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        Kyro

      

      

      I’m sunbathing, enjoying the warm day. The sand is hard under my back, and my shades are in place as I soak up the rays, recharging my magic. The water laps against the shore, children laugh, and women talk. It’s a beautiful day on the beach of this small town I find myself in, having been drawn here on my explorations of the coastlines of the south.

      It’s a tiny town, but that doesn’t mean there isn’t fun to be had. I lift my head and lower my shades as a blonde runs past, her tits jiggling as she goes. Fuck, I love the sun. It makes everyone lose their inhibitions, not just their emotions, but their clothes, and if there is one thing I love more than the sun…

      It’s naked skin.

      I go to lie back down when a scream splits the air. Rolling my eyes, I look around to see who dares to ruin my perfect day of sand, sea, and tits. The others on the beach sit up and stare, and when the scream comes again, they rush to grab their phones and start to dial the police, especially when a kid runs into their midst, crying about a blackened body.

      Interest piqued, I stand and follow his finger. It’s in the trees near the beach, and not fifty steps in, I find the body he was talking about and whistle. Oh, she’s dead all right. Her eyes are gone, and her mouth is open on a silent scream—it’s a grisly sight—but it’s the black veins covering her entire body that have me frowning.

      “Well, well, what do we have here?” I murmur, letting my power flow out a bit. I taste her and frown harder—a witch.

      A dead witch on the beach I’m on? Can that be a coincidence?

      She looks like she’s been sucked dry. Not like when my brother does it to people to wear their faces, but as if her very soul was pulled from her body, leaving nothing but darkness and an empty shell behind. I’m just reaching to see if she still has her heart when I hear yells.

      Turning my head, I spot the police coming my way and sigh. Great, the humans. I stand and grin at them, but they take one look at the body and decide I must have done it. Idiots. They pull their guns and aim them at me, shouting orders.

      “Listen, humans, I didn’t—”

      But they ignore me.

      Fucking humans. The police continue to point their guns at me as I smirk with my hands held out to the side. “Hello, boys, ’fraid this wasn’t me—” I try again, but they rush me, turn me, slam my hands behind my back, and cuff them together while I roll my eyes.

      Tilting my head, I catch the woman watching me from behind the rocks. Her long blue hair is tied up in a bun with wisps of it blowing in the wind, reminding me of the water not too far away. Her eyes are an incredible shade of hazel, and when the light catches them, they burn.

      Fire and water.

      Well, hello there.

      With a glance at the police trying to pull me away, she ducks back into the outcropping, and disappointment fills me as I’m led to their car. I crane my neck back, trying to catch another glimpse of the mysterious beauty watching me be arrested.

      Who was she?

      My cock is hard from just one look at her, and my heart is hammering.

      Death and desire, what a fun day this is turning out to be.

      “I hope you boys have good food in those cells, I’m hungry,” I comment conversationally as I’m pushed inside the car with a resounding click.

      The vision of that woman sticks in my mind as I’m driven to the local station, and I know when I get free, I’m going to hunt her down and discover if any other of her body parts would burn for me like those magnificent eyes.

      I’m coming for you, my blue rose.
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        Cassandra

      

      

      Rushing over the cobbled streets, I pant as I run. Locals give me a wide berth, staring in confusion as I pass, but they soon forget me, the buzz surrounding yet another murder taking precedence. Sliding around the corner of the coffee shop and down the small, rickety lane that houses our occult book and supply shop, I push open the door.

      The bell chimes above, and Salem meows from his perch on the glass counter to the right. The door shuts behind me, and I gulp in air, looking over my shoulder as if that man could be chasing me. It’s impossible, but my heart won’t calm down.

      Two glass cases run the length of the room, filled with crystals, jewels, and jewellery. On the back left wall are all the books you will ever need to be a witch or to study witchcraft—some date back to the beginning of our people. To the right are jars filled with spell ingredients. Lights hang from the ceiling, as do flowers, which rub against my cheek as I enter, making me sigh as they ground me. The usual scents of the shop—incense and whatever spell is being cooked in the back—assault my nose.

      A maroon velvet curtain with gold trim separates the front of the shop from the back, where the real witchcraft takes place. Sometimes, we get tourists or curious locals in here, but this is mainly for our coven and their supplies.

      Oh, and I work here.

      Salem meows again, and I roll my eyes. “I know, I know, I’m in trouble. I was just—”

      He stretches and flicks his tail at me, and I scowl. “Don’t start, buddy, I still feed you.”

      He turns his back on me and hops down. What an asshole. I tell you, you get turned into a cat a millennium ago as a punishment, and it really makes you cranky.

      “Cassandra, there you are!” Allegra exclaims as she bustles into the front of the shop. “Where were you? You’re supposed to be working—and look at the state of you!” She sighs, noticing the sand on my feet, which makes me wince. In my haste, I forgot to clean them. I should have been here minding the shop, but instead, I was following this tug.

      There was this pull low in my belly, which led me to a man and another body, the fourth this month. For our small little town of Indigo Falls, it’s unheard of. There has never been a murder, never mind four. The police are baffled and don’t know what to do. Usually, they only arrest thieves, and even then, it’s typically over something stupid like biscuits from the shop. No, here the witches run things, and the humans know that, even if they don’t understand what or who we are.

      Our magic keeps the whispers contained to our town. When they leave, they forget all the strangeness they saw here. It keeps our town happy and our identity sealed away, because out there in the world, monsters lurk just waiting to kill witches. Those who have turned dark give us a bad name, changing until hatred for us is all they know.

      I ignore her complaints, even as I smile sadly at her. Allegra is the only one to ever give me a chance, a job. I’m not what they would call a powerful witch. In fact, I can barely do any magic at all. It means the coven mainly ignores me and looks down on me. Not Allegra though. Ever since I was a child, she has watched over me. When I finished school, she gave me a job, allowing me to earn the money for a home and a better life. I know I’m letting her down, but I can’t help it. I feel it.

      Something is going on in our town, something evil.

      The others think I’m crazy, but I can sense it. They say it’s a human serial killer, nothing more, and the fact that they are all witches isn’t a coincidence, since the town is filled with them. Can they not feel it? The darkness is closing in on us, testing our boundaries around town and leaking through like an infection into the earth and our people.

      Couples are fighting, cheating, and arguing. There are more fights, more anger. Everyone is on edge, and I know it’s from this darkness that lingers…but nobody believes me. They have to, however, after what I saw today.

      The man with the fire eyes.

      His skin looked like spun gold, like the flames of the sun were trapped underneath and lighting it up. His brilliant, styled blond hair and his plush lips tipped up in an arrogant, knowing smirk as he watched me. He was beautiful, but it was more than that. He was powerful, I felt it, powerful and dangerous. It was in every line of his muscular body, every dip and curve. He held a power so great, I have never felt anything like it, even on ritual nights when we all join powers and come together.

      When his eyes met mine, something exploded within me, sparking to life with such intensity, I almost fell. It felt like a wire was dragging me towards him. I was helpless, weak, something I’m called every day of my life. Maybe they are right. I knew that man was a killer, probably the one killing our witches, yet all I could do was stare.

      My magic swirled inside of me and reached for him, my heart hammered and my belly clenched, and then he winked. I nearly swooned as my pussy begged, yes please, even as I informed her that he was clearly a crazy killer, but she didn’t seem to care. Clearly, she has a death wish.

      But wouldn’t it be great?

      I shake my head and see Allegra peering at me. “Are you okay, Cass? Are you ill?”

      “No, sorry, are the elders here?”

      She steps closer, moving to cup my cheeks to check my center, so I step back. “Allegra, please,” I plead. “This is important. Something has happened.” I give her my best puppy dog eyes, and she looks over her shoulder before turning back to me with a sigh.

      “They are just finishing up a circle—” I push past her, and she rushes after me. “Cass, maybe you shouldn’t, you know they don’t—”

      “Like me,” I finish, as I step through the curtain. “I know.”

      “I was going to say be disturbed,” she calls after me, before I hear her muttering to Salem. I ignore them and rush down the ramshackle hallway to the door at the end. The warm glow of flames flickers from under the door, as do shadows, as I knock and wait.

      It creaks open without being touched. I step inside, my head lowered in respect. “Elders,” I murmur, peeking up at them through my lashes.

      “Cassandra.” Sam sighs. “What have we told you about interrupting—”

      “I know, I just—”

      “And yet you did it again.” She shakes her head, and I clamp my lips shut as she sheds her robes, revealing the long black dress underneath and the beads around her neck. Her orange hair is like the firelight in the darkened room—the curtains are shut to keep the power in the space. As I move, I make sure not to step near the circle drawn on the floor. I once accidentally rubbed it away with my shoe.

      That was a bad one.

      “What do you want?” Gretchen snaps. The wrinkly old witch sits in the corner near the fire, her deceptively oldish face not giving away her true age. Her blue eyes are locked on me with contempt as her white hair flows in wisps around her face.

      “Cassandra, speak now,” Lilly demands.

      I lower my head again, not in reverence but to hide my sour expression. I know they hate me, a lot of the coven does, but they don’t even try to hide it anymore. “Elders, something has happened.”

      “Well then, talk,” Gretchen barks impatiently, her weak, raspy voice holding true power in it. She looks frail enough to be swept away by a slight wind, but she is the strongest one in this room and the leader of our coven. It means all the power rests with her, flows from her, the responsibility too, and I know she feels that pressure as the years pass. I’ve seen her watching the water with an almost wistful look, as if she could escape into it, especially since the murders of our sisters started.

      “There has been another body discovered,” I offer simply.

      “A witch?” Sam asks with sadness in her voice. As an empath, she will feel this loss the most.

      “Yes.” I nod and then look up. “They arrested a man at the scene.”

      “Good, it is about time those useless humans did something,” Lilly snaps, anger in her voice for her lost sister—even if she was a distant descendant from our coven, it’s still a loss. Her blonde hair sparkles under the light, and as always, I envy her beauty. She has a quiet grace about her, and her power is unimaginable, yet she is my age…which, yes, annoys me. We grew up together and were even friends once, before the elders realised her potential and took her under their wing and trained her.

      She became someone else, rude and demanding, as the power went to her head, and like the others…she finally realised what a silly, useless witch I was and distanced herself. Sometimes I miss how close we were, and how we would gossip about boys. Would I have told her about the one today? Maybe, but then maybe not, because if I did, then she might seek him out, and he would clearly want her, not me. Not that I want a man arrested for murder to want me, but…still.

      I miss that closeness and having someone in my corner, playing with magic and just having fun. For a moment, in those grey depths of her eyes, I see a flicker of missed hope like mine, before she squashes it and raises her chin, acting every part the elder she now is.

      “He was not human,” I inform them, mainly to shock them, and yes, to prove I’m not as useless as they all think.

      “Impossible,” Gretchen sneers.

      Sam steps closer, frowning. “Then what was he? Witch?”

      I shake my head. “No, but he was something powerful, I felt it.”

      Lilly snorts, and I flinch, staring into Sam’s eyes as I implore her to believe me. She sighs and turns away, and I sag. “The child is delusional,” Gretchen remarks. “Cassandra, leave us.”

      “I’m telling the truth, he wasn’t human, I know it!” I protest.

      “You know nothing,” Lilly yells. “You are not strong enough to sense power, Cassandra, you are wasting our time.”

      “But if what I felt was true, the humans won’t be able to hold him,” I start, needing them to understand. If he killed those witches, the humans can’t stop him, only we can. We need to go there and make sure, or we are all at risk.

      But why does the thought of my coven meeting this man send a pang of pain through me? I push it away as Gretchen stands, her power blasting me back into the door. I hit the wall hard and fall to my knees with a cry.

      “Enough!” she roars, and for a moment, the elder shifts into the magical being she is. Her hair floats around her head, the power surging in her eyes and body before she lets it drain into the ground below us. “Cassandra, you are too weak to feel power. This is a human matter, leave it alone. Leave us now, before you’re punished for stepping above your station.” They turn away, dismissing me.
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        * * *

      

      Will do as I’m told, my ass.

      When have I ever done as I’m told? In fact, if you tell me to do something, you can guarantee I’m going to do the exact opposite. It’s like I have a strange compulsion to.

      Instead of listening to them, I box up my latest baking adventure and decide to slip out of the backdoor and go to the police station.

      I rehearse what I’ll say as I hurry across the cobbled lanes, down the high street, and into the police station. I need to get in to see the man, and hopefully my baking will help…unless it goes wrong again.

      No, think positive, Cassandra.

      Squaring my shoulders, I stick my head around the wooden door to see the four police officers eating lunch behind their desks. On the back wall are the two cells, and the one on the left is filled with the man. He’s asleep, or appears to be. His lean, tall, muscular body is stretched out on the cot. His hand is over his face, but when I step into the room, I see his hand move and those eyes lock onto me, filled with intensity. The deeper I tread into the space, the more nerves fill me. He watches me almost hungrily, and when I reach the first desk, he sits up and tilts his head with a strange smile on his lips.

      I force myself to look away from him, although it is hard for some reason. I blame it on my need to know why he’s killing my people. “Cassandra,” Sheriff Leyton greets, sitting up in his chair. He has mustard on his uniform from his half-eaten hotdog. “What are you doing here?” he queries, looking behind me in confusion.

      I thrust the box at him. “I brought you some cakes for doing such amazing work and capturing the k-killer.” I blink innocently, pretending to stumble over the word.

      He grins, standing and hiking his pants up as the others move closer. He takes the box and opens it as I step back, still smiling sweetly like a dummy. “Well, that’s mighty kind, Cassandra. Oh, these look delicious. Mildred is always telling me not to eat as much sugar, but I won’t tell if you won’t.” He laughs.

      “Not a word.” I bat my lashes, keeping my smile in place and my hands clasped before me in an oh shucks, look how innocent and adorable I am kind of way.

      My eyes dart back to the man in the cell. He’s standing at the bars now, watching me with a lingering smile on his plump lips and confusion in his gaze. He’s observing me like I’m an interesting, unpredictable bug.

      I hear a groan and look over to see the policemen grunting in delight as they dive into the cakes. Sliding to the left slightly, I shuffle my way over to the cell while they are distracted. “Why did you kill her?” I hiss.

      “What? No cake for me?” he replies, leaning casually into the bars like we’re at a pub and he’s trying to pick me up. He runs his eyes down me, making me shiver from the dirty sensation of it. It feels like he can see through my clothes, as if it was his palms skating along my skin and not just his eyes. Goosebumps erupt on my flesh and my hair stands on end as those blue eyes finally meet mine again. There’s a lingering darkness there that should scare me, but for some reason, I lick my lips instead.

      He watches me do it and groans. “Don’t tease, my little blue rose.”

      Just then, a weird snorting sound has us both turning to the officers. My eyes fly wide as I take them in. The half-eaten cakes tumble to the floor, and their clothes drop as the policemen seem to melt.

      And from the mess of clothes, four pigs emerge. One bigger and chunkier, clearly the sheriff.

      Pigs, I turned the police into pigs.

      Fuck, I’m getting into so much trouble for this.

      I must have mixed up the recipe…

      “Rose…what did you do?” he inquires, laughing so hard, tears drip from his eyes and roll down his cheeks as he leans into the bars.

      I stare, open-mouthed, at the police officers before groaning. “It was supposed to make them sleep for an hour…not this—” I sigh, waving my hand towards them. “One day, I’ll get the recipes right.”

      “You. Turned. Them. Into. Pigs,” he wheezes.

      I turn and glare at him, pointing my finger. “Magical baking is hard! Don’t you judge me you…you murderer, you! Now, why are you killing witches?” I demand, crossing my arms.

      His laughter dies to chuckles as he wipes his face. “Oh god, Rose, you’re incredible.”

      I huff and narrow my eyes. “Now, or else—”

      “You’ll turn me into a unicorn?” he retorts with a grin, and then his eyes drop to my breasts, which I pushed up when I crossed my arms. He chuckles again and leans farther out of the bars. “Is that all you want to know?” he asks, his voice dropping lower.

      I shiver from his timbre before pointing at him again. “Cut the charming crap. Why are you killing people?”

      “Who said I was?” he counters, his eyebrow arched.

      “You were standing over a body!” I throw my hands in the air.

      “Maybe I’m a grim reaper, or maybe I was there to harvest organs,” he teases.

      “Were you?” I demand.

      “Oh, Rose, you are too cute.” He winks at me. “I wish I could stay here and chat all day, but I have to find the creature actually killing the witches, though I did appreciate the little nap I got to take here.”

      I sputter, but then the bars disappear, and suddenly, he’s through them and on the other side, and all my confidence drains away. I gasp and stumble back as he appears from the other side of the bars. He’s more powerful than I thought. What is he? And what did he mean he needs to find the creature doing it? It’s clearly him! Right?

      “Sorry, little witch, I have things to do,” he repeats, running his eyes down my body with a groan. “You don’t know how sorry I am I have to leave.”

      “What? You can’t leave, you killed them—”

      “Do I look like a killer to you?” he murmurs, stepping closer until I’m backed into a desk.

      “Yes,” I whisper, my eyes trapped in his, held by his power.

      He smirks and leans closer, reaching up with his long, lean finger, and ignoring my flinch, he pushes a strand of hair behind my ear, lingering there for a moment. My belly flops and my eyes close automatically as I feel his breath waft over my lips. We are so close, so close. He’s a killer…he’s…he’s a—

      “Good,” he whispers almost against my lips. “Remember that, little witch. Oh, but you are tempting. All soft curves and kissable lips. Look how sweetly you gave in, even when you think I’m a murderer…”

      He’s right, I’m leaning into him, helpless from his proximity. I want to fight this attraction blooming between us, but I can’t. I wait, expecting a kiss, but a moment later, there’s a blast of heat, and when I open my eyes, he’s gone. In his spot, on the ground, is a rose. A gold rose.

      Picking it up, I look around in confusion. What the hell just happened?

      If he did kill them, then who’s next? And if he didn’t, who did?

      But more importantly, how do I turn the officers back before my coven finds out I fucked up another spell?
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        Kyro

      

      

      Cassandra, I think they called her.

      She’s stunning. The little witch almost tempted me to forget why I got arrested in the first place. Usually, I don’t concern myself with other supernaturals’ business, but when I’m getting blamed for murder, yeah, I get involved.

      It has nothing to do with wanting to prove to the little witch I’m not a killer—well, I didn’t kill these ones—or to protect her, seeing as whoever did it is hunting witches.

      Nope, not at all.

      That’s how I find myself at the coroner’s office. I charm my way in, blinding the receptionist until she’s under my spell and probably dreaming of our wedding. I easily locate the body. There are four down here, all the same, but most will be washed clean of evidence. No, I need to see the latest one.

      I find her in the last drawer. I pull her out, close my eyes, and hover my hands over her, looking inside with my powers. I know I need to be fast. Beyond the black veins, I feel the darkness and emptiness inside. Her soul has been taken, and in its place is an infection, which is situated like a fingerprint, the darkness linked to someone out there.

      Something is stalking this little backwater town and killing its witches… But why? What is it doing with the blood and souls it steals?

      Opening my eyes, I grab the file and look over the autopsy report. There is a lot of blood missing, like I sensed, and shit…the heart. They cut out the heart.

      That means it’s ceremonial.

      This town got a whole lot more fun, and not just because I plan on infecting that little witch with my own brand of darkness. Smirking at the thought, I put the body away. I have two things to do.

      One, stop the creature, or figure out what it is doing and why.

      Two, woo the witch, and see if my little blue rose is as sweet as she looks.

      Winking at the receptionist on the way out, I duck back into the soft ocean breeze. Night is coming, and in the dark, monsters lurk. It’s one of my best shots to find the creature, and the witches will lead me to him.

      I just need to figure out what witch he’s going after in the meantime. I find myself drawn down a side street where I lean back against a wall and watch an occult shop. The link that seems to be drawing me to Cassandra, my rose, is tugging me in that direction.

      I stay there for hours, unable to move away, even when the torches in the streetlamps flicker on and darkness descends. Only then does the door open, making me stand straighter, as I watch my little witch.

      Her blue hair is wild, and she’s muttering to herself as she locks up the shop. Then, with a black cat following after her, she starts to walk away. I smirk and tell myself I’m tracking her to find the creature as I follow after her, sticking to the shadows—which, for a man who is the god of sunlight, seems quite difficult…

      Until you realise that with sunlight comes the shadows it casts, and I control both.

      She wanders through the quiet town undisturbed. No one even seems to greet her as she passes. Walking along the road before the beach and into the trees, she disappears. I follow after her with a frown, stepping onto a dirt road that curves through the huge trees, creating a thick canopy. Among them are tiny little lights, strung from tree to tree, lighting the way. Smirking, I slip through the streets after her, watching as the dirt road abruptly ends in a cottage.

      My little witch lives in a fucking cottage.

      It peeks out from behind tree trunks, with shrubs and flowers surrounding it like some sort of magical kingdom. It has a pointed roof, and the brown building has flowers and ivy growing over the bricks. More lights hang around the cabin and clearing, and hung between two trees is a giant, white lace swing.

      It screams green witch, and yet I can hear the ocean from here too, the soft breeze carrying its scent. I’m betting if I wander in that direction, I would break out onto the beach.

      She’s created a little haven here, and it’s adorable, cosy almost, and has a strange smile curling up my lips as I watch her open the door and flick on the lights. I catch one last glimpse of her passing the window before she disappears from view.

      I hesitate, knowing I should leave. She’s safe and clearly won’t lead me to the creature, but instead, I find myself circling the little cottage.

      Behind it is a deck, which overlooks the forest. On the porch is a clawfoot tub, making me blink in surprise as my cock jerks, while I imagine the hot little witch bathing out here for anyone to see, anyone like me. The window lights up from inside, and the sliding back door is closed. The decking is covered in yet more plants and flowers, with lights dangling down across it and strips of fabric, giving it an otherworldly feel. It makes me wonder what the interior looks like.

      I’m just turning away when I see her again. My little witch. As I watch, she walks past the window and stops where I can see her. Her blue hair is loose around her shoulders now, wavy and perfect to hold onto as I fuck her mouth, or wrap around my fist as I take her from behind. She strips out of her shirt and reaches behind her to unhook her bra, letting it fall to the floor.

      Grabbing onto the nearest tree trunk, I stand there like a fucking peeping Tom and watch her undress. Her soft, glowing skin has me more turned on than I’ve ever been before, and I find myself begging her to turn around so I can see if those delicious curves are a match for what I’m imagining. Instead, she does something better. She slips off her pants, exposing her high, plump ass.

      Fuck.

      Images of me dropping to my knees and parting those cheeks, of bending her over and leaving my handprints on those plump globes, has me shifting uncomfortably.

      I bet she tastes like nature and would be wild in bed. She turns to the side to grab something, and I let out a grunt like a fucking animal when I catch a glimpse of the side of her incredible breast.

      Is this how low I have fallen? Stalking and spying on a woman? They usually fall to my feet, flock to me, and beg to please me…yet something about this little witch is different. I don’t want her to beg… Okay, that’s a lie, I want her to beg for my cock, but I also know it won’t be easy. She’s not mad with lust or blinded by the sun in my eyes, she sees underneath it. She wasn’t mindless with desire, no. Instead, she has something stirring within me.

      Something I’ve never felt, not in all the years and people I’ve screwed across this world. I feel true lust for more than just her body, but for her mind, her very soul. I crave her regard, her voice, to not only conquer her and have her wanting me as much as I want her, but to know that it’s for more than my body.

      Something inside me is begging for me to go inside, to prove my innocence to the little witch and ask her to…what? Date? Gods don’t fucking date, especially not cute little homely green witches. We fuck and we leave. We get what we want.

      And I want my little blue rose.

      I will have her.

      Ignoring the weird, conflicting feelings, I lift my hand and focus my power for a moment, calling it into my hand. When I risk a look, I see her disappearing farther into the cottage, so I slip across the ground to the deck and place it at the sliding glass door before, with one last look, I leave my little witch to her life.

      For now.

      I have a monster to hunt.

      Later, I’m coming back, and I’m going to find out just how wild my blue rose can get.
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        Cassandra

      

      

      A noise has me opening the sliding glass door. Usually, I ignore the weird sounds. You have to when you live in the middle of a forest with no one around. Weird noises are a given, and if I investigate every single one, I would never be inside. But this one is different. When I open the door, Salem twining between my feet and vying for my attention, I freeze.

      Because there, on the dark wood deck not a meter away, is another golden rose. Eyes narrowed, I look around. He was here? The killer? When and why…? How did he even know where I lived?

      I slide the door shut and lock it, but I hesitate before quickly unlocking it, grabbing the flower, and slamming it closed once more. I latch it again, and to be safe, I cut my finger and press it to the runes and spells around the door handle, activating their protective barrier.

      Is this how he got to the others? He stalked them and teased them by leaving little presents so they would know he was here? But this almost feels like a good gesture, not one with evil intent. As I stroke the solid gold rose, noting the incredible detail on the petals and stem, I get the impression of lust and…hope?

      Not hate, not anger, or even the need to kill like I would expect.

      Who is this man?

      It’s clear I have caught his attention though, and either way, I don’t think that’s a good thing.

      However, I’m unable to throw the rose away or destroy it, so instead, I place it in a tiny container in the kitchen and step back. The wooden counter I had made is filled and overflowing with my plants and herbs. The teapot I brewed when I walked in is sitting there ready to be poured, surrounded by my crystals and the tomes I’ve been reading. Along the back brick wall are more plants, which are hanging down into the sink and cooking area with an old-style SMEG fridge to the side. My cottage is cute and just what a green witch like me loves.

      Stepping across the cool brick floor and onto the fluffy carpet in my yellow living room, I throw myself onto the macramé chair hanging from the ceiling. My pink sofa, which is placed opposite me, is covered in decorative funny witch pillows, and the golden coffee table boasts yet more books about witchcraft and—you guessed it—more plants. There’s no TV, but the whole back wall is covered in built-in bookshelves, constructed into the wall itself, with candles, crystals, magic balls, and skull decorations interwoven with sparkling lights.

      I love my home. I made it my own since I moved here when I was sixteen after leaving the coven’s house. I stuck out there, I always felt alone, but here I’m happy, though a lot find it an unusual place. Like the fact that my bathtub is out on my deck. Or that my bedroom is up a small, wooden ladder with only two rungs, more decorative than anything like a step, on a raised area off the side with only a sheer curtain and twinkling lights to obscure it.

      In there I have my low bed with more runes painted across all the walls for protection, and yes, to test my spells. There are more books and plants, and a fluffy white rug to keep my feet warm. I even have a tree growing in the corner of the room, with hanging baskets of plants and lights happily twinkling away. There’s also a fire on the back wall, opposite the glass windows which look out into the forest.

      The bathroom is attached with a sliding door made of reclaimed wood inlaid with runes and diagrams for protection and healing. With only a toilet, sink, and storage, it’s a smallish place, but I managed to fill it with me. Plants dangle from the ceiling, as do strips of white cloth with lights built inside of it. The brick wall has a black mirror hanging on it, and there is a small, free-standing shower just before the window with a rainforest showerhead on the ceiling.

      I spent so much money on making this my home, to have a place to live where I can be happy, and even just stepping foot into my cottage does that. Here, no one judges me, no one makes snide remarks or looks down on me. Here, I can be just me.

      Sighing, I force myself to get up and grab my tea before sitting down to read as I drink. I’m hoping I might find some information on the ritual that was clearly performed with those witches who died.

      I have to figure out what’s happening, and how does the flirty golden man fit into this?
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        * * *

      

      “I told you not to play with it,” I mutter to Salem as he has a tantrum. He’s glaring at the enchanted idol that came alive and chased him around the shop after he swiped at it. “You’ve spent too long as a cat, my friend.” I laugh as I gently push the idol to the side before stroking along Salem’s furry back, making him purr.

      The shop is quiet. Most of the witches are at work, and the tourists are stuck inside, the rain beating down across the cobblestone streets too thick to venture out in. So that leaves me bored. After cleaning and rearranging the shop, I decide to carry on my research regarding any rituals that may cause black veins. So far, I’ve had no luck.

      But all morning, I’ve had a weird feeling, like eyes are on me. The hair stands up on my neck, and I know I’m being watched, stalked, and hunted… A small part of me hopes it’s the golden flower maker, while the other half of me thinks he probably killed my fellow witches.

      Nobody likes a psychopath…especially with golden hair, bright blue eyes, and muscles that make your pussy drip like a waterfall. Shit, stop, Cassie.

      Shaking my head, I focus on the black scrawled words in the ancient tome I’m reading. It’s not very exciting, but beggars can’t be choosers. I can’t ask any other witches, they will report me to the elders and I’ll be punished for disobeying them. No, I have to do this alone.

      Salem bats my hand, trying to get my attention, so I reach out and stroke him as I flip through the pages. My other hand is fisted under my chin as I languidly read the script, skipping over the unhelpful parts. I have over a thousand books and diaries to check in here. “You’re super cute, but I need to read,” I murmur to Salem as he steps on the book and brushes across my face, obscuring my vision with a determined meow.

      Laughing, I pick him up and stroke his belly as I cradle him in my arms. “You’re so adorable, yes you are, so freaking cute,” I coo as I hold him.

      “Why, thank you. I thought you hadn’t noticed,” comes a dark, sultry male voice.

      I turn with a yelp, open-mouthed, to see the man who was arrested, the sexy rose beast, standing in the middle of my shop. He trails his hand along the displays, those blue eyes locked on me with determination and hunger. He wears a shirt which is unbuttoned and open, even in the rain, showing off his impressively wide chest and golden skin…and all those abs.

      And that V, the Adonis belt that makes smart girls dumb. I just stare…and stare, until Salem bites my hand, making me squeal as I drop him with a glare. “Asshole,” I mutter, as he flicks his tail and storms off, now that he’s not the center of my attention.

      “Me or the cat, my blue rose?” He chuckles as he moves closer and leans against the counter I’m perched behind, his blue gaze trapping me, even as I hold up my bleeding finger.

