I so evil as to act on your real motives?" 

Her nostrils flared. "What are you talking about?" 
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He dipped his head between her breasts and kissed one nipple before lapping at her other erect nipple. 

Letting her head fall back, she groaned. 

There was no mistaking the pleasurable growl she gave him. 

"I'm seeing the fear but feeling your arousal. You want me. 

We need this. The Black Angus don't abuse those who serve them for they are," he suckled her other breast into a hard peak, "gifts given from the Goddess." 

She spoke weakly. "There is no goddess here." 

"There is only us and you, my personal goddess." 

Frika trailed his fingernails lightly over her flesh, enjoying the play of light over her pale skin when she squirmed. 

Her feet remained unbound. She lifted one up. 

He blocked it with his shin. "You're not getting the best of me, little faery. Not like that, anyway." He nipped her belly. 

She squirmed and squealed against him, rocking her hips upwards. "I don't want this!" 

Fingers caressed the curve of her ass. 

She wriggled and moved but remained caught against the powerful grip he had on her. 

Fingers slid up the length of her thigh. 

"You're already so wet, Siddella. What we need is to open you up to your own magick and satisfy the hunger in your loins." 

Squirming, she tried to hold onto clear thought but his tongue did wicked things to her that scattered her mind. 

"There is no hunger in me other than freedom from Unseelie and you, you big fucking—oh goddess!" 

73

Siddella's Surrender

 by Sascha Illyvich

His tongue flicked against her swollen clit. Her response brought a smile to his lips. He repeated the movement, enjoying the way she arched her hips upwards but said no anyway. 

Power built around them, forming a bright circle. 

Siddella struggled against her bonds but clamped her thighs together around Frika's ears. 

He lapped and licked, suckled her flesh. The taste of her, exquisite and sweet reminded him of honey from the farthest regions of Seelie, something everyone desired but only few could attain due to the dangerous journey one had to embark upon to get the honey. 

Her thighs wrapped around his head and blocked out everything but the feel of her against him. Kneeling before her, licking, holding her creamy flesh in his hands, he spread her ass cheeks apart. 

She moved against him. 

He dipped two fingers inside her sopping cunt. 

She rode the feelings flowing through her and her cries grew louder. Tightening her legs around his head made it difficult to breath but he wouldn't let up just yet. 

She needed more sensual torture. 

The Unseelie worked on the basis of letting fear run their sexuality but the Black Angus were not Unseelie. They were guardians of that which is between and therefore subject to their own sexual practices. In this case, what the humans called BDSM suited them just fine. 

Frika's tongue slid out of her soaked pussy and down the length of her thigh. 
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Shifting her legs carefully over his shoulders, he spread her open even further and ran his tongue along the inside of her cheek before dipping into her asshole. 

She squealed louder and clenched her muscles taut around his mouth organ. She tasted of lilies and spice, perfumes natural to her intoxicating scent as a faery. 

He swirled his tongue around her asshole, thrusting in and out while two fingers mimicked him inside her cunt. 

She writhed, rocked her hips in tune with his thrusts. 

Careful to prop her up, he tilted her hips so that she could more easily ride his face and straddle his shoulders. 

Her orgasm was near. He sensed the increase in energy flowing around them. 

His cock remained hot and thick. He'd need to fuck her soon. "You will obey," he stroked her cleft with his tongue before sliding up to the bottom of her pussy. His teeth dragged across her. 

She shuddered. Orgasm forced her hips into his face, her legs clenching around his back and neck. 

He ate and ate, lapping her juices up as though they were the only thing that mattered. The sweet nectar of her cunt flowed into his mouth with each tremor that ran through her. 

This little faery was a squirter. 

Interesting. 

He drank from her while pumping his fingers inside her. 

Harder, faster, he let her ride the orgasm. The next thing he saw, rather tasted, was an elixir so silky smooth that it slid down his throat. Energy between them arced in a lightening pattern that flashed across the space between them. 
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He heard screams. 

Hers. 

Looking up through the torrential downpour of her orgasm and the storm it created between them, he saw her head shaking back and forth, mouth hung open. Cries of mercy, pleasure came from her lips when she undulated against him. 

With his fingers now soaked to the bone, he was sure; Frika stopped moving them inside her. The orgasm died down, as did the storm between them. He needed her focused on him in order to bind them. 

The Black Angus bound their mates to them and were able to exercise control over them when they had no will. 

Siddella would fight him every step of the way. But, he looked up the line of her body and realized that to have Faery back as it was with its separate versions of beauty and sensual darkness, he'd give anything. 

Even the part of him that he feared most would be lost to her if he went through with this. 

Continuing to look over her, he watched the storm clouds dissipate between them. Her body came into view. 

Panting, sweat covered and weak, her muscles gave out and forced her to drop down. 

Only Frika still had her in his hands. He stood, lifting her with him. "Wrap your thighs around my hips. 

His cock bobbed against her ass. 

Wearily, she did as she was asked. 

"What are you doing?" 

With a hand supporting her weight, he pressed himself against her. The heat of her cunt threatened to burn his cock 76
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off but he reigned in his hormones. "I'm preparing you for some more fun, of course." 

She pouted. "I'm tired now." 

"Then my orgasm can feed you." 

[Back to Table of Contents]
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CHAPTER SIX

Her body had been wracked to pieces by his incredible tongue and the movements of his thick fingers inside her. The pain and pleasure mixed before her eyes in a whirlpool of sensations that culminated at her clit. 

His tongue had slipped into her ass. Nails gripped her thighs and pulled an orgasm from her. 

In the dim light, she swore she saw large grey clouds forming between them, complete with blue lightening arcing across the 'sky' while jasmine rain poured onto Frika. 

When he'd finally let up his sultry assault on her body, she looked down at him, still panting. He was sweat soaked and smelled not only of wolf and earth but of sweet jasmine as though he'd been rained upon. 

"YouE" She could only whisper. 

Her legs tightened around his hips. The thick head of his cock nudged her asshole. 

He undid her wrists and carried her to another table. She felt the ground beneath her bare feet, the press of cold leather against her waist. 

"I want you." He could barely get the words out, his voice was a harsh whisper filled with intense need. 

She needed something inside her again, preferably that thick cock of his. She needed to feel him ride her, despite how huge he was. 

Hell, she almost felt that submission to him would be a perfect delight. 
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Then it hit her. They'd have to sleep. She could get her fill of energy from him and take her way back to town in the night. 

She simply needed the perfect opportunity. Right now was not it. 

While she couldn't fake her newfound desire for him, she could play along with this silly need to submit. 

Arching her hips upwards in invitation, she lowered her head. "Make me yours, then." She almost laughed at her breathy voice. 

Hands ran up the length of her thighs, tickling her clit. 

Another tremor ran through her. Goose bumps appeared all over her flesh. 

"You really want me to claim you as my submissive?" 

There was hesitancy in his voice. What was he suggesting? 

She looked over her shoulder and batted her eyelashes at him. "Mm, yes. I do. As long as you fill me up again." 

"Hold the handles in front of you." 

She bent over and gripped round metal handles. 

He barked a command that dripped with need. "Don't let go." 

Before she could respond, a hand slapped her ass. 

Fire stung through her from the slap. What the hell was he doing? She glared over her shoulder but didn't have time to respond other than to lunge forward. 

His fingers smoothed part of her cheek. Warmth emanated from the spot where he'd slapped her. Biting down her temper, she looked over her shoulder and met his gaze. The 79
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amber of his iris filled with red and silver. "Have I been a bad girl?" 

"You dirty little thief," the playfulness in his voice echoed in the room, "yes." 

She giggled. Trouble was, she wasn't faking their role-play. 

He spanked her again. 

Falling forward, Siddella's pussy brushed the leather padding. Her hips now rested flush against the spanking bench. 

Frika's foot tapped hers and forced her legs apart. 

A hand lifted her ass up higher so that she stood on tiptoes. 

Several little swats landed in succession on her ass. 

Pain shot through her but she was so wet that juice dripped down her thighs. 

"Oh goddess," she moaned. 

He spanked her asshole with his cock. "I thought there was no goddess here." 

Siddella couldn't help the wanton feelings coursing through her. The heat from her ass combined with hands that held her firmly in place. "There isn't," she forced the words out. Her heart began to race. Nipples puckered hard. 

Lips pressed to her back. Teeth nipped flesh. 

Her lust filled cry shocked even her. 

The rumble of his voice against her body was enough to make her cream. "Once submission is offered, it is a gift taken care of." 

He slid the head of his dick up and down her slit. "I want in you." 
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The rush of sensation washing through her had her squirming against him, trying to force him inside her. 

His hand came down on her ass again. 

She let out a low moan. Gripping the handles harder, she arched her hips upwards and relaxed her muscles. The Fae were sexual, sensual and just because she had been a virgin up until earlier didn't mean she couldn't tempt another. 

Frika's nails slid over her skin in a pattern. Heat from where his nails had been flowed over her body, warming her and intensifying her lust. 

The mental conditioning she had used to create shields against this type of magick threatened to crumble. Her eyes widened in shock. "What are youE"? 

A hand yanked her head back by her hair. He spoke in an ancient language. 

Her body responded by taking in an influx of power that shot straight to her core. She felt something bind around her heart, not tightly but not loosely either. 

"Damnit!" She shook against him but couldn't move. 

He'd blanketed her body with his. The head of his prick still taunted her open slit. She rocked her hips against him, aware that penetration would hurt. 

She didn't care. The earlier orgasm, even the one with the wine bottle felt too damn good. 

Any attempt to resurrect the walls she'd erected against this type of magick were defeated easily. It became difficult to hold the image of a steel wall guarding her mind. 

Frika's mouth hovered over her neck. His tongue circled a spot around the nape of her neck. 
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She shivered, gripping the handles hard enough to make her knuckles turn white. "Fuck me, damnit!" 

Silky smooth hair slid around her shoulders. She looked to her side to see that long golden blonde hair cover her, caress her. Another shiver hit her. She hated the lust in her right now, hated that it was riding her hard, vengefully. It would ultimately bind her to Frika if she let it. 

Yet her pussy cried so hard juice flowed down her thighs. 

And his cock bumped her clit. 

"Now," he called out. 

With one powerful thrust, he filled her balls deep. 

Both of them groaned in pleasure. 

White-hot pain shot through her from the girth of his cock spearing her so fast. A deep breath between thunderous heartbeats calmed her just enough to relax those muscles and accommodate him. 

His breath whispered the command across his ear. 

"Breath, sweet fae." 

She inhaled, exhaled. Let the sensation of feeling full add to the wanton lust riding her. She broke out in a sweat, her light blond curls sticking to her forehead. 

Fingers brushed them away gently. "I'm going to move slowly at first. Goddess you're so tight, I love it." 

She whined. 

When he pulled back, the pressure inside her cunt relieved to give way to a different type of force. 

His cock brushed her outer lips now. 

She whined louder. "I want it in me." Reaching back between her thighs, she ignored the burning in her loins. 
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"Focus on my dick only." 

She arched a brow. "I'm trying!" 

He shoved himself inside her again. And again he withdrew before slamming into her once more. 

Impaled by his cock, she shook and felt unable to move anywhere but back and forth against him and the bench. The cold press of leather against her thighs added to the myriad of sensations she felt. Her arousal hung in the air along with that familiar scent of jasmine rain. A new scent joined the two, something deeper and more magickal but still lupine in nature. 

Frika began moving inside her, slowly. Out, in, rocking his hips up and down, pushing deeper into her, he built up a motion that drew her attention to the one thing he asked of her. 

Pleasure spiraled throughout her body, centering on her clit, his cock. Lightning arced between them and ran down her spine. 

Hands on her waist, he lifted her up from the bench and cupped her breasts. 

Still thrusting inside her, he moved in a pace that picked up. 

