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Warning




If you’re picking up this book in the hopes that it will be a sweet love story, you’ll be sorely disappointed. There is nothing sweet here. 





This book contains:


stalking


murder


death


torture


gore


blood play





If you’re still reading after that list, welcome. Feel free to turn the page and continue reading. You’re in for a horrifyingly good time.











  
  

Chapter 1


Cole





The TV crackled, the screen going fuzzy, pixelating, and distorting the picture. The room was dark and musty, the scent of rust and mildew permeating the room. It was familiar, and yet, not familiar at all. A sense of foreboding tickled down my spine, urging me to turn back, to find safety elsewhere, as I followed Carson into the dilapidated room, keeping back just enough so that she didn’t see me. She’d know it was me. I didn’t have my mask on, the one she’d become so familiar with when I’d first started stalking her dreams all those months ago, or one of my others that I’d picked up just for fun since then, so my face was visible. And once she recognized me? I grimaced because I’d have to deal with her when she woke. She’d be grumpy, maybe even a little pissed, and I didn’t have dealing with a new vampire tantrum on my schedule. Not today. I had too many things on my plate to… 

My eyes narrowed as I surveyed the surroundings. I’d been here before. I was almost positive that I had, but I just couldn’t put my finger on when I had, nor where this was. But… I felt like I recognized it. No. I didn’t feel like I did. I did recognize it. But how?

Judging by the look on Carson’s face, she recognized the place, as well. And like me, she couldn’t figure out why. So that narrowed it down to Chicago because she’d never left the city. Not until I’d come along, anyway. 

Leaning back against the wall, my arms crossed over my chest, I watched as she took a step forward, the floor underneath her groaning in protest, making her wince and nearly leap back. I tensed, my arms stretching out toward her, just in case, because falling through the floor was the last thing she needed, especially when she had been sleeping so poorly. But then I caught myself, reminding myself I was just there to observe, not to interfere. Nothing bad was going to happen to her in her dream. Not physically. 

Catching herself, Carson closed her eyes, a hand over her heart as she gasped, trying to calm herself. “Breathe. I just need… I just need… Fuck. What do I need?” She paused as she opened her eyes, her brows furrowed as she glanced around, pondering over why she was there and not home in bed, where she knew she’d be safe and warm. Dream versions of most people couldn’t quite distinguish between reality and their dreams until they woke, unless you were a dreamwalker like me. And Carson was not a dreamwalker. To her, this was all very real. She legitimately thought she was in danger. But instead, she was safe and warm in bed. I knew that for a fact because I’d tucked her in and was currently sitting next to her, watching her toss and turn while lurking uninvited in the shadows of her dream. 

Bad husband behavior? Probably. Not that I’d ever cared about being good. Especially when it came to her.  

“Breathe, Carson,” she told herself, muttering under her breath as she closed her eyes once more and hugged herself. My heart ached at the sight, wanting to step out of the shadows and show myself so I could comfort her. But again… I already knew how she’d react.

Watch, don’t interfere. 

I was really preaching to the choir on that one. 

Turning my head as Carson continued to calm herself down, my eyes landed on the couch. A body, half decomposed, was rotting on the cushions. Its jaw hung open, as if it had been taken by surprise when it had died… or, well… my eyes flicked down to its chest and swallowed. Murdered. Whoever this was hadn’t died. He’d been murdered. And here he was, all alone on the couch. Did anyone know he was dead? Was anyone missing him? I… It wasn’t my business, but… I leaned forward to get a better look because I finally had an idea of where we were when a squeak of surprise caught my attention. Head snapping up, I turned to face Carson just in time to see her notice the body and take a step back, where a rat, surprised by the sudden movement, squeaked as well and scurried across the floor before scrambling up one of the legs hanging off the couch. A low, disgusted groan escaped Carson’s throat as she took another horrified step back. And then another. And then….

Slam. 

