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"Do you want me to kiss you, Rae?" His blunt question perplexed me, bringing my gaze straight up to his. His eyes were so dark, so intense.

"Are you asking for permission?" I swallowed.

"Yes."

I was curious what it would be like to kiss him on the lips. "Then, no," I said, hesitantly, wondering if there were repercussions for denying him.

He did what I was afraid he'd do. With a hand on my arm, he turned me around and faced me, his gaze locked with mine for a longest time as he pressed my hips against the counter with his weight.

"You can't do this. I refuse," I pushed at his chest, but he was as steady as a rock, and my palms on his chest only awakened feelings in my loins that made it harder to breathe. I avoided his gaze steadily, looking at anywhere but at him.

"I heard you the first time." His smirk darkened and my heartbeat picked up at the soft touch of his hand on my chin, tilting my head up to look at him. His thumb was on my jaw, rubbing gently. My knees were suddenly too weak to hold me and as if he knew what he was doing to my body, he wound an arm around my waist to keep me from falling.

"You can't kiss me..." I said breathlessly, my heart throbbing in my chest as he tilted his head, his exhales turning into my inhales. "I-" he abruptly shushed me with a brush on the lips.

"You're my prisoner." His voice was deep, husky, holding a tone that was so heavy it made my lids close. "I can feel desire rolling off you, Rae. Don't you want this?"

I did. I wanted to feel his lips on mine. In a haze, I moaned and tried to rise on my toes to reach him, not caring that I was his prisoner, that he forced me to be here. But he pulled away, a self indulgent smirk on his lips.

Stunned, I drew back, my eyebrows furrowed in annoyance. I very nearly growled and tried to reach up to pull his face to mine again, but he only needed to lift his head a little to escape my lips.

"Minos, please," I moaned softly, filled with a harsh and unfamiliar hunger that begged to be satiated. I felt him go deathly still, his breathing hard and deep as everything came to an abrupt halt.

"I never gave you my name." The terse words were spoken as he took a step back. His expression was hard and tight, his lips set in a firm line. His eyes were dark and troubled and he looked starved as I ran my tongue over my bottom lip.

"Minos," I whispered, trying to calm my pulse. My own breathing was labored, haggard. I wanted him with a desperation that made my throat close up. The tight tension in my core was almost unbearable. He hadn't given me his name. I didn't understand why I knew it. It whispered in my soul, a harsh hunger.

This book can be enjoyed on its own, but for the best reading experience, check out book 4 of Lust & Monsters: Vampire Inheritance
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At eighteen, Raelynn Pierre has her life all figured out. When her eccentric grandfather sends for her to visit him, she takes the opportunity to meet the family she has never met.

But the journey takes her to a stranger on the train who needs her blood to heal... and takes her heart as well. Rightfully frightened, she runs away to her grandfather's castle where she finds that she is not at all welcomed, but is unable to leave. The only thing keeping her safe is a mysterious werewolf who has appointed himself her protector.
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Chapter 1: Kidnapped

[image: ]




I couldn't breathe, my entire body growing numb as the monster wrapped his talons around my waist and lifted me from the ground, taking off at a speed that took all my breath away. We were flying past the clouds instead of over them. I stopped struggling when the cold burst through the bathrobe I was wearing and straight to my skin, chilling me to the core.

Shivering, I couldn't help but hold onto the beast's arms around my waist, stealing the warmth from the flesh there. My stomach felt crushed in his tight grip, the discomfort and disorientation of dangling from his arms around my waist as he flew through another cloud making me gasp for air that was not filling my lungs fast enough before we crashed into another cloud.

We must've gone through three of them before I realized he was looking at me, staring with a sickeningly calm grin, his eyes as dark as the abyss, raw power exuding from his form in waves as his gargantuan wings flapped on his back, wind gushing to my body.

He stared at me as if he expected to impress me with his ability to take flight and had not just kidnapped me from where I stood.

When I shivered visibly in his arms, my teeth chattering, he frowned and adjusted his hold onto me so that I was no longer dangling on his arms. I clutched onto the fabric of his shirt as he held one arm under my knee and the other around my waist.

"Wrap your arms around me," he instructed, squeezing my legs and back, bringing my body closer to his. He was monstrous, straight from the depths of all my nightmares.

I held onto his shoulders, inadvertently drinking in the scent of his body, like ash and fire.

"My apologies," he murmured, his voice so deep it vibrated through his chest.

No, it was worse than that, he had unfurled his giant wings, black as midnight and blocked out the part of my brain that valued my life and told me to run. He had looked at me with eyes as red as blood that slowly turned dark as coal, reached his arm towards me, his hands turning into talons as he did, and uttered a single word:

"Come."

And by then, it was too late for me to run.

He did not pause, flying through the clouds and the sky, his gaze looking forward as he moved. I promised myself I wouldn't sleep, but with little else to do, I nestled comfortably in his arms and let sleep take me.