      His eyes flicker down to it, and with a smirking glance at me, he grasps it, the heat from his hand making me shiver. A shock travels through me at the touch, the pulsing of my bitten finger matching the pulsing of my clit, the traitor.

      Eyes still on me, he sucks the finger into his mouth, and with a hum, I feel his tongue wrapping around it, lapping the wound clean. I can’t speak. My mouth hangs open, and my body is very aware of him. My nipples are no doubt poking through my shirt, my panties are damp, and I’m leaning into him.

      Murderer, remember?

      I yank my hand away, and he chuckles, licking his lips. “You taste like magic and nature, Rose.” His eyes darken as he runs them over me. “I wonder what you taste like elsewhere. Tell me, little witch, is your pussy as sweet?”

      “Who the hell says that to someone?” I exclaim, trying to ignore the pulsing of my pussy as he talks about it.

      Need courses through me for this man, a need like I’ve never felt before. Sex has always been okay, nothing great or special. Honestly, I have a better time with myself than with men, but holy hell, I’ve never felt an attraction like this, with his smirking, arrogant lips, golden skin, and all that muscle leaving me a dumb, wet mess. Just like I’m betting he’s used to by charming women to get what he wants.

      Right until he cuts out their hearts and drains them.

      That throws a bucket of water over me. “What are you doing here? Want to try and kill me? I should warn you, I can kick some serious ass.” I narrow my eyes and cross my arms over my chest to hide my erect nipples.

      He laughs and leans farther across the counter. “I bet. You can touch my ass anytime, Rose, but no, I’m not here to kill you. I can think of much more fun things we can do.” He wiggles his eyebrows, and I glare, making his smile grow. “Aren’t you just the conundrum, little witch? I smell your need, yet you’re resisting, how strange.”

      I snort, unable to help myself. “What, and usually all it takes is one cheesy line and a smile, or a flash of abs, and they fall at your feet?”

      “Not even that.” He shrugs with a wink and starts to wander around the shop. “I should warn you, I seem to enjoy the challenge you’re presenting.”

      “It’s not a challenge,” I growl and rush after him, carefully grabbing the stone he’s fingering and putting it back down. When I turn, he’s touching something else, so I smack his hands away, which makes him laugh as he grabs my flapping hands and uses them to drag me closer until I fall against his chest.

      “Abs,” I blurt, as my face smacks into them, and damn, it hurts. What are they made of? Stone? He peers down at me with a happy, lopsided smile.

      “Oh, little witch, you’re adorable,” he teases, and leans into me, testing my resolve to resist this murderous charmer.

      “Stop,” I demand, but it sounds weak and breathy to my own ears, and we both know it as he grins at me from inches away. He smells like the sun, like a day spent on the beach cooking under the heat. It’s addictive, and the actual heat blasting from his body is insane, like a fire I want to curl up in front of.

      But this blaze is a man, a dangerous, sexy man, who seems to have a weird fascination with little ole me for some reason only the goddess knows.

      “Or what, Rose? We both know you want me, your body is practically begging for my touch,” he murmurs.

      “Because we both know you want me to give in, and right now, I’m not. If you kiss me now, we both know it’s because you want to, not me,” I argue, the words rushing out like blabber, but it does the trick. He blinks and laughs before pulling away, leaving me with whiplash from his moods.

      “Tricky little witch, I like it. You’re right, when I kiss you, when I fuck you and hear you scream for me, it will be because you’re begging for my cock and tongue,” he tells me conversationally.

      I almost squeak at his words as fire heats my cheeks, which he notices, making him smile wider. Just then, I hear the back door open, and my eyes widen in panic as I start trying to push him from the shop. I still don’t know if he killed those witches, but my very own coven won’t care. They will kill him on sight, so I have to get rid of him until I’m sure.

      “Get out,” I hiss.

      He doesn’t even budge, but he does pick me up effortlessly. “Problem, Rose?”

      “If they see you, they will kill you. Do you want that?” I scoff, my feet barely touching the floor, our faces inches away.

      “Aww, are you worried about me, Rose? How cute,” he teases, and then leans in. I freeze, thinking he’s going to kiss me, but at the last moment, his head turns and he kisses my cheek. He lingers there, his soft, warm lips seeming to brand my flesh with his touch. “Until later, Rose,” he murmurs against my skin, and my eyes flicker closed as I shiver.

      I feel myself being put down, and a moment later, the bell above the door chimes, and when I look, he’s gone, and in my hand is another golden rose. Just as I hear the curtain being pulled back, I curl my hand around it delicately and turn with a welcoming smile, keeping my hand behind my back.

      They throw me a look before grabbing the ingredients they need and heading to the back again, not even saying hello. Slumping, I walk to the counter and return to my reading, losing myself in the words, but every now and then, I stroke my fingers along the rose, a smile curling my lips.

      What is he doing to me?

      A few hours later and fifteen books in, I find something promising. It’s not the exact same, but it does describe a similar sacrifice in which black veins crawled along the body. I scan through the pages, searching for the reason.

      My heart freezes and my body stiffens when I do. It’s a sacrifice to the lady of darkness, the darkness that will consume the world.

      It’s a sacrifice of great evil to break her free of her chains so she may take over the world and kill everyone.

      Well, fuck, that isn’t good.

      If someone is trying to free this great darkness, I need to stop them, and that means finding where they are sacrificing people and…then, well, I’ll wing it. ’Cause that never went wrong…right?

      There’s a place I need to check first, I just have to wait for my shift to end and the shop to close, and then I’ll go and check it out. Hopefully, I’ll find something, something I can use as proof to show my coven.

      Determined, I carry on reading, consuming as much information as I can to use it as a weapon against this agent of darkness and death.
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        Kyro

      

      

      The rain stops in the evening, and I hide down the side of the building, watching my little witch again. She’s up to something. A few hours ago, I saw her do a happy dance, and now she’s looking all sly as she locks up her little shop and sends the cat home.

      It’s the only reason I’m watching her and why I follow her when she turns the opposite way of her house. That’s what I tell myself anyway.

      I came so close to kissing the little witch earlier, something I’ve never done. I might fuck hundreds, if not thousands, of women—hell, sometimes even men when I feel like it—but I never kiss. Never. There are too many emotions, and it’s too personal, but something about Rose makes me want to break that rule to taste those tempting lips, to stop those adorable ramblings with a kiss, to taste her defeat and pleasure on her tongue.

      Has she cursed me? Put a spell on me?

      I don’t think so, she seems clueless to the effect she has on me. In fact, she seems clueless to how fucking beautiful she is altogether, with all those delicious curves and creamy skin begging for my tongue and fingers. That perky little ass and huge tits. Fuck, she’s driving me crazy, especially when she gives me those sweet, innocent eyes and rambling mouth.

      I want to fuck it out of her until she screams, until she recognises the goddamn goddess she is. But I don’t fuck someone more than once, and something tells me fucking the little witch would throw all of my rules out of the window.

      But if she begs me…would I really be able to resist? I nearly broke my own rule, and that was even with her trying to stop me.

      And here I am, trailing her like a pussy sick fool, and I haven’t even had her. No, I’ll stop whatever is happening in this town, get as far from the little witch as I can, and bury myself in heaps of pussy until I forget her smell, until I forget my craving for Rose.

      I follow her through the sleepy town, until she leaves the lights and streets behind, and goes into the forest. She’s walking with a small magic ball lighting her way. Frowning, I slip through the trees as we climb a hill, and there she steps out into the clearing under the moon that my brother Slate is probably prowling under. Slipping into the edge of the trees, I watch her.

      What’s she doing?

      She crouches in the middle of the field, and I move closer to see what she’s looking at. It’s a circle, which looks like it was drawn with dried blood. The grass is all dead and dry, and there are scorch marks and more blood splattered from here to there.

      Did she just find the place where the witches are being sacrificed? I think she did.

      Just then I hear a noise, and so does she. Her head snaps up, and both of us stare at the other side of the treeline. With a mutter, she rushes towards me, but she’s not going to make it. The cracking of branches gets louder, and whatever is coming probably isn’t good.

      Hurrying out, I grab her and drag her behind the closest tree, backing her into it. I slip my hand over her mouth to stop her screams and protests as I plaster myself to her front. We stay silent as we peer around the tree, and I feel the shaking of her body against mine. Having all those curves and her lips pressed to my skin makes my cock hard as hell.

      Her eyes widen when she feels it pressed against her stomach, causing me to smirk as I look down at her. “Little witch, getting into trouble I see,” I whisper in her ear, so whoever or whatever doesn’t hear us.

      She narrows her eyes and tries to talk, but she can’t because of my hand. With a sigh, she licks along my palm, making me laugh as I pull it away. I press my finger to her lips in a shush gesture, and she rolls her eyes. “I’m not dumb,” she whispers.

      “Could have fooled me, Rose,” I murmur, my lips brushing her ear. “Who goes alone in search of a murder site?”

      She huffs but doesn’t speak as I peek around the tree, searching for the object making the sounds.

      I spot the bear wandering away, and even though I know there is nothing here that’s deadly to her or me, I keep her pinned there, waiting for an attack.

      When I look back down at her, my eyes catch on her lips, and I begin to wonder. What would it feel like? What would she taste like? She turns as if trying to look around the tree, but I can’t drag my gaze away from her.

      One kiss, that’s all this can ever be.

      I have to kiss her.

      She turns her head back to speak, and I lean down and cover her lips with mine.

      She freezes against me, and I freeze too, but her taste explodes in my mouth—sweetness, magic, like fucking happiness itself, and I’m lost. Her lips start to move against mine, no longer shocked, and even though I know I should pull back, I can’t.

      Threading my hand in her hair, I nibble and bite her lower lip until she gasps and I can sweep my tongue in, tangling it with hers. I dominate the kiss until she’s melting into me, rubbing herself along me teasingly. My cock screams at me to turn her, bend her over, and fuck her, but I resist. I’m only allowing myself this one moment of weakness, this one kiss.

      I know when I pull away, I’ll regret it, but for this moment, I lose myself in my witch.

      She moans into my mouth, and I swallow it, pressing her further into the tree as our kiss turns feral. Need and magic swirl between us, pulling us together, but I have to stop before I make her mine. I rip my mouth away and stumble back.

      Swallowing harshly, breathing heavily, I look at my little witch. She’s slumped against the tree, her lips red and raw from my kiss, her eyes closed as her chest heaves temptingly. More than anything, I want to stay, so what do I do?

      I leave her there like the asshole I am.

      All alone.
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        Cassandra

      

      

      I haven’t seen him in two days, since he kissed me like his life depended on it. When I opened my eyes, he had disappeared again, not even leaving a rose behind. How could he kiss me like that and then just disappear?

      Like it was nothing?

      Like it didn’t rock my whole world?

      I felt more in that one kiss than I ever have before, and now I crave more. I crave the heightened emotions, the pleasure and hunger, the utter rightness I felt on his lips. Like I was made to kiss him always. But it’s clear he didn’t feel the same, and as the hours pass and then days, I realise what an idiot I am.

      He kissed me to distract me. After, I had gone home in a daze, not even looking at the scene any further.

      You know he might be a murderer, Cass, and you’re daydreaming about him over one stupid kiss?

      Idiot.

      I started off confused, then I was upset, but now? Now I’m just angry.

      Fuck him, fuck his golden addictive lips and those pretty words. If he killed those witches, I will take him down, attraction or not, and I won’t give in ever again. That’s what vibrators are for anyway. They give pleasure just as good as a dick, and there is no attitude to go along with it.

      “If I could just have a moment of your time,” I rehearse, as I wait for the elders to come into the shop. I know they said ‘no’ the other day, but I have proof now, and they have to listen. Right?

      Just then I hear them leaving, so I rush to intercept them. “I found proof of the killings—”

      “You mean the tragic deaths?” Gretchen corrects, her eyes narrowed. “The ones we told you to leave alone?”

      “Yes, but they were sacrifices. I found the location—”

      “Enough!” Gretchen roars and steps towards me, her magic rising. “We have tolerated you enough, Cassandra. Leave, now. You disobey us, you bring dishonour to our names. From now on, you are no longer a part of this coven!”

      I stagger backwards, and Allegra tries to calm the elders down, but I feel the finality in the declaration. I have been disowned, I am a rogue witch, maybe I always was. Tears fill my eyes, and I refuse to let them see them fall, so I grab my bag and the book, and Salem and I rush from the shop.

      I barely remember getting home as I throw myself down on the bed and scream and cry. Not even Salem can comfort me. I’ve lost my family, my people… I guess I always knew this day would come. They only kept me around out of pity, but a witch without a coven is nothing.

      Worse than nothing, they cease to exist.
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        * * *

      

      After feeling sorry for myself, I clean my face off and stare at the book. I know this is bigger than me or even them. Witches are being murdered, and it isn’t going to stop unless someone forces it to.

      I could do nothing, but to get back into my coven and prove I was right, I need to find the killer. And where better than a ritual filled with plenty of witches? It’s prime murdering time, so I stow my sadness, get dressed, and head into the forest to crash a coven ritual.

      They might have given up on me, but I haven’t given up on them. I won’t sit around while another one of our kind is being killed, and something bigger than them, than even me, is happening here. If these truly are sacrifices to free darkness and demons, then the whole world is in danger and we have a chance to stop it before it happens.

      So even though it’s an order, even though I’m angry and dejected, I force one foot in front of the other with determination in every step. I walk a path that’s so familiar, it’s a habit, until I come upon the clearing where our coven ritual takes place. We have one every week, but today is a special occasion, a witch has come of age. She has come into her powers and will be brought into the fold.

      I should be there to welcome her, but I am a disgrace.

      A disappointment.

      A foolish fucking excuse for a witch.

      The dark thoughts plague me, brought on by so much rejection, and they swallow me whole. Not even the murderer wanted me. One kiss, and I drove him away, and now my own coven has discarded me like trash.

      I crouch at the edge of the clearing, out of the reach of the firelight as more and more witches arrive in their ceremonial robes. They mingle, talk, and laugh, and I stand alone. I’m always alone. Tiredness weighs on me then.

      I’m so very tired of being alone. I put on a good front, not letting them see how deeply it affects me, but here, in the dark, watching those who should be there for me, it fills me—bone-deep loneliness, the type you never quite get rid of.

      I watch them start their ritual when something makes me shiver in fear and desire. A presence, something close. Spinning, I meet the blue eyes of the golden man who keeps appearing in my life. The man who kissed me and left, and now here he stands, watching me with that cocky smirk.

      “What do you want?” I snap.

      “Oh, why are we mad, Rose?” he taunts.

      Don’t say it, I warn myself. “Why did you kiss me?” I cover my lips, but the words keep coming. “If you didn’t like it, why kiss me? Why just disappear—” I slam my mouth shut as he watches me.

      He steps closer, bringing his heat with him. “I didn’t not like it, Rose. I loved it too fucking much.”

      “What does that even mean?” I ask, dropping my hand. I’m already down Embarrassment Lane, so I might as well go full steam ahead. He knows I’m thinking of the kiss and that I’ve been worried, I see it in his eyes.

      The knowledge that I wanted him.

      “You tasted like hope, little witch,” he purrs, as I tilt my head back and meet those bright blue orbs. “And hope is a dangerous thing, especially for a creature like me.” He steps closer then, almost touching me. “I would consume you, suck you dry of it, and leave you broken-hearted as I walked away.”

      “You think you could walk away?” I taunt, unsure where this sudden bravery is coming from.

      He smirks, lowering his head, and the memory of how he tasted has me shivering. “I always walk away, Rose, always, and you would be no different. I refuse to break your heart. I refuse to hurt you, little witch. That, I can’t live with.”

      I swallow, and he steps closer.

      “This isn’t the time for a witch like you to be alone. Monsters are ready to eat you,” he growls.

      “I’m not scared of you,” I scoff, even as I shiver from his nearness.

      “You should be, Rose. You should be,” he replies dangerously as he steps back. His usually teasing blue eyes are shaded, dark, and filled with danger, and suddenly, I know I’m alone with a powerful being. One capable of both good and bad…I think.

      He’s dangerous.

      He admits he would hurt me, break my heart, and that he wants me…but he didn’t confess to murdering those witches.

      “You’ll break my heart?” I tease.

      “Not before I break your pussy, pretty witch,” he murmurs.

      Swallowing, I step forward, and he steps back. “Why do you call me Rose?”

      “Because you have the beauty of a rose, mysterious and alluring.”

      “And fragile.” I snort.

      “No, Rose, not fragile. Strong. Their beauty draws you in, and before you know it, their thorns are in you,” he murmurs.

      We watch each other from meters away, both unsure what to say. “Are you here to kill witches?”

      “No, I’m here for you,” he replies, then his eyes flicker to those gathered behind me. I feel their magic rising with the ritual. “Why aren’t you with them?”

      “I’m not one of them,” I confess. “They don’t want me.”

      “Then they are fools,” he scoffs. “And yet here you are, trying to protect them.”

      “To protect everyone,” I correct. “Not just them. If I can do something to help, why wouldn’t I?”

      He blinks and tilts his head, watching me. “Because people are selfish…but you’re not, little witch. You are pure, and you are kind…too kind.” He shakes his head and steps back. “Let’s get you home before I do something I’ll regret.”

      “Like kill me?”

      “Like fuck you,” he retorts, running his eyes down me hungrily.

      Oh, shit.
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        Kyro

      

      

      I leave distance between us as we walk, not wanting to tempt myself. She smells sweet, like tears and magic. I want to bury myself in her scent and lose myself in her heat, but I don’t. Not even when she tempted me, or when she pushed me and called me on my shit.

      The little witch wants to burn in my fire.

      I watch her walk, noticing she seems sad again. It also makes me wonder what happened with her and her coven. Surely she should have been with them? But she doesn’t seem to want to talk. Instead, she wraps her arms around herself, her eyes flying to the sky as she strolls without even looking, like she has walked this path a million times, but she doesn’t see the root sticking up. So, with a shake of my head, I grab her shoulder and steer her around it, and keep my hand there as she walks to stop her from getting herself hurt.

      When we reach her cottage, I stop at the edge of the trees. Once I know she’s safely inside, I’m going back to the witches to hunt the murderer. She was smart to go there. If he wanted witches, that’s prime picking, but he won’t be getting mine.

      She stops then and turns to me. “Why are you killing them…and why not me?”

      Unable to help myself, drawn by her pain and sadness, I cover the distance between us and cup her cheek, forcing her to look at me. “Killing you is the last thing I want to do, Rose. Now go inside.”

      “Why?” she whispers, searching my eyes.

      “Because if you don’t, I might just kiss you again, and we both know this time that isn’t where it will stop,” I growl.

      “I’ll stop you,” she states determinedly. “What you’re doing is wrong.”

      “No, Rose, what I want to do to you is wrong. Very fucking wrong and dirty,” I tease.

      “Hide behind your jokes, but I see through you. You’re scared,” she whispers, and then blinks as I step back, letting my hand fall, her warmth fading quickly.

      “Goodnight, Rose,” I tell her, as I lift my palm, form a rose, and hold it out. She takes it and watches as I step away, my eyes locked on hers.

      “What’s your name?” she calls.

      With a grin, I decide to give it to her before I disappear. “Kyro.”

      “Kyro,” she repeats, the word carrying on the breeze like a prayer. The sweet, soft way she says it has my cock begging for more and my heart flipping in an unfamiliar way.
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        * * *

      

      After making sure my little witch goes inside, I head back to check on the witches, but when I get there, they are gone. I search the area and find nothing, except the remnants of their power lingering around burnt patches of earth.

      Just when I’m going to give up and try again another day, something wafts to me on the wind—evil, darkness, death, and decay…sulphur. Mixed together, it has my eyes sharpening and my fire burning in my belly, ready to defend myself, but nothing attacks. In fact, the scent seems to be blowing away.

      Before I lose the odour, I start to run in the direction of it, crashing through the forest as it becomes farther and farther away. The moon lights my way, and the earth below me scorches as my power triples, drawn by the feel of death. The scent of evil gets farther away, but the death…it gets stronger.

      I slide to a stop when it overpowers me. Turning in a circle, I spot it.

      The body.

      This time it’s pinned to a tree with what looks like barbs, like knives, dripping black blood, piercing through the hands, feet, shoulders, and legs. Blood wells around them, proving they were inflicted before death. A black cape, like what the witches were wearing, is covering the body and obscuring the drooping head.

      Grinding my teeth, I step forward and pull back the hood, sighing at the dead, empty eyes. The pale skin is crawling with those black veins. Patting the top of the robes, I find a huge hole in her chest between her breasts—her heart is missing. Carefully, I drag my finger along the barb, catching some of the oozing liquid, and lift it to my nose and sniff.

      Definitely blood, evil too. Pure power runs through it, and even though I don’t want to…I taste it. I gag and spit it out straightaway. Whatever the creature is, there is no light or humanity left in it. It will never stop.

      It will consume every ounce of power in this town, getting stronger after each kill… It will consume my little witch.

      Unless I stop it.

      My fun little trip to the town just took a dark turn. I might not be willing to admit I want Cassandra, but no one else gets to hurt or have her either.

      I slip into the role of god, of warrior…of general of my own army. Murder…it’s easy. The familiar darkness fills me, the one that guided me through many wars, the one I thought I shed throughout the years to find laughter and love again—usually in booze, sun, or women, but still.

      And now I’m stepping into it voluntarily, becoming the killer, the unbeatable sun god my titan parents wanted me to be.

      All for her.

      Always for her.

      My Rose.

      My little witch.
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        Cassandra

      

      

      My dreams are plagued by strange visions. I don’t often have them, it’s a sign of a stronger witch, of a clairvoyant, but for some reason, they still come. I dream of red hair, of screams of death, of love…of a family. I wake with an impending nervous feeling, as if I should be doing something.

      Feeling slightly lost, I decide to read my cards, which only makes those sensations triple. I draw three from the deck, choosing a simple, straightforward spread, and flip them over one by one. The tower card. This means destruction and absolute devastation. Shaking my head, I think of the murdered witches and the information I found in that book, speaking of total darkness. The devil. I frown when I see this one, not understanding the connection. The devil speaks of being controlled, of powerlessness, but not by others…no, by yourself. How do I connect with the witches’ deaths? I sigh and move on, deciding to process it later. The third is judgement, but it’s reversed. My past and future are colliding, but its position specifically means I’ve been holding myself back, and now is my chance to change, to make a difference. Yet again, this card refers specifically to me, and my apparent connection to the murders. What does it all mean? I know I need to take this seriously, however, because not just any reading shows only major arcana.

      I let out a long breath, resetting myself and trying to reduce the weight that now sits on my shoulders. Determined to lighten the reading, I pull another card, but this one specifically with one purpose in mind—Kyro.

      I flip the card and frown. The lovers.

      Could it be?

      I don’t believe there is one person for everyone. You fall in love and that person becomes your one…but the only person I saw when I drew this card is the one who keeps warning me away from him. Who may be killing my own kind.

      The golden man.

      Kyro.

      Even his name makes me shiver as my body wakes up. Annoyed at myself, I push away from the table and strip on the way to the shower. Leaving the door slightly ajar, I step inside and let the hot water sluice across my tense muscles and rinse the feeling of my dreams away.

      After washing and conditioning my hair, I wrap myself in a towel and stroke my fingers along my plants in here, sending love and warmth into them. In return, they grow and send healing energy back to me. Feeling better, a smile curving my lips, I wipe across the mirror and start to brush my hair.

      A noise has me freezing. It comes again, a bang, and then Salem hissing.

      Someone is in my cottage.

      Grabbing my brush, I clutch my towel to my chest and slip into the bedroom. My eyes catch on the back of the man. His silhouette is familiar, and Salem is rubbing against his ankles, the traitor.

      “Kyro, what the hell are you doing here? You can’t just let yourself into someone’s house,” I snap, tightening the towel around me.

      He turns with a shit-eating grin, but it drops when he realises I’m half naked. His eyes heat, burning with fire and embers as he runs his gaze across my wet, exposed skin. “You should wear that every day,” he murmurs.

      “A towel?” I sigh and cross my legs to cover more skin.

      “Nothing but your skin,” he teases, winking at me. All the drama and warnings from last night seem to have been forgotten by him. His moods are giving me whiplash.

      “Why are you here?” I demand.

      “For breakfast, of course, get dressed. You’re too distracting in just a towel. I’ll start cooking.” He heads to my kitchen with Salem on his heels, whistling as he goes. He’s perfectly comfortable in my house, even though he just broke in.

      And what do I do?

      Rush into the bathroom, red-faced and confused. I should kick him out, but now’s my chance to learn the truth. I could spell him, I would just need to be sneaky so he didn’t realise what I was doing. It’s not smart to let a killer in your house… I don’t even know how he got around my wards, but I need to put on my big girl panties and face him.

      I get dressed quickly in a short, frilly, flowery green dress and leave my hair wet as I pad through the house to see him moving around my kitchen. “I’m a vegetarian,” I offer when I see bacon on the side.

      He blinks and looks at the bacon. “Even for bacon? Bacon is sacred,” he whispers in false shock.

      “Even for bacon,” I confirm as I slide into a stool before the counter.

      He sighs, looking sadly at the meat. “You can eat it, that doesn’t bother me. I wouldn’t push my views on anyone else, it’s my personal choice.” He blinks at that and turns as the kettle whistles. He pours two cups before passing me one.

      I look down at the dark, herbal mixture in surprise.

      “What? Think I don’t know how to make tea? I know tea, Rose. So breakfast? How about…croissants?” he hedges.

      “And fruit,” I agree.

      “Fruit. Won’t eat bacon, but will eat fruit,” he mutters as he starts grabbing what he needs.

      “What’s wrong with fruit?” I laugh, warming my hands around the mug, the scene oddly comfortable. It’s making me relax, which is strange.

      “Nothing, I just prefer bacon.” He shrugs and licks his fingers as he flips the meat sizzling in the pan.

      “You don’t get abs like that from eating shit all the time.” I snort.

      He turns, lifts his shirt, and flexes, showing off his abs. “These little ole things?” He winks.

      I wipe my mouth in case I’m drooling and point at the pan, which is spitting. “It will burn.”

      He flips around, and I shudder out a breath. This man really tests my resolve to ignore the desire between us. But then I realise now is the time, he’s not paying attention to me. All I need is one little spell. He wouldn’t even have to know.

      Putting down my cup, I gather my courage and pray to whoever is listening that this one spell, just this one, for all of my life, goes right.

      I gather my magic and, with a pointed look, throw it at him.

      Of course, the Fates or the gods are not fucking listening and are laughing on my behalf, because it goes wrong, really fucking wrong, like all the magic I try to do.

      Salem snorts and trots away as the magic takes hold of Kyro. He doesn’t even have time to protest or scream as it wraps around him, blocking my view. Just as suddenly as it appears, it disappears, and in the place of the hot guy…is a bat.

      A fucking bat.

      He blinks, his wings spread out as he perches on the floor, and ever so slowly, its little furry head turns and stares at me.

      “Aww, you’re like a little upside-down puppy.” I clap, and his eyes narrow, so I point my finger. “Don’t get sassy with me!”

      He flaps his wings and flies before me. This little chittering noise comes out, and I roll my eyes and wince. “Okay, okay, I’m sorry! I tried to see if you were bad. Bad, that’s all, to see if you have been killing the witches… I have no clue how it turned into ‘bat,’” I explain.

      He flops down, wings stretched and eyes wide, looking adorable, even as he tries to be fierce, and I can’t help it, a giggle starts in my throat. I cover my mouth and try to stop it, but that only makes it worse, and I burst out laughing right in his little bat face.

      “I’m sorry,” I wheeze. “This isn’t funny,” I add, even as my stomach aches from laughing so much and I’m crying tears of laughter. He wraps his wings around himself and plops down in front of me, making me laugh harder. “You’re so cute.”

      I try to get a hold of myself, but I laugh so hard, I actually fall off the stool and onto the floor with a yelp. Lying there, I watch Kyro flap down—more like falling than flying—as he tries to figure out his new body. He lands on my chest and looks at me as if to say, ‘are you okay?’

      But he landed on my boob, and I look down at his little feet at the same time he does. Noticing where they are, he brings his eyes back up, and I feel perved on…by a bat. There’s a first time for everything.

      “Off, you little perv,” I snap, and he hops off to the floor next to me as I sit up and stare at him. “I can try to turn you back…but it might go wrong. We’re probably better just waiting for it to wear off.”

      I nod when he flaps his wings. “Anytime between now and two days from now,” I answer, addressing his unanswered questions.

      I’m having a conversation with a bat.

      Just then Salem wanders back in and smacks Kyro with his tail, knocking him over. Sighing, I pick him up, put him on my shoulder, and stroke along Salem. “You’re still my favourite, my little ball of death, but be nice, okay, baby?” I coo, scratching along his ears as he purrs. When I stop, he throws Kyro a glare and trots off, probably to cause mayhem.

      Just then, a knock comes at the door. Not many people come out this way, so I rush to my feet and throw open the door, forgetting about Kyro on my shoulder. Standing on the other side with a bunch of flowers is Yuriel. He smiles at me sweetly, his ginger hair shining brightly in the sun. His muscular body is hidden under a flannel shirt and jeans, which are tucked into his boots. “Morning, Cass.” He hands me the flowers, which I cuddle to my chest. “I heard you might be upset, so I thought I would bring them to cheer you up.”

      “Aww, thank you, that’s so sweet!” I exclaim, and it is. He’s so kind, always bringing me flowers and sometimes even food, even though he doesn’t live close by.

      “You’re welcome.” He grins wider and then looks down for a moment before his shoulders tense. “So, Cassie, we have known each other for a long time—I was wondering—”

      Just then, Kyro starts to flap his wings, and I don’t have a moment to do anything but watch as he flies right past Yuriel’s face. Yuriel screams and ducks, batting him away, but Kyro keeps on attacking, biting, and hitting him.

