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  Chapter One




   




   




   




  I’ve seen souls lined up in jars and promises of true love stuffed into used pill bottles. Both for sale to the desperate and lonely. There are those who desire eternity, and they are easily led down a garden path lined with dead black roses that they are too blind to see.




  When they are trapped or too far gone, blood lust fills their empty souls or Hades keeps them as a part of his Hunt.




  My choice was made for me. I was given the gift of blood lust and it was my true love that gave this gift or curse to me. However you look at it, I don’t remember him so the hate and pain that I carry is a dull ache.




  Even who I was I have no idea. My memories are like staring at old faded black and white photos-unrecognizable and forgotten. I am forever frozen in this body of a young man of nineteen with dark brown hair and green-blue eyes.




  I keep to myself for the most part and feed on the desolate and outcast humans to kill the blood lust. I’ve looked at other men and want to be with them but when I get near the blood that flows through their veins wakes the monster that lives inside me.




  Solitude keeps the beast quiet and arouses nothing.




  Keeping to myself also keeps me out of reach of Hade’s Hunt. They’re always wild and thirsty for terror. Although humans are the ones they lure and entice for their play, they will sometimes hunt one of my kind for pure sport. I have no desire to end up as a plaything for one of them to drain me of my blood and leave me a desiccated corpse to rip to pieces and wear my bones around their necks.




  Even though I keep to myself I am forced to be in the same circle as the demons. It’s a gift of fate given to us monsters living with monsters. And when I am near I can’t help but stare at one in particular. My attraction to him is dangerous.




  He’s charismatic and portrays leadership that others dare not challenge. His sexuality is seductive and yet poisonous. I even fantasize what it would be like to be held in his arms or to lay naked in bed with him. Would his touch feel like pure fire to my cold skin? He always makes me shiver.




  I stay in the safety at the edge of town near a forest. Abandoned farms and an old cemetery in particular are my hang outs. Tonight, I sense others out there.




  A scream rings out in the black moonless night. Someone was being killed. I circled around the Hunt masquerading as black mist in the cold darkness. I followed a creek that went into the dense forest. I would be safe there.




  In the distance I could hear wolf like howls. I sat crouched down close to the ground. A strong scent came my way sending a burning sensation down my throat. That all too familiar smell of copper pennies filled me-blood. The need to feed was getting stronger.




  Getting away from here to make my way to the old abandoned bridge had to happen soon. It was a popular place for vagrants and drunks-easy prey.




  My senses were focused on the Hunt, and just as my legs were about to lift me, the faint sound of crunching leaves and breaking twigs brought me to a halt. My body held still like a frightened deer.




  A tall dark figure appeared in the clearing. Despite the blackness he seemed to shine like the moon’s reflection on still water. From the look of his hair that was thick and wild–it was him and he smelled of what I craved, blood.




  My legs instantly went back down to make me become a part of the darkness. My senses told me that he had picked something up. Could he feel my presence?




  I had to get out of here and running was pointless. I would have to play with illusions and trickery to make my escape. In my mind I threw out an owl sound. He jerked his head in the sounds direction. He started away. I made the sound again and this time added flapping wings. He walked faster but I was instantly stopped.




  My eyes were held by silky black eyes with red pupils that flickered like the flame of a candle. His smile sent a shiver through my cold body.




  He tilted his head slightly at me never losing that smile. His voice was low but soft. “Hello, are you hunting alone?”




  Silence wafted between us like tendrils of smoke. I looked straight into his handsome face. His high cheek bones offset those black red eyes. The fire in his pupils burned with seduction.




  I was pulled back into the fantasies that I had of him. His lips made me think about what it would be like…no! I turned to leave him. In a split second he was right in front of me breathing warmth down on my face.




  “Are you always this quiet?” he whispered in my ear. Our cheeks almost touched. I could feel the heat from his face. I closed my eyes and almost leaned into him but I stopped myself.




  Not meaning to sound nervous as I know I did I said, “I should go.” Shifting away from him there was once again a space between us. It was uncomfortable and I wanted nothing more than to close it. What was wrong with me?




  “You do talk” he said. He closed the gap between us and I held my breath. “Are you afraid of me?”




  “What do you want?” I tried to make my voice sharp as a knife.




