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Vito Lizorno Desert Vampire


Chapter 1Craig Wainwright

Note spoiler alert: this book contains
spoilers for the first book of the series.

Twenty Years Ago

I walked alone back to my house crying and
with my feelings hurt. My best friend’s dad had just told me I
can’t play with him anymore at their house and called me a dirty
dog.

We live in big houses close to each other and
have always been the best of friends, and shared all our secrets,
except for one. Sure, I have my family and older brothers, but
Joffre is more fun than they are, he’s my age, is always good to
me, and always stands up for me too when the bullies come
around.

I turned the corner onto the street where I
live and was surprised to see Joffre’s grandma standing next to her
sleek car, smiling at me.

“Hi there Craig, I see you are seeming kind
of down. Do you want to tell me about it?” she asked me.

I nodded yes, still kind of surprised that
she would turn up at the right time when I needed somebody, and
after that bad man talked to me like that.

“I went to go play with Joffre, and Mr.
Gregory told me we can’t play anymore because I’m a dirty dog. I
hate him,” I told her, trying not to cry again as I told her my
hurtful story.

I tried but I couldn’t hold it back in front
of her, and my sad and angry tears came flowing down my cheeks
anyway.

She walked over to me and hugged me and used
a soft tissue to dry my eyes. Then she kneeled in front of me and
put her hands firmly on my shoulders. She smiled at me, making me
feel a little better.

“You know Craig, Joffre loves you very much,
and so do I. His dad is a very confused and angry man, and you
can’t take what he tells you as the truth, because it certainly is
not,” she told me.

“But he called me a dirty dog,” I whimpered,
and she hugged me warmly, making me feel loved.

“That is because he is a selfish ignorant man
Craig, and you are better than that. Now first let me tell you
something else, and then I want to ask a great big favor from you,
is that okay?”

I looked at her warily and felt kind of
unsure about what she was asking, as I didn’t know her all that
well. However, she was always so kind to me, very pretty, and gave
me sweet cookies that she made.

“Okay,” I finally told her after I carefully
considered her request, but it still seemed quite odd to me that
she would talk to me like this.

“First of all, I want you to know that you
are not the only one here that has been sent away. I had words with
both Joffre’s dad and my daughter Iris his mother, and they asked
me to leave and not come back.”

“But you are his grandmother! How can they do
that to you?” I asked, thinking how terrible it would be because
Joffre loved her so much.

“I’m sorry. I guess we both are dirty dogs,”
I told her and was surprised when she burst out laughing.

“Oh sweetie, if you were a dog that would be
the best compliment anyone could have, but you are not a dog as you
know. Tell me what your parents say you are; it is okay to tell me
because I am a witch,” she said, still smiling at me as my eyes
grew big.

It took me a few moments to tell her because
my parents and brothers said to never tell anyone about us, but she
told me her secret and it is only fair.

“They said that I am a Werewolf, and that I
need to keep it to myself. Do you think Mr. Gregory knows
that?”

“Yes, my dear, I am sure he does, and he is a
very vulgar man, and was wrong to call you that. Very wrong. Now
just so you know, Joffre does not know about me, or you and his
parents do not want him to know. We need to keep this as our secret
until he is ready, can you do that for me?”

“Yes, I can, he is my best friend, and I
don’t want him to get into any trouble from his terrible dad.”

“Good man there Craig! I know Joffre is angry
and confused about all this, but for now we just need to be a
friend to him and help him through all this mess. I am sure he
would not care if you were a werewolf in the least because you are
a true friend to him but for now, we need to keep this a secret.
There is no shame at all in what you are, werewolves are very
honorable, loyal, and it is an exceptional privilege to call you a
friend. You are his best friend in the whole world and always will
be as you grow older.”

“Thank you, Ms. Desterra,” I replied to her,
since she had made me feel so much better about myself.