Pants matched his thrusts, those heavy, low hanging balls slapped against the sweet spot on her ass. She spread her thighs wider apart to take him in deeper. Siddella became dizzy with pleasure feeding energy into her. The harder he thrust, the more she felt every nerve open, every bit of power awaken from the depths of her. 
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Closing her eyes, she let him inside her, felt the wolf running through his body, his cock into hers. Pain exploded behind her eyes into a wash of colors that forced screams from her. Higher and higher her pitch rose with each thrust. 

Orgasm rose in a crescendo starting deep within her body and branching outward. 

The wolf inside her crawled around to every corner and marked her the same way Frika had. 

She opened her eyes and came back to reality to find Frika still thrusting, pumping hot cum inside her. His nails dug into her flesh, cupping her breasts. 

Sweaty and sticky, he bucked against her. The angle of his cock glided over her clit, forcing another release from her. 

More rain, this time in a mist that covered them both, came down upon them. Inside the abandoned club, it rained. 

She laughed and pressed back, using her muscles to milk his cock. 

Frika breathed hard against her, falling down on top of her. 

His massive weight crushed her against the spanking bench. 

Panting, his hair spilled over her body. Another shiver raced through her.  What just happened? 

Pulling out slowly, Frika adjusted their position, making her more comfortable. 

Lips caressed her skin, a tongue licked beads of sweat up her spine. Hands held her wrists down while strong legs enveloped her thighs. 

Cum dripped from her pussy. Could she get pregnant by the Black Angus? She formed an O with her lips but remained 84
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silent. There had to be a reason he insisted on fucking her more than he had, butE

It didn't matter right now. She couldn't move on her own accord. The mist disappeared but the energy flowing through her body held her tightly. The grid would drain her soon if they didn't keep this up. 

She spoke, her voice delicate and weak. "How come the grid doesn't drain you?" 

Frika cleared his throat. "It does. But my magick is so old, so ancient that it refuses to heed the call of this grid. The Black Angus are weakened somewhat and a belief from the elders suggests that our mating will strengthen us both. Have you been drained since you've been with me?" 

She shook her head. "MmEnot nearly as fast. But I thought that this building shielded me or you did." 

Frika stood and drew Siddella into his arms. "Interesting, is it not?" 

Breasts crushing against her chest, she felt a cord tighten around her heart. "What's this feeling?" 

He arched a brow. "The binding. It's an ancient spell used to bind two parties together. It was used to ensure survival before this land had been populated but it grew into a sort of handfasting before it too became outlawed by this technophile of a ruler." 

His mouth looked delicious, dangerous. She wanted another kiss. But the thought of being bound to him, well the legends were scary enough. 

Modern Faery had no use for binding spells or magick. 

Well, modern Unseelie anyway. "What will it do?" 
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"Mostly it'll allow me to find you should we become separated. I'm hoping," he looked at the windows, "that my contact will get here soon. By my estimation we've only been gone for a little less than twenty four hours but who knows how much time has passed on earth." 

"Is your contact from the Earth?" 

He shook his head and led them towards the bed. "Yes. 

She lives with a wolf there whom she serves as you will serve me. I hear the situation she is involved with is pretty humorous." 

Siddella lowered her head. "Yeah we need humor right now." 

Hands played along her neck and down the column of her spine. "You're not upset about the binding, are you?" 

Meeting his fierce gaze, she had to think. Being with a Black Angus was bad enough but did it matter in the grand scheme of things? She did steal the key to the grid, after all. 

"I guess it doesn't matter whether I am or not, does it?" 

He shrugged. "Not really. I have you, I kidnapped you and I need you to trust me. Oh and we're mates." 

She scoffed. "Binding me to you in the heat of passion is not the way to gain my trust." 

Frika frowned. 

She hated seeing him frown suddenly. 

"You did ask for it. Or do you recall?" 

She had to ignore him. To lie was bad for a faery but that rule and stigma had become outdated in a world of logic that held no use for word games. 

"You do." 
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She narrowed her eyes at him. Setting her hands on her hips, she glared. 

"You're cute when you look like that." 

She shot back. "You're a bastard." 

He smirked. "So be it. What did you steal?" 

In the middle of turning away from him, she stiffened. He already knew she stole; she was a thief in a world of cybernetic beings that no longer resembled magickal beings. 

Could she trust him with the knowledge of what she possessed? 

Before she finished the thought, an odd yet strong compulsion slammed into her mind with the force of a freight train. "I took data—" She covered her mouth with her hand. 

"What is this?" 

He blinked. "Sorry. That was an accident." 

Pressure on her mind eased enough to allow her to think before she spoke. "You used compulsion on me. What the fuck are you thinking?" 

"It's a side effect of the binding spell. I can compel you to answer me honestly. Since your race once possessed and valued that trait, I figured it couldn't hurt to include it in the binding. I didn't realize how strong it would be once used on a mate." He paused. 

"You use that word  mate like it holds power over me." 

He cleared his throat. "In a manner of speaking, it does." 

"Why? And why me?" 

"The heart wants what it wants. I assume you felt the cord around you during our last session." 
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She groaned. Yeah she felt the damn cord grip her heart. 

It wasn't painful, but it was unnecessary. Once she met her contact or disposed of the data to the highest bidder, she was out of here like yesterdays toast. 

"You're thinking something." 

She frowned. "No shit? Look, is this a new addition to the-" 

He shook his head. 

"You can read my mind?" 

Honest, simple. "No." 

She could poke at him. "You're really that old?" 

He smirked again. "I prefer to think of it as mature, but yes. Now, tell me what is so valuable that has the military chasing after you? The last I heard, the Thief of the Low Court had a hand in dismantling certain factions in the Kingdom before it became a city-state but had retired to only take easy marks." 

She arched a brow. Setting a hand on one naked hip, she stepped closer, pointing a finger in his large, well-defined chest. "Is that what they say about me now?" 

He held up his hands, "Yeah. I'm just repeating it. The Black Angus do not concern themselves with such matters." 

"Then why fucking kidnap me? And the plan you mentioned before we disappeared? What are you planning?" 

Frika closed his eyes and crossed his arms over his chest. 

He took a step back from her and turned to face one of the windows. 

He had a delicious profile. She hated the sight of long blonde hair flowing over tanned, taut skin that rippled with 88
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movements so graceful it could make an angel cry. And that huge cock was still so big even when it was only semi erect. 

Her eyes traveled down the line of his body to stop at sculpted thighs and calves. He could catch her in a race. 

She licked her lips. 

He turned back to her, slowly. Almost as if the move were calculated. 

Her body temperature rose another notch. 

"We used glamour to get through the city. Being that our glamour is stronger and from that Ancient Magick so old the grid cannot steal it from us, we can use it to sneak in. Our goal was simple. Start a revolution in Unseelie. You were merely a welcomed addition." 

Annoyed, she jerked her head his way. "That would upset the city-state and bring the military down on you so fast your head would spin. Don't you realize that?" 

"That was the idea. Start a rebellion here and move onto another city-state. Once the military realizes it can't handle all of the rebels at one time it'll have to divide and conquer." 

Bile rose in her throat at the thought that occupied her mind. "That would leave millions dead. What are you trying to accomplish?" She stepped closer to him, anger filling her cold blood. 

"The cyber-fae are only a problem because the creatures of this land, that includes the slaugh, the Red Caps, even some of the Black Angus feel they are a threat. The Menace have become a separatist movement of cyberpunks who would easily be able to overpower small armies. But 89
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operations like this take time. And manpower." His eyes narrowed on her. "Now, what did you steal?" 

That couldn't be possible. The Cyber-Fae outnumbered the Menace. That she knew from hacking the census records database not that long ago. She needed to test her skills against the new set of traps and cyber warfare set up to keep The Low Court Thief out. 

She laughed. Those security systems were nothing for the skills she'd learned. 

The implication of what Frika was suggesting hit her though. She swallowed hard. The feel of magick pulling at her called to something dark within. Her skin flashed in color. 

Frika didn't look fazed by her actions. 

Another wave of color raced through her, making her skin glow. 

She looked around and saw the coming electrical snowstorm outside. "Shit." 

An eye cocked. "Yes?" 

The Menace traveled close to the electric snowstorms as it gave them cover. The electricity in the snow couldn't hurt those who had gone through part of the transformation and left but no one knew why. 

"The Menace. What the fuck are they doing here? I thought you said this part of town was abandoned!" 

Frika swore low. "Fuck." 

"Where are my clothes?" She looked around to find her pants and shirt in the corner. Racing over, she shoved her legs through the pants and felt in the pockets for the flash drive. It had been too easy for her to get the data on the grid 90
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but that was a testament to her skills. The systems were tough for any of the other hackers to break into; she'd seen the trails of their feeble attempts. 

Frika found his black pants and slid them on one lean muscled leg at a time, sending her libido into overdrive. He stuffed his arms through the sleeves but didn't bother with buttoning the shirt. 

She found hers and slid it on. Panic set in at the thought of being captured by the Menace. They weren't nearly as bad as the Cyber-Fae, most of them anyway. 

"What the fuck are we going to do? Shit shit shit!" Siddella ran through the huge hallway towards the opening. "We forgot to shut that fucking hatch! They'll find us and kill—" 

The impact of power against her mind slammed into her with the force of a violent storm cloud. Her voice left her. She could move her mouth but no words came out. Irritated, she started towards the entrance only to discover she couldn't move. 

"I'm a little weaker and can't hold you for more than a moment as I did earlier. But your panic will draw unwanted attention. So silence" 

Frika strode across the hall and past her. He walked cautiously up the steps. 

She remembered this entrance was in the back of an alleyway. 

Thankful for that small miracle, she waited with bated breath. Her racing heart calmed. The power he sent flowing through her to command her, calmed her. 
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Able to move her head once again, she turned towards a large window. Careful not to draw his attention, she backed up and looked out at the cloud cover blanketing the sky. 

Large bolts of thunder clapped loud and lightning arced through the sky in a beautiful yet deadly pattern that smelled of strongly white pepper and the color blue. 

She shivered. 

The Menace would find her and kill her. Or worse. 

Frika was just one Black Angus. 

How had she gotten mixed up in this shit? 

"Oh yeah, by being an outlawE" 

Frika's voice startled her. "What?" 

She jumped and turned to see him standing only six feet away, hands on his hips. She licked her lips at the sight and cursed herself. It was a sin to look that good in the middle of a moment of terror. "How?" 

"I'm quiet. And you're distracted." 

"And you're an ass. Stop fucking with my mind and body!" 

He licked his lips. "I like fucking with your body. As for your mind, it's part of you and since we're mates, and I am your Dominant, it's my right to guide you." 

She balled her fists up. Marching across the room, she swore she was going to sock him. "Dominant my ass." 

Cocking her fist back, she threw the punch. 

It connected against something solid yet gentle. 

"I intend to dominate your ass, later. But first," he pulled her against his chest. 

Breasts crushing against the wall of him, teeth dragged over her lips. Hands encircled her waist. 
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She hated how feminine he made her feel. 

But her mouth dragged along his warm skin, tasting earthiness that was the Wolf. It wanted him. 

He captured her mouth with his. 

The two wrestled for control but his sheer strength won out. 

Knees went weak when he swept her against his body. 

Against her logical mind, she molded herself into him. 

Wrapping her legs around his thick waist while pressing her hips into the impressive erection beneath his pants, she whispered, "This can't possibly be good for us." 

"It's perfectly good," he whispered against her ear. "But we have to stop." 

She broke from another mind numbing kiss. "Why?" 

An explosion rocked the walls of the building. Windows shattered and glass spilled everywhere. A high pitch scream filled the air before another blast hit. 

"My brethren have brought the war to the Menace. We must move to a different location." 
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CHAPTER SEVEN

Another explosion shook the walls, shattering more windows. Smoke began filling the dungeon. "What the fuck?" 