  “I like the sound of your voice, keep talking to me.”




  He practically sang the words out. Christ, he’s found a new toy. What do you do with a demon who wants to play with you?




  He stepped back and gave me some space and just to spice things up he held out his hand. “My name is Elijah.”




  I looked down at his hand. The ends of his fingers were red talons. Very slowly and cautiously I set my hand in his. His hand felt heavy and those talons gave me the impression they served him well as a deadly weapon.




  “And what do they call you love?” My head jerked up to his eyes when he said the word ‘love’. He was waiting. “Avian.”




  “Well it’s a pleasure to meet you Avian.” Now that we played the introduction game, what was next? I backed a few steps away from him but it seemed my departure was not yet to happen.




  “I should be on my way.”




  “What’s the hurry,” he spoke out into the black night.




  I decided to take a chance and keep walking and for a brief moment I thought he had let me go. The smell of blood enveloped me making me dizzy. A low growl escaped from my throat.




  “Hungry, are we?” He sighed like he was yawning. “Let’s get you fed then.”




  I kept walking. I wasn’t sure where my feet were going but we started to go towards where I first heard the cry. I didn’t want left overs.




  I wasn’t a dog to be handed scraps. I started to feel an anger build inside me. But instead he passed the remains of the kill and started down a path to town. I didn’t want to go there either so I asked, “Where are we going?”




  “My special spot.” Could he feel my apprehension? “You’ll like it, trust me.”




  I think ‘trust’ was a delicate word to be used around Elijah. At the end of a cobblestone street was a small pub.




  The old door looked like it had been opened and closed many times, clearly a few kicks thrown in. The light was dim and a grey smoke hovered in the air burning my eyes.




  He sauntered over to a table, looked back at me and gestured for me to sit down. A dusty wine bottle sat in the middle holding a burning dripping candle. Pooled wax sealed to the base of the wine bottle sticking it to the table. The rest of the table was scratched and dirty. The smell of blood was as also hidden in the table. I guess from too many disagreements.




  Elijah beckoned over to a gaunt looking girl behind the bar. Her eyes looked like two empty sockets. She poured some red thick liquid into two large crystal goblets. When she came from behind the bar it was like a walking skeleton coming towards us.




  Her boney little fingers placed one glass in front of each of us. Elijah placed some coins in her boney little hand which clamped with a clicking noise.




  Elijah lifted his glass up. “Let’s drink to new adventures, love.”




  He said the word ‘love’ again. I lifted my glass up to my lips. The liquid inside was warm. My throat caught fire. I threw back the warm liquid. Elijah’s red and black eyes were watching me.




  The boney little skeletal girl placed another pitcher in front of us. Elijah poured me another. I drank until the pitcher was empty. Elijah sipped at his like he was savoring it, or savoring me. He smiled at me, pleased with me and him.




  “That’s better isn’t it?” He let a low laugh that seemed hollow and empty. I nodded and in a low murmur thanked him.




  “You’re quite welcome.” I started to shift away. I didn’t look at him. “I should go now.”




  “We just got here Avian. Our night has just begun. Relax and enjoy it.” His gaze settled on me making me uncomfortable.




  “Come Avian, I promised you a night of fun.” The door opened with a loud bang. Their black scent washed over my cold skin. I didn’t have to look to know that the Hunt was here. Elijah smiled at me. “Now the fun begins Avian.” I just wanted out of this place. They never came over and joined us which relieved me. Elijah did get up. “Wait here.”




  This was my chance to get away. There was another door in the back. In a blink I was in front of it. It was old and rusted shut but I didn’t care. I placed my hand on the latch. With the strength I possessed I opened the door making a scraping metal sound and then it popped open. I flew into the night and sought the darkness of the woods.




  I was at the edge of the forest. As I looked back I could see the dim lights of the small town. I wouldn’t be going back. I walked into the forest on my way to the old bridge. It was on route to the old cemetery. It was a quiet place. I shook off those feelings that Elijah stirred in me. I wouldn’t be seeing him again.




   




   




  Chapter Two




   




   




   




  THE WROUGHT IRON GATES of the old cemetery towered over me. The metal grew like a vine up into the air and around rooting itself to the crumbling stone wall. The rusted once black metal wrapped around the small cemetery imprisoning it’s dead with its cold grip. I was just about to unlatch the gate when I was stopped by a voice.




