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      Clarissa Andrews was finally starting to get on with her life. Sort of.

      Hey, her dad’s death had rattled her; she had every right to take a minute—or a couple of years—to get her act together.

      Sure, she didn’t go out much, preferring instead to curl up with a good book or any number of totally adorable romcom movies she’d already seen a hundred times, but hey, she wasn’t wallowing anymore.

      And, at this time of year, as spring was slowly making its way across the state of Michigan, she liked to get outside and kneel in the dirt in her flowerbeds. Weeding, adding mulch, rearranging the perennials because, as she recalled from last summer and fall, this one overtook that one and this section of the bed didn’t have nearly as much color. It was good for her soul.

      So she had books, movies, and flowers. Oh, and lunch with her mom, twice per week. What else did she need?

      This very thought drifted through her head as she knelt in the grass in front of her house, wearing a pair of tiny, pink running shorts; unfortunately, her ass thrust into the air due to the position she needed to assume in order to carefully reach underneath a rose bush to convince a particularly stubborn dandelion to relinquish its determined hold in the soil.

      She almost had it too when she heard the wolf whistle, followed by, “Hot damn. That is the most spectacular ass I have ever seen, and let me tell you, I’ve seen plenty in my day.”

      Oh, that jerk was about to get a piece of her mind—she tried to sit straight up instead of slithering out from under the bush, which was a giant mistake because holy hell, rose thorns freaking hurt!

      She cried out because, along with the short shorts, she was also wearing a thin, ribbed tank top, and that damn bush had just scratched the ever-loving daylights out of her back.

      And then she dropped onto her belly in the dirt, smashing a couple of freshly planted petunias in the process.

      “Whoa, are you okay? Is that blood on your back? What the heck did you do?”

      The voice was getting closer, but Clarissa didn’t glance over her shoulder or acknowledge the person in any way. Honestly, she just wanted him to go away and leave her to cry underneath her rosebush alone.

      A few seconds later, she heard a thwack that sounded suspiciously like the handle of a rake slamming into a body part, quite possibly the guy’s face. And then the person who had presumably been coming to her aid let out a painful-sounding shout and dropped to his knees next to her leg.

      She finally twisted her head and glanced over her shoulder. The guy—it was definitely a guy, not only based on the timbre of his voice but also the width of those incredibly muscular shoulders—was holding his face and there was blood seeping between his fingers.

      “Oh my God, you’re bleeding!” She started to straighten again, recalled the rosebush this time, and instead slithered out to go to the guy’s aid.

      “So are you,” he said, his voice sounding nasally.

      She glanced down at herself but didn’t see any sign of redness other than the scratches on her arms. “Oh, these are no big deal. But your face. What happened?”

      “I’ve never been called Butter Face before.”

      She frowned. “I wasn’t⁠—”

      He pointed with his other hand and said, “Your back. That’s where you’re bleeding. Come on, let’s go inside and get you cleaned up.”

      “Me? What about you? Also, this is my house, so shouldn’t I be the one to invite you inside?”

      He shrugged. “Invite me in then.”

      That was actually mistake number one. If she had simply acknowledged his injury, apologized for leaving her rake with the tines sticking up in the middle of the lawn, and told him to have a nice day, this story would have turned out very, very differently.

      But she didn’t do that.

      “Come on,” she said, motioning for him to follow as she walked around to enter through the garage door so she could kick off her shoes and not make a mess on her living room floor.

      “Nice pad,” he said, eyeing her outdated kitchen while blood still seeped through his fingers.

      She glanced down at his feet, which were encased in shoes that had trailed grass clippings and dirt through her small house.

      Opening a drawer and snagging a rag from the pile she used for cleaning, she ran it under cold water from the sink before offering it to him. “I just bought it. It’s a fixer upper. But I paid cash, so…” She shrugged.

      “Smart,” he said, using the cloth to wipe at his nose, which, she noticed, didn’t look broken or even very swollen. That fact slowly came to her attention, like fog burning away from a spectacular landscape, after she took in his impressive height, his shaggy, dark hair, equally as dark eyes, broad chest, massive arms, and that smile that made her want to lose her panties. Permanently.