Her back hit the door. The door? Had we walked through a door when we’d arrived? I could have sworn her subconscious had sort of just materialized us here, but then again, it was a dream. Technically, anything was possible. But… I shook my head. No, it had definitely not been there. I would have remembered opening it and then closing it behind me. You didn’t just forget if you closed a door. Or, at least, I didn’t. Locking it, on the other hand? Forgetting if you did that was valid. I’d forgotten if I’d locked a door a dozen times just this past month alone, dragging myself out of bed with a weary groan just to go check. But this… something about this door felt off, and I didn’t like it. I needed to get Carson to get us out of here somehow, either by actually showing myself, consequences be damned, or scaring her out the door to go God knows where. Or… and this was a bit of a last resort because she needed her sleep, I could wake her up. Not that this dream was very conducive to good sleep. 

Spinning around to face the door, Carson stretched out her hand to open it and then did a double take, glancing down at the hand she’d stretched out toward the handle. My brows furrowed as I, too, looked down at her hands, curious to see what had made her pause. What was on her hands? They seemed wet, coated in some sort of liquid. In the dark of the room, I couldn’t tell what it was exactly, but I knew it wasn’t water. That… that was thicker. 

Still studying her hands, the look of horror on her face giving way to something resembling morbid curiosity, she brought one of her hands up to her face, trying to get a better look. 

Bad idea. 

The scent of copper hit both of us like a punch to the gut. Reeling back a few steps, her feet caught on the threadbare rug and sent her sprawling down onto the ground while I pressed myself further against the wall, feeling the telltale burning in my gums as my fangs descended. Landing on her ass with a dull thump, she stared at her hands in horror. There was blood on her hands. Honest to God, blood, and neither of us had any idea where it had come from. What kind of fucked up scenario was running through her head?

I pursed my lips, making up my mind. I had to wake her up. She was already scared. Me appearing wouldn’t make this any better. No. Waking her up was the only solution. And then I could talk to her, see what was going on in her head. Maybe I could offer a solution to whatever was bothering her. And if I couldn’t, we could figure something else out. Together. 

Bracing myself, I pushed myself off the wall as her eyes flicked to her hands again, almost like she couldn’t quite comprehend that her hands were coated in someone else’s blood. Her eyes narrowed, hyperfocusing on a droplet that snaked down her wrist. And then her face twisted. I could practically see the thoughts running through her head on her face. She was attracted to the blood. What vampire wouldn’t be? But she thought it was… wrong? Wrong? I grimaced. Dear God. I realized in a heartbeat that her dream self thought she was perfectly human so this was disturbing. Horrifying. Incomprehensible. Yet, at the same time, her throat probably burned, and her gums more than likely ached the longer she stared at the blood. And if I listened close enough, I could hear her stomach grumbling. 

As I took a step back, preparing to step out of her dreams, I paused when I heard her voice tremble in panic. “Oh, God, it was. What was wrong with me?”

My face fell. There was nothing wrong with her. Nothing at all. 

“Why aren’t I screaming?” she continued to whisper to herself. “I should be screaming, and instead, I’m sitting here drooling over my hands.” She gagged, as if revolted. “Oh, God, I’m going crazy.”

Another rat squeaked as it scurried across the floor and then over one of her legs in its haste to get to the body. Shuddering, she quickly scrambled to her feet. 

“I can handle a lot of things, but rats are not one of them,” she muttered as she squared her shoulders before marching back to the door, trying to be brave. 

Praying that the door was unlocked, I paused to watch, already halfway through the little portal back to the realm of reality. Not that it mattered if it was or wasn’t locked. I would be walking her up soon anyway. 

Maybe. 

If she got out of here and her dream shifted to something more pleasant, I’d let her sleep longer. 

My eyes locked on her hands again, waiting with bated breath.

“Just open the door,” she whispered to herself. “We can leave. We don’t have to stay here.” 

Hand visibly shaking, she grasped the knob and was about to turn it when a deep yet cold voice cut in, a lilting Irish accent sending chills down my spine as I spun toward it. 

“Going somewhere, love? The party is only just beginning. I can’t have you wandering off yet, now can I?” 

We weren’t alone?

Since when?

Fuck. We weren’t alone. 

This wasn’t good. Not at all. I hesitated, glancing between Carson and the portal.

I glanced at Carson again when the voice sounded again, closer this time. She’d frozen in shock, her eyes widening before the panic really set in. 