"I told you, we're starting a war to end all wars in Faery. 

We're keeping it controlled but," his mouth slanted over hers, tasting her, devouring her, "things are going to get hairy in Unseelie as we usurp the CyberMage." 

One of the curtains caught fire. Flames ignited all around and lit up the room they had spent the past two days in. 

Siddella's expression showed fear he had to bury. The Black Angus were a powerful lot but he wasn't sure how far away his brethren were from here. They'd set up tactical missile offense from a good distance outside the city-state using technology borrowed from humans. It seems his puma contact had some favors called in. 

Although, where was she? 

Burning fabric, leather and metal filled the air with dangerous smoke. The two of them could breath but with difficulty. 

Siddella began coughing. 

Quickly, Frika ran down the hall, towards a bathroom. He found it unlit and with electric current to the switch. His vision didn't need the light, thankfully. "Fuck. Let's hope there's running water." Flipping on the faucet, he waited impatiently. 

Yanking a towel off the wall, he ripped a strip of fabric from it. With his free hand, he turned on the other water faucet. Ice-cold water flushed the system, sputtering before 94
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coughing up brown shit, rust and dirt. He waited a moment for the drain to run clear. 

Another missile hit a target. 

Shit! He couldn't afford for his mate to be out there alone. 

She was probably freaking out by now. 

With the wet towel in hand, he rushed back to see Siddella leaning against the wall, coughing furiously. 

He set a hand on her shoulder, spun her around and set the cold washcloth over her mouth. "Breathe," he ordered. 

The exaggerated rise and fall of her chest let him know she could do this. She took in a deep breath through the towel and held his hand. 

Yanking her towards him, he searched around with his eyes. Using a bit of magick, he felt the air for more aftershocks from the various explosions. Gunshots blasted at targets outside not too far from here. 

They had to get away before the Menace discovered them. 

Quickly. "Come on. We're getting out of here. Don't know how I'm going to meet my contact." 

"I'm not sure it matters if we're dead!" She yelled and coughed again. 

Frika hoisted her onto his back with an oomph. Straight down the hallway, the way they came in would be their only way to get out through a back alley. Why the fuck did his pack have to strike now? 

Things must have been escalated by the Cyber-Fae military. Running towards the way they came in, he wondered if the chaos caused by his little thief had been the reason for 95
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stepping up military activity or if there was something larger happening. 

He didn't have time to ponder the thought. Once up the steps and through the wooden doors, they were out in the open save building cover though debris now littered the alley. 

Barbed wire ran along the top of the fence beside them. 

Clouds opened up and dropped snow onto the ground; thankfully the electric storm wasn't with it. 

Siddella held on tight, wrapping her arms around his shoulders. 

He yelled loud enough to be heard over the bombing. 

"Don't worry, I'll get us out of here alive. You're mine now." 

She shivered against him. The cold weather hit them both once they'd stepped outside. Ducking under the awning of the building, Frika stepped towards the corner of the building where the alleyway entrance was. Peeking around the corner gave him a view of billowing smoke, a few random Menace roaming the streets and the scent of something unusual yet earthy. 

Was that his contact? 

If she was here that meant he needed to remain on the lookout for someone who wasn't faery. That shouldn't be too hard to spot amongst all the technologically enhanced creatures here. 

Shit, even the Brownies had embraced parts of technology though it made them look even scarier than they already did. 

Those who didn't take on the enhancements were allowed to live but remained severely restricted in what they could do and where they could go. 
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He hated this perverted world of Faery. It wasn't his home. 

It was a nightmare. 

Another bomb screamed through the air, landing near the entrance of the alleyway. 

The Menace who caught the fireworks right between the eyes exploded in a mess of wires, blood, flesh and who knew what else. 

"Shit!" This from Siddella. 

Darting down the alleyway, Frika decided to make their move in the thick plume of smoke and use that as cover. 

"We've gotta go. The firestorm's only going to get worse." 

Running through the tumultuous cloud of smoke, Frika used his enhanced vision to get them across the street. 

Heading away from town, he could meet up with the others and hopefully rendezvous with his contact there. Having no way of communication really sucked. 

Stray laser fire whizzed past him and Siddella, almost singing his skin. 

Frika made a decision to meander through the streets in a serpentine pattern. If the fire got heavy, he'd change and shoot back. 

Hopefully it wouldn't come to that. 

Soon, if things played out right, the Cyber-Fae would arrive and the skirmish would escalate. Then he could move onto the next town with Siddella in tow. 

Siddella coughed again. "Where are we going?" 

He didn't bother to look back. "I don't know. Just away from this area." He picked up speed and maneuvered past increasing laser fire. 
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Frika glanced behind him too late. 

Slamming into the hard body of another being, he stopped. 

Letting out a magickal feeler, he picked up electric buzz. 

"Shit." 

"Destroy your kind. And all that is Cyber-Fae." The mechanical voice spoke in a high-pitched kind of scream that irritated his ears. 

Siddella covered one ear with a free hand. "Menace!" 

"Destroy. Destroy." The voice repeated. 

The smoke cleared, giving Frika a clear view of his new opponent. 

Or rather, opponents. 

Six faeries, all mechanized, stood tall. The one Frika ran into dressed in leather with a spiked haircut dyed in several shades of gray, red and black. He held a laser pistol in one hand. His other hand remained balled in a fist. "You are an introducer on Menace territory, Black Angus. And you've brought an enemy of the state with you. You are guilty. We shall exterminate." 

"Wait a moment," Frika glanced at the others. Dressed similarly in leather, denim and boots, the other six held various weapons, ranging from knives to primitive battle-axes. The farthest one to Frika's left wore his hair spiked high though his bangs covered his eyes and appeared to be colored so with the effect of blue bleeding into red. 

His voice wasn't so annoying. "You're guilty. Proof is in your hands. Are you going to lie to us?" 

Frika had to think. They were still Fae at heart. Right? 
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"I am transporting my submissive to the High Court where she shall be tried for her crimes." 

The mechanized leader held his hand out. Wires stretched from his neck to his forearm. "Lies." He pointed at Frika. 

"You're helping the enemy. You brought her here. She must die and so shall you." 

 Fuck.  He grinned. "I'd like to see you try." 

Before any of them could react, Frika charged forward with an elbow held out. He crushed the bone of his elbow into the skull of the one who appeared to lead. The pseudo fae fell to the ground with a scream. 

Frika's foot swept underneath another faery who assaulted him from the left. 

The enemy went down hard. 

Frika dropped a knee into his chest and heard the snap of delicate ribs along with the squish of bone poking into organs. 

Wires shot sparks at him before he could move away. 

"Ouch, that shit hurts!" He darted away from the remaining four with Siddella still on his back. Her annoyance at his attempted lie permeated his head. 

That was one of the flaws of the bind. He could feel her emotions more. 

"They gave me no choice." 

She pouted but held on. 

He moved with breakneck speed away from the group of four. 

They followed him. Knives flew past him that would have taken off his head or left him with ugly scars had they connected with his body. 
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Frika had an idea. Turning back towards the Menace, he sped past one of them. 

A knife hit that one in the head. A loud scream filled the air. 

Moving towards another being, Frika stopped suddenly in front of him. 

The faery's leather crossed over his chest. A mechanical eye moved, buzzing in its' socket. 

Frika moved sideways an inch so fast it appeared that he stood still. 

An arm rose. Fingers stretched out and power lit up their tips. 

A brow arched. "Actual Magick?" 

He spoke low. "Some of us still retain what the God and Goddess gave us." 

Movement behind Frika alerted him to the presence of the remaining two. "Then why turn your back on the Black Angus?" 

"Because," this came from behind Frika, "They have turned away from the Unseelie world." 

"No." Frika jumped out of range of the energy blast flying toward him. 

The hit knocked down one more of the Menace standing behind Frika and Siddella. 

She kept her mouth shut at the sight. Her head remained buried in his hair. She trembled against him, adding to his annoyance. His mate was afraid. 
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"You've turned your back on this world and all it stood for. 

That which guards the lands which remain between resembles the Unseelie world now." 

Frika took a step back, making sure to keep an eye on the remaining two faeries. It struck him as odd that they were either really that weak or the two standing were really that strong. The grid should have solved that problem. "Where did you hear this nonsense?" 

A loud siren echoed through the streets, catching all of them off guard. Followed by the sound of treads and the smell black pepper, Frika turned to see a division of three tanks heading their way. "Fuck. No time for games. We gotta split." 

Siddella bit his neck. 

He reached back and slapped her ass. "Now is not the time for play, my sweet princess." 

She growled. 

Before he could respond, Frika saw beams of light form from the barrels of all three tanks. Lunging up, he jumped off the Menace standing in front of him before setting foot to the pavement and dodging a painful blast. 

"Time to disappear." 

"No shit—" 

Before Siddella could finish her sentence, Frika gathered energy from what lived, or passed for living in the area. 

Pooling it together inside him, he let it radiate outward in a warm flow that changed his body from Faery to large black wolf. 
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Siddella clutched around his neck. "Why gather that energy?' 

He growled when he spoke, "Better to use it than my own reserves. Now hang on." 

Careful to avoid falling debris, Frika ran with Siddella on his large back. Through the streets he rushed, avoiding tank fire and laser beams. 

His heart pounded loudly in his chest. He needed to have taken advantage of Siddella's kink and sex drive earlier to replenish his reserves. 

Oh well. They could fuck later. Right now they needed to survive. He hoped someone had gotten word to the puma of the change in plans. 

He turned back at the wrong time to see laser fire coming right for them. 

Opening his eyes wider, he heard Siddella's scream. 

Moving just in time, he avoided the direct hit but the crumbling brick from building fell around him. 

Another series of blasts pummeled the rocks and glass around them, scattering rubble everywhere. 

Frika turned tail and headed straight through the mess. 

Leaping through the air, he landed confidently away from each explosion despite smelling singed fur. 

BOOM! 

An explosion rocked the ground beneath him and shook Siddella from his back. 

His body and hers had been flung to the ground. 

More rubble fell between them. 
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"Shit!" He changed back into his faery form. Rushing to her, he stopped short when a cascade of debris crashed to the ground from above. Helicopters circled overhead with giant spotlights flashing on the ground. 

He swallowed hard. That wasn't a good sign. 

A high screech alerted Frika. He ducked for cover just before the missile impacted a large building overhead. 

Everything was so loud right now it fucked with his senses. 

Inhaling smoke in his lungs forced him to hack and cough. 

His vision blurred. He reached for the debris but felt two pairs of strong arms grip him. 

He shouted, "No!" Struggling against the pairs of hands did nothing. He ultimately succumbed to a sedative energy that flowed through him. 

The crash of falling concrete and glass along with wood and other materials before her blocked her view of Frika. 

Scrambling to get away from the chaos, Siddella pulled herself to her feet and dashed away, using the distractions of voices and weapons firing as cover. 

Her hair spilled over her face, blocking her view. She jammed a hand into her pants pocket and felt for the flash drive. Hopefully it wasn't damaged by any of the electrical warfare. 

Fingering the drive, she clutched it tightly and took off into the shell of an abandoned building. 

The thought crossed her mind. What if Frika wasn't all right? He'd kidnapped her, given her the first taste of sexual fun that the Fae were supposed to enjoy and somehow they'd become lovers. Her heart wrenched at the thought. The taste 103
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of bile became palpable. The stench of burning metal, white pepper and spice along with smoke was enough to choke a beast and even kill a faery. 

This was stupid. Dust settled and she coughed hard. 

Siddella needed to clear her mind. Frika had to be okay. If he wasn't, she was surely not going to make it out of here alive. 