      “Er, never mind, see you later!” Yuriel screams, and then starts to run down the road with Kyro chasing him, flying above him and beating him up.

      I just stand there, mouth open, unsure what the hell just happened.

      Kyro returns a minute later and lands on my shoulder like nothing happened. Blinking, I shut the door and head to the kitchen. I place him on the counter and stare. “What the fuck was that?” I demand.

      Eyes narrowed, he wraps his wings around himself and just watches me. “Great, I have an angry, once human, bat attack animal,” I mutter, as I grab the flowers, put them in some water, and set them on the table before looking at him. “Okay, we need to change you back.” I huff, and he chatters and flies away. “Come on! I’ll get it right!” I yell as I chase after him.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Kyro hid for hours until I gave up trying to use my magic on him. Now, I’m just sitting and reading a book as he lies on a pillow on the floor. We’re both waiting for the magic to burn off. Hopefully, because he’s a powerful creature, it shouldn’t take too long.

      Just as I think that, he yelps and the room fills with magic. I close my eyes to block the bright yellow light, and when I blink and get to my feet, the smoke fades and there stands Kyro.

      Human…and naked.

      “Penis!” I blurt, before throwing a pillow at him. He laughs and catches it, placing it in front of his junk, though I think mainly for me, since he just cracks his neck and sighs.

      “Thank god, Rose. I thought I was going to be stuck like that forever,” he grumbles and glares at me. “No more magic on me.”

      “Oops?” I offer with a smile.

      He grins. “I don’t think your boyfriend will be coming back though.”

      “Boyfriend?” I echo, frowning. I’m trying to keep my eyes on his face and not on the many, many muscles on display. “Oh, Yuriel? Wait…you attacked him because you thought I was dating him?”

      “I’m possessive, Rose.” He shrugs and drops the pillow. “Now, I’m going to shower the smell of bat away.” His eyes run down my body as my cheeks heat, trying not to check out his penis. His very nice, large penis, which is pointing right at me. Nope, not staring at all.

      “Feel free to join me.” He turns and strolls away. His peachy ass makes me groan as I watch him go.

      That man is way too good-looking for his own good. I preferred him as a bat. Less dangerous to my pussy.
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        Kyro

      

      

      She turned me into a bat, a fucking bat. If I wasn’t so amused, I might be angry. She’s so adorable all flustered though, too adorable to stay mad at. Plus, it served a purpose—it chased that man away, who was clearly going to ask her out.

      My little witch is blind, that boy is in love with her.

      I don’t blame him, she’s beautiful. A hot mess for sure, but her quirks make me laugh. I’ve been laughing harder than I have in years. She’s not perfect or stuck up like I’m used to, she doesn’t even really care what she looks like. Her hair is wild and her face is free of makeup, and there is something so addictive about her innocent sensuality.

      She’s secure in her personality and body, uncaring if you don’t like it. But behind that smile and kindness hides pain and longing.

      I know because I experience those feelings every single day of my life. Longing for my old life before everything went to hell. Pain at how my family is fractured and gone. Yearning for brothers who did everything together, who were so close. This isolated existence is hard to bear.

      I feel their loss keenly all the time. I miss their teasing, their laughter, and their surety. I miss belonging.

      Dashing those dark thoughts away, I turn and flick on her shower and step inside, wondering if she will take me up on my offer and join me. Doubtful, since she is still trying to fight the attraction she feels for me, the desire sparking between us and linking us, tugging us together. Both of us are determined to ignore it, but wouldn’t it be so sweet to give in?

      To taste her screams, to feel her pleasure…to own that little witch even for just a moment?

      But I don’t want to break her heart. Strange, since I usually don’t care. I fuck and I leave, ignoring tears or pleas, but the idea of my little blue rose crying sends a pang straight to my cold, dead heart. It makes me want to be better, it makes me hate myself for what I know I would do to her. The pain I know I would cause outweighs the magnificent pleasure we would find in each other’s bodies.

      And for once, I think of someone else other than me.

      Her.

      My rose.

      Stepping into the waterfall shower, I duck my head under the spray and slick my hair back before just standing under the water. I let it wash away the feeling of being a bat, almost shivering at the memory. Never again will she do magic on me, or she will get spanked and experience worse than me chasing down her suitors.

      The water washes over my feet as I stand under the hot spray, and just for a moment, I allow myself to imagine a life like this. Living near the beach, the sun shining through the trees. No one to bother us, just a little cottage for us. A life filled with laughter, love, and acceptance.

      No more pain, together.

      But it’s just a fantasy, because everyone leaves. Everyone gets bored, or ultimately has to look after themselves, and then you’re alone again. It’s better to go before they do, to never get too close, to never feel too much. So when it does happen, you aren’t left broken and grieving for centuries just from their memories alone.

      You can grieve for more than just the dead, but the living too. For what you might have had, what you did have, and what you will never have again.

      I had a loving family, apart from my parents. We could have ruled and lived in this world together, and that’s how I wish it was. I wish they were here with me right now, to look to for guidance on what to do. On how to keep my witch safe, on how to resist this pull. To stop me from breaking her heart. Because I know, deep inside, if I break hers, I’ll break my dark one too.

      Once I’m showered, I tie the towel around my waist, remembering my clothes must be in the kitchen where she spelled me. Strolling out, I see her perched on the sofa reading a book with a pen clenched between her teeth, which makes me groan. She looks up at the sound, opening her mouth to speak, but nothing comes out. I watch her eyes drop to my body, and a shiver rolls through me, as if I can feel her touch from here. I nearly puff up in pride at the evident desire in her expression. Her eyes darken with it, her lips parting as those eyes drag down my legs and back up to my cock, which is waking up under her regard.

      A lot of people find me attractive, but for some reason, knowing my little witch does has me wanting to strut around like a king. She gulps, her cheeks heating, and jerks her gaze back to my face as my now hard cock tents the towel. “Erm, clothes,” she mutters.

      “Yeah, I didn’t have any in there.” I purposely stop in front of her, letting her get a good look at all my hard-won muscles. Gods are born attractive and strong, but I always like to remain at my fittest just in case, and with that comes some perks, like abs that make girls drool. My Adonis belt makes them weak.

      But as usual, my little witch surprises me again. “Put some on, I mean,” she snaps, not looking at me anymore, but purposely staring down at her book.

      Leaning down, I let go of the towel as it sags on my hips before pressing my hands to the sofa on either side of her body. “Why, Rose? Worried you can’t keep your hands off me?”

      “Worried you will poke my eye out with that thing. Jeez, dude, you don’t just put your…your sausage in people’s faces,” she sputters.

      I freeze for a moment and then fall backwards with laughter. It fills my heart as she narrows her eyes in indignation, her blue hair flying around her face in irritation. God, she’s beautiful. “Sausage,” I repeat.

      Just then, another knock comes at the door, and we both whip our heads around. “This motherfucker. Didn’t he get the picture the first time?” I start towards it, and she leaps to her feet with a squeal, swerving around me and placing her hands on my chest.

      Grinning, I look down at her fingers on my body, trying to play it cool, even though that one touch has my whole fucking body coming alive. It burns into me, branding me, making the hair on the back of my arms stand on end as my cock jerks, wishing she would carry on, but she steps back nervously, and disappointment and regret fills me.

      “Stay here,” she hisses, and rushes to the door. She peeks around it before pressing her back to it, her face panicked. “Hide!” she whisper yells.

      “What, why?” I smirk. “Ashamed of me, Rose?”

      “Yes!” she almost yells as her hand covers her mouth.

      I lurch back at that but quickly recover, trying not to show how that one blow landed. She rushes towards me, trying to push me in the direction of the ladder to the bedroom. “If you want me to take you to bed, Rose, all you have to do is ask,” I tease, as she grabs my hands and starts yanking, but I don’t even move.

      Eyes wide, hair wild, chest heaving, she stops and turns to me. “Please, please, it’s the police, I need you to hide. Please, Kyro.”

      I don’t know if it’s the ‘please’ that sounds so pretty on her plump mouth, making me imagine all the ways she would beg with my tongue and cock inside her, or the fact that she uses my name, wrapping her tongue around it so seductively, that I forget what we were discussing for a moment, but I relent.

      Walking to the bedroom, I look around. “Where do you want me, Rose, on my back, knees? On top?” I wiggle my eyebrows as she jerks her head around before taking my hand again, dragging me to the bathroom, and pushing me inside.

      “Stay quiet,” she hisses.

      “What’s in it for me?” I question, leaning into the door and stopping her from shutting it as the knocks come again. Her head whips around as she lets out a little nervous noise before looking back at me.

      “Anything, what do you want?”

      “A kiss.” It flows out before I can stop it, and I can’t take it back. For a moment, I see interest flare in her eyes.

      “And you’ll stay quiet?” she rushes out. I nod mutely. Fuck, why did I say a kiss? What happened to my no kissing rule? Or my one kiss and be done rule? Why does she make me forget everything?

      “Fine,” she snaps and leans in, though we both know she gave in way too easily. She wants this too. I make her work for it, not moving or tilting my head down, mostly from stubbornness but also a small spark of fear.

      One kiss made me realise this little witch was worth protecting, worth caring for.

      What will this one do?

      “Cassandra?” comes the yell, and she sighs.

      “Fuck it,” she mutters, and throws herself at me. Laughing, I catch her and lift her, but it soon tapers off as her fumbling lips meet mine.

      When they do, everything else disappears.

      Groaning, I press my hand to the back of her head, angling her the way I want as I deepen the kiss. I slip my tongue past her parted lips to twine with hers as we fall against the door. My other hand glides down her back to cup her pert, full ass and pull her closer. Not an inch exists between us. She feels my hardness pressed against her heat, and I swallow her whimper before she pulls back slightly to bite my lip in punishment.

      But it does the opposite.

      It sends desire surging through me, and the kiss turns feral, consuming. The rest of the world drops away as I make her mouth mine. She pants and moans, rubbing against me as I grip her body and take her sweet, hot little mouth.

      Her hands slide to my shoulders, stroking along them, making me shiver and grind against her pussy. She gasps as I slip my hand down her thigh and drag her dress up, inching higher and higher. Nothing could stop us now. Not my own intentions or hers.

      Something else is guiding us, a desire so strong, we can’t fight it.

      A firestorm of lust.

      Her thigh is silky under my hand, and I’m almost to the promised land when another loud, pounding knock sounds at the door and jerks us apart. We’re both breathing heavily as she struggles to get out of my arms, the spell breaking, so I gently drop her to her feet.

      She steps back, looking flustered as she straightens her clothes and smooths her hair as the knock sounds louder. With one more shocked and lustful look at me, she slams the door, and I hear her footsteps retreat.

      Stumbling back, I close my eyes and count to ten to stop myself from going out there and finishing what we started. From slamming her into that door and fucking her raw. How can such a fun, innocent little witch cause such dark longing in me? I don’t know, but the more time I spend with her, the more my restraint disappears.

      Pressing my head to the cool wood, I try to calm myself down and ignore my raging cock and the desire pulsing through me so hard I’m shaking from it. It’s never like this, not ever. I fuck to feel something, anything, and to get rid of these swirling needs. But it’s never this strong, like I can’t breathe without her lips on mine.

      I would beg at her feet for just a taste.

      Worship the ground she walks on to have her body, even for a night.

      And it’s more than just lust, it’s connected to my very soul and my cold, dead heart. She’s forcing it to beat again, to quicken when she’s near. She’s reminding me what it feels like to simply…be alive. I move around so much to chase that high, but I’ve found the exact same feeling in her kiss.

      Home.

      It’s a dangerous hope, one that won’t last, but I find myself wanting to drink it all down, to drain her of it until I feel alive, and then move along, but could I do that? Could I really be with my little witch and then leave after I grow bored or find the killer?

      And the most terrifying thought, would I grow bored with her?

      If I don’t…will she finally see behind the golden glow of my fire and see the dark, broken immortal who hides so deeply beneath the surface that not even I can reach him?

      I hear the voices get louder, and I pull myself out of my thoughts to listen in. At least it’s not that idiot boy coming to chase what’s mine again. Instead, it’s the police, the police she turned into pigs. If they get aggressive, fuck hiding, I’ll rip them to pieces.

      But as the conversation draws closer, it’s obvious it’s not about that. In fact, they don’t even seem to remember it happened, they act like everything is okay. Asking how she is, making small talk and being extra polite, which sets my teeth on edge for some fucked up, jealous reason.

      The little witch isn’t mine, but even as I think that, my heart calls me a liar.

      “So, listen, Cassandra. Something…weird happened. I remember you dropping off your cakes and then honestly, it’s a bit fuzzy, but I woke up, and the prisoner was gone. Did you see anything?” he asks, his voice embarrassed.

      “He’s gone?” She feigns shock, making me smirk, like she wasn’t just kissing the living daylights out of that same prisoner. “No, I’m sorry, I didn’t. You thanked me for the cakes, and I left. When I did, he was still there… What happened, are you okay? Do you think it’s your blood sugar going too low?”

      “I—erm, that’s a good point. I’m not sure. Honestly, we’re all really confused, but I thought it was worth a shot… Sorry to interrupt you, by the way.”

      “Not at all. I was just getting out of the shower and had to get dressed. Is there anything else I can do?” she inquires politely, and I hear footsteps as she clearly leads him to the door to get rid of him.

      “Not unless you have any more delicious cakes,” he replies with a laugh.

      “I don’t, I’m afraid. I’ll drop some off though!”

      “Sounds great, thank you, Cassandra.” I hear the door opening, so I slip from the bathroom, but when I peek around the curtain to the front door, he’s standing in the doorway, turning to her. I quickly step back and end up pressed against her dresser.

      “Oh, and one more thing, just be careful, okay? I don’t like you living out here alone with so many attacks happening.”

      “I can take care of myself,” she almost snaps, clearly annoyed.

      “Oh, I have no doubt about that, but there is a killer on the loose, and we found another body, so please just be extra cautious,” he offers as I tune them out, turning to see her half opened drawer.

      Deciding to be nosy, I pull it open silently and grin at the tiny lace panties I find inside. Hooking my fingers through a particularly bright yellow pair, I hold them up as I hear the front door closing. Unable to help myself, I sniff them, groaning at the sweet smell of my little witch’s cunt.

      “Dude, what the hell? Are you sniffing my underwear?” she shrieks. “Do you know how weird that is?”

      I turn, lock my eyes on her, and press them to my face and nose, inhaling deeply as she watches. Her eyes widen, her lips part, and I see a flicker of lust returning as I pull them away and grin at her. “It smells like you, all sweetness and a little spice. Tell me, my little blue rose, does your cunt taste as sweet?”

      Her jaw drops, and she sputters again, her cheeks flaming. “How the hell would I know? It’s not like I can bend over and have a quick try!” she retorts, and then covers her mouth.

      Laughing, I fist the panties as I step closer. “I can do that for you if you want to know… But no man has ever told you?”

      “That my pussy tastes good?” she mumbles, and I nod. “No, usually they just want their dick sucked and a quick fuck. We don’t discuss the flavour of my vagina,” she snaps, and then reaches for the panties.

      “Then they are fucking idiots. I would spend hours between those thighs. Not just for you, but for me. I’d feast on your cunt like a starving man.” Grinning, I hold them up and out of her reach as she stumbles into me. I snake my other arm around her, holding her close as she struggles. Finally, she stills with a huff.

      “Why didn’t you tell me about the new body?” she asks after a moment, her voice quiet and sad.

      “I was too busy concentrating on your body,” I admit.

      She shivers but manages to slip out of my grasp, crossing her arms as she steps back, making me sigh. “Kyro,” she warns.

      “Fine, I knew if I told you, you would try harder to find the killer. Which you shouldn’t. The creature is clearly dangerous and after witches, and you shouldn’t put yourself in harm’s way. Leave it to me.”

      Her eyes narrow, and I know instantly I fucked up. “Oh, just leave it to a man, is that it? Because I’m not strong enough, smart enough, or have a big enough penis to stop this? They are my people, Mister Hot Body,” she snarls, stabbing me with her finger. “And I won’t stop looking, even if it’s dangerous. Everyone is always telling me what I can and can’t do, and I’m sick of it. You don’t get to as well, now get the hell out of my house!” she yells, her speech riling her up.

      Frowning down at her, I try to reach out, but she smacks my hand away.

      “I mean it. Get out before I turn you into a toad for being a goddamn condescending asshole! You’re just like everyone else!” she screams, and I know she means it.

      “I didn’t mean it like that, Rose. I’m sorry. I just wanted to protect you.”

      “Yeah, well, I don’t need your protection, never did.”

      She goes silent then, and her anger grows, so I grab my clothes and head out back. I turn to talk to her, but she slams the door and storms away, leaving me in the towel with panties and clothes clutched in one hand, staring in bewilderment.

      How did we go from talking about her pussy to me being kicked out?

      This never happens. What the fuck?

      First time I’ve been kicked out of a woman’s house, and I didn’t even get my dick wet.
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      That arrogant son of a bitch! I should have turned him into a fucking toad and left him. How dare he not tell me about the body because he didn’t think I could handle it. I’m so tired of being told what I can and can’t do. Just because he has a very impressive penis and incredible abs doesn’t mean he can distract me with sex.

      Sex-stractions?

      No, that’s not important, Cassie!

      There is another body, which means another dead witch. My coven isn’t doing anything, the police can’t, and it’s clear Kyro is too cocky and thinks he can stop this, but he doesn’t seem to really be trying. More like just stalking me and surprising me with his penis like penis-peek-a-boo. And now I’m back to his penis.

      I pinch my arm and storm into the bathroom, slamming the door as I throw some cold water on my face. No, it’s up to me. It’s time to catch a killer, and then hopefully, Kyro will disappear and leave me in peace… Though why does the thought send a pang of pain through my chest?

      Stupid heart, stupid vagina.

      Ignoring them both, I tug on some smart lace-up boots, and fill my bag with herbs for protection and everything I need to make protective spells and curses just in case. Not that they will always go right, but it’s nice to have an extra layer of protection against a killer.

      Salem tries to follow me as I head to the door, so I crouch down and scratch his head. “Not this time, my friend, but protect the place, won’t you? Make sure no penis-flashing men or killers get in?”

      When he purrs loudly and bumps my hand in agreement, I get to my feet and head out. I march down the path with purpose. I don’t know where to find the killer, but they are clearly in town. I’ll start in the main streets and work my way out, checking every place they could hide.

      I will find them today.

      Heading through the forest, I begin at the old, abandoned cabin not too far from mine. I was going to start in town, but then my thick thighs started rubbing together, so outside of town it is. I have to climb over fallen trees and overgrown debris to get to the kicked-in front door. The place is filled with empty booze bottles and cups, some graffiti, no doubt from kids. But I check all the drawings to make sure none are sacrificial or related to witchcraft.

      There is a pentagram, but it looks more like a doodle from a kid than an actual one, so this place is fine. Crawling and climbing back, I head to the next place—an old farmhouse about a mile down the road, the last house before town. It used to be owned and lived in by old man Richmond, but he died about a year back, and his kids never wanted the farm. Now, it just sits there rotting.

      A shame really. I used to spend my summers there as a kid and more time there as an adult, helping with the animals, playing with horses, and riding them through the fields. When he died, they were all sold off to the highest bidder, and I couldn’t afford them. Now, it’s just a ghost of some of the happiest memories of my childhood.

      He knew what I was, but he didn’t care. He took a snot-nosed, scared, lonely kid in and gave her a purpose, a job, a hobby. He tried to leave the farm to me, but his family wouldn’t let him, which is annoying, considering they don’t care about it. So when I walk down the long, winding road and climb over the chain-link fence with the ‘do not enter’ sign and spot the barn, all those happy memories come rushing back—as well as the bad, like the night he died.

      He was sick for a few weeks, and I had been looking after him, going over after work with food and to give him medication while he was bed bound. That night, he was sitting on the porch. He told me it had taken him two hours to get there, and he was not moving. After I came, we sat there for hours just talking into the night.

      When I went inside to warm up his soup…well, I came back out, and he was no longer here. I had been heartbroken, falling to my knees as I cried and begged him not to go. The only man, the only person to ever treat me with decency and love me, was gone.

      And I was alone.

      Standing in the middle of the overgrown road, I sigh. He would have hated what this place has turned into. It looks like nature is reclaiming it, which is both beautiful and very sad. I spot the flowers and grass towering around the barn and old farmhouse. I head to the barn first, saving the house for last. I haven’t stepped foot in there since he died. The barn doors are barred, but I lift it and open them up before flicking on the light, which still works.

      The stalls are empty and vines crawl across the floor. There are still saddles and belts to the right, hoes and farming equipment too. To be safe, I inspect it all, but there’s nothing but emptiness, so I close it back up and turn to the farmhouse.

      The two-story white building is almost slumping from the lack of love. The porch is sagging, and the swing is broken on the wooden deck. The two chairs we used to sit in are still there, and as I stop at the bottom steps leading up, my eyes catch on them. Pain flares through me for a moment before I push it away. It’s okay to grieve, to hurt, but to forget that person and everything they stood for means to forget all the love and happiness as well, so I will take the pain because it means I get the good.

      The steps creak as I walk up them and stop at the screen door, which is hanging low. Pushing it aside, I use my key and let myself in. Dust and stale air hits me in the face, making my nose crinkle. The windows are boarded, so I flick on the lights. The one in the hall glows and then blows, making me sigh. It always did that.

      I peek my head into the living room on the left, but it’s all as we left it, just covered in those white dust sheets. Walking down the groaning hallway, I head into the big, open plan kitchen. The cooker and counters are to the right, the small nook to eat in is to the left, and the rear door is boarded on the back wall. I check the cellar door as well, which is off the kitchen, but it’s locked, so I head back down the corridor and start up the stairs, holding the wooden bannister. The boards creak with each step I take.

      The bathroom door is open at the top of the stairs, and when I look in, it’s clean and empty. To the right, the spare guest room door is slightly ajar and the bed is mussed, but nothing seems out of place or screams sacrificial rituals. I check the study as well. All the books and artifacts he collected are gone, I think his kids took them, but it’s empty too. Moving around the staircase, I wander down the hallway to the last door up here.

      His bedroom.

      Closing my eyes with my hand on the door, I take a deep breath. This room was one of the last we were in while he was ill, and I know it will be hard being in there, but I have to. I have to be sure. Pushing it open, I step inside. The white and floral wallpaper is still the same, though starting to flake off in places. It’s dark with the usually open bay window boarded up. The metal double bed sits alone and covered in just a partially pulled off white sheet. The floor is a plain wood, empty too.

      But I get a bad feeling instantly. It starts in my stomach, and I don’t want to step farther into this room. Instead, I close my eyes and focus on that sensation, and when I open my eyes again, I see the smudges from chalk on the floor. Something happened here, something bad.

      Stepping back, I quickly put together a bag and hang it on the door to lock the negativity in before shutting it and retreating downstairs, but I freeze at the front door when something starts to pull me back down the hall. I follow it, and when I get to the kitchen, the cellar door is open, standing ajar.

      The lock is on the floor.

      Oh, fuck.

      Nope, I should not go down there.

      Not a good idea at all, nope.

      Definitely not.

      But is my dumb, blonde, horror movie ass going to go down there? Yes, she is. Because I have to know, and if the killer’s down there, then I need to know. Though if he is, I will probably end up dead.

      Which would suck.

      I didn’t even get laid before I died or had a good meal, but beggars can’t be choosers.

      “This is fine, nothing strange or messed up about a locked door now being open at all. Nope, totally normal. Maybe it’s Casper, the friendly ghost,” I mutter to myself as I step into the doorway and flick on the light. It comes on, but glows barely enough to light the stairs leading down to the darkness. The light for the cellar is at the bottom of the stairs. “Nothing is waiting down there to murder me and use my skin as a coat, nope, just a nice, dark cellar,” I mumble, trying to push away my nerves as I talk to myself.

      Each step fills me with dread, and my magic screams through me, warning me to go back. To not do this. When I reach the bottom, my feet are stuck, as if each step is hard and coated with terror, with death and darkness that I can feel lingering down here.

      Evil hits me in the face, such evil that I feel like I will never be happy again. As if every light has gone out, and all that exists in the world is death and pain. It surges through my veins and tears stream down my face as my heart actually stops and then starts to race. I’m consumed by such pain as I stumble forward. I hit the light and have to close my eyes at what I find here.

      How dare they ruin this house?

      Fill it with dark, evil magic? It was the one happy place I knew, and now it’s corrupted, forever filled with so much blood magic that it coats the air and my lungs and makes it hard to breathe. I begin to wheeze, my body shaking and mind screaming to flee.

      I blink away the tears as I try to decipher everything down here. There is so much blood, it covers the walls and seems to be dripping onto the old cement floor. White chalk is all over the floor, and I make sure not to step in any and trap myself or trigger anything.

      There are diagrams and drawings I don’t understand, but I can sense the pulsing evil from them. Inside each one is a heart—a still beating, bloody heart. They’re all pumping away, as if giving life to whatever spell they’re inside, or a summoning circle, I can’t quite figure out which. Those black veins from the body aren’t here, but I spot a pile of cloth in the corner. Sticking as close to the wall without touching it as I can, I slide around the drawings and closer to the pile.

      Which I now realise is a bed, a nest. It’s dirty and blood-stained, but it’s clear someone or something has been sleeping here. It’s not here now, which is good, because it’s clear whatever this creature or person may be, they are truly evil, and I wouldn’t stand a chance, especially as ill-equipped as I am. I expected maybe a rogue witch or monster not…not an entity of darkness and evil.

      And this is what this is.

      And this is its nest, it’s sacrificing ground. The bodies are dumped just to get rid of them and maybe to spark fear. But down here is where the true evil takes place. I feel it in my soul, a stain I will never be cleansed of just by simply being here.

      A cold wind seems to blow down here, bringing the stench of decay and blood, making me gag as I cover my mouth. My magic is screaming harder now, pulsing and trying to drag me away, and for once, I listen. I rush to the stairs, almost stumbling into one of the diagrams. I fall into the wall instead, putting my hand out to stop my face from hitting the hard surface. When I feel the blood coating my hand, I freeze.

      Pulling it free, I ignore the gore on my skin as I rush upstairs and slam the door, placing my back against it as I pant.

      I stumble to the sink and wrench on the water. The pipes rumble, and then dirty water pumps out. I can’t wait for it to turn clean. The blood staining my hand is from a dead person, and I need it gone. Now. So I scrub and cry, and only when it’s clean do I flick off the tap and just lean there.

      I try to breathe through the sickness and the panic, but I have no time, because I hear a howl. I jerk my head up. The abnormal, animalistic sound was not human, nor was it from any animal that lives around here. It was the killer, I know it. My bones are filled with a deep chill, and the hair on my neck and arms stands on end. It’s coming, and it knows I’m here, disrupting its nest.

      It’s pissed.

      I stumble to the back door, but it’s boarded, so I rush down the hallway to the front door and throw it open. I don’t bother shutting it behind me as I race down the steps. I don’t want to be here when it gets back, but just then I see a figure standing on the dirt road watching me. His head is tilted back with another howl that makes my hands fly up and cover my ears.

      It almost looks human, apart from the horns and the bent legs, and it’s unbelievably tall. Its body is naked, a combination of fur and flesh. Oh, and it has glowing eyes, which lock on me as its head lowers again. For a moment, I just stare into the depths of evil before I turn and start to sprint to the forest. I know my way through it, back to my protective boundaries of home, I just need to get there.

      But it starts to chase me, I hear it, and it’s fast, really fucking fast. The trees and bushes snap behind me as it roars and pants. Its rancid breath almost hits my neck, and its hands reach out for me. I know if it catches me, I’m dead, and my heart will be added to its collection. I can’t let that happen.

      I pump my legs and arms, not even trying to cast any magic against it. It wouldn’t work, it’s too strong, it would only piss it off. Instead, I swerve around trees and roots, my legs carrying me down the familiar path. Yet it’s not enough, and I’m going so fast that when I rush into a clearing, I stumble over a rock and roll across the ground. I’m back up in seconds, but its hand catches my hair and throws me. I slam into the ground with a groan, but I can’t stay down, so I get to my feet. My lip is bleeding. I feel the blood well on my mouth as the creature stares at me, half crouched with its lips in a snarl, revealing fangs as it faces off with me.

      I step back, and it steps forward. My heart skips a beat at the death and pain I see in its eyes. Who the hell did I think I was trying to hunt this thing? Everyone was right, I’m nothing, I should have left it alone. But now here I am, about to die like all of those other witches.

      The difference? No one will miss me.

      Just then, something crashes through the trees as the creature leaps at me. I don’t close my eyes or turn away, wanting to see it happen, but suddenly, a huge ball of light throws it away from me. I’m tossed backwards from the blast, feeling like I’ve been out in the sun for hours, but the monster screams in agony. When I sit up, I see its skin burning, and there, between us, is Kyro.

      He stands with his feet parted, and holds balls of fire and sun in his hands. His body seems to glow from the inside, and his hair almost appears to be on fire at the ends. He looks like glittering gold of ancient times, and when he glances over his shoulder at me, his eyes are no longer blue. They are orange, bright orange, and ablaze.

      “Are you okay, Rose?” he asks, his voice echoing around like an ancient yell.

      I nod, unable to speak as I gape at him. Who is this man? Clearly, I underestimated him. I feel the power flowing from him, wave after wave, and it’s so strong, it staggers me. So ancient as well. Kyro is more than just a passing supe, he’s old and so powerful, it aches through to my very teeth. He faces forward when we hear a howl and flings the balls, but the creature ducks.

      I scream as it slashes out, the force spinning Kyro. I see blood splash onto the ground from the gashes, and through the cuts, utter, brilliant light shines, as if the sun is breaking out of his body. I have to shield my eyes, and then it’s gone, leaving dots in my vision as I stare at him. He turns to face the creature, clearly annoyed at being hurt.