It was the warmth that woke me up. The bathrobe I was wearing had soaked through, keeping me drenched to the bone. I shivered as I stared at the apartment around us. Scarce paintings and furniture in the room made the place feel masculine but yet comfortably lived in. Clothes strung about the floors, hanging from chairs and tables.

"You can let go now," he said, the corners of his lips lifting in amusement.

"What do you want with me?" I demanded, the words tumbling from my lips the moment my feet touched the ground. My entire body trembled in cold and fear, but I gripped my fists tight, fingernails digging into my palms to keep the panic contained in my heart instead of allowing it to bubble outwards and overwhelm my ability to talk, to reason, to understand why he had taken me.

"There's no need to be so upset," he said easily as I trembled before him, his words coming so easily that I wondered how often he stole women from their homes.

Tears stung my eyes and I blinked them away, staring at the monster who was slowly shedding his wings, absorbing it into his body as if it pained him to keep them hidden. The black of his eyes bled away and the inky darkness of his hair turned into a pale blonde. He was almost beautiful. I took a careful step away, not wanting to make the mistake of underestimating him. I had been hurt by creatures more beautiful than him.

But that was a mistake. Stepping back meant I was treated to the full view of his muscular chest, hard lines narrowing down to his-

I looked away pointedly.

Noticing my blush at his nakedness, he grabbed a pair of black pants from the chair and pulled it on.

My lips pressed tightly together as he smiled anew. He lit a cigarette and perched it between his lips, inhaling deeply before releasing the smoke out the open window. I said nothing as I gave him a weary glare.

"I see you're upset... Very well... I suppose that's understandable," he murmured, looking out the window. "Did I take you away from something important you needed to do?" he asked.

"Yes," I bit out hotly, the lie leaping from my lips so vigorously that even I was surprised at it. There was nothing to do. I had been thinking of how useless my existence was, how helpless and... pointless.

"I apologize," he said easily, though he did not look apologetic at all. He took another drag from the cigarette. His fingers were long and graceful as he tapped the cigarette at the edge of the window.

I couldn't help but stare. How easily he hid in the human skin and how quickly he shed it earlier. His grip on my waist was still fresh, bruising a little, but healing too quickly to leave a noticeable mark. "I trust I did not harm you?" He finally turned to me then and my heart stopped at my throat at the intensity of his gaze. Though his eyes were no longer the pitch black darkness that it was before, it was still frightening. He stared as if he could see straight through me.

I drew in a breath to compose myself, pushing down the fear that was crawling from my throat and the scream that threatened to escape. He was stronger, faster, and immeasurably more powerful. Fighting wouldn't bring me anywhere and he seemed keen on talking. I should oblige him, if only to figure out how to escape.

Pushing down the fear, I nodded. "I'm fine. I heal faster than most humans," I said finally.

He laughed darkly, taking a deep draw of his cigarette. It was almost finished already. He lit another and threw the old one into a pile of half-finished cigarettes in the bin. "You would not be here if you're human, Rae." He leaned forward, drawing so close to me that I could feel my heart squirm in my chest. I held my breath and refrained from blinking, letting him study me as I studied the flakes of gold in his eyes, madness swirling in their depths.

I did not blink, but he held my gaze for so long that my vision began to blur. My heart began to pound in my chest as the eyes staring me so intensely that I couldn't breathe. He was gazing at me as if imagining cutting me into pieces, as if he were but a moment away from cutting me where I stood. I had no doubt he was dissecting me into tiny pieces in his mind.

"Why am I here?" I asked, keeping my gaze locked to his face. The more I stared, the less human he looked. There was something wrong with his eyes, black pupils with golden flakes that glimmered and shone. His jaw line was a perfect sculpture, his lips full and his nose pointed just the right amount. Everything about him was too perfect, like an artist trying too hard to create the perfect sculpture of a human male, but not realizing that such ideals did not exist outside of movies and hours of makeup.

I remembered where the black of his hair made way for his large, demon-like horns and wings behind his back, stretched out almost comfortably. Without thinking, I said, "I think I prefer your real face."

He withdrew from me so violently that his back hit a chair and it fell to the ground with a loud smash. I flinched at the sudden noise.

The smile on his face was stuck somewhere between annoyance and pleasure. He leaned against the open window and said, "I think we will get along fine, Rae."

The door was just a few steps to my right. If I could run out the door, maybe he would lose interest in me and let me go.

"If you're thinking of escaping, I can have you tied up instead," he said, reading my mind as if I had been contemplating my escape out loud instead of in my mind.

My head jerked back at him, a clear admission of guilt if there ever was one. His grin widened.

"Have a shower and change into something less wet," he said, waving to the open door to the left that led to a small bathroom. "There's plenty of clothes," he waved lazily. "Take your pick."

