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CHAPTER 1
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Lina smiled. A truly un-nerving full mouth smile edged with nothing but sadism. The flash of darkness that streaked through her sky-blue eyes shot an arrow of fear straight into the heart of the man beneath her.

Sitting astride him in the driver’s seat of his truck, his cock buried deep inside her, Lina had the perfect vantage point to take exactly what she wanted, and so desperately needed, from him.

The man, Mike, his large hands covering both of Lina’s perky bare breasts, immediately snatched his hands back from her, as if she’d just turned into molten lava.

“Hey, lady—”

“Lina,” she said, narrowing her eyes at him. “My name is Lina.”

Mike licked his lips and nodded, his dark eyes widening. “Yeah...that’s what I said.”

Lina cocked her head to one side and raised an eyebrow. “No, Mike. No, it’s not.” She leaned forwards, almost touching his crooked nose with hers. “It baffles me how you can put part of yourself inside someone you can’t even remember the name of. Don’t you think that’s quite disgusting?”

Mike cleared his throat, his thoughts racing. “I...well, it’s only because we’ve been having such a good time.” He chuckled lightly, trying to ignore the rising panic clawing its way through his veins. “You’ve quite literally fucked me senseless.”

Lina moved backwards a few inches, running her tongue over her red lips. “Oh, Mike. Such a smooth talker.” She flashed him a sweet smile. “Shall we memorise this moment forever?”

Mike frowned, not quite understanding. “I don’t follow.” He gently patted the outside of her thighs and said, “I’m nearly there, sweetheart. Shall we just finish up and get going?” His eyes flicked to the watch on his wrist showing 02:11 in green digits.

“What’s the hurry, Mike?” Lina started moving slowly, rocking her hips backwards and forwards. Watching him close his eyes and his lips parting as a moan of pleasure escaped through them, Lina grinned to herself. “Is Janice going to be wondering where you are?”

Mike’s eyes flew open, fear flooding through them in an instant. “What did you just say?”

Lina placed her hands on his naked body, sliding them up from his pecs to his shoulders. “Oh, Mike. You heard me.”

“How...how do...I never mentioned Janice,” he said, his voice trailing off into a whisper.

Lina leaned forwards again, nuzzling her way into the nook of Mike’s neck, right at the sweet spot between his neck and shoulder. The thudding of his pulse quickened with every second that passed, the tantalising sweet scent of his blood invading Lina’s nose, sending shivers all through her body.

Moving herself up and down the length of his shaft, Lina licked at his skin, ignoring the rancid taste of smoke flavoured sweat. “Don’t you worry about that, right now,” Lina said. “You just enjoy what comes next.”

Lina picked up the pace, feeling his dick swell inside her as she pushed him towards his climax. Mike moved his hands from her thighs to her ass and helped her move faster, harder. Lina heard his heartbeat quicken just a fraction of a second before he groaned, going rigid as his orgasm took control of his body.

Allowing herself the briefest of coy smiles, Lina opened her mouth, willed her canines to come forth, and sunk her needle-sharp fangs into Mike’s jugular.

His strawberry sweet blood filled her mouth, spraying onto her tongue like a bottle of cola that had been shaken and opened. Feeling one life essence pump into her mouth whilst his other pumped deep into her pussy turned Lina on all over again.

Biting deeper into his neck, her fangs nicked his artery deeper, flooding Lina’s mouth with the only thing she truly wanted from him. As Mike started to come down from his high, his dick already starting to wilt, he realised his lightheaded feeling wasn’t just down to a damn good fuck.

“Lady, Lina, hey,” he said, moving his hands to her shoulders, trying to shove her off him.

Lina let her predatory instincts take complete control of her. Her nails elongated into sharp, curved claws, digging into her prey’s flesh, hooking her to him.

With his life draining from him, Mike began to panic, his basic fight or flight instinct ruling over everything else, his body desperate to survive. 

“Lina...” he whispered, his eyes fluttering as consciousness slipped from him. “Please...”

Lina readjusted her grip on his neck, digging in harder, not caring for the jagged holes she would leave behind, despite clear instructions to leave clean wounds. A fresh burst of pressure showered the roof of her mouth with more blood, this last spray pulling Mike down into dark shadows of unconsciousness.

Mike’s member, now completely flaccid, slipped out of Lina, allowing his release to run from her, covering his groin in a telltale clue of what had happened. 

Lina paid little attention to this, her senses homed in on the slowing beat of his heart as it emptied the body of its life force.

A little more than a minute later and Lina heard the final thud of his heart as it pumped the last dregs of his blood into her mouth.

Satisfied she’d sucked every last drop from him, she withdrew from his neck and sat back, looking down at her first victory.

“Poor Janice,” she said, sighing as she retracted her claws. “Hopefully her next husband will appreciate her for what she is.”

Opening the truck door, Lina hopped out, the frozen grass beneath her feet not bothering her in the slightest. Straightening out her midnight blue dress, she realised her bra was still in the truck. Leaning over Mike’s body, she picked it off the gearstick and slipped it back on before finger combing her long dark curls.

“Thanks, Mike,” she said. 

Raising her left forearm, she looked down at the intricate purple rose tattooed on her fair skin and smiled. Brushing her right hand over it, warmth tingled her skin, the magick in her veins sparking to life. A mildly uncomfortable burst of heat seared through her flesh as her tattoo bubbled up from her body, becoming a very real purple rose. 