      He throws what are basically balls of light at it, stepping forward with each one. He drives the minion of evil back until, with a roar and a final look at me over Kyro’s shoulder, he disappears back into the forest. It’s hurt and undoubtedly heading back to its den.

      Kyro stumbles, and I get to my feet and rush to his side, hovering my hands over the slash in his chest. Opening his shirt, I see he’s still bleeding. “We need to get you help.”

      “It’s fine, little witch,” he assures me. “Are you okay?”

      I ignore his question and press my shoulder under his arm and start to walk. “Come on.”

      “Take me to the beach.” He sighs.

      “The beach?” I almost screech. “Now is not the time to sunbathe.”

      He chuckles, sliding his hand down and spanking my ass, which makes me yelp and pull away. He stands taller, not even in pain, and I narrow my eyes. “Come on, Rose, the beach. You will understand.” He grabs my hand and starts to walk through the forest towards the beach, like he knows the exact location.

      “Wait, so you’re okay? I didn’t need to drag you?” I hiss.

      “Nope, it was nice though, having all those curves pressed against me and feeling your ass.” He winks down at me.

      “You’re unbelievable,” I snap.

      “Aww, Rose, I prefer the concern. You were really scared for me, weren’t you? You secretly like me, don’t you?” he teases, and I shake my head as he leans in. “You’re welcome for saving your life, by the way.”

      “I had it,” I lie, making him laugh harder.

      “Sure you did, Rose. Come on, while I heal, you can fan me and pretend you weren’t so concerned you tried to carry me,” he offers.

      This man! I want to beat him and also kiss him for showing up when he did. I glance back at the forest, shivering from the evil still lurking there, but with Kyro’s warm hand in mine, the heat from his body wrapping around me, and that smile aimed in my direction, it replaces that taint with a brilliance that makes me sigh and follow after him.

      He has to be better than a killer…right?
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      When we reach the beach, it’s to find it nearly empty, which is good. I flop down far from the trees, just in case the creature comes back. My chest twinges, but it won’t be long until it heals. I slide one arm under my head and peer up at Cassie as she hesitates, standing over me in confusion.

      “Rose, lie down with me,” I purr.

      She scoffs and crosses her arms. “Why are we lying around? We need to get you healed—” She gasps, and I follow her gaze, already knowing what I’ll find.

      The sun is healing the cuts on my chest.

      She blinks, looks at me, and sits next to me. Laughing, I grab her hand and tug her down until she tumbles onto her back beside me. With a satisfied smile, I close my eyes, ignoring her pulling on her hand to free it.

      “Kyro,” she whines.

      “Keep saying my name like that, Rose, and I won’t be responsible for my actions,” I warn.

      “Like what?” She huffs.

      I turn my head and crack open one eye, meeting hers. “Like thrusting my cock inside you,” I answer, and then close my eyes again, letting the sun warm and rejuvenate me.

      She sputters as I chuckle but settles down. She doesn’t talk, but I feel her eyes on me, as well as her curiosity and confusion. “Little witch, ask before you explode and start talking about penises and turn me into a bat again.”

      “I wasn’t going to!” She’s whining like a brat who needs a good spanking, which only makes me groan as I try not to do just that. Especially since she put herself in danger. If I hadn’t been close and felt it, I would have lost my little witch for good, and that’s not acceptable. I’ll just have to chain her to my side.

      “So the sun, huh? Are you like solar powered? Oh god, you’re a robot!” she yells.

      I turn my head, meet her panicked eyes, and smile at her adorableness. “I’m not a robot nor solar powered, the sun simply heals and revitalises me.”

      “Which is exactly what a solar powered robot would say,” she mutters.

      I can’t help but laugh as I pull her close. “I’m not a robot, Rose, want me to show you?”

      She narrows her eyes. “No, tell me.”

      I sigh. “Showing you would have been more fun and involved orgasms.” I turn away, debating what to tell her, but the words just start to come out as if summoned by her questions. Things I usually tell no one.

      “I’m a sun god, ancient. Born from titan parents epochs ago. There are seven original gods, and the supernaturals you see now are our descendants. We have walked among you for millennia,” I tell her.

      “I prefer the robot theory.” She sighs. “Okay, so you’re a god and super old?”

      I nod.

      “And you made supernaturals… Who did you make? It was the incubi, wasn’t it? I bet it was, you’re sex obsessed.”

      “No, Rose, it wasn’t, and I can’t help it, you put sex on my brain. In fact, I haven’t really created any,” I hedge, frowning.

      “No? Why?” she questions curiously, not judging me.

      “My brothers did—vampires, wolves, warlocks and witches, skinwalkers, dragons, all of them—but how do you harness the sun and pass it on?” I muse and look to her. “The times I tried, well, it didn’t go well.”

      “How so?”

      “I, erm…” I stumble over the words, embarrassed. “I made mummies.”

      Her eyes flare, and giggles slowly escape her lips, which I glare at. “You made mummies by mistake? Oh god, and I thought I was a fuck up. You’re just like me!”

      “Rose, I’m an ancient creature of legends and such power, I was worshipped and temples were erected in my name,” I snap.

      “And you accidentally made mummies,” she wheezes, laughing so hard, tears form in her eyes.

      With a growl, I roll and pin her to the sand. Her giggles stop with a gasp as I press my body against hers. My hands are propped on the sand on either side of her head. My hair goes into my eyes as I look down at my little witch’s rapidly heating face. “Say it again,” I dare her.

      She rolls her lips inward, darting her eyes between mine. “You-you made mummies?”

      Leaning down, I slam my lips to hers, silencing her teasing. She bites my lip, making me grunt and grind my cock into her. Her legs part, allowing me better access, and when her lips open on a moan, I sweep my tongue inside. I’m tired of trying to hide my desire for her. Her hands grip my back, dragging me closer as she meets my kiss with equal fervour.

      I claim her under the sun. I cover every inch of her body, rubbing my scent on her, marking her as mine for others without even meaning to. When I lift my head, we’re both panting. My heart hammers as I swallow and watch her eyes flicker open and lock on mine.

      We are so close, we breathe each other’s air, and something sparks between us, stronger than ever, demanding I finish what I started. I roll off her and try to act casual, holding her hand in mine, even though my heart is beating so fast it feels like a trapped bird and my lips tingle from her touch.

      She marked me too.

      Marked me as her own.

      What’s this witch doing to me?

      “So…erm…” She clears her throat. “You’re a god? Tell me more.”

      “Why? Going to tease me?” I grumble, pissed at my lack of restraint.

      “Maybe,” she answers truthfully, “but tell me anyway.”

      “I am one of seven brothers, the middle brother actually. We were born gods and grew up with strict expectations of what we would be. The world was ours, but all we truly desired was family and happiness. That was taken from us, our sister—though not biological—was killed by our parents. Her death fractured us. We avenged her and then broke apart. Our hearts were too scarred to be around each other. I haven’t seen them since. I’ve walked this world alone, tasting everything it has to offer. I’ve seen it change and grow, experienced everything…until you.”

      “Until me?” she whispers.

      I turn my head and meet her eyes. “In all my years, little witch, I have never met another like you,” I tell her truthfully. She swallows, her lips still swollen from our kiss.

      “Anyway, I wound up here…” I wink. “And with you.” I sigh then. “I owe you an apology, I shouldn’t have said you couldn’t do it—”

      “You were right,” she interjects, looking away in embarrassment. “I couldn’t handle it. I was a fool.”

      Reaching over, I grip her chin and bring her gaze back to mine. “No, fools are those who do not believe what’s right in front of them or ever try to change the world. You’re not a fool, little witch, you’re brave. So brave. You tried and worked hard to stop what’s happening, and you have found more than even me,” I praise, needing her to understand the magnitude of what she has done here. “But can we both agree I’m not the killer?” I tease.

      She laughs. “Yeah, I guess you’re not.”

      “Guess? Wow, is that the closest I’m going to get?”

      “Yup, so move on, buddy.” She grins. “So what now?”

      “We could work together?” I suggest. “We’re both hunting the same thing and agree it needs to be stopped.”

      She nods and looks away, thinking it over. “The witches won’t help. They want to live in ignorance until it kills them. The humans are not much help either, but we have to stop it, Kyro.”

      “I know, and we will.” I squeeze her hand and look back up at the blue sky, my chest fully healed now. But all the heat and power in the world doesn’t compare to the happiness I feel from the simple touch of her hand in mine.

      Such human tenderness, one I’ve never had, and I find myself craving it and the feeling of her being next to me.

      “So, partners?” I offer.

      I’ve never had a partner, but the idea doesn’t fill me with dread. No, it fills me with glee, knowing I get to keep her close and protect her…among other things of course. It’s obvious now this desire isn’t going to fade, it just keeps getting stronger, and one day, we are both going to give in and explode in its flame.

      “Fine, but no sexy stuff, just platonic partners,” she retorts.

      “So no holding hands? Or kissing? ’Cause I gotta say, little witch, those are steep terms.” I grin at her. “What about me staring at your ass and tits? Complimenting your body? Flirting? Where does it end, Rose?”

      I want to answer my own question—with her under me as I fuck her—but that might make her hit me again, so I don’t.

      “Fuck, why is this so hard?” she whispers to herself.

      “That’s what she said,” I tease, and she groans, so I become serious. “Because we’re both fighting what we know is between us,” I answer truthfully.

      “I know why I am, but why are you?” she counters. “You don’t seem the type to deny yourself pleasure.”

      “Because it’s more than your pleasure I want, Rose, and that scares me,” I murmur, the silence and those eyes dragging the truth from me.

      I can see her wanting to ask more, but we both know if she does, she will get answers she doesn’t want. So instead, she just nods and looks back up at the sun. “I always did love days like this, the heat warming my skin, the sky so blue and filled with possibility. It seems to wash the world clean and fill you with hope.”

      “I could fill you with something, Rose, but it wouldn’t be hope,” I quip.

      “Always have to ruin it, don’t you?” She laughs.

      “You love it,” I reply, and she doesn’t deny it.

      “I guess we better get started, that creature isn’t going to stop.” She sighs, and I know she hates darkening the mood, but both of us are aware of the clock ticking down before that creature kills again, and now that it has the scent of my little witch, I’m worried he will come after her.

      So I won’t leave her side. Not for anything.

      “I’ll stay with you, easier to work together,” I tell her, not letting her know my true fear.

      “Oh you will, will you?” She huffs as she sits up.

      “Yep, you cook, right?”

      “Asshole,” she mutters as I get to my feet and offer her my hand. She places hers in mine, showing me that she’s starting to trust me, even a little. I haul her to her feet and steal a quick kiss, addicted to the way she moans and the feel of her sweet mouth beneath mine.

      “Let’s go home,” I whisper against her lips, “and we can discuss sealing our partnership with sex.”
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      He makes himself at home, stripping off his shirt and shoes, and just relaxes on my sofa in some low riding jeans as he flips through a book, analysing what I found on the sacrifice.

      “Hmm,” he hums, flipping through the pages. I can’t look away. Why is the sight of this hot man with abs reading a book so enticing?

      He sets it down on his chest, and I quickly look away so he doesn’t know I was just staring at him like a weirdo. Kyro sits up then, his abs clenching with the action as he leans towards me where I sit on the floor. Salem is curled up in my lap, and I have books spread open on the table before me as I search for the symbols I found in the basement. “Okay, so tell me what you found again?”

      Sighing, I lean back, stroking Salem to comfort myself. “The bedroom had chalk smudges in it, and when I went back downstairs, the cellar was unlocked—”

      “You’re sure it was locked the first time?” he interrupts.

      I nod and carry on. “I could feel it.” I blink, trying to explain what I sensed. “It felt evil. Like I would never be happy again, like I couldn’t breathe, and every step I took down into the darkness, it felt…wrong. Like evil was there, waiting, watching, ready to pounce and relieve me of my soul.” I shiver, and Salem meows and wiggles closer. Swallowing, I look back up to Kyro.

      “There were beating hearts—living hearts inside circles of power. I didn’t know the symbols, but they were bad, I could feel it. I didn’t want to touch them, they were for dark magic, blood magic…and the walls…” I close my eyes for a second, and then I feel his hand on me, comforting me as he urges me on.

      “The walls were covered in blood, so much blood,” I whisper, and open my eyes to meet his blue orbs. “So many have died down there, Kyro, I felt their trapped, suffering souls. In the corner of the room was the creature’s nest. I left, I had to, and when I went outside, I saw it, and, well, it chased me, and then that’s when you came in,” I finish.

      “It was a demon,” he tells me. “But there was something wrong with it. It was more than just demonic…it was wrong. I couldn’t feel its life, as if it was dead.” He shakes his head. “Which makes no sense. I just don’t understand how this all links together. Where did this creature come from? Why this town? Why now?”

      “I don’t know,” I murmur, squeezing his hand. “But we need to find out and kill it.”

      “Easier said than done,” he scoffs. “I threw all my power at it, and it barely made a dent in the creature. No, we must find out more first, so we know what we’re up against and what kills it. Only then will we win, Rose.”

      “Okay, we better start reading then.” I sigh and turn back to the books.

      “I’ll grab us some wine, it will make it easier to go through all this,” he jokes as he gets to his feet.

      I flip through page after page of symbols trying to locate one I recognise. I barely notice Kyro coming back, but I accept the wine and sip it as I search. He settles back into the sofa as he looks up information on demons. A companionable silence falls between us, only broken by the slow, low purring in the background over the rasp of the forest.

      I flip past a page before I quickly go back. The symbol is the same as one of the ones I spotted in the room. I read the passage carefully, having to translate it, which makes it slower, but when I do, I gulp. “Kyro,” I whisper.

      “Hmm?” he replies, leaning closer.

      I point at it. “This is one.”

      “What does it mean?” he asks.

      “It means reanimation,” I murmur and look at him. “To keep the dead alive—”

      “Fuck,” he snaps, and I nod, sitting back with a shaky feeling in my stomach.

      “Does that mean what I think it means?” I whisper.

      “They are killing witches, harvesting their power and hearts, and using their haul to bring something back to life? Seems like.” He groans, rubbing his head. “I just don’t know how the demon fits in.”

      “How so?” I query.

      “Demons are basically slaves. They always bow to a higher power, following someone greater than them. That means this demon probably isn’t here alone and it’s just following orders. So even if we kill the demon, we have the actual power behind him to kill as well. As of right now, it looks like that might be a necromancer and the demon is doing their dirty work.”

      Salem hisses at the word, and I pull him closer. “I thought they were all killed?” I’ve heard the stories a million times. They were too powerful, too unpredictable. All of them gave into the waiting darkness of death, and it warped them. They had to be stopped, so they were killed.

      “Necromancy is a power, just like witchcraft, shifting, and vampirism are. That’s not easy to extinguish. It stays in the universe, just waiting to be reborn. The councils don’t want anyone to know that they can’t truly eradicate them for good, which is why they have hunters. They track down supes for the councils and kill them, however, it’s possible there are still necromancers out there in hiding. But why now? And why here?” He scrubs at his face, and I climb to my knees.

      “We aren’t going to solve it tonight, so we might as well get some sleep. Our brains don’t function correctly without it,” I suggest, rubbing at my aching head. All this talk of councils, necromancy, and hunters is making me want to sleep for years from the overload of information.

      He drops his hand with a grin. “Is that an offer, Rose?” he purrs.

      “You wish, pal.” I snort.

      “Pal?” he echoes with a laugh. “I thought we were partners now, Rose. Really going to kick me out?” He pouts, giving me big eyes and a ridiculous expression until I sigh.

      “Where have you been staying?” I inquire with a grumble.

      His eyes flicker behind me to the forest, and I raise my eyebrows. “In the forest?”

      “Or the beach. I like nature, and I only need a bed for…well, other purposes, Rose.” He wiggles his eyebrows.

      “Well, this bed is for sleeping, you can stay on the sofa.” I turn and head into my bedroom, but I turn with a gasp when I hear a bounce. He’s lying on my bed, smiling at me, all stretched out. Narrowing my eyes, I point at him.

      “No, bad Kyro. Out,” I admonish.

      “I’m not a kitty, Rose, but if you want, I’m quite good with pussies.” He winks.

      “You’re nasty, get on the sofa,” I retort tiredly.

      “Too small for me, Rose. We can share a bed, and I promise not to feel you up if you promise to at least try to grope me.” He grins.

      “You’re a pig.” I sigh, but I’m too tired to argue with him. I grab an old, oversized shirt to sleep in and head into the bathroom. I clean my face and put on my lotions and goodnight spells before offering my plants a burst of energy.

      Only when I’m about to leave do I look down and realise that the old black shirt—which is more grey now—with ‘witch please’ proudly embellished across the boobs, barely covers my ass. My legs are on display, and there are a few holes dotted around showing skin. I debate my options, but either way, I’d have to walk out there, and I’ll be covered by the sheet.

      Faking confidence and ignoring my red cheeks, I head back into the room to see his bare shoulders and arms peeking above the blankets, his head resting on one pillow. “You better not be naked,” I snap as I climb onto the bed.

      His eyes drag hungrily along my body. “Nice shirt, Rose, but it would look better on the floor,” he flirts.

      Glaring, I turn and grab the spray bottle I keep for my plants next to my bed and spray his face. He sputters, his eyes wide and mouth dropping open. “Bad Kyro,” I repeat.

      “Did-did you just spray me?” he howls.

      I nod and put the bottle down as his laugh descends into hysterics. Grumbling, I clap to turn off the lights and shuffle under the covers. I turn onto my side, giving him my back.

      His laughter finally tapers off, and he shifts closer. I feel the heat of his body, which makes me sigh and scoot closer to the edge, but he draws closer still, and in a moment, a thick, muscular, warm arm wraps around my stomach from behind as his body curls around mine.

      “Erm, are you spooning me?” I ask, my voice high-pitched.

      I feel him freeze against me. “Um, I don’t know,” he replies, seeming just as confused.

      “This is weird,” I whisper, and he nods.

      “It is. I’ve never spooned before, it just seemed natural to do it. Why?” he mutters.

      I don’t really know how to respond, and honestly, the heat from his body is nice, already lulling me to sleep. He relaxes against me and presses closer, making me groan. “Fine, we can spoon, but move your cock away from my ass.”

      He laughs, and it blows his breath over my neck as he drags me back tighter into his arms. “Why? Never done ass play, little witch?”

      I sputter at that and spin in his arms, poking his chest. “Look, buddy, cut this shit out. I want to sleep without various parts of my body being nudged and prodded by your penis. If you can’t handle that, then go to the sofa.”

      “No prodding, got it.” He grins down at me, his teeth flashing in the dark.

      I swallow. “Good,” I mumble, voice hoarse now. What is it about darkness that seems to inhibit all morals and promises we tell ourselves?

      Our lips are nearly touching, our heads are bent together, and our legs are entangled. There isn’t an inch of room between us, and the air arcs with electricity. Desire swirls through me until I’m almost panting, pebbling my nipples as my pussy rouses.

      This pull between us knows darkness means giving into desire, that my morals are lessened, and it’s dragging me to him.

      He must feel the same, because his lips brush against mine, and the electricity explodes.

      Our mouths smash together, but then Salem is suddenly there, his surprisingly heavy body pushing between ours. Jerking back from each other, we look down to see him giving us an indignant, pointed, feline glare. With a grateful smile at my cat—because, honestly, otherwise I would have probably given in to the internal fire Kyro stokes—I turn and go back to ignoring him. Salem lies between us like a security wall.

      Kitty cockblock for the win.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I’m too hot, and not in a good way. My whole body is sweating, and I feel like a roasting chicken. Groaning, I flip open one eye, fighting the urge to go back to sleep like my body is demanding.

      It’s dark and I’m half asleep, so it takes me a minute to figure out why I am so freaking hot. When I do, I grumble. Kyro is lying on me. I’m on my back with my arm under the pillow, and lying across my body, with his head on my chest, is the powerful sun god, who’s sleeping like a fucking cat. His arms are wrapped around me like I’m a teddy bear, and he’s snoring in an unattractive way, which strangely makes me happy, knowing not everything he does is amazing.

      Wanting to go back to sleep but unable to, I kick at him, trying to get him off. But like a python or a vine, he just tightens his hold on me. His snores stop for a moment before he nuzzles his head higher, using my boobs like a pillow and basically motorboating me.

      “Kyro,” I whine, but he ignores me, still asleep.

      “Kyro,” I hiss louder. His head jerks up and his eyes open as he blinks at me for a moment before lying his head back down. “Move, you heavy bastard, I’m too hot.”

      “Yeah, you really are, Rose,” he drawls, his voice sleepy, and within a second, he goes back to snoring.

      So for the next few hours, I slip between sleep and consciousness, getting hotter and hotter. The man is like a fucking open fire, so when the sun finally starts to rise, I give up, decide to extract myself, and go bathe to get rid of the slimy feeling of the sweat covering my body.

      I poke him in the head, but he doesn’t move, so I do the only thing I can do. I toss myself off the bed. He rolls to the left and goes back to sleep as I tumble to the floor with a grunt. Getting to my feet, I throw the still sleeping god a glare before my eyes catch on the perfect expanse of muscles on display. His arm is flung over his head, and his defined abs are fully visible, making me drool as I follow the V leading down to his bunched up boxers, which show off his impressive thick thighs and his rapidly hardening cock that’s tenting the fabric.

      Eyes wide and face red, I can’t help but stare at it as it grows. Fucking hell. It looks like you could camp under there. There is no way that fits in a woman’s body, it’s like a goddamn third arm! I bet he has to tuck it into his fucking sock.

      Nope, I’m out.

      I get to my feet, grabbing some clothes, the first I find, and rush outside, sliding the door open and letting the air cool me down. Placing my towel and clothes on the table out here, I click on the old heater and wait impatiently for it to flash green and make that clunking noise to let me know it’s ready.

      But I get tired of waiting and run the salts and bubble bath into the old clawfoot tub before flicking on the tap, running the water. While it’s filling, I head inside and feed Salem, giving him a cuddle before flicking on the kettle to brew a morning cup of tea.

      When it’s heated, I pour it into my big morning mug that says, “Witches be Bitches,” and blow on it as I head back outside. I listen to the sounds of nature—the birds in the air, the creak of the trees, and the wind blowing through the boughs.

      I smell the salt of the ocean on the air and feel the sun as it starts to heat the day, chasing away the darkness of the night. There is just something about the daylight, about the sun, that washes everything clean and settles those worries in my chest. I smile as the warmth of the sun kisses my skin like a lover.

      Sipping the tea, I place it on the tray in reach of the bath and strip off my shirt and panties, dropping them to the deck as I step up onto the stair next to the tub. With the tap still running, I swing my legs over, but with my hands on the side of the bath, crouched on my knees, I let out a scream.

      It’s freezing.
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        Kyro

      

      

      Something heavy is on my chest. I blink open my eyes, expecting Rose, but instead, I find her cat. He’s sitting right over my heart with his claws digging into my skin, his eyes narrowed in a very humanlike glare. I recoil slightly and stare in shock at the glowering feline. He holds the staring contest for at least two more very uncomfortable minutes before, with a swish of his tail in my face, he leaps down and leaves.

      What the fuck?

      Shaking my head, I flip over and close my eyes again, just relaxing for a moment and wallowing in the scent of Rose, but I must fall back to sleep.

      A scream rips through the air, jolting me awake. With a very manly, and not at all girly, yell, I tumble from the bed and jerk back up, my eyes wide as I look around. “Cas?” I holler as she shouts again.

      Getting to my feet, I slide in my panic to find her. I slip as I run into the next room, my heart hammering, and whip around as she yells something else.

      It’s coming from outside.

      I run out of the sliding door and freeze. “Rose!” I cough, my mouth falling open.

      Her head snaps up, her eyes meeting mine, and for a second, we just freeze as we stare. Her breasts are bare and clearly visible above the water in the tub. With a panicked squeal, she drops down, submerging herself in the water.

      Laughing, I stroll to her side as she breaks through the surface. I grab a towel and wipe off her bubble-covered face as she leans back against the tub and sucks in a breath before slicking back her hair. “What a wake-up call, screams and boobs,” I tease, and she narrows her eyes, her teeth chattering. “What’s wrong?” I ask, crouching next to the tub.

      “It’s freezing,” she grumbles out, her words short and clipped.

      Grinning, I lean farther down. “Let me help, little witch,” I coo, and dip my finger into the water. She’s right, it’s freezing. Swirling my finger around, I drag my gaze up the water’s surface and wink at her. “I can still see you, Rose. Those bubbles don’t cover much, not that I’m complaining.”

      She groans and drags her knees to her chest, blocking the view of her magnificent tits. “Kyro, it’s not getting warmer, let me—oh!” She gasps as I inject my magic into the water, letting the heat from the sun flow through me and into the liquid, heating it rapidly. Once it’s warm, but not hot enough to burn her, I pull back as she sighs and closes her eyes. “Oh, that’s fucking amazing, you’re like a heater.”

      “That’s my main purpose,” I tease. “To heat your water.”

      “I bet you could warm up tea and food,” she muses, making me shake my head. She doesn’t even open her eyes, just lounges in the water, and it looks so good that I decide to join her. I take off my boxers, climb in, and slide down. She yelps and opens her eyes, her legs returning to her chest as I splay mine on either side of hers. This tub is a lot bigger than it looks, and the hot water instantly relaxes my muscles.

      “What the hell?” she yells.

      “This way, your water stays warm.” I grin, leaning my head back and closing my eyes. “Wash me, won’t you, little witch?”

      “Wash you… Wash you? What am I? Some kind of king’s servant?” she mutters.

      I crack open an eye and smirk. “We used to call them servers, not servants, Rose.”

      She watches me with wide eyes. “You had people to wash you?”

      I blink open the other eye and frown at her. “I’m a god, of course we did. And to cook for us, and to clean and make our beds and shine our armour—”

      “What, no wiping your arse?” she teases.

      “That I can handle.” I grin. “But if you’re into that—”

      She sighs and closes her eyes. “Why me? What did I do to anger you?” she whispers to no one in particular.

      “Clearly, I am a reward,” I tell her.

      “Reward? A spoiled, playboy god who can’t do anything for himself?” she scoffs. I flinch but don’t let it show. I’ve been called worse in my life, but for some reason, hearing it come from my little witch cracks my cold heart. Is that how she sees me?

      Useless, playboy, spoiled?

      I guess I never showed her anything else. I didn’t owe her that, but I hate that that’s how she sees me. Not as the general who led armies into battle, who fought at their sides covered in blood and surrounded by the screams of their enemies as he slaughtered them and protected his people.

      Not the god who spun gold for kings and queens to settle agreements and force peace. Not the man who has been burned and abandoned so many times, it froze my soul and heart, so not even the fires of my power could thaw it.

      “You okay?” she queries, and I blink to see her staring at me worriedly.

      I nod, forcing a smile. “Fine, little witch, just thinking about your breasts and all the things I would do to them. Starting with clamps. Maybe even suction cups or chains, and ending with my cum—”

      She splashes me, stopping my words as I choke on the water. Wiping my face clean, I see her laughing, so I narrow my eyes. “Oh, it’s on, little witch,” I warn, and push my arms back and forth as I send a tidal wave of water at her.

      She sputters, turning her head to avoid it as it splashes her and the deck. Her knees slip from her chest, her shyness evaporating as she glares in determination.

      Game on, little witch.

      I smirk at her, relaxing as I try to annoy her, to rile her up. She’s so adorable when she’s angry, and as long as she doesn’t turn me into a bat again, we should be okay. “Oh, that’s it. Warm this, sun bitch,” she hisses. Her hands rise, and in a blink, the water surges towards me, lifting into the air and splashing down around me, controlled by her magic.

      Drenching me.

      I stare at her, open-mouthed… I thought her coven said she wasn’t powerful? That felt very fucking powerful. Clearly, they are idiots. Even she seems shocked, gaping at her hands before she blinks and looks up at me. One look, and she starts to giggle.

      “What?” I ask, unable to help the smile at the cute sound of her laughter.

      “You look like a drowned rat.”

      “Rat, huh?” I snort as I get to my knees and move through the water, not stopping until I’m pressed right against her knees, which are blocking her from me like a barrier. I lock my eyes on hers as her laughter stops and her breath stutters. Her eyes widen and start to burn with lust, her lips parting.

      The little witch tries not to show it, but she’s just as attracted to me as I am to her. “Say it again?” I murmur, my voice low with warning.

      Her tongue darts out and drags along her plump lower lip, making me groan as my cock hardens from that look alone.

      “Rat?” she whispers hesitantly.

      She squeals as I tug her forward. Her body moves under me as I slide between her thighs, my arms keeping her afloat as I lower my head and cover her lips. I swallow her gasp of surprise as her body jolts in my hold. Her slippery curves press against me, making my cock rock solid as I imagine them above me as she rides me in the water.

      Those beautiful breasts swaying, her pussy fluttering around me.

      She groans my name, and I swallow it down, deepening the kiss as her hands twist in my hair, dragging me closer. I bite her bottom lip in punishment, then kiss the sting away as I lift my head slightly. “Say it again,” I dare her.

      “Rat,” she replies, her lips tilting up against mine.

      Laughing, I kiss her again, feeling her fingers tickle up my back when her hands are in my hair. I jerk my head up, meeting her gaze, but she just blinks at me. “What?” she asks. “Oh look, a spider. Oh my god, it’s so cute.”

      “Spider, where?” I yell, jumping up to my knees. She splashes down but gets to her butt in the bath with a shocked, confused expression.

      I turn my head and see the spider she’s referring to on my shoulder. I’m not proud of it, but a girly, high-pitched scream leaves my lips as I spin and twist, trying to get it off me. It jumps onto the tub’s edge as I lean back against it. Grabbing Cass, I push her towards it, sliding her in front of me. “Get it, Rose, get it!” I screech.

      She turns her head, her cheeks heating with laughter. “You’re an ancient god…scared of spiders?”

