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Author’s Note




This novella contains some subject matter that may not sit well with you, so I wanted to just let you know about it, up front. If it’s not for you, that’s fine. I’m happy you were interested. 


	All our novels and stories are for ADULTS ONLY. 


	Though the plot is the most important attribute to the stories we tell, there will be sex on the page. 


	Our books usually have a variety of relationships represented as well as genders. So, if you have issues with LGBTQ+ relationships, polyamorous or “why choose” relationships, or BDSM, this is probably not for you. 


	In this book, there will be sex, BDSM, more specifically needle play.
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Chapter one

The Dragon Mage





The displaced Irishman woke up with a start. He turned to the side, where he would normally see his sleeping wife, only to find he was in an empty bedchamber. There was a storm outside the iron-kissed windows. He could see the silhouette of the grating through the window. This place was cold at night, and he despised the chill. Getting up, he pushed his feet into the slippers and grabbed a dressing robe before making his way to the fireplace across the room. 

“It’s 1829! It’s France. You’ll love France. So much to do…” The dark-haired man snorted with derision as he placed some wood from the side of the fireplace into the dying embers. Grabbing the poker to stir things up, he only got so far before he paused, his brown eyes locked on the diminutive flames licking at the fresh wooden feast. A shiver ran through the entirety of his lean body. He bolted up and back. The clatter of the iron rod hitting the stone fireplace echoed through the bedchamber and beyond. The flames leapt as if they were living creatures and then dripped to the ash-covered floor beneath.

“Councilor Kennedy?” A servant, dressed in his proper suit still, came into his room.

“Dragon’s breath,” the man whispered.

“Sir?” The man walked over cautiously to the fireplace and picked up the dropped poker, returning it to the rack with the other tools. “I don’t understand. Were you dreaming?”

He finally broke from his trance, and his hard gaze landed on him. “The fire, the flames reminded me…” He let his mind wander off. Remind him? But he’d never seen or experienced dragon fire. He’d only read about it and heard stories told. Yet, the vision he had just experienced seemed so real and frightening.

“Perhaps it’s time to get back to bed, Monsieur Kennedy. The travel has made you weary, and you have a big evening tomorrow, what with the first Council Chamber Meeting. I’ll tend the fire.” The valet was all smiles and quiet understanding as he motioned toward the empty bed.

“Perhaps it’s time for you to learn your place.” The Kennedy heir’s glare told of awful treats ahead should the valet push him. He watched as the man bowed his head, his eyes going to the floorboards.

“Apologies, sir. I shall leave you to it, then.” He turned and made his way quickly out the door.

He regarded the flames with unhidden curiosity. Stepping closer once again, he held his hand out in front of the fire, palm becoming heated. The visions were there for him. He gasped loudly.

A swirl of fog in his mind cleared to reveal a vision so clear it couldn’t possibly be from his own middle-aged eyes. Was it his imagination? Was he still dreaming?

There before him was a dark-scaled creature. The eyes reminded him of those he’d seen in reptiles, slitted… or was it more like a cat? They glowed bright green-blue save a sliver of black in the middle. And there were flames all around this creature, flames clinging to the trees and to the bodies littering the ground. He could hear howls and smell the burned bodies and evergreens.

Then, in a dizzying swirl that had the Councilor falling to the ground, he could see another dragon; this one pale, almost creamy. The scales shimmered, reflecting the firelight. This one didn’t have as many protrusions from its body, but it was watching him…or…watching the other dragon? Two?

“Andrew? Andrew, darling, are you unwell?” His lovely wife was holding his head in her lap and slowly caressing his face. He felt the cold cloth against his forehead as well.

His eyes opened, and he was staring up at his wife as she wiped his face down. He reached up to grasp her wrist with his hand to stop her and just continued to stare up at her for another minute.

“I’m fine, you should be in bed.” Andrew sat up to smooth his hair back as if nothing had happened.

“Well, I can’t be in bed if you’re having a conniption fit in front of our new servants, can I?” She glared at him. Lady Kennedy was not one to be easily dismissed. And…she made a good point. There were several concerned faces still at the door, and his own valet was in the room with a medical kit. Obviously, she had shooed them away.