As Lina pulled it from her arm, the thorns tore at her muscle, making her arm look like it had been attacked by a desperate animal. The last part of the stem slid free, and Lina shook the tingling pain away, allowing her body to heal itself as she carefully placed the purple rose on Mike’s body.

Sweeping her eyes over the scene one last time, Lina committed it to memory, pitying whoever found the handsome middle-aged man, naked, his trousers and boxers around his ankles, and a puddle of his own climax dried on his once erect penis.

Lina stepped back and slammed the door of the truck shut, glancing up into the clear night sky as a cold autumn breeze swept over the landscape. Her body buzzing with energy, Lina stretched her arms out and whispered, “Transmuto.”

Her form began to shrink, her bones and muscles contracting as if she were being vacuum sealed inside something invisible. As her skin darkened, a thick leathery form started to spread itself across her back, connecting her arms together through one long, paper thin, black membrane. 

Less than two seconds later, the lethal beauty who had fucked and sucked Mike to a dark death had disappeared. All that moved in the rural skies through the silvery lunar light of the moon, was a large cat-sized bat, soaring high above, looking for its next meal.

***
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ARANA SAT ON THE HOTEL roof, her legs dangling over the edge, her bright red stilettos catching the glint of the moon as she swung them back and forth. She felt so full of life, so full of energy, she almost couldn’t contain her happiness. Her body hummed with satisfaction, magick trickled through her veins, and her soul was calm.

Licking her pink lips, the faintest taste of her last victim flooded her tongue, sending a burst of savagery through her, switching her instincts into hunt mode, needing more.

The familiar scent of smoke flavoured sweat tantalised her, leading her towards victim number four of the evening. 

Five stories below, a tall, dark-haired man strode across the car park towards his brand-new Mercedes. He cranked his head to one side, his phone trapped between his ear and shoulder as he spoke in sharp, deep tones.

“I’ve told you before, Mel, the online active status isn’t accurate. You’ve seen it before yourself when I’ve been asleep next to you and it’s saying I’m online. There’s no one here with me. Please just trust me and go back to sleep, ok?”

Arana stood up. She had her mark. Assessing the quickest way down from the roof without giving away her supernatural standing had her hesitating for the briefest of seconds until she saw the large tree opposite the hotel. 

“Transmuto,” she whispered, shifting into her bat form almost instantly.

She loved seeing the world from this viewpoint. It made her feel like a bird of prey, a true predator scanning the world beneath for its food, able to see every move, nothing able to run from her.

Approaching the tree, she flew behind it and settled on the ground before shifting back to her human form, her eyes never leaving the Mercedes man as he rummaged around in the boot of his car, looking for something, still trying to satisfy his wife of his innocence.

Flicking her ass length sunshine hair over her shoulders, Arana squared her shoulders and strode towards the hotel, her eyes fixed on the front door, but her target locked in her peripheral vision.

The definitive clicking of high heels on tarmac had the man’s head turning almost instantly. As soon as he saw the leggy blonde wrapped up in a skintight, cleavage plunging red dress, he froze, his mind refusing to accept something this stunning was entering the same area of the world he was currently in.

As she drew level with him, Arana allowed herself to give him the briefest of looks before moving her focus back to the front door.

“I need to go, sweetheart,” the man whispered into his phone. “I’ll call you after my shower.”

Had Arana been a regular human, she wouldn’t have heard this as she strode past him, however, her supernatural Lamia hearing gifted her the aid of hearing the quietest of whispers in a two-mile radius. 

“Good morning, Miss,” the man called out, shutting his car boot quickly and running to catch up with her.

Arana threw him a casual look over her shoulder, offering him a sweet smile before continuing on.

“It’s late for a beautiful woman to be out on her own,” he said, falling into step beside her.

Arana stopped for a second, turning to face him squarely. “Or early,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “Depends on your perspective.”

The man hesitated for a second before chuckling. “I guess so.”

“You forgot to lock your car,” Arana said, inclining her head towards it.

As the man looked over at his car, Arana took her leave, heading for the door. The beep of the car being locked sounded behind her followed by running footsteps.

“Are you staying here tonight?” he asked.

“No,” Arana replied, reaching for the door handle. “I’m just walking in here for the fun of it.”

The man laughed, a nervous tinge edging his tone as he said, “Let me get that for you.”

Arana dropped her arm back to her side and allowed him to open the door for her. “I am capable of opening a door.”

The man grinned. “Being capable of something and having to do something are two very different things.”

Narrowing her eyes at him, Arana said, “Ok, you have my attention. What room are you in?”

The man faltered for a second, then realising this was his sole opportunity, replied, “Two-one-six.”

“Ok, let’s go.”

Arana marched through the open door and straight over to the lifts, pressing the up button. 

“I’m Jamie,” said the man, standing next to her.

Arana offered him a small smile but nothing else.

“Do I get your name?” he asked as the elevator pinged and opened the doors.

Arana stepped inside the small metal box and replied, “You get my body, not my name.”

Jamie hurried in after her, not needing to be told twice. “I have to say,” he said, pressing the button for his floor. “I’ve never met a woman quite like you.”

As the doors closed, Arana glanced over at him, looking him straight in the eyes. “I have to say, I’ve met lots of men like you. You want somewhere nice, warm and tight to stick your dick, right?”

Jamie’s mouth dropped open, uncertainty filtering through his green eyes. 

“Let’s not beat around the bush, Jamie,” Arana said. “You want to fuck me, not make small talk. Am I wrong?”