  “I thought this would be a favorite place of yours.”




  Out the corner of my eye I could see his black and red eyes with a flicker of fire in them.




  He sauntered up to me and I thought he was going to reach out to my hand that was on the latch. I held my breath but instead he let his red talon fingers rest on one of the metal scrolls right next to my hand.




  “You didn’t think I would forget you?”




  By the look on his face he seemed amused but there was an underlying danger to his tone. He came very close to me. His warm breath felt light as a feather and brushed against my cheek. “Shall we go in?”




  I let the weight of my hand fall against the latch releasing the gate. It opened with an eerie groan. He followed me in.




  Tall grass in the cemetery blew in the cold fall wind. A crumbling stone angel stood tall in the middle-one of her wings was missing. She looked down upon her dead with blank eyes. Wild vines wrapped around her feet rooting her fate here. A small chapel was in the back of the cemetery. Its crumbling stone façade was partly caved in and now served as a refuge to foxes.




  I walked down a well-used worn path that was used by foxes, coyotes and other creatures. Near the old chapel there was a row of above ground tombstones. My favorite was nearest the chapel. I hopped up and sat down. The large faded chipped tombstone served as a nice back rest.




  Elijah observed my fancy couch.




  “You are such a creature of comfort, aren’t you?”




  I ignored the sarcasm and leaned back breathing in the crisp air. The dampness from the night air settled into my bones. Soon the mist would climb through the grass and join me. At times I would imagine the ghosts of this cemetery are the mist, rising to keep me company. Elijah scraped the top of the tomb with one of his red talons as if he was checking for dust. Then light as a cat, he jumped up. He sat cross legged facing me.




  “So, this is what you do?”




  I shrugged.




  “Okay, Avian, you need some spice in your life.”




  I half opened my eyes hoping that maybe the mist had absorbed him but that was wishful thinking. How was I going to shake off his fascination of me?




  “Do you like games Avian?”




  His facial expression was soft and I found myself transfixed by him. If I had a beating heart it would be racing now.




  “I like you Avian and I want you and me to be…,” he paused for a moment like he was thinking what word he would like to use. At last he said ‘intimate’. He smiled like he was happy with his choice and was looking straight into my eyes. He grinned mischievously. “When you hear me say it out loud, you like it don’t you?”




  Swallowing hard I averted my eyes away from him. Elijah let out a soft gentle laugh.




  “Have you ever played cards, Avian?”




  I nodded.




  He reached into his pocket and pulled out and old deck of cards and set them down in front of me. They looked tattered and used. Elijah no doubt cheated and won a few souls with those cards. The symbols on top of the cards represented black magic that demons favored.




  Whenever I saw cards of this nature, visions of games being played for souls played out in my mind. The other player always went in with the attitude that they would beat them.




  They would soon learn otherwise. The Hunt would always gather around the intended victim and watch with delight while they were allowed to win and then at the last minute have it all swept from under them. I always walked away when the first initial scream started followed by the howls of the Hunt.




  He glanced up at me. His black and red eyes danced.




  “Ever play poker?”


  “Yeah, I’ve played but why do you want to play with me? I have no soul for you to take.”




  Elijah leaned in toward me. “Who said anything about playing for souls love?”




  I shifted away from him. I kept my tone even and calm. “What do you want from me?”




  Elijah grinned, “Let’s make this more interesting, shall we?”




  I tilted my head up listening.




  “Let’s play for,” He paused and leaned in close, touching my arm, “a night of passion—then freedom. That’s if you win.” He smiled. The fire in his eyes burned right through me. “If you lose, you spend eternity by my side and become a part of my Hunt.”




  “You’re playing with me,” I growled. “You don’t have vampires in your Hunt.”




  He grinned to himself at my accusation as if we were having some kind of lovers spat. At this moment I was ready for anything, but mostly I wanted him gone.




  The mist now had risen and shrouded the angel. He looked down and in that moment it was as if the darkness had consumed him but I knew he was right in front of me. I flew off the tomb and disappeared into the old chapel.




  I sat on a rotting pew. The mist had settled in the old chapel with me. I didn’t think a demon like him would venture into a sacred place despite it being in ruins.