He was scowling at the new staff. They quickly vanished, and his glare turned on the valet.

“Andrew Kennedy, this is on you and me. Not them. They’ve not known our eccentricities. Leonard is ours from our home. Let him help you with the burns. Next time, I’ll not let my lack of sleep draw me away from you. Perhaps this won’t happen again.”

Her soft voice broke through to the angry man. His wife was having none of it. She took him to task so the valet could come closer and tend to his burnt hand.

“Well, will you allow him to finish treating it and wrapping it?” She raised a brow.

“Finish so we can all go back to bed.” Andrew closed his eyes and muttered roughly. He could feel her staring at him after giving Leonard the all-clear to finish. He would say nothing of what had happened. Not yet. Not until he was certain.








  
  

Chapter two

Dreams 





He came through the swirling energy vortex and felt the change in atmosphere and magic immediately. Welcome home. Senias was a dragon, but he was in human form and would need to remain this way for… for as long as needed. He realized the pack he had in one hand felt heavier. Pulling it up over his shoulder, he walked away from the Crimson checkpoint. The Crimson agents and guards were all about finding illegal things people brought from one world to another. 

They’d not found anything illegal or not allowed on Jean-Michel Raudine. So, he was on his way to exchange his currency. Luckily, the guards were only worried about what he was carrying and thought nothing of his own body and soul. According to Crimson Guards - he was the illegal contraband.

His blue-green eyes squinted, and he held his hand up to be able to filter the light of day when he walked out from the large set of buildings in Nice, France. This entire section of the old-world buildings housed the secret portal beneath. Once he was outside and turned back, Senias realized he had walked out of what seemed like a simple gathering place for the rich. The building matched the rest of the cityscape. Looking down at the paper in his hand, he nodded to himself as he read it.

“Eighteen hundred and thirty-six. Louis Philippe is the ruler. New… Arc de Triomphe…huh…” People passed him and carriages moved by on the street just past the huge park of benches, trees, and more in front of the buildings. Shoving the paper into his jacket pocket, he continued to the park.

It was beautiful here, but he already felt a pull northward. Senias continued to walk past the well-dressed people who stared at him. He didn’t mind. He probably looked like a beggar or a country sort. Best to make his way out to the country, then.

~ Sebastian? ~ He let his mind whisper the name, even though he wasn’t sure his vampire would hear it. Already, he was worried. He could not feel his lover. Senias told himself that Sebastian was just in a sound sleep, considering the placement of the sun. So, north it would be! Paris, France! Of course, Sebastian would still be there, attending shows and dancing. Why would he have gone anywhere else?

After catching a ride with two different wagons and sharing a meal with one of the drivers along the way, Senias found himself in a small town, exhausted. Moving like a human was difficult. But creating a portal after being gone for eight years was dangerous. Even though it was night, he still couldn’t sense Sebastian. If his vampire ever convinced himself he wasn’t coming back, it was very likely Bastian put all his mental and magical defenses up.

And Sebastian was much more powerful with those things than the dragon. 

So it was that Senias accepted the kind offer of his last driver. He would stay in the man’s barn. His wife and children brought out some blankets, a good pitcher of fresh water, and a bowl and rags to use. The man handed his guest a bowl of fruit before telling him bon soir and leaving the polite stranger be. Senias took a deep breath and turned to watch the sheep move as far away from him as possible. He smirked.

“I don’t blame ya. I’m hungry.” He chuckled before cleaning himself up as well as possible. He ate the fruit like he would scarf down the food around his lycan friends. And then he eyed the sheep again. No, he couldn’t. Taking a deep breath, he curled up on a blanket and covered himself with another. Hungry for meat or not, he was exhausted. Rest was more important.


      [image: ]The howls were all over. The smell of burning flesh and wood was in the air. He watched as the huge lycan turned and transformed in front of him. His friend? His foe? The dragon didn’t take the chance. He moved his huge, clawed hand upward and caught the unsuspecting creature before it could leap at his neck. He held the writhing, snapping beast beneath his weighted claws, and his flames roared at the familiar attacker. It was pure luck someone else grabbed his horn and tugged hard enough to keep those flames from roasting the lycan warrior alive. 