“Just call me Grandma dear, and know you are
incredibly special to me. Now here is what I would like you to do
for me. Since I am not allowed to be near him anymore, and I know
that you will play together, and that he can still go to your
house, please take my phone number. Call me to let me know how he
is doing. Please don’t ever tell him as it will be our shared
little secret. I only want to know if he is doing okay, how he does
in his schoolwork, and if he is happy.”

“I can do this for you; I know how much he
loves you.”

“This is so nice of you Craig, and I know we
will always be great friends. Things may be a bit rough for him
because of his dad, but I know you will be there for him. Now I
must run for now, but please go home and tell your parents
everything that has happened. I know they will understand. Tell
them I have spoken to you and give them my number as well and let
them know what I have asked you to do. Your parents are wonderful
people, and you can always trust them.”

“I will and thank you Grandma,” I told her,
and she hugged me hard and long, and then waved at me as she drove
away.

This was a solemn promise that I kept for the
next twenty years.


Chapter 2Bart

Nineteen years later – outside at Joffre’s
house

“Well this is different, I’m surprised your
master would let you out alone without your collar and leash,” I
told this persistent little werewolf, still surprised that my fated
mate would keep such a mouthy pet around.

“So here goes the neighborhood, a fucking
vampire has followed us home, and the same one I saw skanking in
the parking lot. Don’t give me that dog crap vampire, now state
your business. You have no right to be here, and I do not know you.
If you don’t clear this up right away, I’m calling my pack and they
will sort you out and see you on your way without any more of your
lip,” he warned me, and I grinned at him, infuriating him all that
much more as I watched him wiggle, cute little puppy.

“And Joffre isn’t my master, Dracula, so
explain yourself,” he demanded again, making me grin at his great
sense of humor.

“Since we are on a first name basis here, my
name is Bart, Bart Magnus, Alpha leader of the Magnus coven, now
who do I have the intense and questionable pleasure of speaking
with?” I asked casually.

I saw him blanch when he recognized my name,
but then again, in the supernatural world most people do.

“I’m Craig Wainwright of the Wainwright
Western United States and Canada pack. Joffre is my best friend and
has been all my life. He has no idea of or any comprehension of the
supernatural world.”

“So, then you are not lovers? Answer me
carefully and truthfully Craig as this may shorten your life if you
don’t.”

“You don’t scare me Fangs, and of course not,
I told you he was my best friend, and I don’t sleep with my best
friend. Can’t you hear me? Do you hear me now?”

“I hear you just fine, and no I don’t sleep
with my best friend either, but you have answered my most important
question successfully. Now I am going to ask you for a favor here,
and I will tell you why in a moment.

This young pup sure has a set of balls, but I
could see him start to tremble, and this was deadly serious to me,
so he had to understand this from the start.

“That all depends Snake Eyes, I don’t betray
my friends,” he answered, trying to look tough, the silly cute
fuzzy puppy.

“I respect that and would not ask you to do
something that is not honorable, so how about it Pup?”

“Honorable I can certainly handle, but if it
will hurt Joffre in any way at all, then absolutely not.”

“Good boy,” I smiled, I was so enjoying
trading insults with this clever young man.

“I am here because Joffre is my fated
soulmate. I have waited for him for the last twenty-four years and
have found him at last. The day after his twenty-fifth birthday, I
will approach him, and he will know me as our ancient bond is
strong, and I know he feels it even now. I am asking you to watch
over him, keep him safe, tell me immediately if something bothers
him or you. Does this get my point across to you?”

“Yes, it does.”

We ended up talking about his past and
current life and worked out a plan for me to keep Bart updated
until he finally met Joffre, and how to keep him safe. He also
wanted my advice as he built his new coven home in the hills above
us, since he wanted it to be perfect for Joffre and that he would
love it at first sight.

After he left, I went back to the house where
Joffre was standing on the porch looking for me, and of course, he
had seen me talking to Bart, but I just blew it off as a chatty
neighbor.

A few hours later I noticed a stealthy shadow
cross the window and it seemed Bart wasn’t kidding about
security.