  I heard my name. Elijah’s voice seemed to seep through the walls. When I heard his voice again it was much louder. The third time his voice sent a tremor through the chapel sending some loose plaster to the ground. He wanted me.




  I met him at the entrance way staying just inside.




  His face was still. His thick black hair had settled around his face in disarray and those black and red eyes were wild. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I don’t want you to leave. Let’s go back and just talk. I promise no more games.”




  The desperation in his voice danced on my skin. I nodded and he waited for me to come beside him. Then we walked back. His hand brushed against mine. Neither one of us took our hand away for that brief second.




  Once again Elijah and I were sitting on the stone slab. It was barely visible now with the mist. He looked at the name on the stone.




  “James McKinnon,” he said.




  I chuckled. “Did you know him?”




  He shrugged. “I knew lots like him.”




  “What do you mean like him?”




  Elijah grinned and moved over next to me resting himself against James McKinnon’s head stone.




  “Let’s just say that your dead companion here would be a favorite of my fathers.”




  From the corner of my eye I looked at him, “Your father” I asked.




  He nodded. “Yeah, my father always knew what rich men did in their spare time and it usually was some kind of trouble.”




  The bones that lay under me never got me wondering to what kind of man he was. He simply provided a resting place and a contemplative spot.




  “Are you close to your father?”




  He grabbed my hand. “My father is everything that made me, love.”




  I didn’t flinch when he said ‘love’ this time. I turned my head to face him. Our noses were almost touching. His face was alive and fire flickered in his pupils. “When you’re one of Hade’s boy’s, you’re special.”




    




   




  Chapter Three




   




   




   




  ELIJAH GRIPPED MY HAND tighter digging his talons into my palm. I gritted my teeth. Black droplets fell on top of the tomb. He brought my hand up to his mouth. His tongue traced over the wound. I quivered slightly despite my fear.




  “Become a part of the Hunt with me,” he whispered in my mind.




  “We can be lovers…I know it’s what you want. Father won’t mind that you’re a vampire. If it makes me happy to have you by my side Father will allow it.” His eyes were dangerous. His tongue continued to move along my wound. I wasn’t saying anything and his tongue felt rough, like a cat’s tongue.




  “Yes,” I breathed out.




  His rough tongue was replaced by the softness of his lips. My wound healed. Elijah placed my hand back on my lap.




  He shifted very close to me. I looked down at his lips. I could almost feel and taste them. I waited. Abruptly he pulled back. A playful smile lit up his face. “Anticipation tastes the best.”




  “No,” I gasped. Elijah was in my face again.




  “No,” he asked playfully. “You want to be kissed don’t you? I knew you were full of fire, love.” In a blink he cupped my face with his red talon hands and looked me straight in the eyes. Blood black eyes looked deep into me. “I promise you that when you’ve become a part of my Hunt, you will share my bed for all eternity.”




  Elijah’s nose was touching mine. His lips felt like they were giving off the heat of a fire. His tongue swept across the bottom of my lip making my sharp teeth sink into the corner of my mouth. A drop of blood slid down my chin like a tear drop.




  Elijah licked it off and sucked ever so gently on my mouth. I groaned and his lips of fire smothered mine. A growl erupted from my core. I fell into his arms as we were starting to get lost.




  Then a sudden chill drenched both of us. Elijah gasped like he was trying to find his breath. I pulled away and looked around. A soft voice spoke through the chill.




  “You two look like you need to cool off.” A tall young man was coming towards us. His black coat dragged on the grass. The dampness from the mist clung to his straight dirty blond hair that framed a face with sharp features. When he got close to us I could see his eyes were black and empty.




  He grinned at both of us and then he tilted his head at Elijah. “So, since when are you into dead things?”




  His empty black eyes casually fell on me. He said light heartily, “no offense.”




  I backed off. Elijah sighed. “Go away, Zak.”




  Zak gave an exaggerated frown and shook his head. “Not in this life time.” Then he laughed at his own joke. “Does Daddy know about him?”




  Elijah’s eyes glowed.




  Zak smiled. “I didn’t think so.” He threaded his fingers together. His nails were perfectly manicured and coated in the blackest lacquer that I’ve ever seen.




  Elijah’s cards were still on the tomb. Zak narrowed in on them.