~ “Sen, don’t! For me, please.” ~

The sound of his friend’s voice and the frightened pleading within it made Senias jerk in his sleep. His friend needed him to keep control. He was breathing in gulps of air as if he were drowning. And then he felt like he was falling backward. He felt the sting of magical netting and the painful rips of arrows through his wings. This all happened over the years in Ordia, and now his mind was feeding him all of it at once. The dragon couldn’t escape those horrible times… he tossed and tumbled. Finally, he reached out, struggling to find someone he knew would protect him as much as he protected everyone else.


      [image: ]For the past two weeks, he had been finalizing paperwork and settling sales to see the servants attending his Paris residence would be well taken care of in his absence. For the first five years, he carried on in Paris with the parties and galas the city was so well known for, just as he once did with another. Each of those nights he found pleasure in others, but his mind drifted to red hair, piercing blue/green eyes, the scent of spice, leather, tobacco, and sandalwood. The voice with its rolling brogue accent always ended up coming to his mind and his heart. But after a while, Sebastian began to believe Senias wasn’t returning. He began to imagine Senias with a family. As the years dragged by he enjoyed life less with each passing evening. Senias was gone. 

Though he hadn’t felt the dragon or spoken to him since he’d crossed through the portal, Sebastian tried to hold some sliver of hope. He hoped Sen loved him so much that he couldn’t live without him and would come back. Such nonsense.

The past year, he’d stopped venturing out, and his sleep was becoming longer. At least in his sleep, he was in memories of his family, his Chosen, and their children before the evening he lost them. He enjoyed memories of Sen and the many adventures they shared. Each time he woke up from his sleep, he regretted doing so and longed to sleep again. 

This was to be the last daysleep he spent in the lair he’d shared with the dragon under Paris and enjoyed so many evenings in. After this, Sebastian would see the paperwork delivered before making his way to his family crypt to sleep amongst his family. With thoughts of the redhead on his mind, Sebastian drifted back to sleep with a nagging sensation at the back of his head. The sensation wouldn’t stop.

The sounds were so distant they almost went unnoticed by him, but Sebastian’s mind began to stir from its deep slumber. When he opened his dream-kissed eyes, it was to find himself in darkness, surrounded by the scents of old earth, ash, and spice. The sounds came again from outside. How had he come to be in his crypt? Had he lost track of time? He pushed himself up and realized he was in a dream. This was not real. Yet, it felt very much so.

~ He’s dead. I’m too late. ~ The thought made Sebastian suck in a breath. It wasn’t his thought. The voice was familiar. Sebastian was outside in a flash, looking over the desolate landscape from his past. Suddenly, he heard the thoughts again. Sebastian pulled his mental blocks tighter. It couldn’t be Senias, could it?

~ I need you. I thought we were the monsters, Bastian. I was wrong. I’ve seen real monsters. I almost became one. More than I already am. So, please don’t be dead. I need you. ~

He felt the lump in his throat and the tears in his eyes made Sebastian feel like this was real. Had he convinced himself of the impossible? Was this wishful thinking? Growling under his breath slowly, he took the risk and opened himself to mental intrusion. He strode forward to someone else’s dream.

“Sen?”

In the distance, through the rain, his lover, nearly unrecognizable, ran from dark figures in the trees. He watched the redhead turn quickly, his back against the cold stone wall. His heartbeat went wild as he stared at the monstrous creature. It was the absolute definition of a werewolf with fangs dripping with blood, fur matted with it. The thing came closer, baring those teeth.

“Kieran…” Senias looked down and then over at the direction Sebastian came from, but he didn’t seem to see the vampire. Shaking his head and swallowing. He took a step forward toward the beast. “Alright then. If I have nothing to live for, take me to the stars.”

It was the sound of his voice; Sen’s voice. Could it be him, or was it just another trick of his mind full of desperation? He didn’t care. He couldn’t take the chance. Sebastian pushed himself to move as fast as possible. His love was grabbed by the beast. Instinct took over and the only thing he wanted was to protect and defend. He thought he’d done so by sending Senias through the portal all those years ago, and yet here his lover was nearly dying beneath the claws of a werewolf? What was this?