Tough as she was, the reality was that he'd gotten her in over her head by landing her here and then disappearing or dying. She couldn't afford to be kept from communication lines since the need to rethink her plan of meeting her contact arose. 

She stumbled through rubble to peak outside. 

Lasers fired into dirt and rocks, sending brick and glass everywhere. 

She ducked, kept quiet. 

The thief's instincts kicked in and told her to hide and wait. 

Once the dust settled, she could explore or escape. 

Her heart beat steadily in her chest. This could be just like hacking into a mainframe under strict surveillance. 

Silence echoed loudly, giving way to the pounding of her heart against her chest. 

Thump. 

Thump. 

Thump. 

Another round of rockets fired overhead, smashing into buildings, utterly destroying them. 

She almost jumped but stopped herself. 

She sighed. At least the snowfall hadn't been an issue. 
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Yet. 

She looked up at the sky through a huge hole in the structure. No moon. 

No light. Only pure blackness blanketed the sky. 

Her heart thumped again. She swore she felt it in her throat along with the bile. 

Why was she afraid? 

Siddella swallowed. If he'd been killed defending her, she'd feel guilt. No one had ever defended her. 

The pit of her stomach burned. 

If he'd been captured by the Menace, they'd probably torture him. 

Then again, so would the Cyber-Fae. 

But he was strong enough to stand his ground and he had protected her even though she was a thief. 

"Fuck." 

She had to go back for Frika. 

Only with him was she safe. 

What was she talking about? She was a cyberpunk. They were alone in this world. Using machines for communication, technology as a prime weapon and chaos as a means to the end of society, she wasn't one to have friends. 

Especially not friends like the Black Angus who attempted to usher in an old way of being, anyway. Submission was not for her. 

A thick mist permeated the air, turning it a somewhat green color. 

The putrid air forced another round of coughing. 

She cleared her throat and wiped her forehead. "Shit." 
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She had to get out of here. It was dangerous in this area. 

The missiles fired must have been chemically loaded. 

"Damnit!" She set to scanning the area for signs of life. 

Nothing. 

She hated that she couldn't find him. He was stronger than this, wasn't he? Or were even the Black Angus affected by the warfare used to level buildings and topple the Cyber-Fae? 

Her heart ached for him. Her mind screamed that he was the enemy. 

Yet her body longed for his touch. 

More fear-laced thoughts flew through her mind, scattering her magick and clarity. Was he okay? Did he die? Would he be able to handle the Cyber-Fae so efficiently as he had disposed of the Menace? 

She swallowed the lump in her throat. He had to. 

If she was his princess, then he was her King. 

She sighed and ducked back into the shelter of the building. For now, she would have to wait and play her cards carefully if she were going to make her move. 

There was still the matter of having to find her target in all of this and exchange the data stick with the codes to shut down the grid for money. 

Luckily before she grabbed this data, she hacked the system and had prevented anyone from changing them. 

A simple routine could be written in the programming language used to run the grids that would grant her admin rights and basically wipe out the current users privileges. It could be cleaned and user rights could be restored but it 106
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would take a long while. Probably a few days if she guessed right. 

Clutching the drive in her hand, she leaned against a metal beam and looked around. The smoke cleared and before her. 

Night set in quicker than usual here. 

This part of the City-State was unusual as it was Menace Territory but the Cyber-Fae would come soon. 

She'd gone without food for a few days now, surviving only on sexual energy. Slowly, that power leaked out of her and was drawn to the grid. But for some reason, she still felt stronger than she should have. 

Frika was the key. 

She swallowed the lump in her throat. 

He'd fucked her and both of them were Fae, essentially. 

His magick was older than the CyberMage and time itself, he'd told her. 

What ifE

She rubbed her belly. He'd fucked her, come inside her a few times andE

"Oh god and goddess! He couldn't have gotten me pregnant." 

That thought sent her to the ground. 

A moment later, she opened her eyes and saw through a hole in the building. Outside, snow fell and sparks hit the ground. A buzz hummed low in the distance. 

Gone were the shouts of the Menace who followed the first few here. 

Rocket fire could be heard not too far away along with laser rifle fire and electricity blasts. 
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The front had moved from this area to farther north. 

Nothing moved. The pile of debris where she and Frika were before the explosion separated them had remained motionless. 

He hadn't made it out. 

A quick check let her senses know there wasn't a living soul around, but that didn't count towards the Cyber-Fae, who had traded their magick for mechanics. 

Cautiously, she tiptoed around and out into the light. 

The land had been turned white with snow but no sign of life existed in any form. 

That was a good start, minus Frika. 

Stepping closer towards the rubble, she tried harder to feel him, sending out a deeper energy probe at the cost of her power. 

It came back empty. 

Her heart sunk. 

"He's gone." 
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CHAPTER EIGHT

Tears formed at the back of her eyes. She fought to keep them from falling. Ultimately she lost. 

She swore aloud. 

No one would hear her, thankfully .The war front had moved. She was safe, but alone. 

With nothing but herself, she'd have to manage getting back into town, slipping past what was probably a massive amount of security and trying to connect with the buyer. 

"Hi." 

Startled, Siddella's power level rose and she spun around so fast that it produced sparks. 

That never happened before. 

She shook the thought away and stared directly at a dark skinned woman dressed in jeans and a low cut red velvet top. 

Black thigh high boots matched her top. Dark hair hung down over her waist. 

Narrowing her eyes, Siddella waited a beat. Her senses picked up nothing remotely Fae. She didn't hold the power signature of the Fae. "Who are you?" 

Dark curls swayed above sensual hips and tanned skin. 

Power spilled off her in calm waves with a dangerous, catlike movement that crept up Siddella's skin. "My name's Anya. 

You and Frika have something I want." 

Tensing, Siddella took a step back. Balling her fists, she quickly weighed the idea of blasting this woman into oblivion or making a run for it. 
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Eyes sparkled and glimmered bright purple and silver in the darkness. "You can't outrun me. I'm a puma. I'd simply catch you and take what you promised anyway." 

Her jaw dropped. Eyes widened. "You'reE" 

A thick accent punctuated the words she spoke, "The woman you're supposed to meet." 

Siddella scratched her head. She couldn't place the accent. 

"Earth side Fae?" 

Anya cocked a brow. "Nope. Hungarian born puma. I just recently came into my power as a shifter. It's been," she paused as though searching, "an interesting development. 

Now," she held out her hand, "you have something you promised me." 

Siddella nodded. "Indeed. But I don't see cash on your person." 

Anya scoffed. "What? Did you expect me to come from Earth with a briefcase full of money just for you? " 

Siddella shook her head. She shivered from the cold wind blowing past them and through the building. That wind howled, creating an eerie sound. "I don't know. I'm having an interesting time myself with all this." 

Anya's posture relaxed. "So I've noticed. Let's start with that data stick. Do you have the codes for the Grid?" 

Pulling her shirt tighter around her, she nodded. "I do. But what does Frika have to do with this? And when will I get paid?" 

"Ah yes," Anya rubbed her chin. She held up a hand and flattened her palm. A ball of light formed just above. Moving slowly, Anya set the ball of light against a crumbling wall. 
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The ball cast enough light to give Siddella a clearer view of Anya's expression. Her features were definitely foreign, more Earth than anything else. Her magick differed too. The scent of wilderness clung to her and reminded Siddella of large furred beasts that ran through the streets of Faery when she was younger, right before the revolution occurred. Much like the Black Angus, they were a figure of myth too. 

But Anya couldn't be one of those Faery cats. She was too young. 

"We have plenty of money for you back on Earth. But since things got a little screwed up with Frika's pack of wolves," she seemed to spit the last word out, "Faolan and I have had to come in and stabilize things. Unfortunately that caused the earlier war that started in this City-State." 

"I don't understand." 

"The man you serve probably told you about his plan to usurp the CyberMage, right?" 

Irritated at the submissive reference, Siddella narrowed her eyes and set a hand on her hips. "I don't serve him," she bit out. "How do you know anything about that?" 

Anya chuckled. "Much like you serving Frika, I serve a wolf too. To do my job, let's say I've been blessed with knowledge to make things easier at times." 

"More riddles. Just like a Faery." 

Anya snorted. "Yup. Faolan's mate is a full-blooded Seelie Faery with a lineage that is rather astounding but she's too stupid to realize it right now. Still dealing with a lot of changes, the way you're about to be." 
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Siddella winced. "Changes? No. I want my money for this data and to get the fuck out of this hell hole." 

Anya groaned. "I know, I know. But before you can do that, we need you to get Frika back." 

Her heart skipped a beat. "He's alive? He can't be. I saw him get crushed by rubble." 

"Silly faery. The Black Angus are rather indestructible. 

What you saw was him get hit by a large pile of rubble that would have killed any normal human. Or even some of the lesser fae. But Frika as a prince of his people is not a god but isn't so easily killed. Before I got to him, the Menace did." 

Siddella swallowed hard. 

Stepping closer, Anya's features became more apparently as the light came with her. "You're not escaping this mess unscathed, honey." 

"But I don't want any of this. I'm not involved in anything but—" 

Anya's tone darkened. "Espionage, thievery, undercover ops, you're a cyberpunk. Buck up kiddo." 

Siddella groaned. 

Anya's face lit up. "Besides, you're his mate. I sensed it when I began following you." 

Thrusting her hands into her pockets, she felt another chill race up her spine. "You've been following me and I didn't know it?" Her voice dropped. "How can that be? I am the Thief of the Low Court." 

"Your reputation does precede you but just because you steal and hack shit doesn't mean that you're a god." 
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Ouch! Siddella growled at Anya and swore in her native tongue. "Fuck off." 

Anya chuckled. "No thanks. Woman aren't my cup of tea. 

Miss Millie howeverE" 

Her eyes narrowed and her lips formed a thin line. "They're not mine either." 

Anya laughed louder. "You fae are all alike. Silly, in denial over dumb shit." She turned towards the opening of the building. "Now come on. We've got to rescue your Dominant." 

Siddella balled her fists and followed after Anya. The light shrunk slightly in size but still put out enough heat to help warm her skin. "He's not my dominant," 

"Whatever," she waved a hand dismissively. 

The sweep of her hair over her ass stirred something else low in Siddella's body. Was it that she hadn't had sex in a few hours that made her want another orgasm? 

Or was it Frika's touch she craved? 

She didn't want to find out. 

Clouds gave way to darkness in the sky, which was almost a midnight blue. The sun would be up soon, judging by the hue of the sky but it wouldn't matter. Things in Unseelie were gray and blue anyway. 

Siddella walked beside Anya while remaining alert. Nothing in the area seemed to move or felt out of place. "Where are we going?" 

She spoke low, "Away from this area. You probably know this is a Menace infested area and neither of us is welcome here. But I have a friend not far from here, just a few blocks 113
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away who we'll meet once he shows up. He knows Frika's location." 

An eyebrow rose. "How can you be so sure?" 

Anya turned and spoke dryly. "I should know my own husband." 

"Oh." 

The two walked along the sidewalk in silence. Fear of attack kept Siddella vigilantly searching with magick though she preferred to use low level scanning that only reached about thirty feet all around them. 

She kept quiet, letting her thoughts distract her while she followed Anya. 

Sounds of the war spreading to other parts of the city could be heard in the distance while skies lit up with yellow. 

Smoke billowed up against the background. 

Siddella didn't know how involved the war would become but casualties would mount high if the Cyber-Fae were fighting back as ruthlessly as they were known for. 

"This rebellion will spread to other city-states. Times are getting ugly here and I'd suggest those who can leave, should." Anya broke the silence. 

"Where can they go?" 

"As long as they cause any trouble, they're welcome on Earth. Or the Seelie Kingdom I suppose might make room. 

The lands are vast there and vegetation is plentiful. Also Millie tells me that Ancient Magick has not left that land yet." 