      Luckily, the blood, or lack thereof, distracted her, momentarily, at least, from the man’s dazzling beauty. Two swipes of the rag and the trickle of blood that had been escaping was gone.

      She canted her head and studied him. He’d appeared human at first glance—albeit an outrageously gorgeous one—except humans didn’t heal that fast. 

      “What are you?” she asked.

      He smiled. It was charming, enigmatic, sexy, sweet, and any number of other utterly positive attributes that immediately set alarm bells off in her head.

      “Turn around, let me check out your injuries,” he said without responding to her question.

      She turned around. Probably because his smile looked so damn sincere.

      He tsked and gently ran a finger over her back, which sent shivers down her spine and heat coiling in another part of her body. “Mm-hmm.”

      She twisted to look over her shoulder and watched him suck on his finger, dragging it slowly over his lower lip while she stared and saliva pooled in her mouth.

      “Are you a vampire?” she blurted.

      He chuckled and fluttered his fingers in the shaft of sunlight splashed across the counter.

      “Oh, right. Of course. Then what are you?”

      “I don’t suppose you have anything to drink? Something strong to take away the pain?”

      She waved at his face. “You don’t look like you’re in pain.”

      “I was actually concerned for you, although I’m happy to imbibe with you.”

      She rolled her shoulders. “I feel fine too.”

      He rolled his eyes. “Fine. How about just invite me to stay and have a drink with you?”

      She crossed her arms. “Why should I?”

      “Because you want to?”

      She kind of did. Which was strange. “Why do I want to?”

      “I can’t read your mind. Although if I had to guess, I’d say my spectacular biceps or maybe my bedroom eyes.”

      She canted her head. “You do have bedroom eyes. Very sexy.”

      He smiled and his eyes crinkled at the corners. “Thank you.”

      She shook her head. “What the heck? What am I saying? I’ve literally never had this sort of conversation before.”

      “Glad to hear it.”

      “You are?”

      “Sure. Makes me feel…” He lifted his gaze to the ceiling, like he was trying to find the right word. “Tingly,” was what he finally settled on.

      She could relate.

      “Come on,” he said, “show me to your bathroom so I can clean up your back.”

      “That’s not necessary.”

      “I know.”

      She hesitated. A shower—alone—would obviously do the trick, yet she was intrigued enough by this guy to want to take him up on his offer.

      “I don’t even know your name.”

      He cleared his throat. “Call me D.”

      “Okay, D, I’m Clarissa.” She offered her hand to shake.

      He enveloped her smaller one in his own, and, good Lord, the zing that shot through her body was so heady she could feel her face heating.

      “Maybe that drink is a good idea first,” she said, tugging her hand free and moving around him to the counter. “Do you like margaritas?”

      “I like whatever you like.”

      Her hand shook as she reached for the tequila, her mind reviewing all of her favorite sexual positions. Which was not at all what he was referring to.

      It wasn’t, was it?

      Once they both had drinks in hand, he again offered to clean up her back, and she finally decided to let him. She didn’t need any bacteria or dirt to settle into the wounds and cause an infection, after all.

      “Cozy,” he remarked when they were both standing in her tiny bathroom and she was rummaging through the cabinet, searching for gauze and antiseptic and bandages.

      “Yeah, well, normally I’m in here by myself and there’s plenty of room.”

      “Fair. Take off your shirt.”

      “What?”

      He flapped his hand. “It will be easier to clean up your back. Here, I’ll turn around.”

      He turned toward the mirror.

      “How about the other way?”

      He tossed her a cheeky grin through the looking glass and then faced the wall.

      She quickly shed her tank, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were small, and she was in her mid-twenties and hadn’t had kids yet, so hell yes, she had perky breasts that did not require elastic and satin and wires to hold them in place.

      Holding the shirt to her breasts, said, “Okay,” and turned away from him so that he could tend to her wounds.