~ NO! ~ Sebastian literally roared just one word through their mental connection as he grabbed hold of the lycan by both shoulders and with fangs fully extended, he bit down into the beast, not to feed but to destroy. His arms went around the creature's upper chest, and his clawed fingers buried to anchor past muscle and grip bone. Sebastian was not letting this dog get his lover! Not in this nightmare or any other dream!

Senias closed his eyes as the gnarled hands gripped his upper arms. He gave up, until Sebastian yelled. His eyes popped open, and he placed both feet on the hulking wolf-beast’s chest to shove himself away. Landing on the ground, he turned to see his lover fighting the monster.

“Sebastian?”

The vampire didn’t stop until the danger no longer existed. For a dream, it felt painfully close to the real thing. And then it was gone. He was breathing heavily and caked in blood and mud before turning to face Senias. Sebastian wiped his bloody mouth on his arm as if it would clean it off. He stumbled forward to the draconic man. His bloodstained hands reached up to cup Sen’s face, and rust-colored tears slipped free as he leaned in.

“You’re not real. But I want you!” Sebastian cried into the chest of this figment of his imagination. “I miss you. I know I made you go through, and I’d do it again to save you, damn it. But to live without you is torture.” He brushed his lips over Sen’s. “You won’t leave my head alone and I just can’t do it anymore. I’m losing my mind.” He closed his eyes and just stood there not wanting to break contact, knowing when he did this moment and this image would be gone.

“I’m not real here, but I’m real, ya filthy bastard.” Senias chuckled.

Sebastian froze in place. His eyes grew wide. It wasn’t part of the standard dream. Hell, the werewolf wasn't part of the old repetitive dream sequence. So, what was this? Their connection? He wasn’t sure if they were in his head, in Sen’s head, or somewhere between. But he’d take it. When he lifted his gaze, Senias smiled and pulled him in for an embrace.

“I thought ye were dead. Thought you’d gone to the grave. I was ready for the stars. I had to fight again, but I thought I was too late. I couldn’t feel you, but now, you’re real?” A happy sobbing reverberated in the man’s chest.

Sebastian couldn't hide the surprise on his face. Could it be true? He wavered unsteadily on his feet and knew he wouldn't be able to hold on to the dream much longer. “No, it’s too soon.”

“I just passed over. You’re too weak. Ya need some of the magic in my curio. I left the key in the side table drawer. You know, it's near the bed. Drink it before you leave next time. You place drops in the bloodwyne.” He pulled back enough that they stood before one another in this dream and could see each other for who they were in their minds. “Promise me you’ll do it tonight, so you can find me when next ye wake?”

Sebastian couldn’t believe he was chuckling. The vampire met the redhead’s gaze. "Seems too good to believe. I've waited so long. How's this shared moment possible?”

“You’re the mind mage, Bastian. You tell me. Best I figure, we’re both dreaming and our bond finally kicked in, now that I’m back. Our minds are melding once again, yeah? I’m not the expert you are. All I know is I’m gonna travel as much as I can tomorrow so I can be as close as possible when the sun sets. Close enough, you can come to me, feed from me, and take me home.”

~ No matter where you are, I will come to you. ~ He spoke the words mentally with what was left of his energy ebbing away. Soon, it would be impossible to remain within the shared dream state. He watched Sen’s reaction to him fading away.

Senias cried out as he grabbed air and tripped to fall on his side. His eyes opened once again to see he was in the barn where two of the sheep were watching him with suspicious eyes. He swatted hay and dirt at them, and they scattered.

“Ye better get away before I change my mind on a much-needed meal!” The draconic man’s voice was deeper than before. He flopped back onto the makeshift bed, and he looked up at the tall ceiling above him. “Soon…”

“Yes. Soon.” Sebastian spoke as the scene faded. He shook his head and got up from the floor where he had landed during all of this. Staggering to the huge bed, he fell over into it, exhausted. Daylight was forcing him back to sleep, even though he was underground. It was the natural clock of a pureblood. He couldn’t fight it, especially since he’d not drank blood in so long. This day coming up would give his body a chance to replenish enough energy, so next time he rose, he could keep his promise to his dragon.