  “You two playing a friendly game?”




  “We were going to but changed our minds,” mumbled Elijah. Zak gathered them up and placed them neatly in a pile and gave them a gentle pat. “Why don’t we all play?”




  “Play what?” Elijah perked up and suddenly seemed interested in this little card game.




  “Hmm, let’s play poker, Elijah.” I could feel the thrum of dark magic roll off him.




  “Let’s put your love here up for stakes.”




  Elijah was expressionless. I was waiting for him to say something. Instead he said, “What do you have in mind?”




  “If you win, I’ll keep your little secret about your love here and if I win, he becomes the hunt.”




  Elijah and I locked eyes. He shook his head but only slightly. “Okay… I’ll play you a game but let’s up the stakes even more.”




  Zak gave him a wicked grin. “Sure, why not. What have you got in mind?”




  Elijah traced with his red talons a pattern on the top of the tomb. It was a symbol of sorts like a ruin for summoning. As Zak watched Elijah his empty black eyes widened. I thought for a moment that it scared him and he would back off, but he smiled.




  “You’re on,” he said.




  Elijah didn’t give any indication of ending this deadly game he was about to play.




  I leaped down and left them. I didn’t get to the gate when Elijah and Zak were behind me.




  “Where are you going,” Elijah asked.




  “I’ve had enough of your games and company. Good night gentlemen.”




  Suddenly, they stood, one on each side of me. Zak’s playful manner was replaced by an animal that was ready to pounce. I turned my back on him and faced Elijah. A slight wind had picked up, no doubt by Elijah, blowing his thick unruly hair around his face concealing those black red eyes. I wanted to very gently slip my fingers through his hair so I could see his eyes. He came very close and I caught a glimpse of them.




  “It’s not what you think,” he whispered under his breath.




  “Then what is it?” I kept my tone dead.




  “I want to protect you,” he replied.




  I glanced over at Zak. “What about him?”




    




   




  Chapter Four




   




   




   




  ZAK’S MISCHIEVIOUS GRIN was back and he winked at me.




  “Zak will keep our little secret, Avian.”




  I wondered what had transcribed after I left.




  My eyes locked in with Elijah. “What happened to your little bet?”




  Zak’s breath was hot on my neck. “We decided that wasn’t much fun after all.”




  I stepped over beside Elijah and faced Zak. “So, now what?” I looked for clues as to what new games they conjured up that involved me or not. Zak raised his hands in the air like a surrender.




  “Nothing,” Zak said.




  I shifted my gaze back to Elijah. He just smiled at me and took my hand.




  “That’s right, love, nothing. But I want you to stay with me for the rest of the night.” He paused a moment. “I want to show you my place. Zak stays there too.”




  They both read my hesitancy.




  Zak smirked, “Oh come on, Avian. You’ll get to do more of what I caught you two doing.” He chuckled.




  Elijah squeezed my hand. Energy vibrated inside me and I wanted more. I nodded numbly.




  All three of us walked silently into the black night. Elijah kept my hand in his. His warmth went through my coldness. The more we walked, the more I could feel and sense my surroundings. The darkness was thick like smoke and the air was acidic. I swallowed hard choking down what tasted like bitter wine. I coughed once. They both looked at me and then each other.




  All I could think was that I should not be here.




  We stopped at the end of a deserted road. There was nothing but bush and tall leafless dead trees. Elijah waved his hand in the air. The dead leafless tree branches that hung down above us like knotted skeleton claws transformed into tall black metal gates. It towered over us like a black monster.




  Grey smoky mist swirled around and through the gate. I half expected metal fingers to come out from the mist and grab us.




  The gate split open. Elijah and Zak escorted me in. It shut behind us with a heavy metal clank. I was locked in. We walked along the gravel lane. The gravel crunched under our feet echoing into the dark. An eerie glow rose out of the blackness. An old Victorian house came into view. As ghostly and forbidden as it looked I’m sure it was a fine estate in its day. It resonated with me for some reason.




  Zak dashed ahead of us leaving the two of us alone.




  Elijah slipped his arm around my waist and pulled me near him. A spicy scent wafted from him. Our bodies fell against each other. We shared a moment of looking into each other’s eyes.