"I find it funny you mention that the Unseelie would cause trouble on Earth." She scoffed. 
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Anya glared. "They're usually the cause of things in my line of work. Faolan is a Protector, prince of a race of wolves that resemble the Black Angus here and because of the Fae Lust, there is much tribulation on earth thanks to the Unseelie." 

Siddella nodded. The Fae Lust was the disease spread by certain faeries that bound them to whomever they infected. It had no cure and required frequent sexual bouts between partners. It was rumored to keep the Fae reproducing but with new rules in place governing the use of magick, infection was practically outlawed and those who broke the law died. 

The fate of those who remained alive and infected was much worse. 

"I suppose. ButE" 

"You'll be okay as long as you're with Frika." 

"I don't need him." 

Anya shrugged. "Fine. Let's continue." She didn't bother to look behind her. Instead, she kept walking down the street. 

Siddella followed and remained alert. 

After a few more blocks, they came to a part of town where an occasional vehicle hovered through the streets. 

Siddella shivered but looked around. Lights in various buildings indicated inhabitants in this part of the city. "I take it we're safe here?" 

Anya nodded. "Much safer than a few blocks back." 

A few military vehicles could be heard in the distance. 

Their loud engines carried over the howling winds. Siddella kept close to Anya, noting that the ball of energy became smaller with each step towards the denser populated areas. 
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A few minutes later, they'd come to a more active part of town. Various brick buildings that had seen better days lined the streets. Neon lights flashed from a few of the closed shops and an occasional Fae could be spotted hanging out around street corners. Not too far from here, loud music could be heard playing. 

A lump formed in Siddella's throat. This was the club district, where the Fae in this city often played and played rough. Timidly, she grabbed Anya by the shoulder and spun her around to face her. "Where are we going?" 

Anya pointed towards the music. 

An eyebrow rose. Siddella's stomach churned. She'd made a lot of enemies in that club simply by being a cock tease and a thief. "That club?" 

Nodding, Anya kept moving. "We can do business and meet my husband there. He occasionally plays there." 

She swallowed the lump in her throat. "What's to talk about?" 

"First off," Grabbing Siddella's hand, Anya sauntered towards the growing line, "your possession. Second, you're Dominant. And lastly," she picked up her pace, "your role in this mess." 

Siddella tried to force Anya to a halt but was unsuccessful. 

The puma had too much strength now that they were closer to the grid and her own energy had been sapped. Weakly, she whispered in Anya's ear. "I can't go in there." 

Anya laughed. "So I've heard. Don't worry. You're already taken care of." 
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Irritated, Siddella scowled. "What's that supposed to mean?" 

"It means you'll see when we get you inside. Now come on." 

She hated being led around by the hand like a child but if she wanted to get paid and hopefully rescue Frika, she had to comply. 

Still it irked her. "Your idea of handing business involves a kinky sex club?" 

Another nod. 

"You realize I'm not even dressed for this, right?" 

Anya stopped. Turning to face Siddella, she tilted her head to the side, smirked, frowned then her eyes lit up. 

Reaching for Siddella's arms, she held them out straight. 

Ripping off one sleeve left Siddella's arm exposed to the cold air. 

Siddella nearly jerked back but Anya's vice-like grip held her firmly in place. "The shirt is now battle torn. We need to expose some flesh." 

She ripped open the top two buttons, smiling at the sight of Siddella's ample cleavage. 

A shiver ran through Siddella. She groaned. "It's cold." 

Anya snickered. She ran a nail down Siddella's exposed flesh, cutting skin. "Suck it up, princess." 

A hiss escaped her lips from the nail. Blood trickled down over flesh. "You're going to make every sadist want me, aren't you?" 

"Mmhmm. But only one will have you so you'll be safe." 
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She put her hands up against Anya's shoulders and pushed back. "I don't want that. I'm not into that sort of shit! Hell I barely have had sex!" 

Heat crept up her cheeks and her eyes widened. She covered mouth with her hands at the realization of what she just admitted. 

Anya snorted. "You did smell kinda weird for a faery but oh well. We're not having sex." 

Siddella's shoulders tensed at the look on Anya's face. 

"You're hiding something, woman." 

"So are you." She turned and grabbed Siddella by the hand. "Come on." 

Multi colored lights flashed against the black brick walls while music thumped throughout the dark club. Velvet lined chairs with high backs sat filled with patrons along the back wall. Many tables held drinks, candles, ashtrays. The scent of indulgence, one Siddella was well accustomed to beckoned to her but she refused the call. Her jaw dropped at some of the outrageous costumes worn by many of the fae. Some walked around practically nude, cocks or tits hanging out on display. 

The site wasn't unusual but it just reminded her how different the fae were inside these walls versus being out in the open. 

The only sound of spinning hard drives came from the DJ's turntables. 

The Cyber-Fae tended to avoid these types of clubs and the club goers wouldn't be bothered with the war outside unless it came into the club. 

Sweet smoke wafted past Siddella's nose. 
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One woman, with ankle length hair walked up to Siddella and Anya. 

She extended a very long fingernail towards Siddella and leaned in. "I can smell you want something." 

Siddella winced. She licked her lips but kept her distance. 

The fae's pouty lips and fluttering eyelashes were an attractive feature. 

Anya stepped forward. "She's occupied tonight. Perhaps some other night." 

The longhaired faery frowned but left towards the bar. 

Bass beats pounded loud enough against Siddella's chest. 

Another faery in a black leather skirt walked past her carrying a tray of glasses filled with various fae liquors. The rumor was that Faery alcohol was much stronger than its earth cousin. 

Siddella swiped one off the tray and downed it before Anya could notice. 

Led to a table in the back by a black door, she was forced into a seat. "Wait here. And don't steal anything else." 

Siddella smirked. "You can't prove I took anything." 

There was a stern warning in Anya's voice. "Watch it Fae. 

Remember you're still a wanted woman." 

"Hmph." Siddella leaned against the plush chair and crossed her legs. Watching the various Fae dance on the main floor made her want to get up and dance but the butterflies in her stomach gave her pause. She'd already spotted three Menace here whom she'd conned out of information and money not too long ago. 

Then there was the bartender. Her tab here wasn't quite as long as some of the others, but it remained unpaid. 
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And she'd offered him sexual pleasure for that unpaid tab. 

What if Anya knew that and was going to force her hand? 

Why the hell would she do that? 

Siddella chewed her bottom lip. The puma didn't make any sense. Here for Frika and her? Why? 

The only thing she needed was to swap cash for the data stick. Why the games? Obviously she was hiding something. 

But Anya's words rang out above the music. "You're hiding something too." 

Well, not technically. Anya knew she had the disk. Frika didn't. 

The scent of wolf hung between her and those dancing on the floor. A large man stepped in front of her, smiled and pulled out a seat. "I assume you're with my wife?" 

His gruff voice made him sound unpleasant. She nodded. 

Green eyes sparkled in the darkness. Brown hair hung down past his shoulders and framed his shaved face. A vest hugged his chest and exposed thick chords of shoulder muscle, rippling biceps and forearms. Black boots rose up the length of his calf. The stranger took a seat. Even sitting, he still seemed to tower over Siddella. 

Then again she was barely 5 feet tall. 

"What do you want?" 

He slid a bill under one glass and pulled a drink off a passing tray. The faery blushed and thanked him before scurrying off in a giggle. "Same thing you want. A wife, two point five kids, white picket fence in a land where it's not perpetually cold all the time, Frika's ass out of the slammer." 
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She winced. Leaning back, she inhaled his dull earth scent. 

Lupine. Similar to Frika's, but not so much that she could ever confuse one for the other. "You're a wolf?" 

He took a sip of his drink. "Perceptive. And by all rights I shouldn't be in the Unseelie Kingdom, either. But I am on business." 

She kept her composure despite the fear running through her. "Wolf huh? What sort of business?" 

He nodded. "Right now?" He looked around casually, "the business of seduction. Come." He stood, offered her his hand and waited. 

She shook her head. Keeping a tern tone, she spoke. "I'm afraid I have business too. And it concerns your wife." 

He narrowed his eyes and gave off a dangerous scent that she couldn't quite place. "I may not be the Black Angus but I am not a mortal shifter. If I carry you to the room where we can talk, nobody will balk." 

"Because this is a kinky club." 

He nodded. 

"Damnit." 

The music slowed, as did some of the dancers. Siddella stood and started towards the tall stranger. "Don't I at least get a name?" END EXCERPT
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CHAPTER NINE

"Virus." 

He didn't offer any more information. 

Her shoulders slumped. She started towards him when a hand caught her by the shoulder. 

She spun around to face a rather angry scowl on a small, dark skinned brownie. The flat nose gave it away. Frumpy hair matted against his forehead. Dull eyes glared angrily through tiny slits. Fangs protruded from his lips. 

Dressed in black leather from head to toe, he would have been menacing if he wasn't so miniscule and weak on her power radar. 

His thick voice was awash with annoyance though it smelled like too much liquor. "You're not entirely free to leave." 

She shook the little bastard off. She was short but he was shorter. "Look little man, I don't have time for you." 

"You never have time," he hissed. "Always a tease." 

Virus came behind her. "What do you want?" 

The brownie hissed. "This doesn't concern you, Protector. 

Back off." 

"Or you'll do what to me and my submissive?" 

Club law enforced and respected D/s couple's rights. In short if you were a submissive to someone you entered with then you were theirs unless otherwise stated by both parties. 

Thank the Gods. 

Siddella glared at Virus but remained silent. 
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"You'll be dealing with a lot more than you and your friends,' he jerked a thumb towards the other brownies sitting at a nearby booth, "can handle. I don't know what she owes you but I don't care. We have adult business to tend to." 

Each word was punctuated by another annoying hiss. 

"You'd better make you're with this one and that we don't find you to be a lying submissive," he glared harder at Siddella. 

"Don't forget you owe us sometime soon, thief." 

"Fine, yeah whatever." She backed up towards Virus, bumping into his body and his impressive erection. What was it with the wolves and their huge cocks? 

She licked her lips. "Shall we go, Master?" 

Virus's frown became a wide grin. "Yes. Let's." 

He led her past several tables and down a hallway. 

Screams filled the halls that sounded more erotic than pain filled. This club allowed full penetration. Most clubs in the Unseelie city-state allowed full on sex due to the cyberpunk culture. Things weren't safe, might as well live life hard and fast, right? 

Siddella shuddered at the thought of what the brownies would extract from her if they could. The one night she'd been forced to deal with one, she was promised freedom from the usual pact of switching information for sexual favors. 

Except that she got what she needed before paying her debt. 

Opening a door, Virus let Siddella enter first. 

She glanced at him and saw the wicked gleam in his eyes. 

"What?" He wore a cocky grin. 
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She stepped inside the room. A switch flipped on purple lighting that cast a blue hue over exposed skin. Moving blond locks behind her ears, she looked around. "What is this?" 

A padded table sat in the middle of the room similar to the one she'd been fucked on when she was with Frika. 

A chill ran through her at the thought of his cock filling her. 

Or even his hand controlling the wine bottle inside her, bringing her closer to orgasm. 

Electrodes protruded from an outlet on the wall. The smell of singed flesh hung in the air along with typical antiseptic. 

The fae didn't need the antiseptic; no real disease could affect them. But the cleaning products gave the illusion of humanity in an otherwise inhuman world. 

A loud crack from behind her signaled her attention towards Virus. 

The door shut. 

He held a whip in his hand and his grin widened. 

"No. I don't think so pal. I'm not like the others!" She ran for the door but bumped into him. 

"Relax. I'm not a fae, remember?" 

"Yeah but if you're anything like—" 

"Frika then I'll be a tyrant?" 

She gasped. "How did you know?" 

"It seems," he cracked the whip again and brought the leather to his nose, "that the Protectors and the Black Angus have a lot in common. I rather like kink but I'm much softer." 