Jamie took a step back, his body stuttering as much as his brain. As silence hung between them, the lift came to a stop, pinging again as it opened the doors for Jamie’s floor.

“If you want me to get out of this lift, Jamie, you need to tell me the answers to my questions.”

Suddenly jumping to life, Jamie shook his head. “No, lady, you’re not wrong.”

Grabbing his hand, Arana smiled. “Come on then. Let’s get this done with.”

Reading the signs on the walls for room directions, Arana led them straight to his room. As Jamie fumbled around in his pocket for his key card, Arana tapped her foot and let out a sigh.

“I hope you don’t fumble around this much with sticking it where it needs to go. You do know where the clitoris is, right?”

Jamie’s cheeks reddened as he turned to look at Arana. “You really know how to make a man flustered, lady.”

Arana grinned. “I really know how to make a man feel lots of things, honey. You’ve got ten seconds to open that door or I’m walking away.”

The beat of Jamie’s heart was like music to Arana’s ears—so rushed and panicked, his heartbeat was all but one long thudding echo. He was nervous, intimidated, and no doubt wondering what the hell he’d gotten himself into.

Just as Arana sighed again, Jamie found his key card and opened the door to his room. Arana pushed it wide open, stalking inside ahead of her prey. Seeing the curtains shut already and the crumpled bedsheets, it didn’t take a genius to figure out Arana hadn’t been the only woman in here tonight.

Marching over to the curtains, Arana took a brief look outside, noticing the pastel blue hues of dawn approaching on the horizon.

“You don’t want the curtains open, do you?” Jamie asked.

Arana let the curtain go and spun around, grinning at him. “Of course not. I was just wondering if I could see your little friend lingering around downstairs anywhere.”

“What are you talking about?”

Arana looked over at the bed and then fixed Jamie with a steely stare. “I’m not the first woman in here tonight, Jamie, am I?”

Jamie swallowed the lump in his throat, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down. 

“Out with it,” Arana said, putting her hands on her hips. “I don’t care either way. I just want to know if you’ve got enough left in the tank for me.”

“No,” he said, sighing. “You’re not the first one in here tonight.”

“I’m not your wife.” Arana motioned her head towards the bed. “Was that your wife?”

Silence.

“Are you married?”

“It’s complicated...”

“I think it’s quite simple, actually, Jamie. Have you stood, with a woman, in front of a priest and your family and friends to declare your undying love and vowing to forsake all others?”

Jamie stared at the dull brown carpet and nodded.

“Ok, great. And was that your wife who made a mess of the bed with you?”

Jamie glanced up at her but remained silent.

“Jamie, let me be perfectly clear here. I don’t give a fuck. If I did, I’d have walked the other way when I heard you on the phone to your wife.”

He snapped his head up, confusion swirling through his eyes as he frowned. “How did you hear that?”

Arana waved a hand through the air, dismissing his question. “It doesn’t matter. The fact is I’m here now and we now know the score, right? Just for the record, I’m not married, nor do I have a significant other. Now, are we doing this or are you not man enough after your first visit?”

Jamie pulled his lips into a thin line and sighed. “Look, lady, I gotta be honest here. You’re insanely hot. I mean literally the hottest woman I’ve ever seen but you’re kind of scary. I’m not used to women being so direct. It’s sort of killed the moment for me, the way you’re so business like about it all.”

“That’s a long-winded way to say you’re not man enough to handle me, Jamie.”

“That’s not what I said.”

Arana quirked an eyebrow up then strode over to him. Grabbing his white shirt just beneath the collar, Arana yanked him towards her and planted a kiss on his lips. “We both know I could eat you for breakfast. The question is, how hungry are you? Do you want to fight me for breakfast, Jamie? Do you want to eat me instead?”

Something dark and primal ignited in his eyes and Arana knew she had him. He grabbed her hands and ripped them from his shirt as he spun her around and threw her back on the bed. Undoing his shirt in the blink of an eye, Jamie stood at the edge of the bed and took it off, throwing it over his shoulder.

“You sure you can handle this?” he asked, undoing his belt.

Arana licked her lips, the brief kiss she’d given him leaving the slightest trace of his DNA on her mouth. The second she mixed his cells with her magick, she saw into his mind, into the darkest recesses of his sexually depraved nature. 

Images of women hog tied, gagged, and being whipped until they bled flooded her mind. As the women cried, tears pouring down their face, their muted noises making it obvious they either never wanted it in the first place or wanted it to stop, Jamie grew harder, jerking himself off the more they were hurt, the harder they cried. 

Arana knew in that instant just how obscure this seemingly average businessman was.

Propping herself up on her elbows, Arana said, “Give me your worst.” She tilted her chin up in defiance. “Whip me, beat me, fuck me, I don’t care. You won’t get a sound out of me.”

Jamie slid his belt through the loops on his trousers as he removed it, then folded it in half, snapping it together as he tried to scare the woman on his bed. “We’ll see about that.”

Arana ran her tongue over her lips, lifted her legs up and then opened them. “Come on then, big boy.”

Jamie, not once dropping her eye contact, put the belt on the bed and unbuttoned his trousers. Removing his trousers and boxers, he revealed a somewhat underwhelming penis. Jamie had an erection to rival any tower of steel yet it made barely a lump in his underwear.