      Narrowing my eyes on her, I try to calm my racing heart. “Everyone is scared of spiders, Cassandra, don’t sass me. They are evil little creatures who live to cause fear and panic and then disappear.”

      “Not me.” She grins and then holds out her hand. I watch as it crawls onto her palm.

      “Oh, hell no, every man or woman for themselves!” I shout as I throw myself out of the bath, uncaring about the water I get everywhere.

      Giggling, she climbs out and follows me with her hand outstretched while the little creepy bastard chills on it. “This spider?” she inquires. “You’re scared of this one? Right here?” She holds her hands closer as I back up, glaring at her.

      “Don’t do it, Rose,” I warn, backing farther into the cottage. I hit the glass door before sliding it open and backing through. She rushes at me, and I squeal as I run into the house.

      I hear her laughter as I hide behind the bed, but she seems to move away, and a few minutes later, she strolls back into the room with a towel wrapped around her. I point at her. “Touch me with the spider, and I swear, Rose, partner or not, you’re dead.”

      She laughs, watching me. “I put him back onto the grass, you big scaredy cat.”

      “I’m not a scaredy cat,” I snap, sitting up, concealed by the mattress.

      “You screamed. Like a girl,” she reminds me.

      Scowling at her, I get to my feet. “I did not, that was simply nervous energy.”

      “Scaredy cat, big ole scaredy cat,” she teases.

      I slide closer to her while she’s laughing. Nope, my little witch isn’t getting away with this. She’s so busy laughing she doesn’t see me coming. I grab her by her legs and throw her. She yells as she bounces on the bed, and I follow her down, forcing myself between her thighs. The towel loosens between us until her breasts peek above it.

      “Who screamed now, Rose?” I tease as she stares up at me.

      Her eyes flash and her breath stutters as her chest rises and falls faster. I can’t help but drag my gaze down to her exposed breasts, and with a glance at her, I reach up slowly. I give her every chance to stop me, but she doesn’t. Her blue hair is spread across the pillow as she watches me with wide, desire-filled eyes and lips parted on a pant. Dragging the towel down, I stare as it falls down to her belly, exposing her incredible tits. They are big, a good handful, with pert, rosy nipples begging for my mouth. Trailing my fingers back up, I trace between the full valley of her breasts as she shivers, jiggling them slightly, and I groan at the sight.

      “Kyro,” she whispers, and the way she says my name makes me close my eyes. My dick is rock-hard, begging to be between those breasts, to cover them in my cum and mark her. To see it drip down her nipples and onto her flat stomach and into that sweet little cunt I can smell. Dragging in another lungful, I groan again, the sweetness of her arousal only growing and seriously testing my resolve.

      She isn’t mine, isn’t mine, isn’t mine—

      I keep repeating it, but even as my head tells me that, my heart and body know differently. They both scream for me to take her, fuck her raw, and fill her to the brim with my cum. To taste every delicious inch and mark it and make her scream my name for everyone to hear. “Don’t say my name like that,” I snarl. “I’m trying really hard not to rip the rest of the towel away and sink into your sweet pussy,” I growl. It’s true. The towel is the only thing separating us, and that last barrier is stopping me, but if she says my name like that one more time…

      All sexy, silky, and begging…I might just give in.

      “Kyro?” she murmurs, and I don’t know if she meant to do it, but it snaps my own promise to myself. I open my eyes, letting her see the fire burning in me, which is getting hotter and hotter because it knows I’ve given in, and in those hazel depths I see the truth—she meant to say it.

      Little Rose wants me to fuck her.

      “I warned you,” I tell her, my voice low and deep like smoke on coals. She shivers as I lift myself with one arm, and with the other, I cup and squeeze her heavy breast. Her teeth sink into her lower lip, and I narrow my eyes. “No one hurts those lips but me, Rose, when I ram my cock between them for being an annoying brat.”

      She stutters out some words, but they’re cut off when I lower my head and suck her nipple into my mouth, rolling it between my teeth as I meet her confused and desperate eyes. The scent of her desire grows stronger, and I know if I reached beneath the towel now, I would find her little cunt wet for me. We might have started out hating each other, but hate so easily changes to desire and need.

      And I’ve never needed someone as much as I need her. It’s a physical ache. I have to taste every inch of her, to know what she feels like. To have this little witch, even if it ruins everything.

      I would trade it all for one night with her.

      Turning my head, I cup her big breasts together and give her other nipple the same treatment. A hiss escapes her clenched teeth as I bite down gently on her, so I lift my head and smirk at her. “You like it rough, little witch?” I query casually, trying to ignore the pounding in my balls as I reach up and twist her nipple harder and harder until she moans, closes her eyes, and throws her head back.

      “I think you do. I think this sweet, awkward personality hides my little blue rose who wants me to bend her over and fuck her cunt until she screams, to fill her mouth with my cock and force her to suck me…to clamp these little nipples until it hurts as I sink into her…”

      She moans, shaking her head, and I release her nipple, grinning at the engorged, puffy tip. I hide my own darkness so well beneath jokes and charm, but something about Rose brings it out of me. I seem to have a possessive, protective instinct when it comes to her, but there’s also a side of me that wants to hurt her. To make it hurt as much as I make it good for her. To drop the smoke and show her the fire that hides underneath.

      So I do.

      If she wants me, she has to have all of me. Unlike all those others before her, she gets Kyro the god, not just a passing man. Leaning down, I kiss her, sealing it with a promise, because the little witch will never escape me now, and once she sees all of me, she will never be allowed to be free.

      “Kyro,” she begs into my mouth, so I lift my head and show her my hand as I force my magic to do what I want it to. Conjuring has always been a power of mine, and although I’ve never quite used it in this way, I want to try. I have some very filthy fucking ideas, and I plan on testing them out on my little witch.

      Including filling her little cunt with my heat.

      Her eyes lock on it, filled with confusion, and the emotion only increases when she stares at the flat, gold object in my hand. Sitting up, I create another as she pants beneath me, desire muddling her vision. “I made you a present, say thank you.”

      “What?” she rasps.

      Smirking, I lean down and show her exactly what it does. I place one over her nipple, securing it in place before twisting her other bud and fastening the second device on too.

      “Kyro, what the fuck?” she snaps, but it ends in a scream when I pulse my magic into them and they start to heat and vibrate.

      “Does that feel good? Are they hot, like a mouth sucking on them?” I ask in wonder.

      “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck,” she chants. “Yes, yes, it does!” she almost yells, her chest arching up.

      “Say thank you,” I demand.

      She shakes her head, and I lean down, getting in her face. “Say thank you, or I’ll slam into that wet little cunt. It will hurt, and I won’t care. I’ll fill you with my cum without letting you find release at all, little witch.”

      “Thank you!” she shouts, gasping as I send more heat into the nipple clamps. I keep them at a low burn to hold her on the edge without sending her over. Not yet. The first time she comes for me, it’s going to be with my tongue inside of her, tasting her release.

      “Good girl, Rose.” Sitting farther back so I’m between her legs, I yank the towel away and stare at her magnificent body. It’s my turn to bite my lip, my cock jerking as I take in the fucking treasure beneath me. She’s more beautiful than any gold I could create, shining brighter than the sun and filling me with more emotions than I have ever felt—this is my girl.

      All delicious curves, thick thighs, and a tucked in waist. Her pussy is shaved, and I catch a glimpse of her pink, glistening folds before she tries to shut her thighs to hide herself from me. “I was looking, Rose. Don’t be shy, or I’ll have to tie you up and show you just exactly how fucking hard you make me until that shyness disappears,” I promise.

      She swallows hard and opens her eyes, which are filled with so much lust. Her belly almost quivers, and her thighs shake as she finally lets them fall open for my inspection.

      “Look how fucking beautiful you are, Rose. I knew from the moment I first saw you across that corpse that this was where we’d end up. You were just too fucking beautiful to resist, and I tried—trust me, I tried—but staring at you…I don’t know why. Fuck, they should build pyramids and altars in your honour, not mine. Worshipping you like the goddess you are.” I groan, dragging my hands up her silky, golden thighs and pulling them farther apart to see the pussy I know is going to be my new favourite place on this Earth.

      I love eating cunt, always have. Watching women hesitate, unsure at first because no one ever cares about their pleasure, and then seeing them just relax, going wild as I fill them with my tongue…it’s addictive. But right now, I can’t remember anyone else but her. I feel like a goddamn virgin staring at a battlefield. Nothing else will ever compare or make me feel like I do in this moment. My fingers fumble, almost shaking as I reach and slide them down her lips, the silky texture making me moan. Shit, it’s never been like this.

      So goddamn real, so fucking perfect. So alive.

      As if every emotion I’m feeling is tripled and every inch of desire I have ever felt before was simply smoke where she’s the flame. I swallow, trying to remain calm and cool. To stay in control and take her pleasure, like I have so many others. But with Cassandra, I feel like it’s the first time, and when I meet those eyes across her body, I know she feels the same.

      This is different. This isn’t just sex or fucking, or even just some passing fling. This is more than that, more than us, as if we are choosing to walk into the flames together, to burn willingly in each other.

      “Please,” she whispers needily, begging. A weakness she should never have to use with me.

      “You don’t ever have to beg me, Rose, not for anything. I’m yours,” I admit, the words pulled from the deepest part of me, the part I’m trying to ignore. Hopefully, she doesn’t remember them, so to distract her, I lie between her legs, my head inches away from her center, and blow my warm breath across her folds as she shakes.

      Her legs fall open even more, and I softly run my fingers down her lips before parting them. I groan at the sight of her engorged clit and dripping hole. Even her pussy is fucking stunning.

      All wet, pink flesh begging for my cock and mouth.

      I can’t help but crook my two fingers down her, capturing her cream and then sucking them into my mouth. Her taste explodes across my tongue, like magic and nature. She tastes like she looks, and it’s addictive. My mouth instantly waters for more, I want to eat her like a starving man, to live on her cum.

      “What? Are you painting a fucking picture, dude?” she mutters.

      I laugh, my little witch always lightening my darkness, before I blow a punishing breath across her pussy. “Just taking some pictures for my spank bank.”

      “You better fucking not be!” she yells, starting to sit up, so I lick down her slit, making her groan and fall back to the bed with a huff. “Okay, take all the pictures you want,” she gasps in defeat.

      “That’s what I thought, Rose.” I chuckle right against her pussy, making her gasp.

      Licking around her clit, I tease her, flattening my tongue and dragging it back and forth. All the way from the top of her slit down to her ass, before dipping it inside her and gliding back up again. Her hips start to gyrate, lifting slightly and rolling as she presses against my face, chasing the pleasure she knows I can give her.

      Only me.

      I flick her clit once, making her cry out before I dip my tongue back into her, wiggling it around and fucking her with it. Just when she starts to get a rhythm, I pull away again with a chuckle.

      “Oh my god, you asshole! Make me come, or I’m going to turn you into a toad!” she yells.

      I lift my head and meet her eyes. “You have some anger issues, Rose. Need me to work them out for you?” I ask as I thrust a finger inside her, cutting off her next threat. I press my thumb to her clit as well, rubbing it as she whimpers. “You were saying?”

      “Nothing, just that you’re very pretty,” she gasps, making me snicker against her pussy, and she cries out from the vibrations.

      I add another finger to her tight channel, stretching her out as I finally suck her clit, rolling it between my lips before sucking it hard and fast. I change the pressure so she can never get used to it. Her cries grow louder, her hips desperately rub against me, and her pussy flutters around my fingers as I crook them and drag them along those nerves that have her jerking with a scream.

      “Fuck, fuckity fuck,” she cries out.

      I feel magic fly over my head, but it doesn’t hit me, so I don’t stop. Her hand grips my hair, yanking me closer as I speed up the thrust and drag of my fingers and then bite down on her clit, sending her tumbling over the edge and into her release with a scream.

      I lick her through it as she collapses back to the bed, desperate to catch every drop of her cream. Pulling my fingers out slowly, I suck them clean and kiss her clit before sitting back. Her eyes are closed, her chest is heaving and red, and her pussy is pink and dripping. Fuck, I have to fist my own cock not to come right there.

      Crawling up her body, I hold myself above her with my hands on either side of her head. Her eyes flick open, meeting my burning gaze. “Fuck a duck,” is all she says, making me grin.

      “I’m not finished yet, Rose, that was only the first orgasm,” I purr, kissing her so she tastes herself on me.

      “Such a cocky fucker,” she mutters against my lips.

      “But honest,” I say as I pull away. “Unless you need me to prove it?”
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      “Prove it,” I challenge. I’ve already gone off the deep end and given into my desire. At least I know he’s not a murderer, but he’s a god, and a fucking god of orgasms at that. Because dayum, I’ve never come so hard before. I saw stars, brought into the stratosphere by his hand and mouth and these fucking clamps, which are vibrating and heating around my already sensitive nipples.

      I shiver as I feel his cock pressed against my pussy, just teasing me. It’s abnormally warm, just like the rest of him, and I can’t wait to feel it inside me, because you don’t just have a taste, you eat the whole fucking cake. I’ve already given into desire, so I might as well fuck him. We are both as stupid as the other for doing this, but neither of us can stop.

      He kisses me again, dragging it out, as if unable to help himself. I taste my sweetness on his tongue, and it drives me crazy. It feels so dirty, knowing not two minutes ago, he was deep inside me, giving me the best orgasm of my life.

      I have no doubt we are only just beginning. We have weeks of teasing and longing to make up for, and we will be spending time together until we catch this killer. Being around Kyro is like being next to a firework, it could go off at any moment and drag you into the explosion with it. But I can’t wait.

      I want him, want his heat inside me. I want to burn in his fire and feel his sparks.

      He kisses down my neck and over my chest, undoubtedly feeling my pounding heart, then across my stomach and back up again. His lips drag across my chin and back to my mouth where he lingers. “I can’t fucking stop kissing you. I never knew what I was missing,” he whispers, and before I can ask what he means, his tongue slips in and tangles with mine.

      I lose myself in him again as he slides his cock along my sensitive pussy, bumping my clit before slipping the head in and rubbing along my slit again. He teases, driving me mad as my pleasure starts to spiral again, climbing higher and higher with each provocative touch.

      “Kyro,” I growl, biting his lip in warning, making him laugh.

      His hand slides down between us. “You want my cock, little witch?”

      “No…I thought we could play Twister,” I mutter.

      He chuckles, pressing his head to my chin. “Why the fuck are you making me laugh and talk while we fuck?”

      “It’s the best bit,” I reply, wrapping my legs around his waist. “The laughter, the talking—”

      He blinks as he lifts his head. “I’ve never had that before… It’s nice,” he murmurs, as if confused.

      “Dude, you’re missing out. Don’t worry, I’ll teach you, but for now, get your dick inside me before I get bored and use Willis instead.”

      “Willis?” he echoes.

      “Yup, my vibrator…Willis…like Willy, and also named after Bruce Willis. Yippee-ki-yay, motherfucker,” I tell him, making him grin again as he stares at me.

      “Fuck, you’re amazing,” he rasps as I feel his huge, hard cock notched at my entrance. “But you won’t be as funny when I fuck you, Rose.”

      “Want to bet?” I retort breathlessly.

      “What do I win?” he inquires, stopping and tilting his head.

      “Blow job?” I offer, scrambling to think as I edge nearer and nearer to his cock being where I need it—inside me.

      “Rose, you will suck my dick anyway, but you’re on,” he agrees, and then with a grin, slams inside me, fighting through my tight channel. He barely gets in before pulling back and pushing forward, working his hard length into me. His size, how he’s stretching me, causes my breath to catch in my throat. His cock drags along my walls as he fills me, again and again, until he’s finally all the way inside. Then we stop, both panting, our eyes wide.

      “Fuck,” he hisses. “How can you feel this good? Is it not enough you taste amazing?” he mutters, his tone dark.

      “Move,” I demand, kicking him in the ass, feeling too full just to lie here with him inside me. He has to move, I have to move, or I might explode. My heart is hammering, and sweat drips down my back and legs, which are shaking with the force I’m using to hold him against me. I need him so badly, my wet pussy is trickling down his balls.

      Grunting, he pulls out and pushes back in, slowly at first before speeding up. He props one hand next to me, using it to hold his weight off my body as he kisses me every time he thrusts in, giving me a quick peck that makes me grin, even as I pant. He seems obsessed with kissing, like he’s never done it before. Each one is more confident and happier than the last. His eyes keep me locked in his gaze as he moves inside me.

      His thick cock slowly starts to heat, and my eyes widen as I gasp. Chuckling, he kisses me again. “Not so funny now,” he murmurs as his cock keeps heating, feeling like a fire inside my pussy. I didn’t expect it to feel so good, but it has me moaning and writhing and lifting my hips desperately to take more of him inside me.

      My body lights up, controlled by him. I want to talk, to tease, to win the bet, but I can’t even open my mouth. My scream is caught in my throat as I thrash beneath him, locked in an endless circle of pleasure, only pulled higher by each stroke of his hot, fat cock.

      The heat doesn’t stop though, it keeps going, syncing with the warmth on my nipples like a fire is linked between them, burning in my blood. It doesn’t hurt, no, it drives my pleasure higher, higher than I have ever felt before, as if he’s pulling it from every nerve in my body.

      He drives me higher still, until the heat explodes and I scream my release. I feel like I’m floating as the waves of pleasure come again and again, rolling over me and keeping me locked there. Kyro grunts and pulls free of my pulsing body, exploding across my tits and stomach. Each drop of his cum is hot, like droplets from candle wax, making me scream again until I fall back.

      My vision is spotted, and I’m breathing heavily.

      When I can speak, I croak out one word. “Fuck.”

      “You get minutes, little witch, then it’s time to pay up on the bet,” he rasps, resting his head on my thigh. His voice is rough and wobbly, even as he tries to act cocky.

      Kyro isn’t as unaffected as he tries to pretend, and that makes me smile even as I lie here bonelessly, knowing he has wrecked my body for anyone else.
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      I’m still lying here with his cum drying on my chest when someone knocks at the door. I jerk my head up, and Kyro tries to push me back down. “Dude, door.” I look at myself and sigh before slipping from the bed, ignoring his protests. I grab a robe and wince at the stickiness as I tie it, run my hands through my hair, and pad to the door.

      I open it and freeze when I spot Lilly on the other side. She smiles sadly. “Hi, Cass, can I come in—” She looks down, and her mouth forms an O. “Oh, sorry, is this a bad time?”

      Crossing my arms, I try to stay aloof as I block the doorway, not wanting Kyro to see her and decide he wants a different witch instead and vice versa—she would pounce on him. “What’s wrong?” I snap.

      I can tell I’ve thrown her off when her eyes widen and she shifts uncomfortably. “I wanted to apologise for how everything went down. I can’t go against the elders—”

      “Won’t,” I correct.

      She swallows and nods. “Won’t go against the elders’ orders. You have to understand, Cassie. I have to do what I’m told, this is my coven.”

      Pain stabs into my chest at that. “It was my coven too,” I nearly yell. “But not anymore because, as usual, I was cast aside, just like what you did to me all those years ago. Gotta say, I thought I would get used to it, but I guess I didn’t.”

      “Cassandra…” She sighs. “Don’t be angry, you were putting yourself in danger—”

      “Oh, bullshit. You don’t care about me being in danger. None of you do. I know you all think it would have been better if I was one of the witches who died. You’re all just scared of seeing the truth, of having to deal with the creature killing your people. It’s easier to blame me.” I don’t know where this is all coming from, but it flows out.

      Lilly nods and looks at her hands. “I can see you’re hurting, that’s—” She cuts off as her eyes widen and her mouth drops open. I follow her gaze over my shoulder to see Kyro there. He wanders closer, completely naked, with his dick swinging and all, and wraps his arms around me from behind. He presses his chin to my shoulder as he stares at Lil.

      “Who’s this?” he rumbles.

      Lil blushes, her lips tipping up in her signature smile. Even with him wrapped around me, she’s still going to flirt. I can’t believe I actually thought this girl was my friend once. Was I really that desperate to be loved?

      “Lilly, this is Kyro,” I introduce grudgingly.

      She holds out her hand and ignores me completely, smiling at him all flirty. “Kyro, what an interesting name. I haven’t seen you around before.”

      “Around Cass’s house?” he jokes. “Why? Are you here a lot?”

      She blinks, her smile faltering for a moment before she drops her hand and turns up the smile as she tries to discreetly tug her dress down to expose her breasts more. Really? I ache to turn her into a bat too.

      “Not as often as I should be, clearly.” She winks.

      I narrow my eyes on her as anger suddenly rushes through me, and I ache to fling my unruly magic at her, but Kyro laughs. He kisses my neck and grabs my hands, holding them to my belly to stop me, like he knew what I was going to do.

      “Was that all you wanted?” I growl, jealousy filling me. The emotion is moving sluggishly through my veins like a poison, whispering all the bad things I could do to her. Like bury a bitch. I do live in the woods, after all, so no one would notice.

      She blinks, glancing over at me before her eyes go back to Kyro like she’s dazzled by him. Her eyes are a little glassy, and her breathing picks up. I get it. He’s fucking attractive as hell, but really?

      This bitch is almost begging me to cut her.

      “You sure I can’t come in? I could help Kyro find his clothes…and lose them again.” She grins.

      Oh, hell no, this motherfucker—

      I’m going to bury her in my garden and let Salem use her as a litter box.

      Kyro’s arms lock around me tighter, keeping me still as I struggle, trying to bitch slap her for looking at my man.

      Wait, my man? I freeze at that, sagging in his arms as all hints of weird jealousy and possessiveness leave in one big whoosh.

      Which, of course, makes my robe sag, the belt untying slightly, and my tit falls out. Just falls out like a weird declaration. I pretend my boob isn’t just hanging in the wind, but Lilly glances down at it and back at me with an arched eyebrow, as if to ask why I’m such a mess. Honestly, I don’t even know, but I keep my boob out, it fuels my anger at her. I’m about to retort when Kyro does it for me.

      “No need. I will be balls deep in Cassie soon, probably in that mouth, to be fair, as we have a bet, and you’re disrupting that. So why don’t you stop being a bitch and stop hitting on her man and just leave?” He then kicks the door shut right in her shocked face. Kyro turns me and pins me to it, his eyes locked on mine and hands propped on either side of my head as he smirks. “Now, where were we? Ah, yes—on your knees, Rose.”

      I laugh, I can’t help it. “That was badass.”

      “See? You’re starting to like me, and not just for what I can do with my cock…and mouth…and fingers,” he teases.

      “Yeah, like a growth or moss,” I grumble.

      “That’s not nice, little witch,” he croons. “Now, on your knees, pay up. Show me what that smart mouth does, apart from offering insults and adorable rambling.”

      Narrowing my eyes, I stay in place, resisting his order, but his hand lands on my shoulder and pushes me down to my knees. I drop to them, the robe untying and falling open, framing my naked body. He groans, pressing his hand to the door to keep himself up as I grasp his hard cock.

      He’s big, really big. He looks even bigger than he felt inside me, and some nerves fill me, even as I dart my tongue out and lick the tip of his hard cock. “Fuck, that’s it, Rose.”

      Eyes on his, I breathe through my nose as I suck him down and drag my head back, licking around him again. I trail my tongue down his length and then, with a smirk, scrape my teeth down his shaft, making him jerk with a groan. So I do it again, and again, before sucking him down hard, all the way to the back of my throat. I ignore the urge to gag as I bob my head, and that’s when he starts to move with slow, quick thrusts into my mouth.

      His eyes are closed, and his neck is straining. I love the power I have over this man, and the fact that he didn’t want Lilly, the woman everyone wants, has me practically glowing. I want to thank him, reward him. I want this to be the best fucking blow job he’s ever had.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he mutters under his breath as I cup his balls and roll them in my hands. I squeeze as I pull back and drag my teeth over the top of him before licking the cum beaded at the tip, sticking my tongue in the slit, looking for more. It’s hot and tastes like a summer’s day, addictive—like my favourite drink and sunshine rolled into one, with a hint of something magical.

      He’s moaning now, the sound giving me more confidence as I perch on my bent legs, my ass on my feet as I suck him down again, bobbing faster and faster. He swears and gives up fighting my mouth and starts to fuck it ruthlessly.

      “Fuck, Rose, how can your mouth be this good?” he growls. “I don’t want to come, I want to last forever, but fuck.” He drags the word out. “I can’t wait to unload down your throat and see it dripping from your smart little mouth.”

      Humming at the image, I feel him jerk in my mouth and grow bigger, so I cup his balls again, and with one more stroke, he yells and bucks his hips, pushing all the way down my throat as he comes. It erupts in my mouth, and I swallow and pull back, letting some drip over my lips and down my chin as he watches with wide, lust-dazed eyes.

      Sliding my tongue across my lips, I use my fingers to wipe the droplets off my face before sucking them clean as he watches. His eyes close, and he shakes his head before he falls to his knees in front of me. “Rose, you’re going to be the death of me. How can I want someone so much?” he whispers raggedly, his chest still heaving from his release.

      With a happy grin, I lean forward, feeling cocky like him now. I kiss him, letting him taste his own release before I get to my feet and pat his head on my way by. “Shower time, buddy, we have a killer to catch.”
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      I sit on my knees with my mouth open. Did she just give me the best blow job of my life, of the fucking century, and then pat me on the head like I was some friend of hers?

      What the fuck is happening here? I feel like she’s turned the tables, and now she’s the seducer and I’m the helpless little supe craving her, following after her like a puppy. ’Cause you can damn well bet I get to my feet and race after her, chasing her into the shower and making her laugh.

      She won’t let me fuck her, but I feel her up on the pretence of helping her wash, paying special attention to my new favourite best friends—her tits. She smacks me away, gets dressed, and basically yanks me from the house and into town, turning her mind to business when my head is still caught on the way she sucked my cock.

      And wondering how I can win a bet to get her to do it again.

      I thought her mouth was magical for kisses, but it’s even better for fucking.

      Crap. I look down at my hard cock, which is tenting my shorts, and up at the shop we are in front of. I need to stop thinking back to this morning or we will never get work done, but fuck. In just an hour, she’s taken over my body and basically claimed it. She might as well have climbed it and put a Cass flag there. Not to mention the weird happiness I felt at her anger over her friend wanting me. The other witch’s eyes made me feel sick as they ran down my body. Usually I love the attention, but this time, I didn’t, and knowing it hurt my girl made me want to kill the stupid witch.

      What’s happening to me?

      Cass waited until some other witches left the occult shop, then told me to wait like some kind of dog, before going inside while her cat sat at my side, still glaring at me. I remain where she left me, like a good fucking pet, while she’s inside getting some supplies. This witch basically holds my leash now. After this, we’re going back to the house to set some wards to try and trap the creature inside while we figure out how to kill it and draw out its master.

      When she comes back outside, she rolls her eyes at me, and I pout. “I need feeding.”

      “What are you, an animal?” She snorts, her bag filled at her side.

      “If you’re doing witchy shit all afternoon, I need food,” I demand, taking her hand when she walks past me.

      “Fine, let’s go,” she mutters, and pulls me down the road.
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        * * *

      

      We end up at a small café near the beach, where we choose to sit outdoors. The sun shines down on us, the breeze of the ocean lifting my spirits as the waiter takes our order and leaves. My girl—shit, I need to stop calling her that—Rose ordered a full pizza, and the fact that she wasn’t scared to order food in front of me makes me smirk as she looks through her supplies.

      “Okay, I think I have everything I need to try some binding spells—” She looks up, sees me watching her, and frowns. “What?

      “Nothing.” I grin. “So you have everything?”

      “Yeah, just need to do the spells and see if they work, which we really won’t know until we try. He seems to come out mainly at night, so we should try and trap him at the house during the day while he’s sleeping. Then that will give us time to figure out how to kill him.”

      I nod my agreement, her logic is sound. Just then, our food turns up. The waiter balances the two plates. “Fourteen-inch BBQ pizza?” he asks, looking at me.

      “That’s mine.” Cass smiles.

      He blinks, glancing at the huge pizza and back to her. The waiter gives her a doubtful look as he puts the pizza down in front of Rose, and she narrows her eyes at him. He sets my chicken down before me, and with one more look at her, filled with judgement, he leaves.

      I can’t help but watch when she starts to eat, taking down the whole pizza.

      “This is so fucking hot,” I admit.

      She meets my gaze as I stare at her like a weirdo. “Watching me eat?” she scoffs.

      “For some reason, seeing you eat that whole thing is doing weird things to me. Specifically to my cock.”

      She stops mid-bite, her eyes narrowed. “You are really weird, you know that?”

      “I’m imagining covering you in pizza…or putting it around my dick,” I tell her as I carry on eating.

      She almost chokes on her slice as she laughs. “Wow, you sleep with a guy once, and he gets all these weird ideas,” she mutters.

      “Once? Pu-lease, Rose, we both know you’re going to be begging for my cock later.”

      An older lady at the table next to us gasps in outrage at my crude words, and I look over and wink at her. Her cheeks heat, and I smile. “Flattered, love, but I’m taken.” I jerk my thumb at Cass. “She has metaphorically climbed my pole and placed the flag. Plus, she’s pretty crazy, she might turn you into an animal if you flirt with me.”

      “Kyro!” Cassie hisses.

      I look back and smile at her. “Don’t worry, Rose, I’m all yours.”

      “Poor me,” she deadpans.
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        Cassandra

      

      

      Spells aren’t easy to make. In fact, some can take months, days, or hours, and I want to make sure this one is right. I’m learning, though, that Kyro doesn’t have a lot of patience. He’s paced behind me for over two hours, and between that and him starting fights with Salem, which I keep having to break up, he’s driving me insane.

      Now he’s rooting around in my undies, I can hear him. Sighing, I place the crystal down gently and lean out of my circle slightly to try and see around the curtain. “If you wank into my knickers, you have to buy me more. Take a nap or something,” I snap, annoyance clear in my voice.

      He appears in the doorway with knickers on his head, taking me by surprise, but honestly, I don’t even question it. “Nap? I’m not a child or an old lady.”