I went up to check out the construction site
the next evening and was knocked out by how large and extensive it
is, spanning so many acres.

I made some smartass comment about what I
thought would be Joffre’s reaction to the estate and joked about
it, and Bart laughed out loud.

“What’s so funny here, Bart,” someone
asked.

I turned around to see a very handsome
striking man, with light colored longish blond hair, deep intense
blue eyes, and a killer smile, who slowly began to look captivated
for some unknown reason.

He was making no excuse for continuing to
stare at me, his mouth now hanging open, no extra teeth, and that
is always a particularly good sign when schmoozing with
well-equipped yet sexy vampires.

“Vito, this is Craig Wainwright who I’ve told
you about, my mate’s best friend and close confidant. Craig, this
is my best and oldest friend, second in command here at Magnus
coven, Vito Lizorno. I can tell without a doubt that he obviously
likes what he is seeing,” he snickered, busting him.

Vito seemed to wake from a trance and gave
him a fuck off look before turning back to me and taking my hand,
taking not shaking.

“Well it seems my Sire Bart here has been lax
in his duties with not fully informing me about his handsome new
dear friend. He tells me you are now a close brother, not to
mention the sexy tender little wolf, Craig. This is all my pleasure
for now Craig, and hopefully soon, I will make it be yours as
well,” he told me softly, still holding my hand, and once again
smiling like there was no tomorrow.

Bart slowly shook his head while grinning to
himself, in awe, completely surprised by Vito’s reaction to me.

“Well that went well, and I can truthfully
say that you mesmerize him, Craig. I am somehow sure I can predict
that you two will become great and remarkably close friends if not
much more,” Bart told me, seeming totally amused.

“We will be great friends if I get my hand
back and he keeps his teeth to himself,” I returned, and Vito gave
me a fake pouting look.

“Aww I’m crushed that I’m already off to a
bad start here with you. I’m so sorry Craig, how about a little
kiss to make up for things,” he told me, leaning in for what
hopefully wasn’t the kill.

“Let’s just keep it at a handshake instead of
a kiss for now Vito, I don’t want to give my new brother here the
wrong impression,” I told him.

I pulled my hand back, and then took a
cautious step back from the obviously horny predator.

Bart stood staring with his hand over his
mouth, trying to be discrete but I could tell he was just
attempting not to burst out laughing.

“You know, I think I should go for the walk
with you and Craig, Bart, I want to make sure we show him
everything we have to offer,” Vito continued, obviously not taking
no for an answer as he put his hand on the small of my back.

During the walk it was obvious something else
was going on between us other than just a house tour. Bart kept
stealing a glance at us, and Vito was acting supposedly totally out
of character.

It wasn’t until Bart was leading us through a
darker, and as yet unlit tunnel to where the witches would be
living, that he helped himself to a firm handful of my ass.

“Watch it,” I warned him, and I knew my eyes
were glowing with his unasked-for familiarity.

“Oh, I am so sorry, my hand slipped,” he
said, and showed me that his eyes were glowing red, and it wasn’t
because he wanted to kill me.

It was around that time that the dog jokes
came into full swing, and it pissed me off, and I had to tell him
to watch his mouth. And the horny vampire’s reaction? He gave me a
super sexy smile and wanted to do a strip search.

The worst part was that Bart didn’t back me
up when I basically told sexy Vito to fuck off, for now at least,
and then Bart ganged up on me with him and asked me if I wanted
Vito to search me. What the hell was going on here? Is this some
kind of a bite and suck desert bordello, and now I was having
second thoughts about my friend Joffre?

“What the fuck kind of place is this? Are you
going to treat Joffre this way when you meet him?”

“Of course not, he’s my fated soulmate and he
will have the utmost respect here,” Bart returned, looking shocked
at my statement.

“Oh, so then I’m some sort of free for all
touch and feel and whatever else happens, is that it Bart? Thanks a
lot, maybe I should just leave!”

“Of course, not Craig! And certainly not free
for all just only me,” Vito rushed to say to me, thinking he was
being fucking gallant.