Arana looked directly at it, closed her legs, and looked back up at him. “I hoped what I saw was incorrect in some way.” She sighed. “What exactly do you think you’re going to do with that? Fuck a teddy bear?” She looked down at the belt then back at him. “Now I get it. You don’t feel like a man with that—” She looked at his dick “—but beating the shit out of women makes you feel all manly.”

Jamie stumbled back from the end of the bed, his features crinkling with fear and perplexity. “What the fuck is this? Who are you? Who sent you here?”

Arana jumped up from the bed, stalking towards him, backing him up against the wall as she pinned him in place with just one look. “Looks like I’m winning the breakfast after all.”

Jamie scanned his eyes over her face, realisation dawning on him the second he saw her brilliant blue eyes clouding over with darkness. 

Arana grabbed him by the throat, excitement coursing through her veins at the thought of extinguishing this one. Another piece of vermin gone from the earth. 

Tightening the hold on his neck, her long nails nicked at his skin, a single drop of blood springing to the surface before rolling down his smooth skin.

Arana lost her concentration, focusing on that singular thing only, imagining it on her tongue, giving her that fizzle in her veins, filling her with vitality and power.

“RIP, Jamie,” she whispered, before lunging at his throat, ripping and tearing at his neck to get to his jugular. 

Blood sprayed all over Arana, the walls, the furniture, even reaching the pristine white sheets on the bed. As Jamie attempted to fight his attacker off, he found himself battling against a woman with an inhumane level of strength.

Ten eternal seconds passed before he succumbed to unconsciousness allowing the vampire to finish her meal for the next two minutes in peace.

As the final thud of his last heartbeat echoed in her ears, Arana let his limp body drop to the floor. Wiping her mouth on the back of her right hand, smearing his life essence all over her skin, Arana raised her left forearm and brought her tattoo to life.

She waited for her body to push it fully from its place before she gently took it from herself, not wanting to damage the delicate flower like she had done before in her haste.

Holding the green stem between her right thumb and forefinger, she twirled it around as she debated the best place to leave it.

“Hmmm,” she said, assessing the situation. “Ear, nose, mouth, or...” her eyes trailed lower “...definitely or.”

Bending down, Arana lifted his small penis, handling it between her left thumb and forefinger, as if it were something icky she couldn’t bear to be touching. Very carefully, she inserted the stem of the rose into Jamie’s urethra, jamming it down as far as possible to be sure it wouldn’t fall out before he was found by the morning help. 

Standing back up, she brushed her hands and then headed to the bathroom to clean herself up before going back outside.

Pausing at the door before she left, she called out, “Thanks for breakfast, Jamie.”
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CHAPTER 2
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Kyla stared into the familiar brown eyes hovering inches above her face. As Dylan thrust into her, hard and fast, he slid his large hand up Kyla’s bare chest, skimming between her breasts. Reaching the base of her neck, he curled his fingers around her delicate skin, squeezing her throat.

Sparks of excitement surged through Kyla in an instant, flooding Dylan’s cock with more of her juices.

“Fuck,” he whispered, applying more pressure. “You like this, hmmm?”

“Harder,” she whispered, needing to find that edge once more, that line that blurred between this world and the next.

Dylan obliged, pressing against her throat more, his eyes moving to fixate on the red marks he was leaving in place. “Ky—”

Kyla rolled her eyes and lifted her head up, pressing her neck further inside his grip. “Fucking hell, Dylan, just choke me, will you?”

Dylan let go and slid out of her, jumping straight off the bed. Grabbing the blanket from the top of the duvet, he wrapped it around his waist before running his hands through his hair. “What the fuck, Kyla?” 

Kyla propped herself up on her elbows, her blue eyes glinting with fire, her legs still wide open, inviting the handsome werewolf right back to the tight, warm place he liked to call home. “What is the matter with you?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. “Why are you being weird?”

Dylan turned to face her, crossing his thick, muscled arms over his broad chest. “Me being weird? You’re the one asking me to choke you to the point of passing out. It’s not normal, Kyla. We never used to do this.”

“We’ve always had kinky sex, Dylan,” she replied, sighing. “I don’t see your issue now.”

“The issue is you’ve been different since...” He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down. “...since...everything.”

Pulling herself up into a sitting position and crossing her legs, Kyla pulled the duvet around her, covering herself completely. Dylan had done a fine job of dowsing the moment in a tonne of ice. “Just say it, Dylan.”

Dylan narrowed his eyes at her. “Alright, fine. Since him, Kyla. You’ve been weird since him.”

“Jesus fucking Christ.” Kyla buried her face in her hands. After a few seconds, she sighed and dropped them, looking back up at the man who’d stood by her through thick and thin for a decade. “Dylan, you need to let this go. I have no control over what happened, I have no control over who is my demi-soul. What don’t you understand about that?”

“What I understand is that one day you’ll be with him, not me, and I can’t bear the thought of it, Kyla.” He let out a long breath and dropped his arms to his sides. “I’m sorry, I know this is old ground we’ve been over a million times but it’s how I feel. I can’t help but wonder if you’re thinking of him when we’re together.”

Kyla dropped her eye contact, staring at her red rose patterned duvet. In her mind’s eye a pair of familiar swirling jade green eyes took centre stage. 

“Did you fuck him?” Dylan asked.

Kyla wriggled her way off the bed, taking the duvet with her as she stomped to her bedroom door, grabbing her purple fluffy dressing gown off the hook and putting it on. “How many times have we got to have this same conversation, Dylan? Christ almighty.”

“Just answer the question, Kyla.”