      “Dude, naps are life. Don’t you come at naps like that, or we’re going to have an issue,” I warn, pointing my finger at him.

      “I’ll nap if you nap with me.” He shakes his hips, getting across his meaning.

      “Spells. Murder. Remember?” I sigh.

      He groans. “I mean, that killed my boner a little, but I’m sure if you—”

      I throw my magic at him, but he laughs and dodges, wagging his finger at me. “Uh-uh, not ever again.”

      “Wasn’t going to be a bat,” I mutter. “Was just a silencing spell.”

      “Yep, that would have turned me into a donkey or something. The only magic you can use on me is that mouth,” he replies as he steps closer. “How much longer?”

      “Every time you ask that, my pussy shrivels up and dries for you,” I deadpan, making him gape momentarily.

      “Nah, you want me too much. But fine, I’ll go and touch myself while I think of you.”

      “Lovely,” I mutter, concentrating back on the spell. “Make sure to clean up your mess after.”

      He walks away, his pants already falling to the floor. Really, how did I end up with a horny god who acts like a teenager? Shaking my head, I put all my focus back on the spell, infusing it with my intention and magic. I need this to work, the witches and Kyro are depending on me. And for once, I want to show them I can do something right.

      That means triple checking every step. We need to trap that demon, not turn him into an animal, so this has to be accurate. I re-read the steps a million times, uncaring how long it takes. I will work all night if I have to. I will get this right.

      For once, I won’t be a fuck up, and my magic will listen to me. I will make it my bitch.

      “You hear that? My bitch,” I hiss at the bowl in front of me.

      “I’m not your bitch!” Kyro yells, making me roll my eyes.

      “Go back to stroking your ding-a-ling!” I yell, as I grab the jewelled dagger, which was harder to find than you might expect. It’s not like they sell them at the supermarket. Plus, I had to make sure it hadn’t been influenced by dark magic before, or it would taint my spell.

      Raising it up, repeating the spell, and filling my words with my intention, I drag the knife down my palm to make sure I get enough blood. Hands and wrists have fewer nerves, making it less painful, though it still stings like a bitch. Groaning, I wrap my hand around the blade and dig it in deeper before slowly peeling my palm open and holding it above the bowl. I repeat the words as my blood drips steadily into it, hissing when it meets the herbs and other ingredients. My blood is the binding factor. My intent is for my magic to hold it back…but when I wrap my hand, I test it.

      The spell is strong, but is it really strong enough to hold that demon?

      Then I remember the ancient god just ripe for bleeding in the other room, which is the weirdest sentence I have ever thought. “Kyro, I need you,” I yell.

      “Really?” he calls. “As in my cock or with the spell? ’Cause if it’s the cock, I should probably stop wanking into your underwear.”

      “Finish first,” I growl. How did I end up with this man? Seriously? Who did I piss off in another life?

      I hear a grunt, and then a few moments later he appears in the doorway, pulling up his shorts. “I thought of your pussy the whole time, figured you should know. Now what do you need?”

      Why is that weirdly cute?

      Maybe I’m as crazy as him.

      “I need to stab you,” I inform him.

      He blinks and nods jerkily. “Cool, any reason, or just mad that I finished without you?” Either way, he stops behind the circle and holds out his hand.

      Laughing, I take it and guide him in until he sits opposite me, his knees pressed to mine and the bowl situated between us. “No questions? You’re just going to let me stab you?”

      “I mean, I’m wondering if you plan to murder me, but I think you prefer me alive.”

      I arch my brow at that. “You sure?” I inquire as I clean his hand and then press the dagger there. “This will hurt. Your blood is stronger than mine, so it should hold better.” I slice down, but he doesn’t even hiss, just sits there with that smile on his face. He watches me like a weirdo as I release his hand.

      “Fist it above the bowl,” I murmur.

      “That’s what she said,” he jokes as he follows my instructions, and the blood starts to drip down his hand and then slowly into the bowl below.

      But as soon as it mixes with my blood, something strange happens.

      Smoke puffs up, but our blood blends together, and for a moment, it glows before blowing back into the circle with such power, it almost strips the air from my lungs, and I have to close my eyes until it fades. All that’s left is the mixed blood with a slight glow.

      “Wow, is that normal?” he questions, but I just stare at the blood in shock, my eyes wide. I’m unable to speak as a knowing fills my body. “Rose?” he prompts, but when I don’t reply, he tilts up my chin, confused as he searches my eyes. “Cassandra, are you okay?”

      I close my mouth and nod, swallowing a few times as he searches my eyes. “What does it mean?” he queries, his voice serious and low. I have no doubt both of us are filled with the same feeling and sense of importance regarding what just happened.

      “Nothing,” I rasp, my voice hoarse before I clear my throat. “Just magic.”

      But it’s a lie. I know what this means. I’ve seen it once before. I stare at him as he watches me in confusion, clearly not knowing what it means, and the hell if I’ll tell him.

      “Just because it’s strong,” I fib, even as my heart pounds and questions crowd my head…

      It can’t be, can it?

      Is…is Kyro my one?

      The other half of my soul?

      It’s an old tale of our people, saying that at birth, our souls are split into two separate bodies, and you spend your whole life searching for them. Some never find them, yet once at a witch wedding when they joined blood, this happened, and people yelled in happiness. The worship lasted for three whole days, the union beyond blessed because, apparently, they were…soulmates.

      No, that can’t be true here.

      It was a coincidence, just strong magic, Kyro is not the one for me.

      He can’t be, because we both know before long, he will get bored with me and leave like he promised, and when he does, I can’t love him. I can’t rip my soul out for that. So even as I fill my head with excuses, I know they are lies.

      But pretty lies that protect my scared heart and quivering soul.

      He will leave, and that’s okay.

      We’re not soul destined, he’s just a passing fancy.

      Nothing more.

      Not ever.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The spell is ready, but I still can’t look at Kyro, never mind talk to him. If he notices me being weird, he doesn’t mention it, though odds are he thinks I’m strange all the time. I just don’t know how to deal with what happened.

      So in true Cassandra fashion, I choose to ignore it. If it’s true, nothing I do will change it, and if it’s not like I hope, then again, nothing changes.

      We catch the demon.

      Stop the killer.

      He leaves.

      That’s what I know will happen. I tell myself this again and again as we head over to the farmhouse, so I know I won’t be disappointed when it does. After all, how could a witch who can’t even do a simple spell and get it right be the soulmate of a god like Kyro? She can’t.

      So it’s not true, and I was right.

      “This farmhouse, you seem very familiar with it. Boyfriend?” Kyro asks on the way as I carefully hold the spell. I funnelled it into a water bottle with a squirty cap so I can run it around the house. Strange thing to carry a spell in, I know.

      But in my defence, it’s one of those huge ones and says, “Witch Business,” on the side, so at least that’s something.

      “Why? Jealous?” I tease.

      He laughs, dropping his arm across my shoulders as we walk, our bodies rubbing together. “Hell yes I am, Rose.”

      “He was a kind man. He became a bit like a parent to me. I wasn’t ever really allowed around the other witches or to attend their ceremonies and training after I almost drowned the class.” He snorts and looks at me, and I wince. “Story for another time. My magic has never really done as it’s told. But one day, I was walking home crying, and this horse was just standing in the road. Turns out it was a new stallion he was trying to break, but it had escaped. He’d been abused and didn’t like people. But for some reason, he liked me. I managed to walk him back to the farm, and from then on, I had a job to look after the horse I named Beauty. When Beauty died, I just stayed around. We were friends. We had meals together and holidays, and I helped on the farm.”

      “What happened to him?” he asks as we start walking again.

      “Died, cancer. I was there at the end. His kids never wanted anything to do with the place, but they wouldn’t let it go to me either. I hate seeing it standing abandoned like that, and now with it being corrupted? It’s even worse.” I sigh, leaning into him for comfort without even realising it. He squeezes my shoulder, the sun shining down on us as we walk.

      Hopefully, we’ll be there in time to contain the beast in the house. If it doesn’t work, he will break free and probably kill us both, but I’m a glass half full kinda person.

      “What happened to your parents?” he inquires after a few minutes.

      I stumble at the question and focus on the ground as I walk. “Nothing.”

      “What do you mean? Where are they?” he presses and stops me, turning me and forcing my chin up to meet his eyes. “Rose, tell me.”

      I swallow hard. I don’t tell anyone—ever. Fuck, I even pretend I’m okay with it all, though the shards of my broken heart tell the truth. “They moved away when I was six, when they realised what a fucked up disappointment I was. They wanted nothing to do with me, entrusted me to the coven without warning—left me on their doorstep—and departed without a goodbye. Allegra took me in when no one else would,” I finish, and try to hide the tears filling my eyes. “They didn’t want me.”

      His eyes narrow, and a growl escapes his throat as he drags me closer, kissing my lips softly. “I want you, Rose. They were fucking idiots, stupid fucking pricks, who were not worthy of your love. Don’t you dare let them keep hurting you. They left you behind, you need to leave them too. I see it in your eyes that you still wonder why. Still love them.”

      Fuck, how did he know?

      I nod, closing my eyes for a moment as the sun warms us. “No more, Cassandra. They are not worthy of that love. If they couldn’t see how incredible you are, then more fool them. One day, the whole world will see what I do when I look at you, I promise you that,” he vows. The birds take flight around us, the wind blows, and the whole world seems to sigh at those words, even as they fill my heart like plaster filling in the cracks left behind.

      My own parents didn’t want me. Is that why I’m so scared of us being soulmates? Because I know he’ll eventually leave me behind too, unwanted?

      I don’t know, but at this moment, I don’t care about any of it. His hands ground me, his lips anchor me, and his heart beats for me, reminding me I’m alive, powerful, and for now, at least, one person in this world is with me, wants me. Sees me.

      He kisses me again softly. I know he wants to say it, I feel it on his lips.

      I won’t leave you.

      But I cover them before he can, because I can’t stand the lie when we both already know the truth.

      He will, he’ll leave like they did. I just hope my heart can survive it this time.

      I pull back and turn away, starting to walk. I hear him breathing heavily before he speed walks to catch up with me. We don’t speak, even though I feel his gaze on my face, but his hand twines with mine, squeezing as he lets me know he’s here.

      He sees my pain.

      He understands.

      We tread the rest of the way in silence, and when we turn down the dirt path, I sigh, returning to business again. “This is the place. We need to be quiet. I think it sleeps during the day, so we don’t want to wake it.”

      “Okay, I can feel it anyway,” he murmurs. “It’s there.”

      I nod. The closer we get, the more I feel it too. The monster is in there, now I just need to place the spell and hope it works. After that, we stay silent. Kyro walks in front of me until we reach the house, then he falls back, trusting me to set the spell while he protects me.

      Taking a deep breath, I uncap the bottle and begin to whisper the incantation. I close my eyes, letting my magic and intention guide me as I cautiously tip over the bottle. Only small drops drip out as I start to walk the perimeter of the property. I trust in Kyro to defend me as I lose myself in the spell.

      With each step, the magic fills me, growing gradually stronger, like a rubber band stretching and ready to snap into place. I am almost at the end when it gets painful, and I stumble over those last few steps. With the final drop closing the circle, it pops into place and I gasp, as does Kyro, the magic undoubtedly calling to him.

      “Fuck, I can almost see it,” he whispers in awe.

      I open my eyes and step back, observing what he means. The air around the house seems to shimmer with the spell. I cap the bottle and pray it holds. “We need to test it,” I murmur.

      “We do. Fingers crossed this works, or we’re going to have a pissed off demon to kill,” he growls and cracks his neck, pushing me behind him.

      I go willingly, knowing he is better equipped to deal with the monster than me. I did my part, and he’s stepping up to do his, equals and partners. He trusted me with the spell, I need to trust him now.

      “Hey, demon cunt! Wake the fuck up, you have visitors!” Kyro yells. “Get your ugly ass out here! Oh, look, a nice little witch for you to eat. I can assure you she tastes amazing!” I smack him, making him laugh, and a howl rocks the earth, followed by stomping steps in the house that seem to shake it. The door flies open, revealing the demon in all its ugly glory.

      It tips its head back with a roar before glaring at us, and in true Kyro fashion, he taunts it, turning and yanking down his pants. “Want this, bitch?” he shouts. I laugh, but the sound is cut off with a squeak when the infuriated demon charges.

      Kyro pulls up his pants and turns, forming fire in his hands as he waits, just in case the spell doesn’t hold him. The demon runs straight into the barrier, and it’s thrown backwards with an almost humanlike yell before it gets to its feet. This time, it lowers its head and tries to ram it. I wince when I feel the barrier bend before snapping back into place and flinging him back.

      More cautious this time, it gets to its feet and walks the edge of the barrier, keeping those glowing eyes on us. Fury contorts its face, it’s angry for being trapped.

      “It worked,” I whisper, and it stops, sniffing the air before its eyes lock on me, and I swear it grins.

      “You,” it growls menacingly. “The one.”

      “Hell yes! I knew you could do it, Rose!” Kyro hollers, ignoring the demon’s words, which resonate within me before I’m distracted. Kyro turns and kisses me soundly, leaving me panting as he turns back to stare at the demon.

      “Yep, now we just need to figure out how to kill him,” I mutter, trying not to let on how easily one kiss by this man affects me.

      “So…what to do in the meantime, Rose?” he purrs before turning and wiggling his eyebrows at me.

      “No,” I warn, pointing my finger at him and starting to back away.

      “Better run faster than that, little witch, because when I catch you, I’m going to fuck you.”

      Shit.

      I hesitate, but when he leaps at me, I turn and run with a yell, laughing, even as I pretend to try and get away.
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      I chase her all the way back through the forest. At times, I catch her, pinning her to trees and kissing her senseless before spanking her to get her moving again. Each time she takes off, not learning to remain where she is to get what she needs.

      Silly Rose, she will get punished because she keeps trying to escape, even if I enjoy the chase.

      I can smell her arousal wafting on the air as she rushes through the trees, ducking branches and moving with such ease, it turns me on. My cock is hard and jerking as I imagine what I’m going to do to her when I catch her.

      All the naughty, depraved things I’ll inflict on my witch.

      They fill my head, and when she breaks through the treeline to the clearing at the back of her cottage, I can’t resist. I tackle her to the ground. She gasps, trying to crawl away, but I flip her and push her blue hair from her face as I grin down at her, grinding my cock into her stomach. “Feel that, Rose? I’m going to make you scream and beg before you even feel an inch of my dick.”

      “Yeah?” she teases, leaning up, her lips a hairsbreadth from mine. “You will have to catch me first.”

      “Catch you? I already—” She knees me right in the junk. Groaning, I fall backwards, and she takes off laughing as she rushes to the cottage. I lie there, moaning and holding my cock, but when the pain fades, I chuckle.

      I gingerly climb to my feet and stumble to the cottage before slamming open the door and glancing around. “Come out, come out, wherever you are, Rose. You’re going to pay for that,” I yell.

      I hear her giggle. Smirking, I slam the door behind me and start hunting for her, trusting the pull that always leads me to my blue rose.

      “Little witch, where are you?” I taunt, as I check the kitchen and the living room before locking the front door. The snick is loud, and she laughs harder, even though I hear her trying to cover it. My grin grows as I prowl through the living room and up the stairs, past the curtain, and into the bedroom. “When I catch you, you won’t be laughing, Rose. You’ll be screaming for me.”

      Looking around, I spot Salem trotting out from behind the bed. I roll my eyes and wander around the bed, yelling, “Aha!” as I go, but there is only a pillow on the floor. I begin to turn when I hear a giggle, but then I’m suddenly flying through the air as a body tackles mine. Laughing, I bounce on the mattress before turning and capturing Cass as she tries to scramble up. I lock my arms around her waist and smile up at her. Her blue hair cascades in tendrils around her face, and her hazel eyes are alight with happiness and lust as she wiggles against me, trying to get free, her curves pressed against my hardness.

      “Keep wiggling, Rose, it only makes me harder,” I growl, and she stills.

      Blowing out a breath, she brushes away the hair falling into her face, her pink lips tipping up in a smile and her eyes crinkling at the sides. “Yes, you caught me… Now what are you going to do with me?”

      “Punish you of course.” I grin.

      Her eyes widen, and she starts to wiggle again. “Uh-uh, Rose, you shouldn’t have run. Now you will take your punishment like a good girl, or I’ll leave you wet and wanting, your ass sore from my spanks, and your pussy neglected.”

      She glares as I flip us and pin her to the bed. “Try to fight, I dare you, you’ll only make it worse,” I warn as I lean down and kiss her before dragging my lips across her cheek to her ear. “I dare you.”

      She pants beneath me, her body arching to rub against mine. I pull back with a smile, because my girl just gave in, just relented to my control, which is a first. I roll her, and she yelps as I drag her ass into the air. Fisting my hand in the back of her dress, I twist and yank, ripping it from her body. She whimpers and wiggles her hips as I run my fingers across her beautiful back down to her ass, which is barely covered in some tiny panties.

      Sliding my finger between the fabric and her skin, I slip them back into place before running my hand down her ass to her pussy, where I cup her, feeling her wetness soaking the material. “Rose, I think you like me chasing you… I think you like the idea of me punishing you.”

      “No, I just want dick.”

      “Liar,” I growl, as I rip off her underwear, jerking her back from the force as she gasps in pain. I bite my lip as I take in the beautiful sight before me, and then I run my knuckles across her ass. It’s going to look stunning when it’s red from my hands, and only then will I bury my fingers in her pussy and feel it clamp around me as she screams her release.

      Release she will only get from me.

      She rubs against the bed as I part her pussy, staring at the glistening pink sex I can’t wait to fuck. But a promise is a promise, punishment comes first. “Kyro,” she moans.

      “So impatient.” I laugh as I lift my hand and let it drop to her cheek, soft at first, before I do it again, harder. She lurches forward, yelping, but when I drag my fingers down her folds, she’s wetter than before. Grinning, I spank her again and again before rubbing in the sting and teasing her pussy, feeling how drenched she is for me.

      “Asshole,” she hisses, even as she pushes back into my touch, seeking my fingers.

      I spank her harder. “What was that, Rose?”

      “Nothing,” she squeaks, her response fading into a moan as I rub her reddening ass. The clear imprint of my hand across it makes my cock jerk, and I can’t wait anymore. She deserves orgasms for being a good girl and taking her punishment.

      I form the object in my hand where she can’t see it. Her face is pressed to the bed, her back is arched, and her perfect round ass is marked from my hands. Her pussy is begging and dripping for my cock. But she won’t get it yet. She deserves a reward for suffering through my punishment for running from me, even when I ordered her to.

      She should know she can never escape me.

      Once it’s ready, I pulse some magic into it and press the warm head against her entrance. “Kyro—” she starts in warning, but I slam the golden dildo inside her, pushing more magic in until it’s really hot. She cries out, rolling her hips back and forth as she fucks herself on it. “Oh god, what is that?” she screams as I pinch her clit.

      I watch her pussy flutter around the dildo, taking it deeper as her hips gyrate, impaling herself. “Does that feel good, Rose?” I ask, rubbing her clit as I add more magic to the dildo.

      “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,” she chants. “I’m going to—” She cries as she comes, her pussy pulsing around the dildo as I slowly pull it from her channel, drawing out her orgasm before she collapses forward.

      With her pussy dripping and raw, and her ass cheeks covered in my handprints, I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.

      Tossing the dildo to the floor, I massage her ass cheeks as she groans, her eyes closed as she lies there. “Shit, you really are a god. A god of orgasms,” she murmurs, making me grin as I lean down and place kisses up her back.

      “You make it easy, Rose. I want your pleasure just as much as my own,” I whisper honestly. “Now get your beautiful ass flipped over so I can fuck that sweet pussy until we both forget our names.”

      She turns so quickly, she almost falls off the bed. Laughing, I wedge myself between her thighs, pushing up with a hand propped next to her head as I grin down at her.

      “Hi,” she squeaks.

      Adorable.

      “Hey, Rose,” I murmur as I lean down and kiss her softly, unable to help myself. My heart is filled with tenderness and the need to look after her, to kiss her and show her how happy she makes me.

      I go to tease her, to say something else, but I swallow it as I stare into those hazel eyes that seem to burn the same way mine do. Her lips slowly tip up into a smile as she wraps her legs around my waist, stroking her hands up my shoulders and neck to cup my cheeks. Without a word, she slowly pulls me down, and our lips meet in a soft, sure kiss. It’s filled with all the things both of us are too afraid to think, never mind say.

      Weakness.

      Friendship.

      Laughter.

      Love.

      I gasp into her mouth as our tongues tangle. Our bodies remain pressed together as we kiss leisurely, neither of us in any rush. I never knew kissing could be so…connecting. And now I know why I never did it, because this little witch is inside me now. Every time I see her, I want to kiss the shit out of her. It’s all I think about—the last thought I have before I go to sleep, and the first thing I think of when I wake up.

      Her, always her.

      “Cassandra,” I whisper as she groans, tightening her legs around my hips.

      Reaching between us, she wraps her soft hand around my cock and guides me to her pussy, notching it against her entrance. I kiss her harder and thrust inside her, filling her to the hilt before pulling out and slowly pushing back in.

      No urgency, no need to hammer into her or fuck her senseless.

      The gentleness of this moment is calling to me, her soft moans and gasped breaths. Her hands stroke my face and back as she continues with her slow, drugging kisses, while I roll my hips and take her while the sun shines on.

      This is more than fucking.

      This is more than just sex.

      Our eyes connect, and for a moment, we fit together so perfectly, it’s like destiny, our bodies moving as one, our lips meeting in a kiss as our very souls seem to swirl and mix together.

      Our kisses become faster, still tender, and I speed up, pumping into her channel as I swallow her cries. Her pussy is already fluttering around me, and I feel the same—the need to come. Pleasure courses through me with each touch, almost pulled from me by her lips, and I can’t seem to break away from our kiss until, suddenly…

      We explode.

      Literally explode.

      I come so hard that even when there is a bright light surrounding us which shatters, I can’t move. But after, I’m flung away from her while she lies caught in the throes of passion, her body writhing as she comes. Only when it stops does she settle back against the bed. Her eyes are wide when they meet my own as I crouch at the foot of the mattress.

      What the hell just happened?

      She’s panting, her chest heaving and flushed. Her hair is messy and her body well used, yet I spot the fear in her eyes, which is no doubt echoed in mine.

      “What the hell was that?” she yells and starts to panic. She struggles from the bed, and I get to my feet to help her, but she pushes me away before pacing and avoiding my touch. “I felt the magic, it was so fucking strong…like ours were mixing.”

      “I felt it too,” I admit, though for some reason, it doesn’t panic me, even though it should.

      She turns, her eyes wild and her hair flying behind her, and my gaze catches on her bare breasts for a moment before they meet those hazel orbs again. “You,” she hisses. “What kind of…of magic mojo did you do to me with your-your weird, magical, godly dick?”

      I blink, caught off guard by her words, but then I can’t help but laugh. “Me? If it was anyone, Rose, it was you with your enchanting vagina,” I tease.

      She huffs for a moment, a smile curling her lips. “You think my vagina is enchanting?” she whispers with an ‘aww’ before shaking her head and pointing at me. “No, that’s beside the point. You did this.” She circles her hand between us. “You and your magical dick stick need to stay away from me!” she yells and rushes past me as I laugh.

      She heads straight into the bathroom where she slams the door.

      “Wait…does that mean no kinky sex later?” I call.

      “You know it doesn’t!” she hollers through the door.

      “You’re crazy!” I shout my reply with a grin.

      “You love it!” she screams.

      That I do. I can’t help but laugh. The door opens, and she stands there, her eyes showing her confusion. “I-I didn’t mean to freak out, but I—fuck. I felt something… Did you?”

      I nod and lick my lips as a spark of fear ignites within me. My plan hasn’t changed, even if the little witch keeps trying without even meaning to. Whatever that was between us, whatever this weird magical bond that keeps pulling us together is, it doesn’t matter.

      We can’t be forever.

      She can’t be mine, and I can’t be hers.

      We would hurt each other too much, and I’m realising above everything else, I never want to hurt my rose. Not ever. The idea makes me feel sick and my heart clench. So even though I’m panicking a bit myself now at whatever occurred and the aftereffects, I take a breath to comfort her. “It was nothing, Rose, just our magic mixing, it happens. Calm down, will you, and come back to bed. I’ll make it all better.”

      She swallows. “You’re sure it was nothing else?”

      “What else would it be, Rose?” I query, and for a moment, something flickers in her eyes before she shakes her head.

      “Nothing.” She sighs and drops her arm from the door before stepping out. “You’re right. Shit, that was weird though.”

      “Weird,” I agree as I climb back on the bed. She does too, flopping so her head is on my chest. I try to hide the pounding of my heart, even as I wrap my arms around her and hold her close, my eyes fixed on the ceiling.

      Fear fills me. Not for me…but for her.

      For what is to come. I have to find a way not to hurt my witch. Because this thing between us is just getting stronger and stronger, and before long, I know I won’t be able to walk away. And when I don’t, she will start to hate me because she doesn’t know me.

      Not the real me.

      She would hate that man. He would disgust her, and I would be left broken-hearted, chasing after someone who will never be mine.

      I can’t lose someone I love again.

      This is temporary, I remind myself over and over until my heart slows.

      We both know it’s just a bit of fun…until she finds her forever man.

      A man who won’t be me.
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      “What about just burning it alive? Poof!” I gesture, blowing my hands apart with the noise.

      “Wouldn’t work, they like fire,” Kyro replies, lying upside down on the sofa in nothing but some boxers. We have been debating ways to kill the demon all morning. So far, we have ruled out firebombs, shooting, slitting its throat, pulling it apart by horses, gamma ray gun, and basically every ridiculous and made-up idea you could think of.

      “We need more information, where do we get it?” I sigh, leaning back on the hanging chair with my legs dangling as I watch him. I feel…strange today. My body is almost vibrating with energy, and I can feel my magic stirring in my veins, as if waiting to be set free. I try to ignore it though, must be the aftereffects of the spell or just a good night’s sleep.

      “We could try the books. I’ll contact some people I know as well to see if they know anything.” He stands and grabs his phone, starting to text. I choose a book and start flipping through, trying to ignore the sexual tension between us. It’s been weird since last night.

      That sex was…soft, almost like love making. Not that I would use that term to describe anything Kyro does, but it felt like it, and now we are both unsure what to say or do. He hasn’t even really flirted with me all morning. I flicker looks from the book to his intense face, wondering if it’s scared him off. It scared me a little, I’ll admit, especially after the blood mixing, but I also still want him.

      I ache for him in a way I never knew was possible.

      Stupid god and his space heater penis.

      I sigh, and he glances up. “You okay, Rose?” he asks.

      I swallow and nod. “Yeah, sorry.” I shrug. “Oh, I forgot to ask, what’s with the golden roses in the bathroom? Didn’t want to just hand them to me anymore?” I tease.

      He smirks, but something flutters across his eyes. “It felt right,” is all he says mysteriously, before returning his concentration to his phone. Okay then. I go back to reading and lose myself in demonology, but when I glance back up, Salem is glaring at Kyro from inches away.

      “Are you having a staring contest with my cat?” I grin and close the book.

      He doesn’t even look away from Salem as he murmurs, “We’re trying to see who is more dominant—ah, you lose!” he yells in Salem’s face, who hisses and jumps down before trotting away as I shake my head.

      “Men.”

      “What’s the deal with him anyway?” Kyro questions. He relaxes against the sofa, crossing one ankle over his knee, and drapes his arm across the back. He looks like a spread for Playgirl, and I have to wipe my mouth to make sure I’m not drooling. He notices, of course, and his smirk increases, but for once, he doesn’t say anything lewd.

      Weird.

      “He was with Allegra for years, just turned up one day. Allegra did a spell and figured out he used to be human.” I glance at the room he went to. “But that was so many years ago, I think he’s more cat now than human. We tried to turn him back, but it was a curse, not a spell. He’s destined to always be a cat.” I sigh. “Anyway, I thought you pyramid men like cats,” I tease.

      “Pyramid men?” He chuckles. “Egyptians worshipped them. It’s true. I never really liked them though, too creepy. Such angry little creatures. Balls of hatred if you ask me.”

      I purse my lips to contain my laughter, and his eyes narrow. “Don’t laugh at me, Rose.”

      “Fine, fine, sorry. I answered your question, will you answer mine?” I inquire hesitantly.

      He peers at me in confusion. “I suppose?”

      “Where are your brothers? Have you really never tried to find them?” I inquire softly.

      He swallows and looks away for a moment before his arm drops and he scrubs at his face. “I did. I think I’m the only one who ever looked for the others. I even found my older brother once, Khalid.”

      “Unique name,” I comment, and he smiles.

      “Our parents were ironic. It means to last forever. A form of rebirth… It makes sense for him. Anyway, I found him once, but he wasn’t himself. He was wearing the skin of another and pretended he didn’t know me. I got the idea after that and left them all alone, it’s what they want. To live in the past, filled with hate and regret,” he grumbles.

      “But not you.” He blinks at my statement, and I get up and tread over, dropping myself in his lap. He grins and holds me as he leans back. “You hunt for everything new, you embrace the world and its ever changing state,” I remark, my powers offering me that. “You don’t live in the past, you live for the future.”

      “Maybe,” he rasps, his voice hoarse as he searches my eyes. “It doesn’t mean I don’t miss them though, miss being a family and being around others like me who understand…but I guess that’s not in the cards.”

      “So you plan to just keep moving and never look back?” I sigh and lean in, kissing him softly before I cup his cheeks and force him to look at me. “That sounds like fear, Kyro. It’s good to look to the future and not dwell on the past, but to give it up completely and push it away and forget the lessons it teaches us is idiocy. You do it because you’re scared to look back, scared to feel it. I see it in your eyes. You never go too deep, past the surface… You hide your true flames behind the smoke screen you present. Well, Kyro, I’m starting to see past it…so are you going to run now? Are you going to pretend I didn’t happen and let fear control you again? Will you just wander alone for the rest of your life, tasting everything it has to offer but never living it?”