      They both fell silent for a few minutes. How nice his hands felt on her skin, first gentle, like he was brushing his fingertips over the various contours of her back. Then it felt like he placed his palms flat on her back, which was really interesting and, yeah, a whole lot stimulating. She could feel the magic pouring from his touch into her body. He definitely wasn’t human, although for the life of her she couldn’t determine what he was.

      Shapeshifter maybe? Although they tended to be hairier and more growly than this guy, who was all charm and goodwill. And they’d already clarified that he wasn’t a vampire. A warlock? That was possible, she supposed, although his magic did not feel at all familiar, and generally a witch could distinguish the magic of another witch or warlock.

      There were plenty of other possibilities, but, honestly, Clarissa had lived a pretty sheltered life and wasn’t up on all the various supernatural beings who were out there, just like her, living among the humans, who were completely oblivious to their presence.

       Not insisting he tell her his species was mistake number two.

      This particular mistake she eventually blamed entirely on him. Because he knew full well what he was doing. He was deliberately not informing her, and she was enjoying his ministrations far too much to make any demands beyond groaning and letting her head drop forward when he smoothed his palms up her back and began massaging her shoulders.

      The man had magic hands. Literally.

      “Are you a masseuse by profession?” she murmured, her eyes closed, her body going so lax she was in danger of falling sideways off the toilet seat. The hand holding her shirt over her breasts kept slipping because, honestly, this massage was making her pretty damn boneless.

      “I can be whatever you want me to be.”

      Okay, seriously, she could not possibly be the only one in the room who was thinking about sex right now.

      She twisted on the toilet seat to face him, the shirt firmly in place over her breasts. “I think we’ve gone beyond healing my back at this point. Although thank you. I feel much better now.” She rolled her shoulders. No pain. And he hadn’t used any of the supplies she’d laid out on the sink.

      “I can make you feel better still.”

      “Oh, I’m sure you can.” She stood, which was yet another mistake because this bathroom really was only large enough for one person, so now she was practically pressed against him and her nipples were poking at her hand and she had the very insane urge to simply let her shirt fall to the floor.

      “Am I under some sort of spell?” She canted her head and studied his face. He really was quite beautiful in a fallen angel sort of way. Like Lucifer from her favorite television series by the same name.

      His smile was enigmatic. “I’ve not woven any spell that involves magic. This is simply our combined chemistry. I admit, I’m used to women coming onto me, but this is off the charts. It’s a thousand times more potent when you do it.”

      Her mouth dropped open. “I am not coming on to you!”

      His gaze dropped to the shirt, which had shifted so low the areola of one breast was peeking out. She moved it back into place and frowned. “You told me to take my shirt off.”

      “And I appreciate that you so eagerly did as I asked. If I suggested taking your shorts off, would you do that too?”

      “How dare you!”

      “What? It was just a question. And I’m going to guess the answer is no. So, okay, we’ll stick with just the shirt, which is fine by me. You have lovely skin, and from what I can see, incredible breasts. I’d tell you what I’d like to do to them, but you are suddenly not as relaxed as you were a minute ago.”

      “That’s because I don’t understand what’s going on.”

      “This sexual attraction between us? You’ve never felt this way with anyone else before? Cool.”

      “What? No. I didn’t say that.” Although, it was true. She wasn’t a virgin and she wasn’t a prude, but, no, she had never before gotten this flustered and overwrought, never had such a strong desire to lose her clothes and hop up onto the counter and spread her legs and invite him closer, much closer. 

      Not until now.

      “This is crazy,” she said, shaking her head, trying to rid it of the idea that, if she suggested it, this guy wouldn’t hesitate to give her the pounding of her life.

      He nodded. “So we’ve already established. But I’m a go with the flow kind of guy, so I’m happy to indulge in whatever fantasy you’re interested in trying out.”

      “I thought you said you can’t read my mind?”

      His eyes widened. “You’re really thinking about a fantasy you want to enact with me? Holy cripes, this is kismet. We need to hook up now.”

      “No, that’s not what I said.” She shook her head again.