Fixing him with a steely stare, Kyla replied, “No, Dylan. I didn’t fuck him. Satisfied?”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Well, that sounds like a you problem, buddy.” Folding her arms over her chest, she said, “You know what else is a you problem? It’s two a.m. and you need to leave.”

“Really? We’re doing this again are we?”

“Whilst you’re acting like a child, hell yes.”

Dylan dropped the blanket from his waist, revealing himself in all his fine naked glory.

Kyla knew every inch of the man’s body, she’d licked every ab, every taut inch, every defined muscle, but right now the sheer frustration growing inside her refused to let her be tempted by him anymore.

“Get dressed, Dylan.”

“That right there is why I don’t believe you,” he replied. “Before him, you’d have opened your legs right up and we’d be fucking right now.”

“Well, maybe my eyes have been opened and I have different perspectives on things since nearly dying, Dylan. For the second time in my thirty-year life. Only this time, instead of my boyfriend leaving me for dead, I found myself somehow possessed by a maniac ghost witch. Don’t you think that might have had an effect on me? Hmmm? Just a little bit?”

Dylan stayed silent, her words hitting home hard. He’d not given any of that a single thought, his sole focus being on the small bombshell Lucifer dropped of Kyla’s demi-soul being his finest demon prince. Still, the lingering threat of the blonde haired, chiselled demon, Azazel, couldn’t keep Dylan’s ego at bay.

“Did you want to fuck him?”

“How do you expect me to answer that, Dylan? You’ve met the guy, you’ve seen him.”

Dylan narrowed his eyes. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“Any red-blooded straight female would want to fuck him. You know that. If I told you no, you wouldn’t believe me, so...” She shrugged her shoulders.

“That’s not what I want to know, Kyla. I want to know if you wanted to fuck him. If that ravenous urge you get with us is something you felt for him.”

The last of Kyla’s patience snapped like a burnt matchstick. “You know what, Dylan? Yeah, I did. I really wanted to fuck him. I first saw him and wondered what he was packing down there. You know what? Turns out he’s packing something real nice. Did I want a taste? Fuck, yes. Did I want to know what it felt like as I slid down his perfect girthy dick? Yes, Dylan. Yes. I. Did.”

Silence hung in the air, stretching between them like an elastic band being pulled to its limits, the pain of the snap just a fraction of a second away.

Dylan stared at Kyla, his mind racing, his heart shattering all over again as her cutting words took him down to ground zero. As Kyla glared back at him, waiting for his next words, he made a split-second decision that would tear their world apart.

Striding towards her, Dylan held her eye contact, not flinching or faltering for a second. As he approached her, he lifted his right arm, aiming his hand straight for her throat. Grabbing her around the neck, he pushed her back against her bedroom door as he stripped her dressing gown off her with his left hand.

“Tell me,” he said, his words coming out in a low growl. “Tell me why you want to be choked.”

Kyla held her breath as he ripped her dressing gown from her, trembling in anticipation of what would come next. “Because that’s when I see him,” she whispered.

Dylan let out a growl as he tightened his hold on her throat. “Jump up,” he said, slapping the outside of her right thigh.

Kyla did as he asked, wrapping her legs around his waist as he pulled her against him with his left arm. “You like that...Daddy?”

Dylan, having risen to the occasion in an instant, plunged himself inside her, slamming her back against the bedroom door at the same time. “Daddy needs you to remember who you belong to. I’m going to fuck you so senseless you won’t even remember anyone but me.”

Kyla opened her mouth to reply but found her words cut off as Dylan choked her. Goosebumps rose up all over her body, her body gushing with excitement as stars danced in front of her eyes. Dylan pounded into her relentlessly, even shaking the small gold lamp off her bedside table a few feet away.

A crescendo of ecstasy rose inside Kyla right as a pair of haunting green eyes filled her peripheral vision. Closing her eyes, she let darkness fill her mind as those eyes began to shine brighter, becoming more and more life like the closer Dylan brought her to unconsciousness.

At the height of her wave, Dylan pressed on her throat just that little bit harder, sending her tumbling down into a starburst of an orgasm. Her mind lit up like fireworks, sparks of colour firing against a black velvet background. The image of those green eyes transformed into the whole of Azazel’s handsome face.

“Kyla...” Azazel whispered, his pink lips curving up into a smile as he said her name. 

The pressure on her neck released, dissolving the colourful blackness into just nothing, taking Azazel away with it.

“No,” she whispered, her eyes fluttering open as she gasped for breath.

Dylan supported her with both arms as he slid out, waiting for her to put her legs back on the floor. “If I’d kept on any longer, Kyla, you’d have passed out.”

Taking her legs back, she tested her wobbly legs with his arms around her first before rounding her fiery redheaded temper on him. “Good,” she said, her throat sore, her words scratching at her voice box. “Then I might have stayed with him longer.”

Dylan retracted his arms and took two steps back. “Guess I didn’t fuck you hard enough.”

Kyla took a few deep breaths as she contemplated her words. “It’s not about fucking me hard enough, Dylan. I have a connection with him. I can’t help it. It’s just there.”

“This is fucking bullshit,” Dylan said, turning away from her to find his clothes. “Ten fucking years, Kyla. A decade. I’ve been by your side through everything. Every. Thing. And he comes along from fucking nowhere and after a few days you’ve got a connection with him and think of him when we have sex? What the fuck is that?” He shook his head as he pulled his boxers on. “I can’t fucking deal with this, Ky. I—” he said, stabbing his index finger into his chest “—deserve better than this.”