She smirked. "Define softer in this world?" 
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His lips pursed together in a thin line. "I likeElet me show you." 

He came closer towards her, setting the whip aside. 

Reaching for her shirt, he popped a few buttons so to expose her flesh. Tugging the shirt down just past her shoulders, he held her. "Light bondage." 

She licked her lips. 

Bending down, he kissed her mouth, chastely. "You're marked so this can't go much further than light BDSM play. 

But," he backed her up against the wall, "I can restrain you here." 

She fought against him but the confines of her shirt kept her from moving. She squirmed against him but the girth of his body was too much for her. 

His lips captured hers again. 

He tasted of smoke and alcohol, brandy most likely. The heady earthiness of his personal scent filled her flaring nostrils. 

She clutched at his arms, squirmed against him and arched her hips into his thighs. Wishing for Frika, she kissed Virus back softly, molding her body to his. 

Juice ran between her thighs. She felt a slight push of power into her. He broke from the kiss and whispered against her ear, "You'll need it." 

Delicious energy flowed into her, charging her similarly to how Frika's magick had. 

His hips bucked against hers. 

She clawed at his exposed skin. 

Biting her neck, he hissed low against her skin. 
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The movement sent a vibration down her that connected with her clit. 

The bass thumping against the wall added tension to her already heightening sex drive. She'd kill to have Frika here and in her. The thought startled her, made her gasp. 

Virus pulled back. "Did I hurt you?" 

Her jaw dropped. "You're asking if you hurt me?" 

He nodded. "I told you, I like kink but I'm kink light. Silk scarves, light bondage, that sort of thing." 

"Then this is just for show?" 

"And practice." He offered her a grin. "If you really want more D/s, I'm sure I could conjure up a leash and lead you around sniffing my boots." 

She snorted. "As if." 

Virus's lips pursed. "Well you'd do it if Frika were asking." 

Her snort grew louder. "What is it with everyone asking about that arrogant bastard and me?" 

"Anyone who has met him can probably smell him on you. 

He marked you the first time you two fucked. That's why I didn't bite you that hard." 

He grinned. 

She found the dopey grin he wore somewhat endearing. "I am not his." 

The door opened with a loud bang. Siddella jerked to see Frika standing in the doorway, his large body taking up most of the space. Anya stood behind him. 

Frika's disheveled hair stuck to his skin. Sweat and blood dripped down from various cuts in his face and the sleeves of his shirt were torn, exposing
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Pulling away from Virus, she shoved her arms further into her shirt and adjusted it over her shoulders. It still hung open and exposed her breasts but at this point she didn't care. 

"You're alive?" 

Strong arms wrapped around her waist and picked her up. 

His mouth hovered over her ear. "Yes. The Black Angus are nearly indestructible." 

She pressed against blood stained skin and cloth, the scent of iron thick in his presence. His shirt stuck to his body. She held him at arm's length. "What happened?" 

He coughed, spat blood on the floor. "Thank Goddess for this being a BDSM club." 

Frika released her. 

She stepped back, caught him when he fell into her arms. 

The weight of him was nearly impossible to fathom with his wide girth but she managed to hold onto him. 

"Sex. Need sex now." His heart beat against his chest, loud enough for her to hear over the thundering music. 

Something was wrong with him. 

Staring at him wide eyed, she realized what he'd just said. 

"You need what?" 

"Sex." He pushed himself from her and leaned against the wall. 

It was no fair that he looked so delicious that her body wanted him inside her despite his girth, lack of preparation and her determination to leave as soon as she had a chance. 

The way his hair fell forward hid the harsh planes of his rugged face. The line of his jaw looked too kissable, even with blood smeared over his skin. 
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"You just barely escaped what, the fight of your life and you're wanting me to fuck you?" 

He chuckled, a low throaty sound. 

Anya moved behind him to stand by Virus. He wrapped an arm around his wife. 

"Sex will," he coughed, "heal me faster than a medical doctor. Besides," he coughed again and pushed himself off the wall, "you're weak. I can feel it." 

Her jaw dropped. "So? Look pal the sex was interesting the first two times but I'm swearing to you all that I'm not like the rest of these fuckers in this place." 

"So you'd rather we let the brownies have what they wanted earlier?" This came from Virus. 

She glared at him. 

Anya smirked. "It's a small price to pay if you're going to cause the downfall of the resistance outside." 

"I can't believe this shit!" She threw her hands up in the air. "I can't," she started towards the door. "First I get kidnapped by a large brute who happens to be older than dirt and actually knows what I am! Then I'm forced to fuck him in order toEtooE" 

The smoldering glance Frika gave her was enough to disturb her and make her wet. She still didn't want to respond to his advances. Sex was not for her. Someone always got hurt emotionally and in this land, emotions were useless. 

Frika snorted. The slow smile that spread across his lips clearly irritated her. "Increase your power. And don't forget the binding ritual. And the awesome cunnilingus you got." 
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Balling her fists, she brought them to her sides. Glaring angrily at Frika, she started towards the door. "I'm not responsible for the downfall of anything. The brownies I can outrun. I'm sure I can find a higher bidder for the key to the grid than you." 

All three mouths dropped open. 

"You managed to steal something that they want us not to have?" Virus's harsh whisper sounded filled with astonishment. 

Smirking, she nodded. "Yeah. I am the Thief of the Low Court for a reason." 

With a gleam in his eyes that showed his intention, Frika started for Siddella. 

She swallowed. She couldn't outrun him. 

She managed to obtain data that would ultimately shut down the grid, thus freeing the citizens from the stranglehold placed by the restrictive power source. 

She was good. His heart warmed at the thought of her being brave enough to face such an enemy. But right now, he needed to recharge them both. 

He knew she'd resist the idea. She had been the bane of annoyance in the short time he'd known her but he somehow found her endearing. Fighting off the Menace who cornered him beneath the rubble had been a chore but one he could easily handle. Those few fuckers who attacked him weren't anything but a way to get information to him. 

But Siddella's refusal to fuck needed to be dealt with. He did take quite a beating and the sexual fluid exchange between them would restore his power and heighten hers. 
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And it seemed a little forced coercion would strengthen not only the bond between mates, but ensure she remained bound to him. 

"I knew you stole but I didn't know what. Now you tell me what I've been hoping for?" He looked at Anya. "Did you know this?" 

She shook her head. "She said she had it and naturally I believed her. She's Fae through and through and will not lie. 

Word games on the other handE" Her voice trailed off. 

Siddella shot daggers at Anya. "You were meeting her too? 

This has been a set up hasn't it?" 

Frika leapt at Siddella and grabbed her by the wrist. "No setup. Just fate, it seemed." Tugging her towards him, he yanked her chin upwards and conquered her mouth with his. 

Tasting her sweet, savory lips, the softness of which made him hard, he arched his hips upward and pressed against her warmth. 

She protested and tried to strike him with her free hand. 

He caught her other wrist and held it above her head. 

"Virus, grab her legs." 

She kicked out at him but Virus was on her in a millisecond, using strong arms to capture her legs. Yanking her pants off, he tossed them aside. 

She protested into Frika's passion consumed kisses. 

Still, her mouth molded to his while her tongue slipped past his. 

They wrestled for control of the kiss. 

Her body responded while she screamed protests. 
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Walking her over to the padded bench with Virus's help, he set her down onto the leather and laid her back. She kicked and fussed at him. 

"Let me go! I'm not your mate and I don't want this!" 

"Anya you might want to split." Virus ordered. 

Anya sighed but nodded. "I'll be outside. Don't piss me off, Virus." 

Virus and Frika exchanged glances before Virus mouthed something. 

Frika nodded and returned towards Siddella. 

"You don't need me and love me!" 

His mouth came down on hers, fingers threading through her hair to yank her head back. Teeth nipped her neck She squirmed against him. 

He growled against her skin. "It's not about love at this point." 

A hand slipped from his grip and caught him across the chest. 

He snorted. "You're not going to hurt your mate." 

"We're not mates," she screamed for the third time. 

The door shut behind them and it was just Virus, Siddella and Frika now. 

Teeth nipped pale white flesh. Weakness threatened to bring him to his knees but the throbbing between his legs reminded him of the ultimate goal. The thud in his heart, the rope binding the two of them remained a constant even as he struggled with the idea of having a mate. "Yes we are. Let me show you just how good it can be," he nuzzled her breast. 

She moaned another objection but her resistance slowed. 
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He pulled a nipple into his mouth. Holding both her hands in one, he suckled her flesh. 

She cried aloud. 

Power began to flow from her to him and back again in a bright arc that lit up the room. "You're my submissive, my mate. I need you as you need me." 

She shook her head back and forth. Sweat covered her body now. 

Trailing a finger along her arm and down the side of her ribs, he continued lapping her breast. 

She arched into his touch. Shifting her hips, she struggled harder but Virus kept a firm grip on her. 

He dragged his teeth over her breast and bit her collarbone. "I need your heat around me to make this connection stronger, Siddella." 

"Fuck!" She screamed and squirmed harder. 

A hand slapped her bare ass. 

She shuddered. 

Frika's fingers slid in deeper into her cream filled pussy. 

She moved her hips up wantonly to meet his fingers. 

Another slap against her ass made her cry out louder. 

Frika's nails dug into her flesh. He bit her bottom lip, tugged on it. 

Her tongue swept over his mouth, tasting her blood. 

Conjuring up the image of what he wanted from her, he projected it into her head. 

Startled, she shook and tried to sit up. "No! I can't take that! I won't! You're both too fucking big!" 
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The grin on Frika's face widened. "You can. You are capable, beautiful fae." His husky voice dropped lower, "and I'll command it to pull power from our union and into us." 

He projected the image to Virus. 

With an automatic understanding, Virus tore off a strip of cloth from her pants and used it to bind her legs together. 

She thrust her legs up and out, missing him barely. 

Frika moved to capture her legs. 

Virus now stood at the head of the table. 

"Be gentle as this  is my mate," Frika cautioned. 

Virus nodded. "Yes. She'll just be pulling power from me anyway, right?" 

"No! No no no! Damnit why won't anyone listen to me?" 

Frika's fingers caressed her tight calf. He bent over her, brushed his mouth over her pale white thighs. "Because you're responding so well to this." 

His tongue snaked up her thigh. 

She shivered and moaned. 

Virus unzipped his trousers. His cock fell forward. 

Her eyes widened. "He's also huge!" 

"Yes he is," Frika sighed. "But you're only considered with," he tore the strip from her ankles, "mine." Spreading her legs apart took effort; he'd give her that. 

"What's to say I won't bite his off?" 

Virus's eyes widened in horror. 

"This," Frika tugged her to him, pressing his swollen cock against her heat. She was already so hot, so wet and ready. 
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already fucked once before and he'd made sure to ramp up the bondage aspects here. 

She needed that fight to grow wet enough to take him. 

Fighting harder against him, she only managed to rub her slit up and down his shaft. 

He groaned at the same time she did. 

Taking himself in hand, he pushed the head of his cock inside her searing heat. Once he was balls deep, she stopped fighting. 

Her body responded by opening up despite her cries. 

He jerked in and out just once. 

She threw her head back, her mouth hung open. 

Virus took her head carefully in his hands and held her. His cock stood out erect, proud. 

Frika began moving, pumping slowly. He pulled out slowly, pushed back in even slower. 

She gripped him tightly with her lips, pressing hard along the length of his shaft so that he choked out another moan. 

Gently, Virus slid inside her mouth. 

She closed her lips around him. 

He bit back a curse. 