  
  

Chapter three

New Friends, Old Loves





Senias saw his reflection in the glass window he was walking in front of. He barely recognized himself. 

“Jean-Michel Raudine. Human. Sponsored by Pack Weylyn of Ordia,” he whispered under his breath. He touched his collarbone and pondered at the way his cheeks dipped at the jaw. His face was older than it was when he left. “Used by Pack Weylyn. Sponsorship was the least they could do.” He took a deep breath, and his blue-green eyes met the eyes of the shop owner. He wasn’t sure if he had mesmerized her or made her afraid. Perhaps he attracted her? Maybe he disgusted her.

No matter what, the draconic man knew to move along.

Luckily, he spoke the language, though it was an older dialect. These Parisian people sounded much different from what he recalled. Most of them were fancy. Their clothing was much fancier than his own. He wore traveler’s clothing sewn by lycan. It was practical and yet fit into this world. He had good boots and a breathable cotton shirt with a cotton cord he could loosen or tighten as needed over his hairy chest.

Senias was carrying the total of all his belongings in a knapsack over his shoulder. At least these were the belongings he had outside his many lairs. But he didn’t dare try to make a portal so soon after coming through to this world. He probably looked quite the peasant. He just kept his head down and kept walking, letting wagons and horses by as needed.

Even after such a long walk and risky use of a portal or two, he felt the time was worth it. He felt someone for the first time in years. He nearly got hit by a cart when he stopped to enjoy the moment.

“Aye!” the owner of the cart yelled.

“Pardon!” Senias chuckled. Sebastian was alive! The dream had made him want to believe, but now? He swore he could feel the vampire.

Senias moved to the side of the roadway and leaned his back against a building. Tears filled his eyes at the sudden flood of emotion. The draconic man’s head bowed, and he did his best to gather himself.

Taking a deep breath, Senias smeared the water from his dusty eyes. It was time to find his way to an inn. Or were there still public bathhouses? Paris was not what he had known. But it was still Paris, so he hoped to find a proper place for food, drink, and respite.

The signpost called it Dante’s Inferno. Well, then. It sounded like a place that would welcome a dragon. 


      [image: ]When the tall, handsome male entered the tavern portion of the Inferno, he caught the eye of every working girl along with the gazes of a few of the gentlemen patrons. 

Ensconced in the silk-shrouded corner table, ruby eyes watched the new customer. Mira could see him through her mind’s eyes and also her brother’s eyes. Both recognized clothing from the other side when they saw it. They weren’t ignorant. Then, she heard her brother’s voice in her mind.

~ You’re needed downstairs, beautiful. I believe this one is your specialty. ~

~ Of course, brother. ~

Dressed in a slip of a gown as red as her lips and with her thick curly black hair pulled back with ivory combs, curls cascading down her back to her hips, the madame made her entrance. Barefoot, she moved down the stairs, smiling at all the gentlemen who frequented the place. The rough stranger pulled her gaze the same way he had drawn the interest of her brother. So, she walked his way.

“Whiskey?” he asked the barkeep before taking out the coins.

“Well now, aren’t you a sight? What delights can we entice you with this lovely day?” She asked while whirling her index finger in the air to let the barkeep know the order was to be doubled. 

“How did you know I preferred the English tongue?” he asked innocently enough. “My ruddy good looks give me away?”

“You could say that. So, what other language do you prefer?” Her eyes drank him before she shook her head at his messy appearance. Beneath the road filth, those blue-green eyes sparkled. Ahhh... her brother was correct. This was definitely a supernatural of some sort.

“I uh... I can speak French, but English is my better language. Up north, they think I’m a Frenchman, truth be told. You know how accents can take your voice hostage.” Senias spoke slowly, and even though he hadn’t enjoyed his drink, his slurred words made him sound like he had been drinking since daybreak. It was the leftovers of talking in the Ordian tongue. He took the whiskey and enjoyed the burn.

Mira took her own drink down quickly and sighed, her eyes closed and her lips opened in a delicious way. Moving to his side, she slipped her arm around his own.

“French is a beautiful language and for years, it was my only language.” She still held the subtle accent, and she leaned into him. “Now what is it I can do for you, monsieur?”