Without any warning he surprised both of us
by grabbing me and kissing me like I had never been kissed before
in my life.

“Vito what the hell is the matter with you?
Why are you acting like this?” Bart raged at him, actually looking
pissed and more than shocked.

Vito looked taken back and tried to make some
sense of his actions.

“I don’t know Bart, but I’ve never been so
attracted to anyone before in my life. I’m sorry Craig, I should
not have done that without your permission first,” he apologized,
but I was sure glad he did kiss me.

“Don’t mention it, but ask first next time,”
I told him, surprising myself, and saw Bart spin around to look at
me then slowly smiled.

I then saw the huge smile grow quickly on
Vito’s sexy handsome face and knew once again I was really in for
it like I’d just given him some kind of engraved invitation.

It had soon gotten to the point where Vito
had to touch me every time he walked by, kissed my neck several
times, and one time when Bart was called away for a moment, he
walked up behind me, wrapped his arms around me, and ground his
substantial cock against my shorts, leaving nothing to the
imagination.

I was just about tell him to knock it off
when I felt a tiny scratch on the back of my neck then his tongue
as he groaned and rubbed against me, holding me in an iron grasp
that I could not escape.

“Did you just fucking bite me on the neck
Vito,” I asked feeling outraged in spite of my own hard cock.

“No, never without your permission.”

“Then what just happened, as I felt my own
traitorous cock grow rock hard when he licked me.

“I was kissing you and my fang accidentally
scratched you, but I fixed it,” he told me, still holding me, and
rubbing my body, grabbing for my jutting nipples.

“What the fuck Vito, you don’t have any right
to do that to me,” I raged, unfortunately only half pissed off,
since it is pretty hard to be mad when your hard cock is telling
you to go for it.

“Do you like me, Craig? I like you,” he
whispered, licking my ear, and giving me chills from his chilly
tongue.

“Yes, Vito, I like you a lot, but for now
would you mind cutting it out.”

“I don’t want to cut my sexy man, my own man,
bite maybe, nip maybe, but never cut,” he drawled, running his
fingertips over my bunched nipples.

“Stop it Vito,” I whispered, not sounding
very convincing.

“You don’t want me to stop it Craig, you know
you don’t, and now that I have tasted you, I don’t know if I ever
can,” he breathed against my neck, giving me a new set of shudders
all over my body.

He kissed my neck again, as he pinched my now
sensitive nubs, and I growled out loud, unable to help myself.

“You have to stop. Bart will be back any
moment,” I almost begged.

“Will you kiss me first, I need your kiss to
live,” he whispered to me again, licking my neck as I shivered with
his touch.

“Yes, anything, but please stop before I
can’t,” I pleaded as he turned me around in his arms and captured
my lips with his.

Moments later he abruptly let me go, and I
started to protest until I heard footsteps approaching. I quickly
sat down on a nearby bench, and saw Vito grin with my action, the
damn prick.

“Well this is a surprise, I expected that
Vito would have been humping you on the floor by now,” Bart
kidded.

He stopped for a second, and then he saw the
look on Vito’s face, turned to look at me, but I just looked down
at the floor.

“I thought so,” he said in a multi tonal
voice, and smiled.

“He just kissed me and scratched the back of
my neck,” I blurted out and saw Bart’s eyes grow wide with
anger.

“What? Vito what the fuck are you doing, and
why? This is not cool man, and you’re going to fuck everything up
with that insatiable prick of yours.”

“I know that Bart but there is something
about him that I cannot do without. Yes, damn it I tasted his
blood, and I will do it again if he lets me. It is like life to me
and there is nothing that has ever drawn me so strongly. Just
touching his beautiful skin sets me on fire and satisfies me at the
same time. I could never and will never leave him hurting, as to
hurt Craig, is to hurt myself,” he told me, shocking the both of
us.