In a low whisper, Frika spoke. "I need this power as do you, my sweet fae love." Keeping her legs parted, he leaned forward and trailed kisses along her torso, stopping to suckle various bits of skin. "You're mine." 
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CHAPTER TEN

She couldn't take it. The assault on her senses consumed her like a burning fire. Her body heated like embers from his sensual touch, the sweet and slow rhythm of his cock pulsing between her legs. She couldn't move much without pulling groans from Frika. 

She had some control over him. 

The thick cock in her mouth wasn't as large as Frika's but tasted of wolf and man all the same. Virus had been delicate and even though she wanted to hurt him, with Frika's sensual attack on her, she wanted nothing more than to remain filled. 

Virgin only a few days ago. 

Now a real faery, it seemed. Corrupted and—"oh gods and goddesses," his cock brushed over her swollen clit. 

She sealed her lips around Virus and let him pump into her at the same pace Frika did. Her body grew damp, her pussy wetter, and her skin flushed a deep red while heat crept up. 

She couldn't stop bucking her hips to meet Frika's thrusts. 

Colors swirled around her closed eyes. She coughed. 

She swore she heard Virus apologize in the background. 

Sounds increased, sensations became somehow more real with each thrust of Frika's huge cock. She swore he'd split her open but the way her body accepted him into her made her not care as long as he kept hitting that one button. 

A thumb played over the slicked nub of her clit. 

She screamed in pleasure. 
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The vibrations along Virus's cock must have felt good because he jerked himself out. 

Power flowed in thin gold chords from him to her then to Frika. 

It seemed he was able to direct the flow of energy so that her body acted like a filter. She wondered why but lost the thought with his thrusts. 

"You should," Virus's cock slipped back into her mouth, "do this more often!" 

Her tongue slid along the top of his shaft, caressing veins and the thick purple head. He tasted sweet, sticky, just like she felt between her legs. Nipples hardened, hips bucked. 

She swore she heard screams, voices yelling loudly until she realized that the voices were hers, all in various pitches, tones but still so very feminine. Fingers tugged her white hair while hands slapped her thighs harder. 

Balls slapped against her ass in rapid-fire succession. The storm appeared between the three of them and held her attention while orgasm remained just barely in reach. 

She moaned, crying desperately for release. 

Nails raked down her skin. 

Wounds opened up and bled. 

"Push out the old energy, Siddella!" Frika called. 

She didn't know how! She couldn't respond with thick cock in her mouth but she rolled her hips upwards in time with him. 

He groaned aloud. 

136

Siddella's Surrender

 by Sascha Illyvich

Clouds from the storm opened up and rain poured down on the three of them in golden light that brightened the room. 

She saw clearly that Virus shaved his cock and balls. 

He bucked against her, his prick throbbing in her mouth. 

"I'm gonna cum!" 

Frika yelled, his voice throaty and filled with need. "Do it!" 

Siddella began to respond but suddenly the thick, warm taste of salty cum filled her mouth like a flood. 

She struggled to swallow every last drop, aware that the energy she received flowed from Virus and his cum. He pumped harder into her mouth, balls slapping against her face. 

Frika's thrusts grew furiously fast in pace, shoving her head off the table. 

The angle of her head made it easier to take all of Virus inside her. 

She swallowed, choking, coughing while tears fell from her eyes. 

The storm clouds above them raged in a frenzy that poured down more gold rain. The wetness cooled her, made it easier to swallow and take Frika's wounds into her own body. 

She didn't know how to force the old blood or magick out so it remained inside her, making her queasy. The clouds swirled around in an angry mess that mimicked the contents of her stomach. 

Frika's nails dug into her thighs. 

Virus pulled out of her mouth and stumbled back against the wall, panting. 

The chord above her linked now just to her and Frika. 
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Frika yelled, "Focus on me, love. Focus that energy on healing, kicking out the negative." 

"I don't know how! She cried. 

He thrust harder but slower. The thickness of his cock inside her pulled her thoughts from the storm clouds before her to the image of him down the line of her body. 

Legs spread, huge prick filling her, muscles worked in Frika's stomach, chest. His arms bulged and the closed look on his face mimicked how she truly felt about him right now. 

"Oh goddess make me!" The clouds parted with energy spinning around her that seemed to center around the focal point of their joining. He felt so fucking good inside her. 

Eyes jolted open, fists bunched up; she slammed them down on the table and spread herself open as wide as she could. 

Frika's cock quivered. He opened his eyes while his sensual mouth strained to get the words out, "Come baby!" 

Looking down the line of her body, Frika realized she wanted her orgasm and that it would hit them both with the force of gale winds, filling each one of them with newfound power and energy. 

The way she writhed around him, her tight pussy milking his cock kept his focus solely on her pleasure and his, but she needed to discard the weak energy to make room for what was to fill her. 

She screamed, thrashing her head back and forth while her hips lifted up and down off the padded leather table. 

She squeezed his cock tighter and tighter, bringing him closer to orgasm. 
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If she kept that up, he'd lose it and waste energy. "You've got," he grunted, "to control the energy flow, Siddella!" He pushed in and out of her, faster, faster as his body felt driven by wanton lust and need rather than logical sex designed to refuel them both. 

Sweat covered, his hair fell over his eyes, stuck to his skin. 

Scents of jasmine and rain filled the room and spilled over them in a golden white light that highlighted just how pale his new mate was. 

Slender and muscled, her breasts bobbed up and down with each thrust. She gripped the sides of the table and cried aloud. If she felt anything like what he was experiencing, lack of cumming was killing her. 

He bent over her while remaining inside, his swollen cock on the verge of explosion. Low, his whisper came out more like a growl, "You've got to focus on me! Send that bad energy elsewhere!" 

Twisting around, her legs hooked around his thighs and pulled him deeper into her. 

Frika groaned. Running a hand through his hair, he set both palms flat against her thighs and kept her legs as open as possible. He just had to hold her off for another moment while he concentrated on helping her. 

She milked and squeezed him, the full release of her orgasm hitting like a missile exploding into her. Light spilled out from her core and a line of energy carved a bright line up the center of her body. 

Her heart thudded loud enough for him to hear it. It echoed again. 
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Time seemed to slow down. 

Her ears became pointed, hair grew out. Lips became fuller and colored like blood. 

She opened her eyes, the wild expression in them showing the Black Angus leading the Hunt along with the Goddess. 

Frika cried aloud. Digging his nails into her thighs, he squeezed her, felt her grip his cock and milk it for every last drop she could. 

His balls drew up against his skin, the echo of him slapping against her became loud enough to match that rhythm of her heartbeat. 

He threw his head back and spilled hot seed into her while pounding her. 

Falling forward, he looked into her eyes; saw the strained expression on her face when mist filled her eyes. 

Raggedly breathing words came out of his mouth in utter nonsense. "Wolves. Angus, sex, power," he repeated. 

Siddella shook beneath him, her slightly larger yet still frail body bowed, forcing her head into his chest. 

Siddella's face was tear soaked, her body sweat covered. 

The light show dissipated into her skin and left her marked with lines of red and silver where veins would normally be visible. 

Her scent changed dramatically too. She smelled lupine. 

Pulling her to his chest, Frika held a crying faery in his arms. 

Slowly, he pulled out of her and lifted her off the table. 

She wrapped her thighs around him and sobbed. "I don't want this! I can't have this be a part of me!" 
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Stroking her hair, he whispered into her ear, "What love? 

What's a part of you?" 

She pushed away from him. She felt it deep within her, the movement of something large and powerful. A force to be reckoned with welled deep within her and had awoken. Tears slid down her eyes in a steady stream. "Being filled by The Goddess is not something I can handle." She sniffled and wrapped her arms around her shoulders. 

His expression changed. "Filled by the Goddess. Are you serious?" 

She shook her head in acknowledgement. "Yeah. I think this power coursing through me is Her." 

Frika's lips curled upwards in a smile. "Then we have done what we needed to do in order to save this land." 

She glared at him. "We didn't do anything but make me a common whore that now carries power I can't handle!" Her voice rose, "I let you have your way with me and now what? 

Now not only am I an already dead, I'm so fucked." 

His lips curled upwards in a slow, satisfied smile. "You were. And will be again. Look, I don't understand the hesitancy in all of this. You're fae. Our lands have been raped by the curse of technology and you've become a thief to survive. That proves you're in for the long haul" 

Disgusted, she threw her hands up. "You don't know shit about me!" She screamed back at him. Stepping closer to him, she pushed a finger into his chest. "You only know I steal, and hack machines. You have no idea where I've been or what I've done." 
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A hand covered her mouth. "I know enough to know that no man is an island and that no fae should be left in this state. This isn't the land as it once was. And you can help to restore it. Accept your fate and face reality!" 

She slapped him across the face. 

He stepped back and wiped blood off his lip. 

Even though his commanding tone irritated her, she winced when he stepped closer to her. 

"You will not do that again." His commanding tone irritated her. 

She felt fear at the prospect of taking on something she had no interest in. "This isn't my fight." She spoke weakly. 

"I'm not—" 

A hand pressed down on her shoulder. She jerked her head to see Virus standing behind her. "Look, we're not alone and neither are you. Prince Faolan and Millie will be here soon to help. Frika's barrage is just that, a disruptive barrage." 

She looked at Frika. 

He nodded. "It's merely a distraction. We're the front line. 

We attack first. We disappear. We support the next phase and in time, Faery, the Unseelie world will return as it once was." 

She could barely remember the land of sensual darkness. 

Images flashed in her mind of vivid forestry with wild plants and numerous beings fluttering around. Villages, not mechanized city-states dotted the land and Faery had a pulse all its own. 

The pit of her stomach burned at the thought of that land dying out. Replaced by the computerized version of Faery she grown up in, she watched the vision Frika projected into her 142
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mindEno it wasn't Frika. It was the Goddess, active in her, who set the images in motion in a quick blast that let her see the progression of flora and fauna die out and be replaced by ice and sleet, snow and electricity. 

Tears burned the backs of her eyes. She fought not to let them fall but even a thief Pain in her at the site of all the beauty caused her to fall to her knees and weep aloud. 

Frika's hands settled around her and pulled her body into his. 

Warmth felt good. 

Comforting, almost like the presence in her mind that kept telling her she needed to be part of the resistance and restore Faery. 

She swallowed the lump in her throat and met his gaze in the dim light of the room. Awareness of what needed to be done hit her. She had to take out the computer systems, into just shut the grid down. Thinking back to her earlier visits to the city's main computer systems, she realized she could hack into the main system in the City State and shut it down. 

The diversion would be just enough according to the information she remembered that the Fae would be allowed to gather power. 

But then what? 

How many could fight against the Cyber-Fae? For that matter, how many would fight? The cybernetic beings weren't faery anymore. 

Frika's hands stroked her back. "You're thinking. Whatever it is, it's a bad idea." 
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She looked at him, searching his eyes for sympathy. "You just said that this was all supposed to happen." 

"No," he shook his head. "Not exactly." 

"Then what?" 

"We only assumed that finding me a mate would strengthen my ties to Faery and give us an advantage over the Cyber-Fae. This assumed—" 

A voice whispered in her head, thick and masculine. She couldn't hear the words but the emotions behind it fueled her next sentence. "That you could control me? That you could own me?" 

Frika's grip on her increased. 

She fought back against him. "I need clothes. Now." 

"I don't like the look on your face, Siddella." 

She glared at him, pursing her lips together in a thin line. 

"I still have rights here as a  submissive. " She punctuated the word just enough to imply that she would use the club's security as a reason to get him and Virus thrown out. 

Frika complied. 

Handing her pants and a top, she took the clothes and slipped them on. The ability to use borrowed magick would get her out of the club and away from him while letting her get some food in her body and find a place to hide. 

Dressing, she snapped her fingers. Shoving a hand into the pocket, she felt amazement at the fact that the data drive still remained where she had left it. 

"Here," she pulled it out. "This is the data you both seek. 