“Come, love. Don’t be like that. Come have a seat.”

Taking a shuddering breath, she shook her head, trying to clear it. She knew as well as I did that she just needed to get out. 

Step one: open the door.

Step two: run. 

Taking another shuddering breath, she yanked on the door knob, but the door didn’t budge. Swearing under her breath, her heart pounding, she turned to face the voice.

And then she screamed as a stake came hurtling toward her chest. 

“Fuck.”

I reared back as Carson’s scream slammed into me, forcing me out of her dream and back into the land of the living as my back hit the wall of our bedroom with a dull thud. On the bed, Carson was thrashing, tangled up in the silky sheets as she continued to scream in terror. Without thinking, I pushed off the wall and crossed the room in three long strides, needing to get to her. I had to help her. It wasn’t in me not to, and it had been killing me to do nothing while in her dream. Whatever was hurting her, I would take care of it. Though this time around, I didn’t think I could actually kill whatever it was that had her this scared, leaving me feeling a bit helpless. I was the kind of man who used his hands. If you looked up the definition of shoot first, ask questions later, you’d see a picture of me. This… I was out of my depth here, but I’d be damned if I didn’t try something. 

Climbing on top of the bed, I crawled up the mattress until I was level with Carson. What to do? What to do? Nodding as I inhaled sharply, I did the only thing I could think of right now since I couldn’t get back into her head. I straddled her, grabbing her hands and pinning them to the mattress so she wouldn’t hurt herself. That had to count for something until I could figure out how to get her to wake up, especially since she was still getting used to being part of the undead, which meant she often forgot her own strength. I didn’t need her to accidentally clobber herself and shatter her own jaw. 

One issue at a time, please. 

The problem with this position, however, was that I could no longer try to soothe her. I needed an extra set of hands. Or two. And no matter how much I willed myself to grow an extra set, it just wouldn’t happen. Not in this life, and probably not in the next. 

“Come on, baby. Calm down. Carson, love. Wake up. Please,” I managed to get out from between gritted teeth as she bucked beneath me, nearly sending me careening off the side of the bed. My grip tightened on her wrists, and my thighs clamped a little harder around her waist. “Carson, I need you to open your eyes. You’re safe. You’re with me. In my arms. Wake up, love.” Another scream tore through the air, and I could hear a dull thump from down the hall in the direction of Kenneth’s room. If I had to guess, he’d just fallen off his bed in shock. I knew he’d heard her. It would have been impossible not to. 

Still gripping her wrists, I leaned in close enough that my breath caressed her face as she whimpered, still thrashing. I studied her for a moment, from her furrowed brows to the trembling of her bottom lip. And she was pale. Paler than normal, and with her olive-toned complexion, it made her look sickly. Sweat beaded on her brow and her upper lip. Her breathing was labored. 

What was going on in that head of hers? I wracked my brain, trying to remember what had been happening while I had been watching her from the shadows in her dreams. 

Unlike before I turned her, I didn’t interfere anymore. I didn’t need or want to, not unless she spooked herself. Her mind lately was a mess, a conglomeration of the events that had led to me turning her: from her catching me peeping through her second-story window, to the dreams I had stalked while being an active participant in said dreams, to the many murders I’d committed trying to make sure no one hurt her ever again. Sure, I may have gone overboard, but could you really blame me? She was the reincarnation of my late wife. I had her in my hands once more. I was never letting her go. 

But that was neither here nor there right now. I could delight in having Catherine back in this new form later. Right now, I needed to wake Carson up, needed to soothe her, needed to reassure her that she was safe, that I would never let anything happen to her again. 

I pursed my lips as I thought about the dream. She had been in an old apartment, one that wasn’t unlike the one she’d been living in with Dan when I’d first found her months ago. Only this version of her apartment had been left to rot and decay. Everything was still in its place, just as she’d left it, but it had started to fall apart as mold and moss moved in. There’d been a body on the couch as well. Dan, I would presume. Granted, I knew his body wasn’t still on the couch I’d ripped his heart out on, and Carson knew that, too, but the mind was an odd place. I guess it was just her way of processing. It had only happened… fuck, not even six months ago. She was still in shock, and I, in my narrow-mindedness, in my desire to have her, hadn’t even considered that until just now. 

