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“Lock the house down. Keep only the people that we can trust and free the rest,” he ordered as he began to take a sleeping Gigi upstairs. 

Grayson flash stepped through the house to arrive in their private wing. Moments later, he could feel the underwater home begin to tremble due to the bulletproof dome closing around it. He paused briefly in thought with Gigi’s body in his arms. He refused to soil their bed by placing her blood splattered form on it. Instead, he laid her down on the couch before he took off to the bathroom for a warm washcloth. The entire time he kept his mind linked with hers in an attempt to keep her sedated. Even as he rubbed the signs of war from her flesh, he fought to remain in control. 

He chuckled at her shocking display of strength downstairs and the fight she was giving him now. She knew that he was in her mind as he flooded her thoughts with images to calm her and wipe away the horrors she had just witnessed. Most people would have taken the gift to forget, but not Gigi. He could feel her mental push back. It was as strong as the punch that she had given him that had knocked out the tooth that had already grown back in his mouth. 

With a sigh, he tossed the rag to the floor. Giving up, Grayson plopped down in the armchair across from her. It only took a second after he left her thoughts for Gigi to open her eyes. She glared at him with a heat and intensity that would have melted candle wax. 

“I told you not to do that shit anymore,” she snapped in a thick, deep voice that was beyond her normal tone. 

He raised his eyebrow at her. “Most people would thank me for my help,” he responded in a demonic voice that vibrated off the walls. 

He wanted her to understand that her flex of muscle was impressive, but she was still no match for him.

“You almost killed me.”

“And you almost killed Lisett and all the innocent people in this house and those in the one above us,” he stated in the same powerful tone.

He narrowed his eyes. He could see the shiver that ran through her body as his demeanor and words hit home. 

Gigi began to fold her arms, only to stop in mid-cross. An expression of disgust and fear settled upon her beautiful brown face. Instantly, she jerked off her shirt to begin to rub the blood of her attackers from her hands and arms. 

“I wanted to clean you up, but you...” Grayson let his words trail off.

She knew what he was going to say. That she fought him, which kept him from trying to help her. 

“Thank you,” she whispered as she stiffly got to her feet. 

Without a word, she walked from the room into the bathroom. Grayson remained in his chair. He heard the water turn on. His head fell back onto the chair. This was not how he had desired to spend his first day with his newly minted wife. He should be fucking her in the shower, not sitting in a chair while she bathed blood and gore from her body and hair. The room should be filled with laughter and moans, and the air should be heavy with the scent of their lovemaking. He had no fear of the events that had just happened, causing a wedge between the two of them. Now that they had gone through the Binding, her Crimson Blood would call out to him just as his was crying out for hers. It was just the drama and the ass kissing to get her to calm down that Grayson wasn’t in the mood for. Although he knew that the award in the end would be worth it, the act of going through the motions to achieve it was going to test his limits. 

Crissann strolled into the room just in time to see her son shuffling over towards the closet to change his clothes. He growled at the sound of her merry laughter over his visible discomfort. 

“Oh, it will be alright. All you have to do is lick her ass for a little bit to put a smile back on her face,” she promised him.

“I pray my jaw doesn’t lock up from all that tonguing,” he grumbled. 

“Oh baby, I can promise you that it will.”

Grayson lifted his eyes to find Gigi standing proudly in the doorway of the closet. Droplets of water ran down her nude body from her thick wavy hair. Without shame, he let the pants he had opened fall to the ground. He watched as her brown gaze went to his erection as it jumped with excitement. He took in her nude body. He was stuck speechless as she strolled into the closet to begin getting dressed. She intently brushed her body against his when she reached for a short maxi dress. Her actions made the tension he had been harboring disappear to be replaced with raging lust. His gaze went to his mother in hopes that she would leave the room. He rolled his eyes at the smirk she had on her knowing face. 

“You need to cover that up before it catches a cold,” smiled Gigi as she tapped her finger on his mushroom, causing it to make a slapping sound when it hit against his taut stomach. 