      I don’t know where it comes from, but the words just flow from my lips, and at the end, they are almost a whisper as I search those fiery eyes.

      “Such power, such potential, so alive…burning so brightly like Icarus. But he flew too close to the sun and was burnt… Will you do the same, or will you simply soar below in the shadows of what you could have been?”

      “Cassandra,” he warns, his tone low and dangerous, no teasing Kyro here. No, this is the real Kyro, the one who hides in the smoke and shadows and hopes no one ever sees him. “Do not push. You don’t know what you’re asking, what you’re prodding.” His voice echoes with power, almost shaking the cottage as those flames flickering in his eyes spark brighter. His hands clench my hips and burn through my dress.

      He doesn’t just control fire, he is fire.

      Like a phoenix, but so much stronger.

      “No? Then show me. Show me who you really are,” I demand.

      He leans closer, and his breath wafts out, curling smoke, and I taste ash and flames. “You would run, you would fear me more than any demon or necromancer. There is a reason they called me Kyro. Why I was the second most feared god.”

      “Show me,” I challenge.

      His irises blaze so hot, I have to close my eyes, and his face seems to fade into the brilliance of his flames while I sit there burning in his heat. Except I don’t melt, it passes over my skin and below it, warming me, but not killing me like I expected. I feel the power of it, the heat of it, and I know any other would die. I don’t understand how I know that, but I do.

      Yet I don’t die, I burn with him.

      I lean in, guided by both blind faith and something deep and strong that’s unfurling within me. Through the light, I find his lips, and press mine to his. He groans, breathing fire into my mouth, which flows through my veins and bones and sets me alight. Like molten lava that turns into pure desire. But then the flames grow stronger…and stronger.

      The fire starts to hurt as it fills me, but when his hands stroke up my back and down to my ass and squeeze, that pain lessens, making me whimper. “Fill me with it, take it from me, let me burn,” I whisper raggedly.

      “You’ll die,” he replies, his voice loud and reverberating, like the crashing of rocks and the sudden whoosh of fire. His power is incredible, yet I’m not afraid. I can feel it. I know it within myself.

      It would never end me.

      Never kill me.

      It might hurt, but I wouldn’t die like so many others.

      Because I was made to tame his fire.

      “I won’t,” I retort with complete confidence. “Let me burn in your flames, swallow me whole.” I end on a gasp as the fire licks at my skin.

      His hands hold me tighter, cooling the flames with his touch, but every inch he hasn’t covered with his skin burns. Covered in his heat, his power, my expanse of flesh is set alight, begging for him to take the bite of pain away. Lust winds through me, meeting with the fire, and pleasure ignites within me, making me rock against his cock blindly as I search for the coolness of relief.

      “There will be no going back then, Rose,” he warns, his voice echoing around the room, filled with more than just his power. It’s saturated with purpose and destiny. He’s asking me to make a choice. If we do this, if I bathe in his fire…this fallen god will be mine. And I will be his.

      All the reasons why we shouldn’t don’t seem important now. All that matters is the coolness his touch provides and spreading that to every inch of my burning skin. I can barely think, and my brain is heated up so much, I cry out.

      I lean closer, and the words spill from my lips, pulled by a force greater than myself. “Save me, Kyro, make me yours.”

      He growls, the sound animalistic and rumbling through me, making me gasp as his lips crash against mine. His tongue dances within my mouth, taking the burn to a manageable level. Standing, he lays me down on the rug and blankets my body, cooling each place his skin touches, but it’s still not enough. I claw at his clothes, and with a snarl, he lurches back and rips off his boxers before yanking my dress, bra, and panties off. He shoves open my thighs and lies between them, making me groan in bliss as his bare skin touches mine. Those flames turn to a low sizzle that has me grinding into his hard cock.

      His tongue drags along my cheek to my ear, where he bites down hard, my usual teasing Kyro nowhere in sight. This is a god, and he’s worshipping my body with both pain and pleasure. “I’m going to ruin you, little witch, until you crave the fire. Until you can’t come without it, until your body is completely mine…”

      Until you’re mine isn’t said, but we both know he means that too.

      I know my face is flushed, and my eyes remain locked on his in an unwavering stare of need. I was never proficient at hiding what I wanted, not like other girls, who could lie and bat their lashes, pretending to be smooth and calm. No, I clambered ahead, honest in my desires, and as much as I have tried to resist, Kyro is what I want. It was obvious from the first moment we met, even though I thought he was a killer. Even as I vowed to stop him, I ached for him, for his fire eyes and golden skin.

      I wanted to know what he tasted like, what he felt like against me, inside of me. To feel every inch like every woman before me, but now, caught in his fire, I know no other has tread here before. Only me.

      And that fills me with an intense joy I can’t contain. My lips curve up cockily, even as a pant leaves them. My hands shake slightly as I pull him closer. He expects me to push him away, it’s written in every cell of those fiery eyes and in the tight line of his lips. The smell of fire and ash surrounds us, only adding to the experience that is my fallen god.

      Because he is mine, whether I want this or not.

      And even though I know he will break my heart, I won’t stop this. I can’t stop this. He was made for me, and I for him, and even if it ends with me broken and in pain, I have to know. I have to love the man who doesn’t think he deserves it, whose only family turned away from him, and who hides every day of his life and always runs from the truth.

      Not just from the past…but from the monster that hides inside.

      I cup his cheeks, even though it burns. The pain makes this more than just a fantasy. “I see you, Kyro,” I murmur, knowing he needs to hear it as confusion fills his eyes. “I see you, and I want you. The monster you fear, the one created by your parents, moulded by the wars you fought and your broken heart—the one you hide from every day. I want it, I want you.”

      “No one wants me, Rose,” he whispers, stilling. “Not really. They want the smirking playboy for a night of wild passion before they go back to their lives. They want laughter and happiness, but they don’t want pain and regrets. They only want the good, and when it gets to be too much, they leave.”

      “True.” I nod. “We both know that. But not me, Kyro. I want your bad days. I want your pain. I want your screams when you see a spider. I want your anger and regrets. I want your laughter and passion. I want it all, not only what you choose to show me. Let me fix you, Kyro…and just maybe, you can fix me too. We are both so broken, but here, with you, I don’t feel that. I feel whole. I feel…full.”

      He searches my eyes before he groans and kisses me again. As usual, he’s hiding from the truth, but one day, he won’t be able to. He’s still trying to keep me at arm’s length and ignore it the way I was…am…but his heart and soul know what we both do not.

      We are meant for each other.

      I will let him distract us both for now, though, as we lose all those thoughts in our bodies and this fire between us, because it will still be waiting for us after.

      His tongue drags across my chest and down the valley of my breasts, cooling it even more as I grip his head and groan. My eyes flutter shut as I let him do whatever he wants to me—ruin me, break me, burn me. Anything, so long as he doesn’t stop.

      His breath blows across my chest, making me shiver and gasp as the heat hits my nipples.

      “Kyro.”

      “Does it burn, little witch?” he growls, feral as his lips wrap around my nipple and suck. The heat causes me to jolt and cry out as my clit throbs, begging for that same heat. My heartbeat echoes around my body, beating only for him.

      “Yes,” I whimper. “More, I want more. Make it hurt, break me apart, do whatever, just don’t stop.”

      He chuckles against my skin as he blows warm air across my breast, almost like breathing fire. “It really doesn’t kill you,” he whispers in awe, and I pry open my eyes to meet his. “Let’s see how much you can take, little witch,” he murmurs.

      His lips glide down my belly to my pussy, where he blows more warm air as his fingers prod at my entrance. With a laugh, he puckers his lips around my clit at the same time he thrusts those hot fingers inside me. They feel like they’re burning me from the inside out, and added to the pressure on my clit, it makes me scream as I writhe beneath him.

      He keeps pumping the heat into me with each thrust of his fingers, and his lips are starting to sting on my clit, but I relent and give in. I show him that I can handle him the only way I am able. He pulls back and groans. “You are wet, dirty girl, so fucking wet, it’s dripping down my fingers…even when I’m hurting you.”

      “Please,” I whisper, lifting my hips. The heat is too much, and somehow, I know it will lessen when I come, but he only seems to be getting hotter and hotter again. The fire burns and almost blocks my view of him, but I see it.

      Him.

      An entity of light.

      He’s made of it.

      As fire churns across his skin, a spark of fear flows through me, but a deep voice inside me says that coming together will heal him, cool him, and tame those fires until they don’t hurt anymore—as long as I can survive the joining, the fucking.

      “Fuck me,” I demand.

      He growls, adding another finger to stretch me to the edge of pain. “Fuck me,” I repeat. “You need it, can’t you feel that? You’re going to explode…explode in me, let me stop it.”

      He snaps.

      His fingers pull out of my pussy, and I’m flipped and pushed to the floor like an animal. He yanks my hips back, the sizzle of my flesh loud as he grips me. God, even in this position, I have to keep my eyes closed, his light is too bright.

      Whimpering, I push back, begging for him to take the pain away. My body is screaming at me to run, but I won’t or he will never fully accept me, never give himself to another completely. No, I have to endure this, survive this, to prove I can.

      To him.

      To me.

      His tongue drags down my spine like burning coals, making me scream, but there is nothing of Kyro left. These are just flames, and they want to burn, take, and destroy, until I’m nothing but cinders. Yet his need also drives him, I feel his thick cock pressing against my dripping pussy. Like touching firewood, I know this is going to hurt.

      I feel the sparks raining from him. They drip onto my skin, burning where they touch as I shudder and cry out. Knowing the only way to make this end is for him to fuck me, I push back, and he finally gives in.

      He slams inside of me in one smooth, excruciating thrust.

      I whimper, closing my eyes tighter, scrunching them together. I suck in shallow, desperate breaths as the pain spirals through me. He starts to fuck me, pulling back and pounding in, the strength of his thrusts indescribable.

      This is a god, after all, no mere man.

      With each thrust, the heat only grows, until I feel like I’m dying. Brain on fire, body melting, I still push back. I meet his thrusts as tears stream down my heated face, as I feel like my blood is heating and almost dripping from me, the pain is that extensive, but it’s not.

      I’m dying, and he’s the only one who can save me.

      “Kyro!” I scream. His name reaches through the volcano and to the man beneath.

      He snarls, slamming into me faster and faster, until it’s almost too much. I’m sure I’m burning to death from the inside out, but something strange starts to happen—pleasure. It winds through me, drawn by his touch, mixing with the pain until, with a yell, we both explode.

      His release drags mine from me, but it’s a strange one though. It hurts, it hurts so good, and it’s so powerful that it blows through us, cooling me instantly. I feel like I dove into an ice bath, as if all those flames drain into his orgasm.

      Each drop of his cum is like lava in my pussy, but the flames are finally out. I can breathe, although I’m coughing like I’ve inhaled smoke. My body is limp as I fall forward and just lie there. Even though it hurt, it was worth it. The pleasure was unimaginable, and when Kyro lies next to me, eyes wide and shocked, his face vulnerable, I realise I would take that pain a million times over to reach the man underneath the god.

      The man I’m falling in love with.
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      “Rose, are you okay?” I inquire desperately, trying to move to check her, but it’s like my body has been depleted of all energy. I can’t even remember most of what happened, as if I was simply fire. It took over me in a way that has only happened once before…during a war where I killed thousands. Yet this little witch stood in the face of those flames and survived.

      But did I hurt her?

      Tears are streaming down her face, and her body is red and raw, but it heals as I watch, turning back to its usual creamy hue. I want to drag her into my arms, to kiss every inch of her and make it better. To apologise. I should have never let that all out, but I couldn’t stop, and she kept pushing…and pushing.

      Until I exploded.

      And she survived. I can’t believe it.

      “Rose, answer me,” I demand.

      “Sorry. Think I went to heaven for a second.” She grins. “Holy hell, that was intense…but so good. I think I actually left my body when I came.”

      “But…you’re okay? Not hurting anywhere?” I ask quickly, pushing my hand across the distance to cup her cheek with the last of my strength.

      She nuzzles into it and sighs. “I’m sore in the best way, but not hurting. I wouldn’t be opposed to cuddles and snacks though.”

      Sighing, I close my eyes. “Shit, I can’t believe we did that.”

      “Dude, it was fun. Don’t get all serious and weird on me now. If you want to make up for the pain, you can provide me with many more orgasms when we recover.” I blink open my eyes and meet her smiling ones. She means it…she still wants me.

      She didn’t die. She didn’t run.

      She saw the monster I hide in the darkness…and she stayed.

      “What are you doing to me, little witch?” I whisper, searching those eyes.

      “I could ask you the same thing,” she replies softly.
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        * * *

      

      When I can finally move again, I carry my witch to the bath, and we sit in the water with her back to my chest and just relax. We listen to the sounds of nature around us, our hands twined as I kiss along her shoulder. She sighs in bliss, the little breathy sound making me hard all over again, and she giggles.

      “Insatiable,” she teases.

      “Uh-huh, I can’t help myself,” I murmur, nipping her shoulder playfully. “You are good enough to eat.”

      “So, are any of your brothers married…or mated, I guess?” she questions randomly, making me blink as I pull back.

      “Hmm? No way, monsters are destined for one person, but us gods were never given that option. We can’t marry a human, we would kill them. Imagine marrying a monster, only for them to find their destined mate… No, it’s easier to be alone,” I answer, and suddenly, I comprehend how lonely that is.

      “That’s sad. None of them have ever been in love?” she whispers, playing with my fingers above the bubbles.

      “Two. Calder was…for a while. I don’t really know what happened there, but she died… And Atlas of course, though he pretended he wasn’t.” I laugh. “Thought himself so smart. To us, Lilith was a sister, but to him, she was so much more. It was forbidden to love a human, but he did. He loved her so greatly, he followed her everywhere. She was the light, and he was the dark. He killed men for simply looking at her—always protecting her, but never having her. He told us he was simply doting on a sister-like figure, but we all knew it was a lie. We could see it and feel his pain for the woman he could never have, that he would have to watch marry, bear children, and die.”

      “Oh god, that’s horrible… But she died anyway, right?” she asks, and then I feel her wince. “That sounded bad—”

      I shake my head and kiss her shoulder. “I know what you mean. Yes, she died anyway, and I know it’s his biggest regret that he wasted all that time. Why do rules matter when it comes to love? He could have had her…loved her for the time she had on this earth. Instead, he made them both miserable, and in the end, it wasn’t just my parents that killed her, it was him. She loved too much, too deeply, and towards the end, I saw my sister wilting away with depression as Atlas turned her down time and time again, until she stopped trying. It tainted her heart and broke it. The girl I remembered, who used to run through the cornfields chasing butterflies, always laughing and smiling, just…disappeared. Maybe it was a blessing she died,” I whisper. “It broke us, but it saved her from a life of pain and misery, from a life of loving a man she could never have.”

      “Such a tragedy,” Cassandra whispers. “There is so much tragedy in this world, it feels like the gods…the Fates, whoever is watching, are always testing us and pushing us to our limits. But senseless pain and death like that? I guess I will never understand its purpose, even if I know there must be one.”

      “And from the flames she was reborn,” I whisper sadly.

      She turns then, meeting my eyes with a frown. “What did you say?”

      “It’s from a prophecy I was told many moons ago, when I was a general in Egypt. Over the years, the lines of the prophecy changed, but the meaning remained the same… I always thought it meant Lilith…” I trail off, then meet her eyes, both of us having the same thoughts but unable to speak them.

      But what if it wasn’t? What if it was talking about my rose?

      Reborn in flames… Isn’t that what we just did?

      Although it doesn’t fit all the way, because I feel like I was the one reborn. Shaking my head, I pull her closer and kiss her. “Prophecies are just tales and hopes from foolish men and women. I never believed in them, never will. But I believe in you, Rose, in your purpose. You will stop this demon and save your coven.”

      “You mean we will.” She sighs, snuggling closer, and she fits so perfectly in my arms that a spark of fear fills me. How can such happiness exist when I know it will eventually be killed? Just like everything else.

      This world doesn’t breed love and hope, it breeds death and destruction. A constant circle of pain, rebirth, and death. It’s how it is, how it will always be. Kingdoms fall, and countries and people are lost to greed and the darkness. So how can such light that exists between us even survive that?

      It can’t, right?
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      “Oh shit, it’s almost Halloween,” Kyro mutters, his eyes going to me as we reach the main street of Indigo Falls. He’s right. With everything going on, I almost forgot tomorrow is All Hallows’ Eve. The night the veil between the dead and living is the weakest…the night when monsters are allowed to play.

      I swallow. “I have a bad feeling.” I look up at him then. “What if it knows that? What if these sacrifices are just leading up to tomorrow night? What if something big happens when the veil is thin? With this being necromancy, it would make sense.”

      “Then we need to be extra careful and stop it before then,” he vows solemnly. Both of us understand the devastation the demon and its necromancer could cause if it gets free tomorrow.

      “What did your contact say we need again?” I question, my eyes caught on the decorations that were obviously put up only yesterday. From pumpkins, garlands, hanging ghosts and mummies, to tombstones and blood splatters—our town always goes all out with decorations, but this year, it has a sadistic tone to it, because I know there is a killer stalking us, and tomorrow…tomorrow won’t be good. I feel it in my bones, like a warning or a premonition.

      Could this be the tower card?

      Fuck, I need to stop overthinking this.

      Luckily, Kyro’s contact managed to find something that might work—a ritual to kill the demon and banish it for good. However, it requires strange supplies that, honestly, I’m a little sceptical of us finding, but we have to try, and fast, if we are to stop whatever will happen when the veil lifts. Nothing good, that’s for sure. If this is only the lead up, how many will die tomorrow if we don’t stop them?

      A few?

      Hundreds?

      All?

      “A knife or blade blessed with the blood of an innocent,” he starts.

      “Why do they always have to be innocent?” I sigh and debate it. “Does he mean as in a virgin, or could it simply be an innocent soul?”

      “Huh, I never thought of that. I would say both to be certain.”

      “Crap,” I mutter. “Okay, next.” I ignore the child running past us with a fake witch’s hat on their head. Like we would ever wear that, it’s so flimsy. You need a proper hat and gown to stop blood from getting on your skin and to protect you from curses and spells.

      “Knife, some random herbs I can’t pronounce. There are also casting instructions for the spell you will need to look over. Can we get this at your store?” he inquires with a pointed look.

      I chew on my lip and sigh. “We can try, but I know at least two of those things we can’t get there. Come on.” I automatically reach for his hand without thinking and then freeze, he doesn’t notice though. He twines his fingers with mine and tugs me along the cobblestone street, heading for the shop. I can’t help but stare at our joined hands and then his face. Does he even know we reached for each other? Does he understand what this means?

      When he pushes into the shop, I ignore my confusion and the magic that still seems to be growing inside me, and tip back my head. Fear fills me at being here, so does anxiety. Will they turn me away? Are the elders here?

      With Kyro at my side, I push farther inside, and the bell chimes, but no one comes out. Allegra must be in the back, and I hope it’s only her. The usual scent of incense hits me, as does a familiar feeling, like being home, even though this isn’t my space anymore. Awkwardly, I step forward, looking around for what we need so we can grab and go before any of my old coven turns up.

      Just then, the curtain is pushed open, and my heart skips a beat. “Welcome—” Allegra starts, freezing when she sees me. Swallowing, she leans into the counter as our eyes lock and stay connected. We’re both unsure what to say or do. Once, we were almost family. She took me in when no one else would after my parents left. But I always felt like there was a part of her that held that against me. Since I was kicked out of the coven, she hasn’t reached out once, and I got the picture.

      She doesn’t want me as her family. She has her coven, she has her people, and sadly, I’m not one of them. It hurts, of course, but there isn’t much I can do about it. People change and leave your life. Sometimes, they are only there to pass by, while others are there for a long time, but each and every person serves a purpose. They are brought into your life for a reason, and I believe hers was to help me grow and support me until I could reach this place.

      This feeling of happiness and freedom…and Kyro.

      Because like it or not, trying to ignore it isn’t working anymore. Kyro was meant to be in my life, and I in his. I just don’t know what will happen next, but I know now…he’s part of my future.

      My destiny.

      “You shouldn’t be here,” she tells me sadly as I step forward and break the staring contest.

      “I know, but I need some supplies. I’ve found the witch killer, and I need to do a ritual.” I wince. “Please, I just need some stuff, and then I’ll be gone.”

      She looks at Kyro and then me, contemplating something. “You truly found the killer?”

      I nod, and she glances at the curtain before turning back to me. “Take whatever you need. It’s bad here, Cass, we lost a lot of our people. We need to stop this, and the elders won’t listen, so if you can…do it.”

      “You…you believe me?” I ask, shocked.

      “Of course,” she replies. “I never didn’t believe you.”

      “Just not in me,” I snap before sighing. “Sorry, that was cruel.”

      “And true,” she murmurs, reaching over and squeezing my hand. “Life has always been so hard on you, Cassandra, but it has created an amazing person. I’m sorry I didn’t always support you…”

      “More like never,” Kyro snarls and pulls me away, wrapping his arms around me. “You didn’t see the potential or power of the woman you had working here. And now you’re only saying this out of fear, no other reason. You and your coven never deserved her.”

      Allegra’s mouth drops open before she smiles. “You’re right.” She looks to me then. “He’s smart, this one.”

      I struggle in his arms, but he basically hugs me like a teddy bear. “Just because you need her now doesn’t mean you get to play the sorry card. If you were truly sorry, you would have been there for her when she was turned away, not willingly following the others,” he continues, and I turn in his arms, reach up, and cup his snarling face. Those fire eyes flicker to me, and I grin.

      “It’s okay, babe. Let’s get what we need and go,” I tell him. He searches my eyes before sighing, and the heat I felt building in his body diminishes with his exhale. He was going to attack, to protect me…

      What does that mean?

      “Fine, I don’t like them though. You should let me kill them, or at the very least, you should turn them all into animals.” He grins and leans down to kiss me softly. “You get the stuff, I’ll wait outside… It’s too hot in here, with too many flammable objects.”

      I laugh as he pulls away, his hand outstretched like he can’t bear to let me go. Our fingers finally break apart as he turns and leaves the shop. I watch him with a goofy expression. No one has ever defended me before.

      “I like him, you should keep him around… And he’s right, Cassandra. You deserve better than us, better than a coven that turned their backs on you when you needed us and were trying to help… You always did. You deserve better than me,” she says.

      I turn and give her a look. “I know.” And I do. I’m finally realising that just because I’m a fuck up, that doesn’t mean I don’t deserve love or friendship or happiness. True friends would support me no matter what, so would a true coven. I’m learning that my quirks make me who I am, and that person is pretty fucking awesome.

      Feeling the time crunch, I gather everything but the three items not in stock, and place my money on the counter. She tries to hand it back to me, but I narrow my eyes on her. “I’m not a part of this coven anymore, that was clear. I’ll pay my way,” I snap, and then turn away before hesitating. “You should stay inside tonight and tomorrow. I don’t think it will be safe,” I suggest. This woman did help raise me, after all, and just because she turned her back on me as quickly as the others, that doesn’t negate everything else she did for me.

      “That list you were mumbling… Try Lilly’s house. She has what you need. I love you, Cass, always did, always will. I’m sorry,” she murmurs. And honestly, what else is there to say?

      I head outside, and Kyro takes the bag and my hand, searching my eyes. “Are you okay?”

      “I am.” It’s true. I said my piece. I was never meant for that coven, it’s clear now, and being kicked out comes with freedom. A freedom to finally be me without their judgement or sneers. “I know where we can get the other stuff. Let’s go, then it’s just the blood we need.”

      “Where?” he asks.

      “Lilly’s,” I grumble.

      “Is she the one who hit on me?” he queries, and I narrow my eyes on him.

      “Yes, and don’t get any ideas, or I’ll make you a eunuch,” I snap.

      Laughing, he pulls me in for a kiss. “Lies, you like my cock too much, Rose. I will be on my best behaviour. Want me to wear a gag and blindfold too?” he teases, wiggling his eyebrows at me.

      “Don’t tempt me,” I mutter. We cross the street and walk towards Lilly’s house, which isn’t too far from the shop or the council’s coven house down the road. All the houses on this street are owned by witches.

      Her house is a townhouse tucked between two others, and as we open the small, creaking metal gate, I suck up my pride at having to come here. Kyro shuts the gate behind me as we meander down the brown path with bushes and flowers on either side and solar powered lights between each plant. Her garden is perfectly contained, unlike my flowers.

      Stepping up the two white steps and past the pillars holding up the awning, I peek through the bay window next to the door to see if I can spot her. I hear the piano and notice that her candles are lit, which means she’s in. Gathering my courage, I rap my knuckles on the black wood and wait.

      A moment later, the door opens, music following after her—Fleetwood Mac. Bitch, I showed you Fleetwood, I almost snarl before forcing a smile as she leans into the door. Her eyes go to Kyro and linger for a moment, and when I clear my throat, she looks back down at me. Stupid tall person. Her blonde hair is wavy, her eyes are lined perfectly, and her dress…fuck. It’s a bright white, almost see through, and honestly, I’m pretty sure I can see her nipples—oh wait. She moves, and yep, I can see her nipples.

      Great.

      I want to reach back and cover Kyro’s eyes, but I refrain. “Cassie,” she greets. “What are you doing here?” She winks at Kyro. “Kyro, nice to see you again,” she purrs.

      Oh, hell no.

      I step back, pressing against him like a barrier, and narrow my eyes on her. “Flirt, look, or flash your big ole burger nipples at him again, and I’ll turn you into a bitchy little bee,” I snap, my magic flowing through me, stronger than it’s ever been before. I can feel it.

      I know she does too when she’s pushed backwards, glaring. “Don’t try me, Cassie. You are nowhere near my strength,” she warns, and flings her magic at me in a physical attack. Normally it would cripple me, but today, I push it away like I’m swatting a fly. As if guided by powers greater than me, I step forward with intent, keeping my eyes locked on hers, and raise my hand as I visualise her flying backwards.

      A moment later, she does, hitting the wall in the hallway, and with a cry, she crumples to the ground. I step into her space, standing above her. Now I’m the one looking down. “You’re right, I’m stronger. I came here for a reason. Are we going to continue this game, or can we be civil?”

      She sits upright, staring at me like she has never seen me before, and I see fear in her eyes. “Civil?”

      “Yes, no insults, no looking at my man. Civil,” I demand, beyond done with this. I have a killer to stop, and she’s taking my time with her petty bitchiness.

      “Fine, what do you need?” she asks, fear still in her eyes…of me. I don’t have time to even think of that or why my magic is suddenly so strong. I feel invincible, like I can take on the world, as if I have been injected with magic—Kyro.

      The mixing I felt when we—we fucked—no, that’s not right. When we joined, made love…became one. I felt it then, and ever since, my magic has been getting stronger. Coincidence? Probably not. But that can wait until later. The hours are passing quickly, and I want to do the spell tonight, to end this before tomorrow, but I need to prepare it and ensure I have everything.

      “Supplies for a spell.” I reel off the last elements I don’t have, and her eyebrows rise.

      “Okay, well, I have one of them for sure…let me check on the others.” She swallows, looking at me fixedly as if to ensure she doesn’t glance at Kyro. “Can I get up to go check?”

      “Sure.” I step back, and she stands, eyeing me warily.

      “I’ll be right back, stay there,” Lilly mutters, and rushes into the house.

      I glance back to Kyro to see him grinning at me. “That was hot, little witch. Going to throw me around like that later?” he teases, wiggling his eyebrows.

      “Only if you’re good,” I retort with a grin.

      I hear shuffling and the rattling of jars and bottles before her voice sounds, yelling so we can hear. “I was right, I don’t have that last element.” She returns and hands over the herbs. “But I know where you can get it. It won’t be easy.”

      “When is it ever?” I sigh. “Fine, thank you. Where?” I mutter, adding the vial to my bag. It means an extra pit stop, which is going to leave us tight on time to get the spell ready before tonight.

      “You remember the old summoning house from our training? We closed it up a few years back, but we left emergency supplies there in case we ever ran out. If it’s anywhere, it should be there,” she rushes out.

      Turning without a word, I start out of the door, intent on my mission. I’ve just passed the threshold when her voice comes again from behind me, stilling me. Half in her world, half in mine, just like I have always been.

      “Cassie, I don’t know what you’re up to.” She licks her lips as I look back at her. Lilly has her hand braced on the door, ready to shut it. “Good luck.”

      I nod and turn away, taking Kyro’s hand as we rush down the path to the pavement. We need to get home and sort out the spell to do it tonight. To kill the demon once and for all and save the remaining witches in this town. And then…well, if we survive that, I can figure out whatever everything else means—the reading, the magic, the feelings—later. For now, all I can concentrate on is stopping this before there are any more deaths.

      “So where is this house?” he inquires, swinging my hand back and forth as we go. A kid dressed as a mummy runs past, and he groans, almost shivering in horror.

      “I am never going to live that one down,” he mutters.

      “I don’t know…I loved the movie,” I say, grinning over at him.

      “You loved Brendan in it,” he jokes.

      “Not true, I loved Evie too. That girl could turn me, and together? Goddamn.” I giggle. “But yeah, the house, it’s behind the shop. It’s not so much a house as it is a giant greenhouse we used to train in as kids. It’s probably overgrown and hidden now, which I guess is good for us.”

      “Then let’s get to it, Rose.” He drags me in the wrong direction, so I tug him back, and before the turn to the shop’s street, I head between two buildings. The passage is so narrow we have to walk single file, which of course Kyro makes the most of. His hand comes out and spanks my ass.

      “Dude,” I protest, looking back at him. He smiles innocently, so I turn back around, but he spanks me again.

      “If you don’t stop, I’ll turn you into a creature without hands, and then there will be no spanking,” I threaten as I keep walking. The passage opens up a little bit here, not enough to walk comfortably side by side, but enough that there is room on either side of us.