For a moment, I considered arguing, but shivered and decided it was for the best. A warm shower was too inviting to ignore. I walked over to the bathroom, my wet feet creating footprints in the soft carpet. I tried to shirk off the freezing shivering that was assaulting my body, but wrapping the robe closer to myself only made the cold worse.

"Take that off." His tone was incredulous as he watched me, but I ignored him pointedly and made my way into the bathroom.

The bathroom was as boring as the rest of his apartment. A single toothbrush sat in a cup and a toothpaste beside it on the sink. There was a shampoo and a soap by the showerhead. Clothes were tossed haphazardly in a laundry basket.

I peeled of my soaked bathrobe and hung it at the door. The shower was warm and distracting. As the warm water washed down my hair, I could pretend everything was fine, that I hadn't been kidnapped by a strange beast that knew how to fly.

I picked up the first piece of clothing on it, a gigantic grey hoodie that smelled like him, masculine, clean and slightly burnt. His hoodie was much too large for me and glancing into the mirror, I looked like a freshly-fucked young woman who had stayed the night and didn't have clean clothes to wear home. My cheeks burned despite the predicament I was in.

It's going to be alright, I thought to myself.
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Chapter 2*: Prisoner
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When I emerged from the bathroom, he was still leaning by the window and working on another cigarette. His gaze wandered to me, drinking in the sight of his hoodie on my small frame, so large it went over my buttocks. He gave a loop-sided smile that didn't quite reach his eyes, which were still burning with something that I couldn't understand.

"Those things will kill you," I murmured, to which he responded, "Good."

"Why am I here?" I began hesitantly, asking again why he had chosen to take me from my friends... my lovers. I had been in a turmoil when he captured me, lost between wanting nothing more than to stay in the embrace of my werewolf and vampire lovers, and needing more than they could offer.

The stranger gave a nonchalant shrug as he looked away. The moonlight caught his faze in a peculiar light. For the briefest moment, I thought I saw the shadows of his wings. "You called for me, Rae."

Frowning, I shook my head. "I didn't."

He cracked a smile. "You called for power, Rae. You called for all the powerful beings in the worlds and beyond. You awakened my beast and here you are." My heart beat like something wild in my chest, uncontrollable and erratic.

Not knowing what to do, I continued shaking my head in disbelief. I had not done any of the things he claimed.

"Yours is a peculiar skill. You feed off power," he stated quietly, contemplative, his deep voice filled with something ancient and sad. "You have been feeding, but it's not enough, is it? You're still drifting and lost, moving as if in a dream. Even now you're only half awake."

"What are you?" I asked quietly, the words a faded murmur. I asked even when I already knew.

"Vampire." He stated back carefully. "But perhaps different from the ones you've encountered. What are you, Rae? You're no human, but you're not a vampire either," he said.

"I don't know," I answered honestly. I didn't know what he meant about me calling for power, though others had told me the same thing. "My father was a vampire," I said finally.

"Yes, and what of your mother?" he asked.

"Human, as far as I know," I shrugged but I was beginning to doubt that as well. My mother kept more secrets from me than I realized. I didn't even know my father was a vampire until months ago, when I inadvertently found myself their prisoner.

"No," he said definitively. "Your mother is something ancient. Something that calls for men and power. Perhaps a Siren, or a succubus," he said thoughtfully. "That would explain your ability to lure men to your side, would it not?"

"That's ridiculous. There's no such thing as sirens," I said. "And she doesn't lure sailors to their deaths."

"Not anymore," he said. "Does your mother leave near the ocean, Rae? Do you find yourself wanting to return to it? I found you in the sea, Rae, because that is where your power is the most powerful."

Still, I shook my head. It was all too impossible to believe.

"It doesn't really matter," he conceded with a sigh. "Stipulations will not bring us anywhere."

I wanted to be wary, to be cautious, but the way he looked, so sad and alone, it gripped at my heart. "Why am I here?" I asked again, stepping closer to him despite the whispers in my ears telling me to run.

"You need power, Rae," he said after some time, a moment's reflection. "I want to give it to you."

"Give?" I asked, surprised by his offer. My voice wavered and I felt my knees going weak. I stumbled back until my knees kissed the edge a chair and gladly, I sat down. What a peculiar thing he was offering, but something about the way he said it resonated with my soul. "And what do I need to do in return?" I asked, wary of the stranger before me.

He paused and looked deep in thought, as if he had not considered a payment for his offer. "It would be interesting to see what you can offer in return..."

After a long pause, he said, "I've boiled some water for you. Make yourself some tea. They're in the second shelf on the left."

My mind was a whirlpool of jumbled thoughts and emotions that made little sense. In the span of the past year after my eighteenth birthday, I had fallen in and out of love with a vampire, saved by a werewolf, kept prisoner in a tower, tortured by deranged vampires, and now, now this man was offering me... offering me power.
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