It will shut down the grid in all of Faery. Tell Anya I expect to be paid still." She tossed the drive to Frika. 
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He caught it. 

Before he could follow her, she pushed past him and through the large door into the main area of the club. Music pulsed loud while patrons danced, drank and engaged in various sundry activities. Spotting the annoying brownies to her left and a few Menace to the right, she saw a clear path to the door. 

Summoning enough energy to form a blast, Siddella took aim and fired behind her. 

The blast hit a wall with a loud explosion. Debris crumbled down over the doorframe, blocking Frika and Virus long enough to buy her time to escape. She summoned another energy blast and aimed it directly in front of her. 

Using a burst of speed, she shot the blast straight at the entrance and followed it until she reached the parking lot. 

The blast hit another vehicle causing an explosion. 

A gust of wind blew past her and the scent of puma hung thick in the air. 

"Anya. Fuck." 

Siddella waited a beat, felt for the magick signature and darted off in the opposite direction of the club. Her heart pounded loud in her ears though her annoyance was primarily with the fact that she was deserting Frika. 

Another tear escaped down her eyes at the thought that she couldn't be bothered with. 

It was better for them this way. Once the grid was disabled, the computer systems could be shut down and the land could be free. 

Then she could die. 
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That would be inevitable anyway. In any war, casualties happened and no one was spared. Not even the slickest of the slick. 

Her death would be unavoidable but at least she'd served the Goddess in doing so. 

"Fuck," Frika yelled. Wiping dirt and rock off himself, he looked for Virus and saw the other wolf just outside the room, fighting off Menace. 

Summoning the beast within him, he felt the change as power gripped him and rode him hard. He always hated the quickness of bones shifting and breaking, tearing out flesh in the transformation when he was desperate but it didn't matter. He had to go after Siddella and find her. 

The Goddess was dictating her movements and with power that Ancient, Siddella needed something to steady her and balance her from all that anger and vehemence. 

Otherwise she would be killed for the sake of sacrifice. 

Pushing his way out through the debris, he managed to catch a fist before it crashed into his head. 

Catching the fist in his mouth, he bit down and yanked the faery towards him, tossing Faery into a wall before running with Virus in tow. 

Siddella was too far away for him to use any sort of binding magick to stop her and even if she were closer, it wouldn't matter. With the Goddess inside her, he'd have to resort to other methods. 

Panting, Virus stopped just beside "Did you see which way she went?" 
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Frika called power back to him and transformed once again. He shook his head. Her scent was on him and he could pick it up in the air but it was faint. 

Anya reappeared beside Virus. "I know where she's going. 

I managed to get a tracker on her when she shot through the club. It was tough but she's one quick little shit." 

Frika nodded. 

Facing Frika, Virus took Anya's hand in his. "What now?" 

He sighed, his breathing becoming visible in the air at the cold weather. "First off, we get the hell outta here." Fire raged behind them while they remained unseen in the shadows of nearby buildings. "Then, we wait." Frika closed his eyes and thought. He'd have to go after her and they could catch her. He'd have to use the one weapon sure to capture her and hold her from the Goddess long enough to force Siddella to act rationally. 

Praying the deity who held her wasn't really the Goddess, Frika realized he only had one option. 

He'd have to use her sexuality to force her surrender. 

 Turn the Page for a sneak peak at the next installment! 
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A FAERY'S SUBMISSION

She'd made it from Frika and Virus wasting only necessary energy before she managed to duck into a building not far from the club. 

The Goddess of Faery guided her instincts and provided her with an added power boost that the grid couldn't touch. 

It was a wonderful feeling. 

Heavily panting, her chest rose and fell with each breath she took. Leaning a hand against the brick wall, she lowered her head and felt sweat drip into her eyes. Sweat was odd for someone who was barely dressed in the middle of blizzard like temperatures. 

Power flowed through her in such a manner that the rush produced an almost euphoric feeling that Siddella had never experienced. 

The only thing that came close to this was when Frika fucked her and made her cum. 

Was that because of his magick? 

She licked her lips. The Goddess inside wanted to control her more and send her back towards Frika for more play but Siddella maintained enough control over her body to keep that from happening. 

The only thing the Goddess desired more than sex seemed to be the destruction of this version of Faery. Voices in Siddella's head echoed cries from other deities that sought to return back to Faery and play. 

There was still the spell he'd used to bind her to him. 
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He could track her, damnit! 

As the power from the Goddess managed to flow through her, Siddella felt a reawakening of her sensuality. Every nerve opened to experience, every pore ready to receive. Sex was primary to the survival of Faery but even more than its survival, sex helped release tension. 

And Frika had certainly helped her burn off years of steam from just the few days they'd spent together. 

Having run into the Prince of Black Angus after stealing data that would ultimately deactivate the massive energy grid was not on her plans. 

Siddella looked up and around. Scanning the area, she felt Frika was near. The bond probably helped her locate him too. 

He couldn't catch her. She had to make her way to the center of the city and break in. Then she had to assassinate the ruler and his cronies. 

To bathe in the blood of the dead would feed the Goddess inside. 

Siddella shook her head. 

This couldn't be the deity everyone of considerable age missed. 

 I'm afraid.  The voice echoed in her head. 

Gasping, Siddella looked around. "Who said that?" 

No live bodies appeared to be present. 

 I did. I'm afraid and I've been locked up.  The feminine voice truly sounded scared. 

Siddella asked, "Who are you?" 
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 I am that which has ruled over the lands and the Black Angus for centuries until I was forced out and into captivity. 

 Help me. 

A wave of sadness hit Siddella so hard she shuddered and sunk down to the ground. Wrapping her arms around her knees, she shivered, teeth chattered. The scent of pepper became evident. 

"What is this smell?" 

 A storm brews on the horizon. A bad one. And trouble lies ahead. You must hurry indoors andE

The wave of fear hit Siddella so hard it threatened to knock her off balance. Nausea set in and her stomach did a flip-flop at the prospect of being caught out in an electrical storm. 

This part of Faery really needed magick back. 

Memories flashed in her head of thick fauna, dark and sensually dangerous. Creatures far and wide called this place home. Temperatures weren't always steady but the extremes she'd grown up with didn't exist. A light shone brightly over the land despite the darkness, providing the way towards the Seelie land just as that land held a dark spot on the horizon to lead those who journeyed into the darkness towards the Unseelie. 

Frika called the lands in between the two realms home. 

She shivered again though it wasn't from the cold. 

Her heart ached. She missed the fucker. 

"Asshole" 

 You should be grateful. He made this connection possible. 

Siddella looked up. She whispered, "I don't understand." 
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 Unknowingly, he carried me to you. 

"And sex must have passed you to me. But why?" 

No response. 

Siddella stood. Annoyed, she stumbled back against the wall and shouted, "Damnit tell me why!" 

Her power grew weaker. The longer she remained apart from Frika and out in the open, the longer she'd be exposed to the grid, which would drain her. 

"I guess even a goddess has her limitations." 

Remorse settled in. 

The next thing she knew, her body had moved on its own volition, breaking into a sprint at almost three quarters of her fastest speed. Gaining ground away from Frika's magickal signal and towards the inner city, she only knew the one thing. There was a need deep in her that needed to be satisfied before she could take down anyone, especially the ruler of the city-state. "What the fuck is going on?' 

 I need to feel and be fed. Something's taking power from me. 

The voice in her head spoke in a weak, almost hushed tone. 

"So you're going to take me where?" 

In the blink of an eye, the world exploded before her. The blast of light and blur of everything passing by her had happened so fast her head spun and her stomach threatened to heave up its contents. 

When the blurring stopped, Siddella found herself in the middle of another club. Darkness surrounded her except for a few lights that sparkled and moved about the dance floor. 
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Bodies strewn about and moved to the heavy bass beats of electronic body music. Screams could be discerned among the beats from another room not too far from where Siddella stood. 

She scanned the dancers and found no one to her liking. 

Then she realized she wasn't the one doing the looking. 

Clad in various states of undress, some wore leather, others wore what appeared to be Victorian finery, and they all moved or milled about in typical Goth fetish fashion. The unnamed land deity currently residing in Siddella searched for the one who would give her just enough to make it to central command downtown. 

This part of town was more along the outskirts of the high rises and modern mechanized buildings where the wealthy lived. 

The Cyber-Fae policed the area frequently and kept belligerents from stirring up too much trouble. 

The deity desperately wanted a real faery. 

Not one of those mechanized pieces of shit. 

The club was filled with high level officers and Menace alike, an odd combination considering the two were enemies. 

But fetish was fetish and everyone could agree on the preferred method of sex if it involved multiple orgasms. 

The beat of the music changed, speeding up. 

Siddella's heart raced

A hand clapped her on the shoulder and spun her around. 

The face she stared in wasn't entirely friendly. Manicured eyebrows appeared to hover over glass eyes that scanned with accurate precision. The black and gray jacket that 152
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covered his torso was military as were the pants and knee length boots. Fingers moved along her skin, giving her the chills when she felt electric current flowing through them. 

The deity inside wailed in agony. 

"You're coming with me." Mechanical jaws moved and words came out through a voice box. 

Siddella froze. 

Another pair of hands gripped her arms and held them behind her back. She turned to face her new assailant and found him dressed in the same black and gray leather as his friend. 

A loud scream filled her head and she realized it came from her. 

They were dragging her towards a room in the back. 

The deity screamed louder and forced power into Siddella's limbs. 

Struggling hard, she couldn't break free of the vice like grip that held her. 

The second voice echoed but sounded normal. "You're the Thief of the Low Court. We're going to have some fun with you before we turn you in for crimes against the City-State." 

"You've got the wrong girl. I'm just sweet and innocent!" 

She protested, struggling harder against them. 

Kicking out, she caught one in the chest. 

He turned, the whirr of his neck signaling he wasn't entirely faery. 

"Shit." 

His lips curled up in a wry grin. "You'll pay for that once we get you into the torture chamber." 
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She was so fucked. She swore under hear breath. "Thanks you fucking asshole deity." 

Hands lifted her off the ground. The beat of the music changed again, growing louder while not one single faery, military or otherwise bothered to help her. 

Eyes wide, she tried to yell for help but found a hand quickly covering her mouth. 

"You'll pay for stealing from us. Then we'll kill you." 

Fear made her break out in a nervous sweat. The deity's powers seemed halted here. Why? 

Then it dawned on her. The epicenter of the grid wasn't too far from here. "Fuck." 

"We'll do that too, right?" The normal faery spoke to his mechanized partner. 

"Sure. She'll bleed first." Eyes glowed bright red in the dimness of the club. 

Siddella knew what was about to happen. 

They'd entered the room and shut the door, muffling the sound of the heavy bass. "No one will hear you scream." 

She looked around and swallowed hard at what she saw. A large X frame lay against one wall in the corner. Various instruments of torture, including whips, metal and barbed wire floggers hung on one wall. A few devices lay on the floor that she didn't recognize. The room was empty otherwise. 

The cold concrete floor wore stains of blood splatter and other things Siddella didn't want to recognize. Walls were painted red and black with lights hanging on sconces. 

The power cord near them made her stomach tight with knots. 
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The medical kit hanging on the far wall opposite the cross was rusted. 

"Help!" She screamed louder and writhed against the two faeries but it was useless. 

Before long they had her thrown up against the cross and bound to it. 

The cold metal made her shiver. Tied at the wrists, ankles and waist, she found herself unable to move. 

A loud hissing sound turned her attention to one of the soldiers. Her jaw dropped, eyes widened and horror set in at the metal whip he'd picked up. 

A power cord jacked into the bottom of the whip. 

He cracked it once and the air sizzled with enough electricity that her hair stood on end. 

Stepping closer to her, he raised his arm and brought the whip forward before it cracked in front of her. 

She winced and screamed in pain before dizziness slammed into her from low voltage. 
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