His words bit at her. He was right. This wasn’t fair on him at all. Dylan had done nothing but prove his devotion to her over and over again, but Kyla had never held him as anything more than a fuck buddy. Why? What more did the guy need to do to prove himself to her? To prove his feelings for her?

Memories of Tony sprung forward, how her feelings for him had been so instantaneous, so needy, so craving of him in any capacity. Was this what her ‘thing’ with Azazel was? Was there actually a deeper ‘demi-soul’ connection there or not? Had Lucifer just been trying to get into her head? Was she potentially setting herself up for failure number two if she pursued things with Azazel?

“Dylan,” she said, bending down to retrieve her dressing gown and pulling it on in a hurry. “I’m sorry. You’re right, you don’t deserve this.” She licked her lips as he yanked his jeans on, fumbling to do his belt up. “You’ve been there for me through everything. I...I...please don’t go.”

Ignoring her, Dylan picked his t shirt up from the floor, pulling it on in such a hurry, he didn’t notice it was inside out.

“Dylan...” Kyla said, her voice trembling as panic began climbing through her at a rate of knots.

“Too little too late, Kyla,” he said, picking his socks up. “I’m done.”

“Dylan, please. I’m sorry. I was just trying to be honest. You don’t want me to lie to you, surely?”

He stopped and looked at her, snorting. “No, Kyla. You wouldn’t lie to me. I know how brutally honest you can be but what I’ve ignored all this time is how brutally honest I should be with myself. I told you I loved you and your response was ‘thank you’. What the fuck is that? I’m a good guy, Kyla, a decent guy. I’ll give myself a hundred times over, exhaust myself to the bare bone, all just to get a scrap of your attention, and what do I get in return? Having to choke you whilst we fuck so you can picture some lowlife demon?” He shook his head. “Nah, I’m done.”

“Dylan, please stay so we can talk about this at least.”

Marching to the door, Dylan paused with his hand on the handle. He turned to give her one last look and said, “This time, I need some space, Kyla.”

With that, he opened the door and marched out of it, leaving Kyla to stew on what had just happened. 

Oscar, her Dobermann familiar, whined from behind the spare room door. As soon as she heard the front door slam shut, signalling Dylan’s definitive departure, Kyla let him out, ushering him straight into her room for some middle of the night cuddles.

After sorting out the duvet, righting the lamp, and settling into bed, Kyla let out a sigh as the clock ticked over to three a.m.

“Day off tomorrow, Oscar,” she said, snuggling under the duvet as the temperature seemed to drop several degrees.

Oscar let out a whine. Then another. Then he sat bolt upright, his nails digging into Kyla’s back. The bed started to vibrate, making Kyla frown. She turned over, realising Oscar was growling but the noise was so low, his whole body was vibrating. With his chocolate eyes pinned on the door, an uneasy feeling settled in Kyla’s stomach.

Just as she started to roll back over, the lamp on her bedside table flicked on, eliciting a loud bark from Oscar.

Kyla jumped, scrabbling back and bumping into Oscar as a deep voice said, “Shush.”

Oscar shut up instantly and jumped off the bed, retreating to the far corner of the bedroom.

Kyla whirled around, expecting to see Dylan had somehow crept back in. However, when she saw Azazel with a cheeky grin standing by her bed, her jaw dropped.

“Am I dreaming?” she asked, her heart pounding. 

“Usually,” he said, his raw husky voice covering her in tingles, just like the first time they met. “I’m associated with nightmares, not dreams.”

A nervous smile took control of her as she struggled to formulate words in her distracted brain. This gorgeous hunk of a demon with his swirling green eyes, chiselled cheeks, broad shoulders and an aura that emanated danger had Kyla’s quick-witted brain malfunctioning like an overheated car.

“How are you here?” she asked, trying to calm herself down.

“Magick,” he replied, giving her a mischievous smile as he clicked his thumb and forefinger together.

Kyla giggled like a teenage girl. “Duh. I meant that I thought you were only allowed on Earth for three months? And that ended three months ago. You went home.”

“Correct,” he said. “But I’m special. You’re special, so here I am.”

Kyla narrowed her eyes. “As much as I’d love to believe that, I don’t. What’s going on?”

Azazel cocked an eyebrow up, mischief tweaking at his lips. “I’m hurt at your lack of trust in me, Kyla. I thought we had more than that.” His green eyes twinkled as he inhaled a deep breath and then said, “I can smell him on you. In you.”

Sitting up straight, Kyla tried to calm the raging heat flooding her cheeks. “It’s not like we’re exclusive,” she said, her usual confidence returning to the forefront. “It’s not like we’re even anything.” She shrugged her shoulders. “What do you expect from me?”

A flash of possessive anger streaked through Azazel’s eyes as he took in her words. He pressed his lips together as he thought of his next words, well aware that whatever he said would cause a volcanic eruption from the beautiful, temperamental redhead in front of him. “You know what we are to each other, Kyla. I’ve respected that. I assumed you would have done the same.”

Kyla’s heart stopped dead before back flipping and then thudding against her ribcage like a madman trying to escape a padded cell. “What?” she said, fire sparking in her veins. “After that whole ritual with the rose thing, you pretty much ignored me until you went home. I tried to speak with you, but you weren’t interested. You gave me a ‘nice to meet you’ speech for all of a minute before you and your brother disappeared back to Hell. Tell me exactly what the fuck I was supposed to think from that? Am I supposed to stay celibate until you decide what’s happening with us?”