Note to self: don’t let Carson walk in on any other bodies I may or may not leave lying around. 

But… I paused, thinking. That wasn’t what she was hung up on. No, there had been something else that had caught her attention in that dream. There had been something coating her hands. Blood, I think. No, not think. It had definitely been blood. And that had made her panic. Naturally. Who wouldn’t? But it was like she’d forgotten she was now a vampire, because her body’s reaction to the blood had surprised her. 

She was definitely still in shock. Still processing. 

But still… There was more. Someone had spoken. A voice neither of us had recognized. Had the accent been Scottish? No, that wasn’t right. And it wasn’t English, either. I was sure of it. Irish. That was it. Did she know an Irishman? Was she dreaming of another man? I frowned down at her before common sense came crashing into me. 

There had been a stake. 

The slayers that had just arrived in Chicago. The slayers who had attacked Kenneth. The slayers we had just recently told her about. She was scared of being found, of being killed, and rightfully so, but I would be damned if I let anyone take her away from me. Slayer or not, they’d have to go through me if they wanted her. 

I leaned back as I watched her whimper again, her movements starting to slow. Any minute now, she’d wake up. I was sure of it. And once I had her settled, I would need to talk to Kenneth yet again about our current slayer problem because obviously, our current game plan wasn’t working. I couldn’t have Carson trapped in these kinds of dreams because she was scared. I just couldn’t. I wouldn’t do that to her. I’d scared her enough for one lifetime. Now it was time to prove that I wasn’t the monster who had stalked and turned her, that I was worthy of being her husband, her partner. 

Footsteps sounded down the hall a few seconds later, meaning Kenneth was coming to investigate or to see if he could help. He’d had an active hand in helping her transition more easily since we’d come out to the estate. Any second– Just as I glanced over my shoulder, the door swung open with a creak, and Kenneth poked his head in the room, his hair disheveled as if he had just woken up, which technically, he had. Sleeping through screams like the ones Carson had let out? Not possible. 

“She alright?” Kenneth asked, his voice hoarse and just above a whisper, not that he needed to whisper. Whatever dream she was having right now, be it the one I’d seen or a new one, she was locked in, and not even Kenneth and I yelling at each other would pull her out, though it was worth a shot. I still needed her to wake up, and my normal methods weren’t working. 

What good was being able to dreamwalk if I couldn’t even save my own wife from her nightmares?

I glanced down at Carson again before returning my attention to Kenneth, and grimaced. “She’s having some sort of nightmare,” I explained with a shake of my head. “I was watching–”

“Stalker, much?” Kenneth interjected, cutting me off with a smug smirk that normally would have had my hackles raised. Tonight? I didn’t have the energy to take his bait.

Instead, I shot him a glare as I continued. “I was watching because she’s not been sleeping well. I thought if I could figure out what was waking her up, I could help. But she kicked me out. Subconsciously. I don’t think she knows that I’ve been watching over her as she sleeps; otherwise, I think she would have run to me for help. I should have made myself known. I should have– Fuck, I don’t even know at this point. But she won’t wake up.”

“Do you need any help?” Kenneth arched a brow at me as he leaned against the door frame. 

I shook my head. “No. She’s calming down. Slowly. But… You and I need to talk. About our slayer problem.”

His brows shot up. “Is that–?”

I nodded. 

“She’s worried,” he stated. 

“As she should be, but I don’t want her terrified,” I murmur, finally releasing one of her wrists to caress her cheeks, feeling her shudder from the warmth of my touch on her clammy skin. “You go wait in the kitchen. Or the living room. Somewhere. I’ll come find you when I get her taken care of.”

“Sounds good.” Kenneth pushed off the door frame and exited the room, closing the door softly behind him, leaving me alone with Carson once more. 

“Wake up, my love,” I murmured, caressing her cheek again. 

Her eyelids fluttered, and my shoulders sagged in relief. 

Fucking finally. 