  “Hey!” Zak shouted. “You two can make out when we get inside.” Whatever spell that Elijah just used fell away. I pulled away but only slightly. There was something happening to me. How was I going to get out of this?




  Zak jumped up onto the landing and opened the door for us. Elijah went in behind him. I stood at the doorway looking in. A burgundy and gold rug filled the foyer, covering the dark wood floors underneath. A massive staircase with a thick oak banister appeared, vanishing into the darkness of the interior. The smell of mold and dust wafted past me.




  Zak nudged Elijah and instantly he flew to the door. “Come in Avian, I am sorry I didn’t invite you in right away.”




  He reached his hand out to me and I took it. I took the first step into the house. A waft of memory flew through me. It quickly disappeared when the floor creaked under my weight. Ornate but worn furniture adorned the large foyer. A heavy layer of dust covered everything. To my right there was a large formal dining room. The room was in darkness but I could see a large dining room table sitting in the middle of the room. Behind the table against the wall was a large china cabinet. The glass doors of the cabinet were open. Some of the panes of glass were broken and the china inside was in the same shape. The velvet curtains hung heavy with dust. They looked like played out ballroom dancers.




  Elijah gripped my hand tighter before my other foot touched the floor. He led me up the large stairs. Double doors stood at the end of the hall way. They opened without him touching them. He kept hold of my hand. When we were in the room, the double doors shut.




  I jerked, swinging my head towards the doors. Before I could say anything Elijah pulled me towards him, kissing me. We melted into each other’s arms. His kisses sent a fire down my throat. While he still held me he pulled me towards the bed. He pushed me down and I felt the weight of his body on top of me. I moaned and he kissed me harder almost bruising my lips. His hand traveled down my side and I felt my shirt being pulled up. He was touching my bare skin. The tips of his red talons along my skin ignited a backdraft that only he could put out. I felt my body wanting to push into his. The smell of his skin reminded me of a hot summer night—sultry and spicy.




  Elijah slid off me to the side. His hand slid to my pants and when he started to undo the zipper my eyes flew open. I jumped up into a sitting position. I was catching my breath like I just broke water.




  “What is it my love,” he whispered into my ear. His breath was fire. I was actually shaking. What was I doing? I shouldn’t be here!




  Very tenderly, he placed a trail of kisses down from my temple to my cheek over to the corner of my lips. I leaned into him drunk with passion and desire. He pulled me back down and continued his act of seduction.




  I didn’t stop him this time. The sound of my zipper seemed loud in the room. He pulled my jeans apart revealing my aching bulge. I held my breath when his talon fingers pulled the band of my underwear down releasing my hard cock. Elijah stroked my hard swollen member and every once in while one of his talons would glide down my shaft sending a pain through me that left me desperately wanting more.




  I sucked in air when I felt his hot wet mouth slide down my shaft. I heard myself let out a whimper. I was losing control. I had fantasized about Elijah and now it was actually happening. I closed my eyes and tried to breathe while my mind raced. My mind was enclosed in his touch. My skin felt like a pane of glass, his touch was the rain beating against it. He gently kissed my bare skin. We were fire and ice hitting each other sending up a cloud of steam.




  Elijah slid his hot wet mouth over my heard cock, sucking hard. He made me raise my hips as I thrust myself into the back of his mouth.




  Elijah worked his magic with his tongue. I felt like I was on the edge of a cliff ready to fall. The sound of his wet mouth moving hard up and down on me sent me over the edge. The rush to the bottom of the cliff blew me apart as the world exploded into tiny pieces of ecstasy.




  I laid there in a state of exhaustion. I never felt so spent. Elijah held me for a while as shared gentle kisses. Soon sleep took me to another world.




  There was music and laughter. The room looked younger and newer than it did now. The house was alive and bright. Smiling faces were everywhere. It was like time traveling back into a Victorian period. The ladies wore ball gowns and men in suits. It filtered through my mind that I had worn one of those suits. The room smelled like champagne and strawberries with a hint of spice that came from the bouquets of roses.




  My eyes blinked and that’s when I spied Elijah. He didn’t look the same but I knew it was him. He smiled at me and started to walk towards me. The anticipation grew inside me waiting for him. My chest inside thumped quite lively. It was my heart-a sound that I had almost forgotten.