“Oh, I was looking for some food and drink. Seeing where I’ve walked into, I’d like to ask if baths and possibly help with clothing would be an option, mademoiselle. I’ve been traveling. As you can tell, my clothing has not fared well?” He had dried mud and who knows what else on his legs?

“So, I see.” She started them towards the stairs.

“I have the money for everything, I assure you.”

“Let us go up and see you bathed. Then I will dress you properly.” After taking a few steps she glanced his way, “I am Miranda and what should I call you, Frenchie?”

“Jean-Michel. You can call me what you want, beautiful.” He didn’t hesitate to walk with the alluring woman and didn’t seem to mind the ironic pet-name.

“It is a pleasure to meet you, Jean.” Miranda led him to her private room and pulled the rope to have the bath filled as she set about stripping away the ruined clothes. In French, she instructed one girl to fetch the tailor and another to discard his ruined clothes.

Turning, he saw the madam herself remaining. Waving the servants off, she smiled at him.

“Come, climb in and I will wash you up. You smell foul, Frenchie.” Miranda laughed softly as she sought the sandalwood soap and the musk oils she’d bought at the market. Placing drops of the oil in the bathwater, she mixed it with her hand. Then she stepped back to let Jean-Michel settle in.

Jean made sure his pouch and bag were still where he had placed them before moving to the tub and slowly letting his weary body sink into the nearly perfectly heated water.

“Mmmm, just the scent and the feel of clean water make my weary bones better. Thank you for the personal touch, Miranda.” He smiled, showing he still had quite perfect teeth - something unusual for humans his age.

“I felt you would appreciate it.” She wet the cloth and lathered it up.

“I assume by the way you handle yourself and the staff, you’re the owner? So, I thank you for helping me, when you could easily have someone in your staff do so.” Sen... or well, Jean let himself rest his back against the tub. His head went back over the curve of the porcelain, and he regarded her lazily.

Too graceful. Those eyes. There was also a musical hum of magic in the surrounding air.

“Dante and I are partners in this establishment. He is my brother.” She moved around the room while he soaked. “Are you enjoying? Do you need my help?” Miranda laughed softly and her ruby eyes glittered.

“I would appreciate having my back scrubbed. I can’t reach it well enough, and I’m sure I have a few layers of filth back there,” he chuckled. His green-blue eyes sparkled with mischief. “Dante? Dante’s Inferno… how clever.”

“I thought so. I named it.” Walking back to the tub with the large cloth laid over her arm, Miranda watched him with obvious fascination.

“You’re not like the others.” It wasn’t a question; it was a statement. She breathed in the delicious heady fragrance of him as she leaned in close. “You are very strong and...” Her head tipped to the side, causing curls to dance over one shoulder. “Where did you say you traveled from?”

“Well, I’m a Celt who just walked for days through a rainy France. I’ve also taken rides in hay and slept in a barn. So, you may smell some donkeys and sheep, too.”

“Oh, the truth, but not the whole truth, Frenchie.” She giggled. Picking up the scrub brush, Miranda soaped it up and scrubbed his back as he requested. “You’re good at deflection. Bravo, monsieur. Rinse off and climb out so I can dry you off. The tailor will be here soon.”

“As you wish,” he stood and took the glass from the table nearby and he rinsed the soap from his body. He stepped out and reached for the towel she had left for him, but he watched her with curiosity. “So, do you make a living trying to deduce things about people, or do you just find yourself curious about me?”

“I’m curious about you and I don’t just guess my clientele. I know them. It’s my job.”

Two hours later, Miranda had him dressed as he had requested, and she was enjoying the view. Standing before him with the tailor, they discussed him as if he weren’t present. Everything from the line of his form to the way she wanted his second and third outfit made. When the tailor left, Miranda walked to stand before Jean. “You like?”

“I do... not quite upper class, but not peasant, either. I like it very much.” Jean-Michel turned to the mirror. “Glad he already had some clothing he could let out for me.”

Miranda moved in close, so her breasts pressed against his chest. She felt his intake of breath as she caught him by surprise. She kissed his chin.

“You’re gorgeous in those clothes. I want to enjoy taking them off you.” Her fingers danced over Jean’s stomach as she purred for him. She knew her touch would have him immediately at attention and aching. But he was trying to keep his head.