“You awake, baby girl?” I continued, releasing her other hand to cup her cheeks, leaning forward to brush a tender kiss to her forehead, then her nose, and then her lips. 

“God, my mouth hurts,” she groaned, her voice barely audible as she leaned into my touch, her eyes still closed. “Where am I?”

I bit back a bark of laughter. Where was she? I shook my head. She was more than a little disoriented. “In our bed, love.”

“Wha–” Her eyes flashed open, a startled expression on her face. Her gaze met mine for half a second before flicking around the room, her body tense. And then she groaned, rubbing a hand down her face. “God, it was so real…”

“Want to talk about it?” I asked. 

She shook her head. “Not yet. My mouth hurts.”

I smiled. “Of course. We can fix that.”








  
  

Chapter 2


Carson





“Of course. We can fix that.” 

Cole’s voice was warm and comforting, like a warm blanket being wrapped around me after being out in the cold for a few hours. I wasn’t sure if that was what had pulled me from my dream, the sheer terror of being staked and killed, or the pain in my gums that had woken me. All I knew was that that dream had been too real for my liking and that I was more than relieved to have woken up in my bed with Cole surrounding me. 

My life had already gone to hell in a handbasket over the last few months, and the only thing, or rather person, keeping me afloat was Cole. Granted, he had caused some of the events that had led to me being turned and locked away in a country estate with him as his wife. But he was a constant. My safe space. I knew that he would do anything and everything to keep me out of harm’s reach, which was more than I could say for any of my exes. 

Cole may be part of the undead, but that didn’t stop him from knocking devotion out of the park. 

Kenneth said it best: “Cole worships the ground you walk on, Carson. Yes, he may be a bit overbearing right now, but he’ll calm down. In a decade or two. You are more precious to him than you know, so go easy on him, yeah? He’s trying his best to make this transition easy for you.”

When Kenneth had pulled me aside and told me that my first month at the estate, after a particularly loud fight with Cole over not being able to leave and wanting to go back to my old life, I had wanted to argue. The hateful words I had wanted to spew in his face that this whole situation was also his fault, and why couldn’t they have just left well enough alone, had been on the tip of my tongue. I had been so angry that I had been shaking, my hands clenched into fists at my side. 

It would have been so easy to hurt him, too. 

But there was something about the way Kenneth’s hand had rested on my shoulder, the way his eyes seemed to hold a deep pool of pain as he studied my face, pleading for me to understand. I couldn’t do it. So I’d taken a deep breath and listened. And then I’d peeked into the kitchen where Cole was hunched over the counter, his face buried in his hands as he took deep, ragged breaths. I was angry, yes. I was struggling, too. But so was he. 

We still fought after that. A lot, if I was being honest, but I’d toned it down. I’d realized that we could disagree, that we could be frustrated with each other, that we needed space on occasion, but at the end of the day, he was my family now. Especially since I didn’t have anyone left. Not anymore. And hurting someone who loved you because you were angry was no way to treat them. 

Stretching my arms up over my head, the silky sheets gliding over my skin like a cool caress, I groaned under my breath as Cole continued to cradle my face, crooning at me that he would make the pain stop. 

“How are you going to make my mouth stop hurting?” I asked. Dumb question, I know. Normally, I knew the answer to that. I had picked up vampire habits fairly quickly, especially when it came to what my body needed, even if I didn’t particularly like it. But I was still half asleep and reeling from the hyper-realistic dream that I’d had.

Cole shot me a crooked grin that I had come to adore more than I cared to admit, amusement and relief flickering in his blue eyes as he sat back on his heels, releasing my face to run his hands down my side. “I’m offended you have to ask, love,” he teased, his voice low and soothing, as if he were afraid that if he spoke any louder he’d spook me further. 

“You’re going to have to explain it to me like I’m in kindergarten,” I replied with a yawn, teasing him back. “I want diagrams drawn in crayon and everything. My brain isn’t fully awake, you know.”

“Then how about I just show you instead?” he countered, arching a brow at me, mischief dancing across his face. 