      “I just suggested we indulge your fantasy, and you accused me of reading your mind. I’m pretty sure that means you were having a fantasy, hopefully that involved me. So what am I missing?”

      Had he moved closer? Her bathroom was small, certainly, but she didn’t recall it being this cozy.

      A quick glance down showed her what was sucking up all the room in the space. He was sporting an impressive woody. Sticking up, right there between them. Not even trying to hide. And as he was wearing a pair of form-fitting slacks, she could see the outline of everything, even the shape of the bulbous head.

      “Is he tempting you? Because the way you’re staring at him is definitely tempting me.”

      “I need another drink,” she muttered, tearing her gaze away with incredible difficulty and clumsily pulling her shirt over her head.

      He grinned and stepped to the side, sweeping his arm in an arch. “Right this way.”

      She inched past his much larger, much harder body, and, yes, she definitely bumped into that erection, but, seriously, the thing was out there.

      This time, he made the margaritas, and he certainly had a heavy pour. “This is the best drink I’ve ever had.” She stared at the ice cubes floating in her glass. “Which means you’ve probably charmed it in some way.”

      “Nope. I’ve just been playing bartender for a lot of years.” He touched the rim of his glass to hers and then downed half the contents. She hurried to follow suit.

      Two drinks turned into four, and then six, and then they were sitting on the couch with the bottle of tequila, a sliced up lime, and a pile of salt parked on the coffee table. D, she dimly noticed through her haze of drunkenness, didn’t touch the salt.

      “Don’t like salt?” she slurred.

      “I prefer sugar.” He puckered his lips.

      She rolled her eyes. “What is D short for?”

      “I can’t tell you.”

      She laughed. “Your name is that terrible?”

      “Actually…yes.”

      “Oh, come on. You can tell me. I won’t think any less of you.”

      “I highly doubt that. You aren’t like the women I normally find myself in this position with.”

      “We aren’t in any position yet.” Whoa, yep, based on his widening eyes, she’d said that out loud.

      “Why don’t you tell me your favorite position?”

      “I will if you tell me your name.”

      “I told you, I can’t. You’d have to pluck it out of my brain somehow. I literally can’t say it.”

      There was a reason for that, Clarissa was sure, although the tequila had done a remarkable job of dulling her senses so she couldn’t, or maybe didn’t want to, figure out why.

      She swallowed one more shot and then plopped the glass onto the table. Thinking hard was overrated but other hard things weren’t, so she climbed into D’s lap.

      He sat there, his arms spread wide, staring at her like he wasn’t quite sure what to do with her. Although his erection was hardening between her thighs, so subconsciously, at least, he had some idea.

      “Maybe I’ll entice it out of you,” she teased while touching a finger to his lips. He sucked it into his mouth while staring into her eyes, and she clenched her inner muscles so hard she had a mini orgasm.

      Placing her hands on his shoulders, she ground against him, fully aware that this was entirely out of character and, frankly, was all that stupid dandelion’s fault.

      Not that she intended to do anything to change the trajectory of what was about to happen.

      “I’d really like to lie and let you believe you can do that, therefore allowing you to keep doing what you’re doing, because I’m seriously about fifty-nine seconds away from losing it in my pants right now.”

      She leaned forward, rubbing her boobs against his chest and grinding even harder, her lips inches from his. He maintained eye contact while grasping her hips, helping to guide her rhythm.

      “Me too,” she admitted, forgetting, for a moment, that her objective was to get him to confess his apparently horrible name to her.

      Okay, no, that was not her entire objective, and, no, it hadn’t been even from the first moment she invited him into her home.

      “We could lose the clothes and maybe make it even better,” he suggested.

      Her inhibitions were gone, buried under a layer of tequila and lust, and to be honest, she was glad for it. Her normal self would have missed out on what she suspected was about to be one hell of a good time.

      She flipped off the tank top, this time letting it drop to the floor instead of holding it over her breasts. His gaze fell from her eyes to her chest, and the guy was looking at her like he’d never seen a woman’s body before. She had never felt so revered before in her life.