A playful smirk unfolded over Azazel’s lips, developing into a grin as he stared at Kyla.

When Kyla cottoned on, she rolled her eyes and shook her head. “You’re an asshole.”

“I just love seeing that fiery temper of yours,” Azazel said, shrugging his shoulders. “Not even sorry for it.”

“Can we have a serious discussion please? Can I get an adult Azazel for two minutes?”

Azazel grinned. “Of course. Your wish is my command.” 

He clicked his thumb and index finger together. Instantly, a soft green glow in the shape of a rectangle appeared, hovering in between them both. The number one hundred and twenty appeared in the middle of it, flashing as it waited for Azazel to start the countdown.

“Seriously?” Kyla said. 

She lifted her right hand, facing her palm at the magickal clock. Focusing her mind to see the airwaves, she narrowed her eyes and willed them into her vision. A blurry haze appeared in front of her, the airwaves fuzzy but there, even as pale blue wisps. They moulded themselves around Azazel’s clock, flowing around it like water flowing around a rock in the middle of its stream.

Moving her hand through the airwaves from right to left, she ironed them out, erasing the clock with four simple swipes.

“Come on, Azazel. It’s three a.m. and I want some sleep,” she said, sighing.

Azazel smirked and sat down on the edge of the bed, only inches away from touching Kyla’s legs through the duvet. 

Kyla fought against her runaway brain as hard as possible, trying to ignore the thoughts flooding her mind right now, thoughts of him being so close, his hands being just there, just the other side of the duvet where he could quite easily slip his hand underneath and soothe the climbing tension rising inside her. Thoughts of what he was hiding in his trousers and memories of their heated moment in the pub kitchen all those months ago filled her mind. 

“Why are you here?” Kyla asked, trying to realign her traitorous brain. 

“You were looking for me,” Azazel said, lifting one shoulder in a casual shrug. “So here I am.”

Kyla’s heart started racing. “What? You know when I think about you?”

Azazel chuckled. “Yes, I do. I don’t think you quite understand the connection between us.”

Heat flushed through Kyla, raising her body temperature by a good five degrees. “You...you knew every time I was...” She paused and licked her lips “...I was thinking about you?”

Azazel nodded. “When you were slipping into unconsciousness, yes. When you’re in that fragile state of mind between consciousness and unconsciousness, your magick has free rein because you’re not consciously holding it back. It reaches out to me because I’m the closest link to you. Magickly speaking.”

Shit, Kyla thought. Shit, shit, shit. “Every time?” she asked, her voice dropping to all but a whisper.

Azazel smiled, his jade green eyes shining with amusement. “Every. Time.”

Kyla sat motionless, a whirling blend of emotions churning through her. Embarrassment, guilt, curiosity, and hesitation as to whether to ever think of him again. “I...” She cleared her throat. “...I won’t do it again. Sorry.”

Azazel grinned, then laughed. “Why would I complain about a super-hot woman thinking of me when someone else is fucking her?” He leaned forwards, placing his hand on her knee through the duvet. “Not just any super-hot woman. My super-hot woman.”

Kyla’s breath hitched in her throat. Every single cell inside her came alive at the feel of his touch on her, and it wasn’t even skin on skin. Desire shot straight between her legs, sending a potent throb to her clit. Forcing herself to ignore her body, she hung herself up on his words, on the truth, focusing on the bleak truth. “I’m awful. Dylan doesn’t deserve this.”

“He loves you to a fault, Kyla. Forgive the pun but he’s like a loyal dog—he loves you more than he loves himself. He’d die ten times over to save you once.” Azazel moved his hand upwards a few inches, eliciting a sharp intake of breath from her. “Yet, you won’t give him what he wants. You need to ask yourself why.”

Kyla’s mind clouded with hot and heavy thoughts of her and this achingly hot demon. Her body was super aware of every fingertip on her, despite the thickness of the duvet between them. Squeezing her eyes shut, she took a deep breath and tried to get her thoughts back on track. “Azazel,” she whispered. “You need to take your hand off me.” She regretted every word of that sentence, but she needed to focus on the important things here. “Please. I can’t think straight.”

Azazel studied the witch in front of him, her eyes shut with such passion, it was as if she were shutting her sight off from a horror movie scene she didn’t want to see. “I hear you, Kyla, but I’m not going to do that. This,” he said, tightening his grip on her leg. “This right here is exactly the issue we need to address. You can’t hide from this forever, my bellona.”

Kyla opened her eyes, her body screaming for more from this demon, to have him closer, no, to have him consuming her, body and mind. His last word, bellona, floated around her mind, raising questions she didn’t want to ask right now. “I’m not hiding from it,” she said, her voice low and quiet.

“Then why are we in this awkward navigational phase? Where you’re quite happy to think of me and fill your mind of me when you’re fucking your werewolf, but you don’t want me fucking you, filling your body and mind?”

Kyla’s throat ran dry, a lump lodging itself right over her voice box, stealing all vocal capabilities from her. 

Azazel inched his hand further up her leg, pushing all the air from her legs. “Can I tell you what I think?”

Kyla nodded, her blue eyes glazed over with a mix of emotion and carnal desire. 

“I think you keep that wolf around because you know he won’t go anywhere. You know you can say whatever you want to him, and he won’t hold you accountable, he won’t even ask for an apology. He’s comfortable, familiar, and you know you can treat him like shit on your worst days and he’ll come back, wanting more.”