My eyes widened. “Oh no. No, no, no. I know that look. It means you’re up to no good. Cole…” I stammered as he reached up and drew one of his fingernails across his neck, right above his pulse point, drawing blood. And like a lightning bolt, the realization of what he was doing and how he was going to fix my achy mouth hit me. My jaw dropped, and then I tilted my head back, my eyes closing with a groan. “Cole…” The burning sensation in my gums grew worse as the scent of his blood assaulted my nose. Any second now, my fangs would descend, and I wouldn’t be able to stop myself from grabbing him and dragging him down to me so I could drink. Self-control? Never heard of her.

Cole tilted his head at me, his eyebrow still raised, as if to say he thought I was being ridiculous. Leaning down, he placed his hands on either side of my head, bracing himself. And then he angled himself just right so that his blood dripped right over my mouth. Groaning again, my eyes flicked to the cut on his neck, hyperfixating on the drop that was seconds from breaking free and falling down to my waiting mouth. I could just…. I could just pull him closer, right? Or pull myself up. I needed… I needed to taste.

A low rumbling chuckle erupted from Cole as he watched my emotions play out across my face. “Stop fighting it, baby girl,” he murmured. “You know you want it.”

“N-n-no,” I stammered, shaking my head while my eyes remained fixed on the blood. 

Rolling his eyes, Cole lowered himself down to his elbows, his neck now just mere inches from my waiting mouth. My lips parted with a soft sigh, my tongue darting out before I could stop myself, swiping over the cut just as the drop of blood broke free.

Cole shuddered. “That’s it,” he rasped, his voice dropping an octave, growing huskier. “Take what you need from me, love. I’m right here, and I’m all yours.”

With a sharp gasp, I lifted my head up, sealing my lips over the shallow cut on his neck. Flicking my tongue over the cut again, I waited for the anticoagulant in my saliva to kick in so his blood flowed more easily. And then I drew in mouthfuls, the viscous liquid soothing the ache in my gums and the burning sensation in my throat that I hadn’t realized had started up until that first drop had hit my tongue. 

“God, thank you,” I mumbled against his neck between gulps. 

Cole let out a shaky breath. “That’s what I’m here for, baby girl,” he reassured me. “But if you keep making noises like that, we’re going to have a whole different problem.” He shifted, wedging one of his knees between my thighs, pushing them apart as he ground against my hip, letting me feel just what drinking from him did to him. 

I let out a soft groan in response, widening my legs so he could settle comfortably in between my thighs. There was just something about feeding from your partner that got both parties hot and bothered, and I wasn’t ashamed to admit that. It was clear that he wasn’t either, something I knew already. Every time we fed from each other, clothes went flying. 

Did I mention that sex with a vampire was good? No? Good, because I would have been lying. It’s better than good. Why? I haven’t figured that part out yet. Maybe it was the endorphins from being bitten or feeding. Maybe it was because running out of stamina is never an issue. Or maybe it’s because everything is enhanced as a vampire. You can feel every texture, so think of every ridge and vein during— 

Don’t get me wrong, when we’d had sex the few times I’d still been human, it had been orgasmic. But as a vampire? It was on a whole other level. Dare I say Nirvana? No? Too much? Definitely not. I would never get enough, even when I was irritated with Cole and wanted space. It was a sure-fire way to put me in a better mood. He knew it. I knew it. So why deny it? 

Bracing himself on one arm, Cole slid one of his hands between us, trailing his fingers down my stomach before coming to a rest right over my clothed sex. I’d been wearing nothing but one of his shirts I’d stolen and some cotton panties when I’d crawled into bed, too hot to wear much else after a steamy shower. A whimper escaped me as I realized that meant Cole would be tearing my underwear off, and there was a good chance his shirt would be collateral as well. The underwear, I didn’t care so much about. It was just cotton, something that was easily purchased again. Cole could put an order in and another package would be at the front door by the end of the day. But the shirt… He couldn’t replace the shirt. 

Freezing, Cole tilted his head to look down at me. Or he tried. “What’s the matter?” he asked. “That wasn’t a ‘I need you now’ sound. That sounded more distressed.”

“Don’t ruin your shirt. It’s my favorite,” I mumbled against his neck, no longer gulping down his blood. Instead, I was languidly licking the cut on his neck, savoring the taste. 