  Now he was in front of me. He looked down at me with eyes that were a brilliant chestnut brown. They were beautiful. My breath held still for a brief second as I took him all in. His wild unruly waves were tied neatly into a pony tail. He smelled of sandalwood and jasmine. “Let’s dance.”




  My heart took another jump. Elijah led me proudly into the dance floor and we waltzed. The last sound I heard was the violin.




  When the violin music faded I opened my eyes and looked into black red eyes.




  “Sleep well love?”




  He kissed me pushing his tongue deep into my mouth.




  I moaned as he tasted me and I him. He reached down and rubbed his cock up against mine bringing wetness to the surface.




  He had stripped of my clothes last night after I blanked out from the orgasm he gave me. I was now under the covers with him and were both naked. Our bodies were touching. It was going to happen all over again. I wanted him and he knew it.




  He continued to rub out cocks together and smearing his wetness with mine. His touch was sending live currents through my body.




  Elijah moved in closer to me sliding his hand across to my lower back and down to my buttocks. He squeezed me and one of his fingers slipped in and started to spread me apart. I squirmed. “Are you a virgin,” he whispered in my ear.




  I didn’t answer.




  “Well, then you are in for an erotic ride then love. You will enjoy it I promise.”




  I pushed my hand against his chest. “I don’t think I’m ready yet.”




  His breath was warm against my cheek. “I want you Avian. I want to claim every part of you and that includes your sexy ass.”




  He rolled me onto my stomach. I shifted but he grabbed my hips and held me. He spread my legs apart and started to massage my sac. Despite the pleasure he was giving me, every nerve in my body was tense.




  “Relax Avian, I’m going to pour a little of this almond oil over you and massage you with it.”




  The smell of sweet almonds filled my senses. The warm oil almost made me feel like my cold skin would steam. His red talons dug into my lower back making me wince and groan at the same time.




  He spread my buttocks apart and I found myself raising myself up to him. Now I wanted his fingers to explore me at least.




  One finger slipped in part way pulling me and stretching me. Another moan escaped from me as he went as far as he could with his finger and then two fingers were deep inside me moving and twisting all the while stretching.




  He hit an erotic spot that made me scream out.




  “We found your sweet spot, that’s good. I can make you spill your seed right now Avian with just massaging that sweet spot of yours. But I won’t.” His fingers slipped out. I lifted my hips even higher as if I was protesting.




  Then I felt the tip of his hard cock slide in part way burying his tip inside me. I gasped at the feeling.




  “Relax love and let me go farther.” He massaged my lower back and every time he moved a little forward he entered farther into me.




  I wanted him to reach that sweet spot again, with his cock this time. I pushed myself up against him.




  He chuckled softly. “You want my cock don’t you?”




  “Yes, I do, please take me.”




  He mercifully thrust himself deep inside me making me cry out in pain. I couldn’t believe that the pain and sensuous feeling I was feeling could be combined.




  He moved in and out of slowly so I could feel every inch of him. He moaned as his thrusts got hungrier and faster.




  “Oh Avian, I’m going to fill you soon. You ready for some hot seed inside you?”




  “Yes,” I breathed out. “Fill me Elijah.”




  Now he was thrusting hard and hitting that special spot that drove the pain and ecstasy into another dimension. He let up for a moment and leaned over me grabbing my cock. “You have to come first.”




  He started to rub me as he was deeply inside me rubbing against my erotic spot. I wasn’t long spilling out over his hand and over the bed one stream after another.




  He rubbed my spilled seed from his hand onto my sac. Then he picked up his thrusts again. He was pounding me and hitting me with his sac.




  In one howl he filled me and I never expected the heat that was released in me would be so hot and intense. I collapsed under his weight.




  He stayed deep inside me.




  “I want you to remember. I have now claimed you. My scent is on you now and every demon and vampire will know who you belong to. So Avian, tell daddy who you belong to?”




  In a very weak voice I replied, “I belong to you, Elijah and only you.”




  He nuzzled his head against my neck kissing me. “That’s what I want to hear love. Never forget it.”




  I fell into darkness and once again I was transported into another world where it seemed both of us lived another life.