He captured her wrist. “I would rather bury it in your dark, tight pussy,” he moaned.

Crissann watched their exchange closely. The lust they held for each other was so strong that it was almost tangible. It was like watch lightening flashing across the night sky. She couldn’t take her eyes off of them, even if she wanted to. Gigi was everything she had wanted in a mate for her son. Now, she longed to see if she had the strength to own what she had become. She needed to know if the girl would rise to the challenge of standing with him? Or would she let fear rule her? 

Gigi jerked her hand free. She slipped on her dress with a wicked smile before she turned to walk out of the room. 

“I think you forgot your underwear.”

“No, I didn’t. This is still my honeymoon,” she replied to Crissann with a wink. She could feel Grayson reach for her. She held up her hand to stop him in his tracks. “After we discuss what the hell is going on and how we’re going to deal with it,” she tossed back over her shoulder before she left the two of them in the closet. 

Crissann laughed at the speed of which he dressed and followed his wife out of the closet. It was all business when they sat down to talk. Dressed in all black like an avenging angel, Grayson asked his mother what she had found out.

“I never made it to Frannie. Instead, I went home to question your father.”

“And?” asked Grayson.

“He didn’t have too much to offer.”

“Maybe you didn’t ask the right questions,” offered Gigi.

“A dying man tends to spill their guts, Honey,” answered Crissann.

She examined Gigi’s face. She was surprised at how well the girl took the news that she had just killed her husband. She wasn’t the only one. Grayson narrowed his gaze due to the blank expression on Gigi’s pretty face. He shifted in his seat.

“So, you killed him?” pressed Gigi.

Crissann nodded.

Gigi glanced over at Grayson. 

“And you are alright with this turn of events?” she asked him.

Grayson sighed. “My father, as I called him, wasn’t actually my father. Although I was still a child when Mom married him, I respected him. This isn’t the first time his actions have put others in danger,” he explained.

“Ok, but how was he at fault for what happened downstairs? I mean, he was still your dad.”

“Power, darling,” Crissann spoke up. “Or in his case, the lack of. We weren’t dumb to the fact that he lusted for it, and he resented the fact that Grayson possessed what he wanted. I was a vampire before he. It was I that made him what he was, and for that fucker to have sided with—”

“Who?” snapped Gigi, cutting off Crissann’s angry rant.

The force of her question struck the woman. The pressure in the room changed. 

“Let me take a guess. It was Justin,” grunted Grayson.

“Yes.”

“Who was he working with?” inquired Grayson.

Crissann shrugged. “The man was smart enough to have had his mind purged. I peeled his mind like an onion. If there were something there, I would have found it,” she promised.

“I know you brought proof for his father,” said Grayson

Crissann reached into her bag. She pulled out a Ziploc bag to toss on the coffee table that sat between them. Gigi’s eyes widened at the blood stained plastic. She leaned over to get a closer look. She gulped hard when she realized that it was a part of the man’s brain. She pointed as she worked her mouth in confusion.

“Justin’s father will be able to view the memory that my father held in that part of his brain when he eats a piece of it. When you’re dealing with sensitive matters like this, it’s best to hear it from the horse’s mouth than from us,” he explained. 

Gigi leaned back in her seat. Her eyes darted back and forth between Grayson and Crissann. She closed her eyes to control her conflicting feelings. The mixture of fear and the murderous feeling that was rising up in her was starting to take its toll. Her mind was telling her that she should indulge in the fear. That she should be afraid. That the emotion was the right one to keep her alive. However, there was a predator that was in her. An animal that wanted to fight and kill. She had a desire to be savage. She wanted to set back and give into cold savagery that she could see mirrored in the depths of Grayson and Crissann. A shiver danced down her spine.

They both knew the battle she was fighting within because at times they had both fought the same fight as she. Every vampire had to learn how to balance the beast within to maintain a shred of humanity to ensure they didn’t become a killer. However, because of them being more than the normal vampire, the fight was much harder. His mother had taught him how to respect the humans. She had trained him that his strength wasn’t in his power, but in his mercy. They longed to see which road Gigi would take. No matter what, Grayson’s love for her would be unconditional.