A sharp laugh burst out of him. “My shirt? God, that’s why you keep taking this one, isn’t it? Fine, fine. The shirt is safe.” He pulled back to look at me, making me whine in response because I wasn’t done yet. Smirking, he rubbed his thumb over my clit, the friction from the now-damp cotton making me whine again. “God, you’re adorable when you’re all needy and whiney and mine. What did I ever do to deserve you?” He pressed a kiss to my forehead, the sweet gesture at odds with his teasing. 

“Cole,” I complained, grasping his shoulders, trying to bring him back down as my hips bucked up, desperate for more friction. 

“Such a needy thing,” he crooned before dipping his head to capture my lips with his. At the same time, his thumb started circling over my clit again. Arching my back, I thrust my hips up, wanting more. No, not wanting. I needed more. I felt like I would simultaneously combust if I didn’t get more friction. If only he would rub a little harder, maybe pinch it a bit, and I would be in heaven. 

“Please,” I gasped, breaking the kiss to attack his neck again, swiping up the blood that had started oozing down his skin with my tongue while I’d been distracted.

“Please, what?” Cole murmured, nuzzling his face into my neck, his breath warming the spot just below my ear, making me shiver. 

“Please… more…” I gasped out.

“More what?” Cole pressed. “You’re so pretty when you beg, but I need you to use your words, love.” 

I could feel myself growing wetter by the second. If he wasn’t going to rip my underwear off in the next five seconds, I was going to scream. Why was he wasting time asking me what I needed? He knew already. He just wanted me to stroke his ego, and I was desperate enough to do that. At least, I was right now. 

“I need you. Inside me. Like, five minutes ago,” I rasped against his neck with another low whine. 

“So impatient,” Cole chuckled, nibbling my neck hard enough to make me gasp but not hard enough to break skin. “But I don’t think I can go back in time five minutes, so you’ll just have to make do with now.” He paused his thumb’s ministrations long enough to slide my underwear off to the side so he could ease one of his fingers inside. Curling it just right, he lifted his head to watch my expression, his lips curving up into a smug smirk as he watched my eyes flutter closed with a soft, needy moan. 

“Yes,” I whimpered. “More. Please, more.”

“As my wife commands,” he murmured, adding a second finger.

Dear God, thank you. I had a husband who listened. Mostly. But right now? Perfect timing. Panting, I cracked my eyes open to spot his smug smirk growing smugger by the second. And then he added his thumb back into the mix, circling my clit. It was just the right amount of pressure to tease me, but not enough to get me off, and it was maddening.

“Patience, love.” He grinned. And then,  like the controlling bastard he’s always been in the bedroom, he stopped, pulling his fingers free and bringing them to his mouth to taste them. “Divine,” he purred as his tongue swiped up over them before bringing his fingers to my own mouth. “Taste how perfect you are. Open, Carson. Be a good girl now.” 

Opening my mouth obediently, I sucked his fingers into my mouth, swirling my tongue around his fingers as I watched him free himself from the sweats he’d been wearing. Stroking himself, a bead of precum caught my eye before Cole smeared it over the head of his cock. Letting out a low groan, I bucked my hips, a plea for him to stop teasing me. I needed him. Now. 

Placing both hands on either side of my head, he repositioned himself, his hips slotting back in between my thighs. The head of his cock brushed against me, parting me slightly, just enough to tease. Right as I opened my mouth to complain, almost like he knew what I was about to say, he pushed in. Just an inch. One, slow, torturous inch. 

I whined. 

Chuckling under his breath, he thrust forward, burying himself completely. 

This… this was exactly what I needed. And for just a moment, I’d admit he was right. My mouth didn’t hurt anymore, and I’d forgotten about the dream. At least momentarily. 

Setting a slow pace, he lowered himself down so that I could still have easy access to his neck. Between his blood and how good he felt moving inside me, it didn’t take long for me to see stars. Panting, I dug my fingers into his back. 

“More,” I begged, breathless. 