“What are you telling me here Vito, this
sounds intense and serious even for you. You are not being yourself
and are acting totally out of character like some kind of a horny
teenager. I hate to do this, but as your Sire, I demand you answer
me with the truth of what is going on here,” Bart cornered him.

Bart glanced over at me and shook his head,
and I noticed his expression softened when he spoke to me.

“Please stay. This will ultimately be your
choice after he is honest with me, his Sire. Now tell us Vito what
is this,” Bart asked him softly, and I could tell he was genuinely
concerned by his abnormal behavior.

“I am sorry I have not acted as I should Sire
and yes, I know better. However, this time this is something
different, and I cannot help myself,” he began.

“How Vito, how is it different, I’m your Sire
but more importantly, I’m your closest friend, tell me please what
is going on with you,” Bart asked sincerely, reaching out to touch
his arm, instantly putting him at ease.

“I cannot resist him even though I have
tried. To touch him is keeping me sane. When he leaves to go back
home, I am distraught and frantic with worry for him. Being near
him is like being given my breath to live. Tasting his blood even
without his approval made me whole and want him even more
desperately Bart. I sincerely believe with all my heart, soul, and
being that Craig is the one I must now choose to be my eternal
mate,” he explained softly, and I felt like I was going to
faint.

Bart moved closer to Vito, taking his hands,
looking deeply into his deep blue eyes, now ringed with tears.

“Are you sure my friend, this is astounding
news, for all of us.”

Vito turned his gaze to me, holding my stare
as I trembled and waited for his emotional answer.

“As sure as you are standing in front of me
Sire,” he offered, his eyes never once leaving mine.

Bart continued to stand in front of him,
staring at him, his face stony. A moment later he turned to me.

I felt the blood drain from my face as he
looked for several moments without speaking, without me having any
idea what was coming next.

“The first thing I must ask from you Craig is
that until Joffre and I are one, that you will not tell him of this
momentous news. The second thing I ask, is do you feel this same
desire to be with Vito, as his bonded and eternal mate? If you do
not feel this for him, we will deal with it privately, but you must
carefully investigate the feelings in your own heart and tell us
both truthfully what you believe. There cannot be any indecision in
this. The mating ceremony in your own pack is much the same as ours
for lifetime mates, so think on this most thoroughly before you
give your answer to us,” he told me.

In his soft voice I could hear the emotion he
was feeling, and even possibly a tiny hint of hope.

I licked my lips before I spoke and then
looked away from Bart for just a moment, and then turned to look
directly into Vito’s eyes.

“What I first thought was a crush on a very
handsome man has gone away in the past couple of months. Now it is
true, and yes, I do feel the same pull that Vito is feeling and
what he has said, has cleared my thoughts for me as well. When I am
away from him, I have trouble thinking and sometimes breathing. If
he will have me for his bonded mate, then I will accept him and
welcome him with all my heart and do my best to love him more than
he can imagine,” I told them.

I shocked even myself with my irretrievable
words, and a commitment of this magnitude only after several months
of knowing him.

“Congratulations to you both and you have my
full blessing even if this is a complete shock. Craig, forgive me
for saying so but I do believe you are in for it; Vito has always
been a horn dog, and from this moment and forever he will only want
you,” he snickered seeing the outrage on Vito’s face.

“Just because you have acted like a nun these
last twenty plus years, doesn’t mean we all have to Bart! I was
just practicing for my little puppy here, and wanted to get it
right,” he laughed, kissing my cheek.

“You weren’t the only one practicing Bub,” I
countered, kissing him back, not letting him think for one moment
that he’d be training some kind of a quaking virgin.

“It seems like you might have your work
finally cut out for you as well Vito, and as I just said, you have
my blessing, but this is my time and the time for my soulmate. I am
meeting him in less than two months, and I do not want this to come
out until we are together. To protect my soulmate who will have
many difficulties to deal with, you will not mate bond and you will
not change Craig to a vampire. When Joffre is settled here as my
soulmate, you are free from this order, but not before, am I clear
to you both?” he asked, and I could see the tinge of red in his
eyes enforcing the point.