      He started to reach up, to cup her breasts.

      “Uh-uh. You too.” She plucked at the front of his shirt and he whipped it over his head so fast she got whiplash. Which was quickly replaced by a new surge of lust because, seriously, the guy’s torso was the image of perfection.

      She trailed her fingers over all the ridges and plains. He closed his eyes, leaned back against the couch, and let out a long, shuddering breath. And then he clapped his hand over hers, pressing it against his chest.

      “Seriously, I can’t take much more. Usually, I can. I’m a big fan of foreplay. But…I need you, Rissa.”

      No one had ever called her Rissa before. She liked it. It was intimate, sensual. And, she supposed, fair, since she could only call him by a nickname as well.

      She rolled off his lap, tugged off her shorts and panties, and watched while he shoved his pants down his legs, revealing that tempting flagpole she had every intention of climbing here momentarily.

      She hopped back onto his lap, positioned herself so that she was a gasp away from impaling herself on his trembling erection, and then she held herself there. “Tell me your name,” she whispered, staring into his eyes.

      Those gorgeous, dark eyes widened, and his fingers dug into her hips. “I can’t. I’m not kidding. You have to pull it from my mind.”

      Clarissa had never tried the sort of magic that affected people’s brains. She wasn’t even sure she was powerful enough to do it.

      Well, when she was sober and not desperately in lust, anyway. But right now, in this position, she was feeling pretty damn powerful.

      “Okay.” She sank down onto his shaft, and they gasped together, like it was choreographed. She lifted up, and he used his hands on her hips to pull her back down again. She rolled her pelvis, and he groaned and cupped her breasts while she clutched at his shoulders as her insides coiled tighter and tighter.

      She was about to have the orgasm of her freaking life.

      He slid a hand around her back and gently pulled her closer to latch his mouth onto her nipple, and that was all it took for her to tumble over the edge into beautiful oblivion.

      While she was still riding high, he dropped his hands to her ass and then twisted, laying her on her back on the sofa, with him between her thighs, and then he was slamming into her over and over, desperately, and, good Lord, she was going to orgasm again.

      Yeah, she totally did. At almost the exact same time he did.

      “Oh man,” he said, expelling a heavy sigh while he rolled so that he was on his back and she was sprawled on top of him. “We are so doing that again.”

      She giggled and rested her forearms on his chest so she could look into his face. His hands were roaming up and down, from her backside, up to her shoulders, and back down again.

      “Now, about that name.”

      He rolled his eyes and gave her ass a light slap. Which, wow, sent her insides molten already again.

      “Seriously, Rissa, I can’t tell you. Here.” He grabbed her hand and pressed the tips of her fingers to his forehead. “Now, say the spell. I know there is one.”

      There were several spells that would do the trick, but she’d never used any of them. One could extract a specific piece of information, assuming it was there in the first place. Another could allow her to read his thoughts, under certain circumstances, but that felt like a huge invasion of privacy, and, honestly, she didn’t need to read his mind to know he’d enjoyed their little interaction as much as she had.

      “Come on, so we can move on to round two. I wouldn’t mind hearing you scream my name. That would be so hot. Maybe scream it three times, you know, for practice.”

      Okay, that comment should have rattled those warning bells that were for some reason—probably the tequila—not going off in her head at the moment.

      Instead, she shivered. And then closed her eyes and began murmuring an incantation that she’d never uttered before, yet it slid off her tongue as if it were the most typical of spells.

      Magic flared, pouring from her hand into his head, swirling around there for a few moments, showing her a bunch of impressions that told her she’d murmured the wrong spell. She’d meant to only pull a single item from his mind—his name—but she was now watching a bunch of memories, and they were all very clearly adding up to one startling fact that was surely impossible. And then her magic wrapped around a particular thought, and she popped her eyes open and whispered, “Drekavac.”

      “Yeah, baby.”

      “Ohmigod, I slept with a demon!”

      “Wanna do it again?”

      

      TO BE CONTINUED…
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