“Is it by chance evening yet?”

“Not far off.” She could sense the effervescent hope building up inside of him. “Why do you ask?” She had a feeling her plans were about to be ruined.

“Since you’ve been kind to me, I have something I believe you’ll like.” He held a finger up, stopping her from going forward on him again. She pouted, but he simply smiled and walked over to his bag.

Taking out enough coins to cover her help and also a jeweled dagger, he turned to hold both out to her. “I never use daggers. And it’s a special one.”

Her eyes lit up at the sight of the weapon. Taking it from his hand, she felt the weight of it, the beautiful scrolling designs, and the gems.

“I knew there was something different about you. You came from anywhere other than Ordia, my ass.” She smirked, her hand putting the gold aside so she could study the dagger. “A work of art.”

“For a work of art.” He smiled when she blushed. “I just wanted to be sure of who I was with before mentioning the other world. Now, I have no hesitation. At any rate, you are exquisite and have kept this tired soul good company. Perhaps you can take these clothes off me one day. Just, not now. I’d hate for you to be interrupted.” He smirked. The expression of happiness made his eyes squint. “I’ve come here to meet with someone.” He moved his fingers into the back of her hair and enjoyed the silkiness. He leaned in to kiss her forehead gently before backing up.

“You mean to tell me I bathed you and made you smell as delicious as you are now for someone else’s pleasure? Shame on you for not telling me earlier, Frenchie.” Her scolding was anything but serious. After all, she was holding a magical Elven dagger. This one item was worth much more than what she had already helped him with.

“Well, I wouldn’t have gotten the pleasure of your attention and your words had I told you.” He winked at her.

~ Mira? ~ Dante’s mind-speak moved over his sister, sending a shiver over her body. It was a quick, cautionary call to her. ~ Vampire... ~

Pushing the bedroom doors open, Sebastian stood, his reddish blue eyes taking in the dragon who had left him years before. His pale skin covered well-made sinew, and his raven hair fell down his back to his waist. He had pushed his sleeves up on his arms, revealing the veins there. He was as tall, but not so broad as his Celtic warrior. The power resonating in his body was something to behold. Mira’s eyes fluttered from it and from the emotions moving between these two.

~ Oh brother... what an absolute delight! Do not even think about interrupting this. I am more than fine. I doubt I even exist right now. ~ The succubus wanted to keep this all to herself if she could!

The vampire rushed in to take her guest into his arms. “Sen...” He kissed the taller man deeply while ignoring her.

Miranda could feel everything. After all, it was one of her many natural talents. She was also enjoying the buzz from these heady emotions. The two held each other - and oh, the kiss! So deliciously passionate!

“Do you have any idea how much I have missed you, Senias?” Sebastian asked once their first kiss was done. Relief and joy flooded his soul.

“I have a pretty good idea. My name is Jean here. Jean-Michel. Seems the Celtic name doesn’t roll off the tongue very well.” He smiled, his eyes moving toward the lady in the room with them. His arm was still around Sebastian’s waist, just as Bastian’s arm was around him.

“This is Miranda. She had her tailor fashion me a proper set of attire to get around in. It'll keep my head on my shoulders but not label me a peasant. She’s been my hostess since I got here. Miranda, this is Sebastian. He’s the man I’ve been waiting years to have in my arms again.”

Sebastian couldn’t stop looking at Sen even as he introduced the female. The vampire managed to glance the woman’s way and smile at her almost dismissively. Mira didn’t mind. Considering the energy woven in their emotions, she was lucky to have gotten the introduction.

“Thank you. I know he isn’t easy to dress.” The vampire chuckled, then went right back to ignoring the fuck out of her. He turned to his lover, moving his hands up along the man’s spine. They came together, kissing hungrily.

This time, Senias didn’t just accept the kiss. He deepened it, growling as he did. His eyes watered again with the emotion he felt.

“I assure you; the pleasure is all mine.” Miranda purred in response as the sweet energy rolling from the couple hit her senses. She simply backed away, taking a seat on the chaise across the room. She had a suspicion they were about to make her drunk. After all, being a succubus had its perks.
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