  The living room was alive with activity. The crystal on the table glittered in the sunlight that shone through the large window. Elijah was overseeing everything. I was at awe at it all. Our eyes spotted each other and he came over to me and we kissed. What is all this I asked him? He smiled but then everything went blurry and I fell into darkness.




  I woke up in a bleary haze like I had been on a drunk all night. Elijah had left me all alone in the room. Where was he? My clothes were folded neatly on a chair. In one swift movement I was sitting on the chair pulling on my underwear and pants. My head was swimming, what did I just do? I gave myself to Elijah last night. He fucked me and claimed my ass for god’s sake! I have to get a grip here. You can’t allow yourself to love him. He will own you forever. Do you want that? I pulled my shirt on and headed for the door thinking the answer to my own question.




  Yes.




  I practically ran down the stairs keeping my sights on the front door. My hands were trembling as I reached for the knob.




  Suddenly a voice stopped me.




  “You’re in a hurry?”




  I spun around. Zak was leaning casually against the doorway to the kitchen.




  “I have to go,” I blurted out.




  In a low voice Zak said, “Elijah will miss you. You two had quite the night.”




  I looked away and looked at the door almost willing it to open. Zak sauntered up to me and opened the door. Bright light blinded me throwing me back. I didn’t burn but I found it intolerable. He shut the door, like he knew. He sighed.




  “Come into the kitchen, I will give you something to eat. Elijah said that you would need feeding.”




  I had to admit that my insides ached. He sat me down at the table and brought out a crystal pitcher with thick red liquid. He poured some into a tall crystal glass. He shoved the glass towards me.




  “Drink Avian.”




  I took the glass and gulped it down. The liquid inside was warm and my body wanted more. He poured me another. I kept drinking until I was completely full. The pitcher was empty. Zak grinned.




  “I guess Elijah should have fed you earlier,” he said.




  “Where is he?” I looked around almost expecting Elijah to come through the doors.




  “He’s out taking care of some business-that’s all.” Zak’s voice was casual like Elijah had just stepped out for the paper. I got up and walked over to the window. The day now had cast over. It was better than sun. I thought I could tolerate it though.




  Black lacquered nails came into view and shut the curtain dimming the room of its light. He came close to my ear. “You’re not going anywhere.”




  “I’ll see Elijah later.” I went in the direction that would take me to the front door. Suddenly Zak was blocking the way. His grin was full of mischief. He shook his finger at me. “No, no, you don’t. Turn around and I’ll find a way to entertain you till Elijah gets back.” Zak reached out and turned me around by the shoulders and marched me into the study.




  Zak led me over to what looked like a gaming table. Brief images of a couple of guy’s playing cards flew into my mind. My head jerked and the images vanished. In front of me all I saw was the old table with chipped ends and peeling stain. I cupped my hand over the chair back to pull it out. It was smooth under my fingers like it had been grasped by many hands and again brief images sprung to life in front of my eyes. I saw an older man but I didn’t get a good look at his face.




  I slowly sat down in the chair looking around the room. Dark dust covered the curtains weighing them down. A large desk sat in front of the curtains.




  One leg was cracked making it lean to the side. Books appeared cemented into the bookshelves, their names obscured with a thick coat of dust. Everything seemed entombed.




  I watched Zak go to another little table and he unlocked the drawer with an old skeleton key. The drawer was stiff and when he pulled it out with some force a cloud of dust hung in the air. He took out a black velvet box and brought it over to me. His black eyes watched me to see what reaction I would have upon seeing it. I showed none as I had never seen the box before. He proceeded to open it and take out some metal trinkets. One was a rocking horse, another was a dragon fly and the third was a tiny dagger.




  “What is this,” I asked.




  Zak neatly arranged the ornaments in a row and placed the card in front me keeping silent. I stared down at the tarnished silver pieces like I was trying to remember them. I looked over at Zak whose eyes were endless black pools of black water. I broke away.




  “This is a game of chance,” he explained.




  I could feel the energy rising in Zak. He liked nothing better than to play for stakes but that wasn’t me. I was about to open my mouth when the door burst open and Elijah came marching into the room. His eyes were a dark storm.




  “What are you doing?” He roared at Zak.




  I flinched back but Zak didn’t bat an eye. “We’re just about to play an interesting game, Elijah.” His voice was smooth but there was an underlying challenge. “Why don’t you join us?”
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