I had no shame in asking him for more. He was mine, wasn’t he? And like the God, sorry, I mean monster that he was, he had no problem obliging me. Reaching between us, his hand slipped down to tease my clit, flicking it and sending a sharp, stinging sensation tingling through my body. Groaning, I sank my teeth into his neck, feeling the pressure build. Another flick, and it felt like I was exploding. My body trembled as I clung to him, breathless whimpers spilling from my mouth. 

If this never ended, I could die happy.


      [image: ]More than a little tender, I leaned against Cole as he helped me toward the bathroom. We were both sticky from the sweat coating our bodies. And the blood. Dear God, the blood. It coated the lower half of our faces, our necks, and our chests. We’d made a mess. And while I knew Cole would probably hop in the shower to clean up, I had plans to sink into a steaming hot bubble bath to relax.

Alone. 

Entering the bathroom, Cole helped ease me down onto the toilet seat while he started the bath. Pulling out the Epsom salts and the oils I was fond of, he set them on the edge of the tub for me to add as liberally as I wanted. Or not at all, if that was what I preferred. Then, flashing me a fangy smile, he leaned over to me and pressed a hungry kiss to my lips. 

“I’m half tempted to join you in the tub, but I’ll let you have your space. I need to talk to Kenneth anyway,” he murmured as he pulled away, grabbing his towel and heading across the bathroom to the large, tiled walk-in shower. “But if you need anything, just shoot me a text. I’ll grab your phone and book and put it on the counter when I’m done.”

I nodded mutely, not having anything to say to that. He thought of everything. He always did. The benefits of having lived as long as he had. Or that was what I was assuming. 

Watching him step into the shower, I tilted my head as I admired his ass before it disappeared from view. Waiting until I heard the water start, followed by a sharp hiss because he’d stepped under the icy jet before it had warmed up completely, I let out a low groan mixed with a short huff of amusement as I forced myself up. Bracing one hand against the wall, I stepped into the tub, the hot water stinging my skin. Pausing, letting myself adjust, I closed my eyes and focused on my breathing before lowering myself down. 

A low hum sounded in the back of my throat. Perfection. 

Tilting my head back against the edge of the tub, I kept my eyes closed, instead focusing on relaxing each part of my body. 

Big mistake. 

My mind wandered with nothing besides my sore body to distract me, bringing me right back to the dream that had woken me up. The apartment, it had been much like mine. Almost identical. If the furniture hadn’t been wrong, and if I didn’t know for a fact that my old apartment was still standing and habitable, I would have thought it was mine. But the TV had been outdated, hailing back to the 90s or early 2000s before everything went flat screened. The couch had been the wrong shade of blue. And the coffee table had been rectangular instead of oval. Still, the similarities sent an unpleasant shiver down my spine. 

What really raised the hairs on the back of my neck, though, was the body on the couch. Like my ex, Dan, it looked like the heart had been ripped out. If my dream was real, or if it was a premonition, someone was copying Cole. Or trying to set him up. And if it was just my mind twisting on itself… I shuddered. I needed a hobby or something. Anything to keep my mind off everything I had gone through last fall. 

That body, though… My mind refused to focus on anything else. In the dream, I had thought that it was Dan’s, but… I opened my eyes to stare at the ceiling, listening to Cole still showering. The body had been too broad, I decided. Dan had been tall and lean. Athletic. He’d been a football player at one point. But this one… that man had seemed like he had been built to fight. A soldier, perhaps? I didn’t know, and a part of me didn’t want to find out, but when someone who looked like they’d been trained to fight ended up like that? My morbid curiosity got the better of me. 

I let out another low groan and reached for the washcloth draped over the edge of the tub, wetting it so I could scrub my face clean. Wiping my chin, I decided that it wasn’t worth pondering over right now. It was late. I was over tired and stressed out. I was supposed to be sleeping. Hell, I had been sleeping. And if I was being honest with myself, it was probably nothing more than my imagination jumbling everything together, especially now that I knew slayers were in town to take the three of us out, something Cole and Kenneth had conveniently not told me. Something I had yelled at both of them for, repeatedly, already. 

I rinsed the washcloth, turning my bath water red, and then attacked my face again. 

Figuring out the dream could wait until tomorrow. 
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