“Very clear my Sire, but then I suppose a
little hanky panky isn’t totally out of the question?” Vito
returned, and Bart could not help but laugh.

“No not out of the question, just remember to
be gentle, and not consummate; he’s a soft little puppy you know,”
he joked delightedly, and I fumed.

“Puppy my ass, keep in mind boys, that
puppies have very sharp teeth and go for the sensitive very soft
parts,” I said, and left Bart howling as I stormed out the door to
go check on Joffre.


Chapter 3Joffre

Setting the last events in order, for what
came next.

Lately Craig hasn’t been himself and keeps
acting like something is bothering him and won’t talk to me about
it. Last night I went to my birthday party and even my mother was
acting strange and just walked out early without a word.

So tonight, he is bitching about a headache,
and finally went to bed, and boy was he acting jittery. I can now
hear him pacing in his bedroom and it is starting to get to me, so
I’m going outside to take a walk like he suggested earlier.

It was so beautiful to see the moonlight
sparkling on the lake’s slightly choppy surface, and soon I was
sitting on the nearby bench, breathing in the heady desert scents,
and feeling happy.

Feeling something come over me, I looked up,
turned, and then saw a man locking eyes with me, and then slowly I
smiled at him, a stranger who I seemed to know.

And that was the night I met billionaire Bart
Magnus, found out that Craig had been in constant contact with him,
and that I was his fated soulmate. I soon found myself living in
his Italus estate surrounded by the vampires in his coven. I was
also shocked to find out that my shy best friend was in love with a
super-hot, sexy vampire named Vito.

Up until I had met Bart, I had no
understanding of the supernatural world until that point, and then
it really hit the fan when I found out my best friend forever and
the man living with me is a card carrying Werewolf when he shifted
his hand to show me.

At that moment I began to faint.

They both made a grab for me.

“Put your head between his legs, I mean your
legs,” Craig cried out, then began to laugh at his mistake.

“What the fuck did you say to me you, hairy
little bitch,” I asked taking a deep breath, and giving him the
stink eye, wolf paw or not.

“I think he meant between your knees, the
other is for a better time and not your own legs,” Bart snickered,
and I had to be honest it was funny.

“A mate that is a smartass, what’s next
tonight?”


Chapter 4Craig

‘We have liftoff!’ I texted Vito the moment I
was alone and left Bart to convince Joffre to come with us up to
his place.

‘Fuck me, how is Joffre taking it?’ he texted
back.

‘Shaken, not stirred, but fine and starting
to get over it. I know him well enough to understand he is becoming
intrigued. Bart did very well aside from almost scaring the pants
off him. I think my paw trick almost sent him over the edge
however.’

‘How did you trick him with your paw, what
paw? I’ve never seen a paw.’

‘I didn’t trick him Vito, I shifted my hand
to show him I’m a werewolf and he almost fainted, but now that Bart
and Joffre have met, we are now on track to finally be together.
Oops, here they come gotta go see you soon.’

Once we arrived, Bart wasted no time going
over to Joffre and putting his arm around him as the nearby guards
began to unload the car.

Right now, I could tell that Joffre was
seriously torn between his attraction for Bart, being freaked out
by all the supernatural beings around him and the desire to run
away screaming his head off.

“Your home is beyond wonderful Bart if I had
a fantasy this would be it. I am stunned by the exquisite beauty
everywhere I look,” Joffre complimented him, and Bart beamed back
at him, and winked at me.

“For you Joffre, this house was created for
you. Craig has spent untold hours advising me on your tastes and
dislikes. I can only hope you genuinely like your new home,” he
replied, still smiling like a hyaena in heat.

I could sure tell Joffre wasn’t on board with
the new home part just yet, and I think Bart picked up on it as
well and spoke up right away.

“Please, follow me to our terrace where my
Vito awaits. I know he is very impatient to meet you Joffre, and to
have his smartass horny puppy in his arms again,” he told us with a
snicker.
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