Ire exploded in Kyla’s veins, burning through all desire and hunger she had for this demon in a matter of seconds. “What did you just say?” she said, narrowing her eyes at him. The air around her began to grow dense and heavy, trickle charging with her magick as her emotions started to ebb away at her control. “The way you worded that, Azazel, sounds remarkably like you’re accusing me of using him.”

Azazel saw the switch in her temperament and revelled in it. The blazing inferno ignited in her eyes combined with the elemental power rolling off her, ready to strike with fatal intent at any second, triggered something deep inside him. He wanted to see this woman come undone in every sense of the word, and only by his hand. He relished the challenge of her being like this and unlike the soppy ass werewolf, he wouldn’t give in to it, he would push her over the edge but grab her hand on the descent down and fall with her.

“If the shoe fits, Kyla, then you wear the hell out of it.”

Kyla shot her hand out, unleashing a blast of concentrated air at the handsome demon. Azazel didn’t even bother to move. He let the elemental force strike his chest, the pressure wrapping around him like invisible bands trying to crush his ribs. Keeping his eye contact with her, her forced aside the discomfort of having the very air squeezed from his lungs.

Seeing him unaffected by her magickal vice, Kyla debated whether to hit him again with something harder or whether to give in and have this conversation. After all, she did ask for it.

“I’m not using him,” she said, sighing, letting her anger subside several notches and thereby releasing him of her magick vice. “But you’re right—he’s comfortable and familiar and I know he’ll always be there. He wants me, exclusively, but it doesn’t feel right to me to have that exclusivity with him.” She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know why, I can’t explain it. Just the thought of it being me and Dylan forever...” A chill ran down her spine making her shudder. “It just doesn’t feel right. Like...” She trailed off, not wanting to utter the words poised on the tip of her tongue. She wrung her hands together and started at her entwined fingers.

Azazel raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

She shook her head. “I can’t say it. It’s too cruel.”

“Who’s going to hear? It’s just me and you in here.”

Lifting her eyes to meet Azazel’s, Kyla debated her options for a second. The instant she said these words, things would have to change, and she wasn’t sure she was ready for that. It would bring about a new reality that she couldn’t predict and that in itself was a threat she wasn’t sure she could handle.

However, on the other hand, staying in the current reality also wasn’t much of an option anymore. Nothing was going to change without her actioning something.

“Like...” She cleared her throat. “It just makes me think like this can’t be it for the rest of my life.”

Azazel visibly winced. “Ouch.”

Kyla nodded. “That’s why. And he doesn’t deserve that. He’s a great guy, really. He’s intelligent, hardworking, protective, caring, sensitive, empathetic...and he understands me. He gets me, Azazel, but...”

“But he’s not your guy.”

Kyla nodded. “I’m such a selfish bitch.”

Azazel shook his head. “No, you’re not. You’re human, my bellona, and there is nothing wrong with that at all. Take it from someone who has lived without humanity for centuries. Being human is the only thing that can save us all.”
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CHAPTER 3
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DCI Spencer Phillips stared out of his office window, his breath fogging the cold glass as he watched forks of lightning illuminating the sky across town. No wind, no rain, and no thunder, Spencer couldn’t ignore the chill that ran down his spine as Mother Nature flickered streaks of blue and white energy across the early morning skies. 

As a particularly thick, long, ragged strike of lightning hit the ground not more than a mile away, he could have sworn he saw two dark shapes moving through the powerful whiteness. He stared and stared, refusing to blink in case they vanished. Just as he convinced himself he wasn’t going insane and the silhouettes were that of what appeared to be oversized bats, a hand on his shoulder jumped him out of his trance, taking his attention from Mother Nature’s morning show.

Startling back to reality, Spencer whirled around to see his Superintendent, Sarah Morton, standing next to him, her green eyes full of resignation. “Spence, we’ve got a case. Call’s just come in.”

Spencer raised a dark eyebrow. “I don’t like that look in your eyes. What is it?”

She inclined her head towards her office, her blonde bob lengthening slightly one side as her hair tilted with her head movement. “In the office please,” she said, casting her eyes over her shoulder towards a couple of DC’s coming into the office for their morning shift.

Spencer inclined with his hand for her to go first. Years ago, back in college, him and Sarah had been a very firm thing. He’d even been convinced she might be the one. Until Peter Lewis came along and ripped Sarah away from him, entrancing her with exotic holidays and expensive jewellery. 

Never in a million years had Spencer ever envisioned Sarah one day being his superior. However, the fact that after over a decade he still took some small pleasure in knowing that Peter bewitched Sarah’s best friend and left her pregnant kept Spencer’s ego in check of his ex being his boss. Karma had come for her and that was that. 

As Spencer watched Sarah’s small round ass jiggle in front of him, her black trousers hugging her peachy cheeks to perfection, he couldn’t help but remember their recent hook ups. If you counted eighteen months ago as recent. 

Just as Sarah began to think they might rekindle something from their youth, Evie Goldsmith appeared on the scene and Spencer had been as lost to the leggy brunette as a dog chasing a squirrel. 

Sarah held the door open for Spencer as he walked inside her office. As she closed the door behind him, the click of the lock engaging seemed to start an invisible clock of some sort, as it always did between the two of them when they were alone in a room together. The tension lingering between them thickened with every passing second, unspoken words hovering, and bodies remembering how well they fit together making everything ten times harder. In more ways than one.
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