“So, I need a recap,” Gigi said at last. “Your father was behind the attack with other people that we don’t know. He sided with those people because he hated you. Both of you knew about his feelings, but you never did anything about it.”

Grayson tilted his head. “And what would you have done differently?”

“I would have removed the threat before it got to this point.”

“Which is what Mother has done. So, you would have no problem killing someone that you loved?”

“To protect you and my family, yes,” Gigi said without hesitation. “I want to start this training you were talking about as soon as possible. I also want to get a better handle on my Stand. The next time that those assholes try me, I’m going to fuck them up.”

“Killing a person isn’t as easy as it may seem. I don’t doubt you can do it. I just saw you end two people’s lives. I’m talking about the guilt that will follow,” cautioned Grayson.

Gigi got to her feet. “I think you underestimate me. I have no guilt at all. I have never thrown the first punch in my entire life, but if you hit me, I will put your ass down.”

Crissann glanced over at her son. She was having a hard time reading his expression. He remained motionless as he stared at Gigi. Finally, a smile formed on his lips. 

“Mother,” he said, not taking his eyes from Gigi. “I’ll leave you to going to Fran’s. Gigi and I will meet with Justin’s father. Can you be free tomorrow to begin her training?”

“Yes. What are you going to do now?”

He got to his feet. “I’m going to give my wife a few lessons in combat,” he smirked. 

He reached behind his head and removed his T-shirt. 

The desire to linger, to watch the match, was tempting, but she knew that she would get her chance tomorrow. She needed to move on the clues in hopes of figuring out the threat before their enemies were ready to strike again. 

“Try not to destroy the room,” Crissann cautioned.

“I have fifteen more rooms in this house and twenty more in the house above. Besides, she knocked my tooth out. Now, it’s time for payback,” he growled, taking a step toward Gigi.

He chuckled over the fact that she didn’t back down at the sight of his approach. He waited until he heard the door of their private apartment close before he spoke. 

“We’ll train, then I’m going to spend a few hours fucking you,” he stated.

“You’ll have to take it,” she challenged.

A second later, she regretted throwing down the glove. Grayson closed the space between them in a matter of seconds to hit her. She quickly realized that this wasn’t a game. His hits were hard and brutal. The man wasn’t playing. It took her a moment to get over the shock before she returned his hits with a few thoughtfully placed hits of her own. Gigi had been in many fights of her own. When she was smaller, her grandmother had insisted on her taking boxing lessons at the Y. She knew how to not just throw a punch, but to lean into the attack with her entire body. She had also been in enough street fights to know the importance of protecting her face and how to dodge. He marveled at how quick she was on her feet, and the strength of her hits. She could do some real damage. 

“I’m not going to hold back on you,” he warned.

Gigi nodded. She bit her lip at the sight of his eyes darkening. She wished she could tap into her power that quickly. Every time she had been able to do so was during events of great emotional stress. The voice in her mind began to scream for her to run in the face of his looming presence. The images of him taking down the enemy downstairs like toy soldiers, along with the vision of him engulfed in smoke came flooding back. This time, the fear overtook her. She began to back away.

“Don’t do that,” he growled. “Don’t fear the monster inside of you. You have to own that shit, Gigi.”

“I...I can’t. I’m not mad at you. I don’t know how to flick it on like you do,” she cried in defense.

“I can make you mad,” he promised before he slapped her hard across the face.

“Don’t do that.”

Slap. Slap.

From the narrowed eyed stare, he knew that he had pushed her enough to get the fevered response he was looking for.  Grayson braced himself for her attack. She charged in with her newfound anger giving her strength. Her attempt to shove him back was impressive. It would have easily knocked a human against the wall, killing them. It would have managed to cause internal bleeding in a vampire. However, it had no effect on him. He remained planted in the same place. He knew that the smirk on his face only added to pissing her off even more. 
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