      Kyro, of course, takes this as an invitation. I’m spun and slammed into the wall, and his lips come down on mine in a hard, fast kiss before he pulls away slightly. Our breaths mingle, and my eyes widen as I meet his smirking ones. “You were saying? I think you like these hands,” he murmurs, sliding said appendages up my legs and lifting me until I’m balanced against the wall. I have no choice but to wrap my legs around his waist as his hands keep going and slip under my ass.

      His lips crash onto mine again, kissing and nipping before he sweeps his tongue in and tangles it with mine. His hands drag up my body, quick fingers pull down the cup of my bra and tweak my nipple until I gasp into his mouth. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      “Spell,” I murmur, pulling away, but he cups my breast and squeezes before sliding his hand down my stomach to my panties and pushing them aside. “Kyro,” I whisper, almost raggedly, as those fingers part my folds and flick my clit.

      Fuck, the longer he touches me, the more I can feel my determination waning, so I do the only thing I can—I fling him away with magic. Falling to my feet, I stumble as I right my knickers and pull down my dress. He laughs as he hits the opposite wall. His eyes hungry and mouth open.

      “Run, little witch,” he coos.

      Shit.

      Turning, I race through the winding alley and break out behind the houses, sprinting into the gardens. My feet carry me through the plants and trees, the path familiar, even though it’s been years. I feel him giving chase, laughing as he does, until I stumble to a stop before the greenhouse.

      It’s overgrown, and one of the windows is broken. It’s forgotten and left behind, like me. Kyro wraps his arms around me and bites my shoulder. “Got you, Rose, now what shall I do with you?”

      “I used to love this place,” I mutter, and I feel his smile drop away as he kisses my neck.

      “Come on, Rose, no time for dwelling,” he murmurs softly, before leading me to the greenhouse. I let us in through the side door.

      The interior is filled with empty desks and dust. The place is neglected and almost empty, apart from the shelves at the back where the emergency supplies have been left. I step over the broken glass from the window and search the shelves for what I need. I find it at the bottom and add it to my bag before looking at Kyro. “I have it.”

      “So what now?” he questions, his arms resting firmly at his sides. He’s looking around nervously, no doubt for spiders, which makes me grin.

      “I’ll protect you from them.” I wink as I straighten. “We go home and prepare the spell, and then as soon as it’s done…we kill the demon.”

      “Easy enough. Come on then, partner. You can be all witchy, and I’ll go wank into your underwear again,” he teases and backs out carefully.

      Men.

      We take the shortcut through the forest back to my place, and we have just stepped upon the dirt path to my cottage when it happens.

      I feel the barrier explode in a rainbow of blood and fall to my knees screaming, as does Kyro. Unable to think or move, we just writhe on the ground as agony rips through us, as if we’re exploding with the barrier. All that magic rushes back to us with a snap. When it’s over, I lie on the forest floor just before my cottage, my eyes wide and streaming with tears. Fear floods my veins because I know. I know…

      The demon is free.
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      I can barely move as the pain washes through me in waves. It feels like thousands of cold pokers stabbing into me as tidal waves of power surge back to us. I’m lying in the dirt, my eyes open and locked on the writhing form of my witch. Even though it hurts, I gnash my teeth and dig my fingers into the ground, trying to drag myself to her. My voice won’t work, but I keep pulling, barely moving. I need to get to her.

      To make sure she’s okay.

      But then a roar sounds, one that shakes the earth and quiets it in one blow, and I know he’s coming for us…for her. Fuck! I need to move, to protect her, but my body is broken and healing. I hear it crashing through the trees, coming for us, and I scream silently as I inch myself closer and closer to her.

      She manages to roll her head over and meet my eyes—hers are filled with fear. Just then, I feel it. It’s here. It all happens so fast, I don’t even have time to scream. The demon grabs her and throws her, and she sails through the air with a shriek that sears into my brain for all time, before hitting a tree and falling to the ground. She lies there, unmoving, her body bent at a bad angle.

      Terror and fury like I have never felt before pumps through me, chasing away the pain. Even when in battle, even when Lilith died, even when I lost my brothers, I never felt this way. It brings me to my feet as I charge the demon that’s going for her again. He turns, but I tackle him, roaring in anger as I smash my flaming fists into his face again and again. Blood flows, mine and his, as it fights back, rolling across the ground.

      He dared to touch what’s mine.

      Mine!

      But then a whimper cuts through the haze, and I jerk my head up, struggling to hold the demon I have pinned beneath me. It comes again.

      Rose.

      I have a split second to choose—stay and try to kill the demon, or get my girl. It’s not even a choice. I rush towards her, dropping to my knees by her side. My heart cracks at the thought of losing her. I can smell her blood, and almost feel her agony and broken bones. She’s hurt badly, and fear like no other causes my hands to shake as I carefully turn her onto her back. Her eyes are closed, tears roll down her cheeks, and her lips are quivering.

      “Kyro,” she whispers disjointedly.

      One word.

      My name.

      All the foolish lies I told myself disappear as I look down at her pale, terrified face. Whatever I thought was impossible fades away, and all I know is her and the relief that makes me slump. Cassandra is mine, my love…and I almost lost her.

      “Hey, Rose,” I whisper, cradling her in my arms, the movement causing her to whine. “Shhh, I’ve got you,” I promise. “I’ve got you. Hold on, baby.”

      “The—demon,” she wheezes, still worried about everyone but herself.

      “Gone. Don’t worry about it, we’ll get him. Right now, you’re all that matters. Just hold on, okay?” I murmur before kissing her softly and tasting her tears. “Don’t you ever scare me like that again, Rose.”

      “Sorry.” She coughs and cries out in pain, so I stand carefully, trying not to jostle her.

      When I turn with her broken in my arms, the demon is nowhere to be seen.
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        * * *

      

      I needed to get her somewhere safe to heal, so I lay her down gently on the back deck in prime position of the sun breaking through the trees. Cracking my neck, I lean down and kiss her head. “This might hurt, Rose, but I know you can handle it. Be good and don’t move, and I’ll shower you with all the orgasms you want,” I promise.

      Placing my hands above her, I feel the sunshine across my back. It wants to help, but it needs me as a catalyst, so I channel it through me and into her. I push it into her body as fast as I can. She screams, her eyes flaring wide and her chest arching as it pierces right through her. Closing my eyes to concentrate, I hear it rebreaking and fixing bones, healing and closing cuts and bruises. The internal bleeding stops. Everywhere the sunlight touches is healed better than before, and when it’s done, I sit back with a smile on my lips. Energy fills me, a thank you from the sun for using it. I let it take a small part of my power in return.

      She pants as she lies there, just letting it subside before her eyes open and lock on me. “Fuck, you owe me orgasms for the rest of my life for that,” she rasps.

      “Sure, sure, little witch.” I lean down and press my forehead to hers, cupping her other cheek. “I thought I lost you there. Who would call me on my shit?”

      “Or stop you from being a murderer and a sexual predator?” she teases, her lips moving against mine.

      Chuckling, I stroke her cheek lovingly. “Only for you, little witch.” I press closer. “Only ever for you.”

      “Can we go inside now? I’m really not down to being beat up by a demon again,” she jokes with a grin. I kiss her before picking her up.

      “I can walk.”

      “Shush,” I chide, popping her thigh. I know she can walk, but right now, I need her in my arms. I need to feel her heat and the racing of her heart to know she’s alive and okay, so I can push back the terror from almost losing her.

      Once inside, I set her on the sofa and pull her onto my lap. Salem meows and curls up on her. She sighs happily, petting him, and just relaxes for a moment, which is a change for my bustling witch. I keep my hands on her, stroking her hair and touching her arms, anything to feel her here with me.

      Eventually, I settle enough to let her sit up. She slides to the floor and looks around for her bag, so I retrieve it for her. She checks over the ingredients. Luckily nothing was broken.

      “Spell time,” she mutters, wincing when she spots the blood on her dress.

      “Rose, take some time—” I start, but she glares at me.

      “So he can kill more? No, I’m fine.” She softens then, and leans over and kisses me. “Thanks to you.”

      I deepen the kiss, but she pulls away with a laugh before turning to stare at the spell with determination. She puts back her hair, picking up the ends with her lips tugging down. “Fuck, when this is all over, I need to redye my hair.”

      My mouth drops. “Wait a fucking second, that’s not your natural colour?”

      She blinks, staring at me incredulously. “Kyro…you thought my natural hair colour was blue? As in Cookie Monster blue?”

      Well, when she puts it like that, it sounds dumb, but I can’t imagine my witch with anything but blue hair. “Well, yeah,” I respond lamely.

      “You’re adorable.”

      “Hush, magic time,” I order, turning to Salem. “The cheek of this witch, right?”

      “Kyro?” she asks sweetly.

      “Yeah?” I reply, nodding at Salem, who meows as if in agreement.

      “Make me a tea please?” she requests.

      “Sure,” I agree without hesitation and get up to do it, only to blink when she giggles. Shit, is this what the term ‘pussy whipped’ means?

      After making her a cup of tea, I leave her to her spell. I take a shower to wash her blood from my hands and arms. Once I get out, I pause at the roses she asked me about. They are almost overflowing in the cup I found in here, so I create another and add it to the bouquet, finally able to admit what they mean.

      One for each day I have loved my little witch.

      And it terrifies me just how much. Today, I would have destroyed this world. I would have killed everyone, done anything, to save her. Anything. That’s how much she means to me. No one has ever had such power over me. Even when Lilith died, I was sad, grieving, but I survived. If Cassandra died?

      I would die with her.

      As I stare at those roses, I realise I will break her heart, I will disappoint her, and she will never love me like I love her. How could she? Hanging my head, I sigh deeply. No matter what I do, I will never be good enough for her. My heart aches at that, because I wish I could be. I wish I could stay forever to make her laugh, to heal her when she hurts, to hold her when she’s scared, and to love her at her darkest times.

      But she doesn’t just deserve better, she needs better.

      “Fuck!” I hear her yell, so I rush from the room, leaving my thoughts back there for now. When I skid into the room, she sits back with a sigh.

      “It’s nearly ready, but there’s a problem,” she snarls.

      “What?” I ask with a frown.

      “It needs to sit for at least twelve hours once I add the final parts…” Her sad eyes land on me. “Twelve hours of that demon roaming around out there, free to kill.”

      Crouching before her, I tip her chin up. “You did all you could. Twelve hours isn’t so long, Rose. We’ll be ready as soon as it is, and we’ll track and kill the demon. Until then, you need to rest, your body will be exhausted from healing and the attack.”

      “I will, just let me finish this please,” she begs, and I kiss her before heading back to the bathroom.

      I will treasure every moment I have left with the woman who holds my heart and doesn’t even know it. Because twelve hours from now, the demon will be dead…and I will be gone, leaving my heart and soul behind with her.

      Maybe one day, I’ll be good enough for her, but until then, I will go. I’ll leave so I can’t hurt her anymore.

      But I have twelve hours to show my little witch just how much I do love her and to burn these memories into my head, so I can survive the rest of my long, painful, immortal life—long after she has married, settled down…and even died.

      “Kyro,” she calls, and I lift my head.

      “Coming, Rose,” I reply instantly. No matter what, I can’t resist her.

      I go to slip on my boxers and cringe at the smell. I need to do some laundry. Looking around, I slip on the only thing I can find—some of her panties—and with a smirk, I head out. Her head is bent over the bowl in concentration. I can almost taste her worry and the pressure she’s feeling. When I clear my throat, her eyes flicker up and back down before she slowly lifts her head. Her mouth drops open as she gapes at me.

      “Are those my panties?” she queries.

      “Yep, they are quite freeing actually, cupping my meat in such silk. No wonder women love these things.” I stretch, doing some lunges. “Oh, but that string up the ass is as uncomfortable as it looks.” Turning around, I bend over and pluck at it. “How do you walk around with this up your ass all the time?”

      “Kyro,” she gasps, and I turn back with a wink, fake thrusting into my hands. “I’m so confused, why am I so turned on by this?” she whispers.

      “’Cause you want all of this power,” I tease as a wide grin tugs at her lips. I watch as all that worry fades from her eyes. The fact that I can do that for her fills me with such happiness, even as her eyebrow quirks up.

      “You can keep them,” she replies.

      “Really? Because I’m thinking they might look better on the floor, little witch,” I purr, winking at her as I play with the silky string pieces. “Want to play doctor? Or how about naughty schoolgirl? No? Maybe good witch, bad witch.”

      “Oh god, stop,” she says with a laugh, sitting back. “I need to finish the spell—”

      “Rose,” I murmur, leaning down. “The world can wait for a moment,” I remind her, trying to prolong this time with her. Stroking along her cheek, I watch those hazel eyes flutter closed and those rosy lips part on a sigh before I drag my thumb across them. “Come to bed, Rose, come to me. For just a minute, let’s forget everything else.”

      “A minute? Is that all?” she whispers, opening her eyes, which are filled with hunger and amusement.

      “Mean,” I murmur. “Fine, more like five.”

      “Five? Well, how could I ever say no to an offer like that? Fine, hot stuff, panties off.” She giggles, quickly popping something in the spell. “There, done, though I never thought I would say ‘panties off.’” She laughs, leaning into my touch.

      “Get ready for the best five minutes of your life.” I grin before pressing my lips to hers in a teasing kiss. Her hand comes up to the back of my head and pulls me closer. She moans when I lick and nip her lips, parting them for me so I can slip my tongue in and tangle it with hers.

      Maybe this is why I never kissed anyone else—because I knew, deep down, my mate was out there, and only she should be kissed by me.

      Forever.

      Pushing her back to the rug, I drape my body over hers like a blanket, our lips still connected, unable to pull away for even a moment. I’m afraid that if I break this kiss and let her think and pull away, it will be the last time I taste her lips.

      Feel her body.

      Fuck, no, that’s the wrong word. Love her.

      All I’ll have are these memories when it’s over, so I want to make the most of it now. I want to imprint her taste, her scent, and the feel of her curves into my brain. I want to memorise her cries of pleasure and every hitch of her breath.

      I want it all.

      She moans my name, and I swallow it, only relenting when she turns her head away and draws in gasps of breath. Licking down her neck, I keep my eyes on her flushed face as I move down to her chest, feeling the rapid rise and fall of her breathing. When she turns her head back, her hazel eyes on fire and wide with lust, I press my lips just above her heart in a promise…in an apology.

      She sucks in a breath, and there’s a question in her eyes, but she doesn’t ask and I don’t offer. Instead, I distract her. I nudge her dress down until it circles her waist, exposing her luscious breasts to my gaze. I feast on them, unable to look away from the rise and fall of her chest, the proof that she’s here. She’s alive. But this won’t be what I miss when I’m gone.

      It will be her smile and laughter. The way her eyes sparkle when she teases me, and how her laugh gets higher the longer it goes on. The very unapologetic way she lives her life. So full of love and joy that it still astounds me.

      I roll my eyes up to see a gentle smile on her lips, completely unguarded or unjudging. She’s happy to live in the moment, accepting whatever anyone gives her. She once said she was desperate for love and it made her weak, but I think she’s wrong. I don’t think she’s desperate for it, I think she’s open to it, willing to accept anyone’s love, despite who they are or where they have been. Cassandra could heal anyone if they just let her, because the love you give her? She gives you back double. She’s loyal, kind, funny, beautiful…

      Perfect.

      No matter what she’s been through, how she’s been treated all her life, she still sees the good in people. Still wants to believe there is love and laughter out there. Which is why she deserves more than me. She deserves someone who can give her the moon and stars, who can make up for the utter failure of everyone who has come before.

      “Kyro,” she whispers, urging me on while questioning if I’m okay.

      “Just thinking of all the ways I want to do this. Your pussy on my face…on my cock. Both?” I growl, dragging my tongue down her belly to her underwear. “Or ass? So many options, Rose, you’re like a feast.”

      “Well, can you decide?” she deadpans before grinning. “Or can I decide for you?”

      I spank her thigh as I lick the edge of her panties before running my open mouth across her pussy, feeling her wetness. She moans impatiently, tilting her hips up into my mouth, making me chuckle as I pull back. Hooking my fingers in the sides of her panties, I slowly pull them down, off one foot and then the next, before tossing them away and lying between her thighs.

      I gaze at her wet, pink, beautiful pussy. Unable to help myself, I lean forward and kiss her clit softly, making her gasp.

      She grips my hair, holding my head against her as I tenderly slide my tongue down her cunt and back up again. I taste her sweet cream before I flick and suck on her clit. Her hips lift, fucking into my face as I add two fingers. I slowly push them inside and stretch her before I start to thrust. She whimpers, my name escaping her lips like a prayer as I feast on her pussy.

      I dip my tongue inside her along with my fingers to taste more of her cream before attacking her clit again. Only moments later, she comes all over my face and fingers with a scream. Groaning, I pull my fingers from her fluttering channel and lick her clean before sitting back and pushing down the panties I’m wearing. I coat my cock in her cream with my wet fingers. She sits up on her elbows, chest flushed, thighs open wide.

      “Going to play with yourself or me?” she challenges breathlessly.

      “You, definitely fucking you,” I growl as I get to my knees and drag my mouth up her thigh, over her belly, and up her chest until I hover over her lips. “Going to scream for me again, Rose?”

      “Make me,” she dares, the words hitting my lips, making me grunt as I drop. I lie between her parted thighs, letting her feel my hard cock as our lips meet in a hungry kiss. I want this to last, because I know when I get inside her, it will be over too soon. That’s just how weak she makes me. But she isn’t having any of it. Her legs wrap around my waist, and her hands drag down my back to my ass and squeeze, urging me on as our tongues tangle together.

      Reaching between us, I grip my cock and glide it down her pussy, bumping her clit as I slide it up and down again, wetting it with her dripping cream. “Kyro,” she snaps as she pulls her mouth away. In punishment, she digs her teeth into my lip, pulls it out, and lets go with a pop.

      Groaning, I press the head of my cock to her channel. “So needy, Rose.”

      “You bet, now fuck me good,” she demands, digging her nails into my ass. I jerk forward, burying my cock in her in one smooth thrust. We both groan, and her pussy tightens around my hard length as I pull out and slam back in. Her head drops to the floor, her eyes closing as she whimpers. Her legs tighten as she lifts her hips to meet my thrusts.

      Kissing down her chin and neck, I whisper her name like a plea, unable to help myself. I need to be kissing her at all times, feeling her soft skin beneath me, her tight cunt trying to milk my cock, and hearing the moans on her lips… It drives me insane.

      Biting her neck, I taste her pounding pulse before I release it and get to my knees. I pull her ass into the air as I ram into her again and again. Teeth clenched, I watch her pussy take my cock, stretching around it. I observe it going in and out, drenched in her cream. Her mouth is open on a silent scream, and her hands cup her breasts, squeezing. The sight undoes me.

      Already, I feel my release building and tugging at the bottom of my spine as I try to hold back. To make this last forever. So that this moment will become the next and the next, and I will never have to leave.

      “Oh god,” she whimpers, desperately moving her hips as I try to keep my pace even, hitting those nerves inside that have her writhing beneath me. But her tight cunt has me just slamming into her over and over, faster and faster. My breathing is heavy now as my balls draw up, the pressure building in my spine as I hold back.

      I pinch her clit, and she screams, her hips gyrating as her release hits her. Her tight cunt clamps down on me as I pull out and force my length back in, burying myself to the hilt as my own release surges through me. My cock jerks as I fill her with my cum while I yell. Panting, I pull back slightly and thrust once more as her pussy flutters around me. I drop my hands from the sides of her thighs and lay us down, my head on her chest as I listen to her racing heart. Her arms wrap around me as she smiles in satisfaction, her eyes still closed.

      “I guess it’s time to hunt a demon.” She sighs, snuggling closer.

      “Five more minutes. Let me hold you for just five more minutes,” I implore. Maybe if I hold on hard enough, she won’t slip through my fingers.

      Maybe I could keep her forever.
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        Cassandra

      

      

      I can’t stop staring at Kyro. What happened between us a few hours ago was indescribable. In every touch, I felt his love for me, everything he can’t say. I saw it in his eyes as he became my air and breathed life back into me. Life and trust. This is more than I could have ever imagined, and I can’t deny what’s right in front of me now.

      He’s mine, and I’m his.

      It’s been in the signs all along—the reading, the magic, the pull drawing us together. This was never about resisting each other’s bodies, but each other’s hearts. Both of us were broken from the past, trying to protect whatever is left inside us, except while trying to do that, to keep him at arm’s length, living in denial, somehow, he slipped inside me. Each time he made me laugh, held me when I cried, protected me, defended me, he slid deeper into my life, like he was always supposed to be there. All it did was tattoo his name across my heart before I even knew it.

      But I can feel it now, the thread tying us together forever. He must too, otherwise how could he touch me like that? Kiss me like that? I never wanted this to be more, but now that I have it, I couldn’t turn away if I tried. He is everything I’ve ever wanted…a partner.

      We slept on the floor for a few hours, just lounging in each other’s arms, touching and kissing, and when the sun rose and the potion was ready, he helped me dress, kissing me so tenderly it destroyed me. What we’re going to do now is dangerous. It might not work, it might get us killed. After all, it’s now All Hallows’ Eve, the night the dead walk the earth and the veil is at its thinnest. It leaves us at a disadvantage, and I’m very aware that I might not see another sunrise.

      I manage not to say anything, even though it feels like word vomit is creeping up my throat. We search the town for the demon, but we can’t feel him, although there is anticipation in the air, a darkness I can almost taste, as the hours pass. It’s not at the farmhouse either, or the last sacrifice site, which means it’s found a new place to do its killings or it’s killing right now.

      We decide to trek through the forest and search. Kyro is using his mythical god powers, trying to sense him, his face locked in concentration. He is so intent on finding him, I don’t think he even realises he keeps helping me over roots. He’s stopped me from falling at least twice, and each time, he squeezes my hand after, as if it’s the most natural thing in the world.

      When he leans down and kisses me when I cross in front of him, I snap. I have to know if he feels the same. I have to get these feelings out before they explode from me like his fire. So I stop, and he almost runs into my back.

      “Kyro.” I turn, and he blinks, looking down at me.

      “You okay, Rose?” he asks automatically, searching the surrounding area for whatever has offended me, no doubt ready to burn it up.

      “Yeah, look, I need to say something before we find him and probably die.” I grin, and he frowns, his eyes serious as I take a deep breath. “I like you, Kyro. A lot,” I admit. It’s terrifying to say it, but once it’s in the air, I slump like I’ve been holding in a secret and I’m finally freed from it.

      For a moment, he just stares at me before a forced grin creeps across his lips, and he looks away. “Of course you do, Rose, I’m amazing,” he teases, but his voice is tight, and he moves around me, as if trying to outrun what I just said.

      I gawk after him. That’s all he has to say? He’s all poetic and shit when I’m dying or when he’s deep in my pussy, but now he’s acting all aloof? Not fucking happening.

      “Why do you do that?” I snap.

      “Do what?” he snarks.

      “Push me away, you keep doing it. Pushing me away and then pulling me back. Make up your fucking mind,” I snarl, tired of this game. When he turns to face me, I glare. “We’re together. Just get over it.”

      “It’s sex, little witch, don’t get cocky,” he jokes, grinning at me in that aww shucks way he does, all bad boy edges, but I’m not having it anymore. He can’t love me like he did a few hours ago and then act like I’m nothing to him.

      He’s a goddamn liar, and I’m tired of it. Tired of being scared of my own feelings or saying the wrong thing.

      “Bullshit, Kyro. You want me as much as I want you. Admit it.” I cross my arms, and he rolls his eyes.

      “Let’s just find the demon,” he mutters and tries to walk away, but I slide in front of him and something flickers in his eyes.

      Fear.

      “We might die. I need to know that this is more than what you’re saying,” I whisper. “I have to know because it’s driving me crazy. Doesn’t this feel right to you? Like everything has led to this moment? As if we were made for each other? I never meant to let you in, and I don’t think you meant to either, but it’s happened,” I start, but he seals his lips. “Tell me I’m not crazy, tell me you feel the same. My magic is stronger than ever, it happened after we made love. Something…something snapped into place, binding me to you. I can feel it, can’t you?”

      He looks away, scrubbing at his face, and I step closer. “Kyro?” I prod, desperation lacing my tone.

      “No,” he snaps, looking back at me. “I can’t feel it. I fucked you, Rose, that’s it. You’re imagining everything else because you’re fucking desperate for connection, to be loved. But I’m not that guy. I warned you. You didn’t listen.”

      I stagger back, my heart slamming and lungs constricting. “You don’t mean that. Whatever this was, it’s so much more now. More than just us. You can’t be that far in denial you can’t see it.”

      “All I know is that you’re good in bed, nothing else,” he retorts.

      “Liar!” I almost yell. “You are a fucking liar.”

      Our eyes stay locked, mine watering as my heart cracks. I see it there in the fiery depths—the terror, the rejection. I swallow as he turns away. “You might run in fear, you might be scared…but I’m not. I know we are made to be together.”

      “Rose,” he scoffs bitterly, his back hunching. “There is no such thing, not for a man like me…a god. You’re just another woman in a long line of them. I will easily forget you like I did all of them. I warned you I would break your heart.”

      He did, I know he did…maybe I was foolish to think—

      No.

      I feel this, I know it, and even as he tries to turn away from me, I see the pain and longing in his eyes. “You don’t believe that, not truly. Once again, you’re hiding, running away from what could have been because you’re scared.” I laugh resentfully then, tears filling my eyes. I let him see them fall, let them hurt him the way he’s hurting me. He flinches at the sight, clenching his fists. “You are scared, Kyro,” I snap, “but I’m not. I knew what it meant to fall in love with you. I knew the pain it would bring, and I did it anyway because I know you’re worth it.” I step back. “If only you did too, because one day, when you’re alone and it catches up with you, you will regret this moment. You will regret walking away from me. And a thousand beds or women cannot break what we have as easily as you did.”

      He swallows, those fiery eyes searching mine. Ones I know better than my own. “I’m sorry, little witch, but I can’t be who you need me to be.”

      “I never needed you to be anything but you,” I retort and look away for a moment. “But you always needed me to be something else…something I’m not, because then it means you’re open to be hurt again, and that terrifies you. Well, so what, Kyro? This world is scary, but for a moment with you, it got a little less so. You want to run? Then run. I won’t stop you, but you will have to leave knowing you have taken my heart. I refuse to lessen myself for you or make this easier. Go, I dare you, Kyro. Leave. But you have my heart…and I have yours.” I raise my chin, swallowing as I wait for his decision.

      He hesitates, and hope fills me that he will stay, that he will choose me, even though it hurts, even though it scares him, but then his eyes turn cold. The inferno blows out until only ash remains. “Goodbye, Rose,” he murmurs, and in the blink of an eye, he’s gone, and in his place is a rose.

      A gold rose lying on the ground.

      My chest rips open as sobs erupt, tears flowing down my cheeks as I stumble over to the rose and fall to the ground before it. I stroke the petals, but they are raised and bumpy. I turn it in the setting sun to see the words written there. Words he never dared speak, too afraid to admit it, even to himself, but for once, he allowed himself to tell me.

      I do love you, my rose.

      “Please come back,” I whisper. “No one sees me like you, no one ever believed I had potential until you. Please, Kyro… I need you. Just two fuck ups in this big world, but together, we make something beautiful.” I sob harder, wrapping my arms around myself when it feels like my heart will break free from my chest and plummet like rose petals to the forest floor. “I love you. Why am I never enough?”

      But only silence greets me.

      He’s gone.

      Just like that, all because I love him.

      He kept his promise, he broke my heart.
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        Kyro

      

      

      You will regret it.

      Her words echo in my head as I run from her like she accused me of doing. She’s right, I already regret it. My heart is back there with her, my very soul pulled in two. Who knew when I met my little witch that she would become my everything? Maybe I always did, maybe that’s why I came to this little town, because I felt her…and the universe was telling me. Yet I threw it back in both of their faces, and now I will be alone forever.

      I don’t know why I do it, call it self-hatred or just the need to forget her, to stop this pain the only way I know how—in the bodies of others. I find myself at the other witch’s door. Lilly. But as soon as I stand there, my thoughts finally hit me, and I stagger back. I can’t do this.

      I can’t do this to my rose.

      Resigned, I know I will never be with another. How could I when I have felt the inferno that is my mate? How could I go back to the embers of others?

      She must feel me, though, because the door opens and she grins. “I knew you would end up here,” she flirts. “They always do,” she purrs, stepping back to invite me in. I know if I do, if I go in there, I will lose Rose forever. She will never take me back, never forgive me.

      So I step away, and Lilly tilts her head in confusion. “Shy?” she whispers, as she undoes the lace at the top of her dress and lets it fall to the floor at her feet, leaving her completely naked. “What about now?”

      I run my eyes down her—habit—but it does nothing for me. She’s beautiful, of course she is, but in the way I can appreciate a beautiful sunset or painting. It doesn’t set the fire ablaze within me, doesn’t make me explode like a volcano. Just…nothing. Empty. I meet her eyes again. “Put your clothes on,” I nearly snap.

      She blinks, and the fake, sultry smile drops from her lips. She doesn’t put her clothes on, but she does nod. “Good, right choice.”

      “What?” I ask, keeping my eyes on her face. I refuse to look anywhere else so she doesn’t get the wrong idea. The only one I want to see naked is my Cassandra.

      I’m a fucking idiot.

      I never should have left. I shouldn’t have let fear stop me, and now she’s out there all alone… The demon. Fuck, why did I leave her? What if he’s coming for her now that I’m not there to protect her?

      What if he gets her?

      No, he can’t have her. No one can, she’s mine.

      My mate.

      My rose.

      My fucking witch.

      “It might not seem like it, but I love Cassandra, and she was my family once… I got lost along the way. I might not be in her life anymore or be the friend she deserved, but I saw the way she looked at you. She’s never looked at a man like that before. I had to know if you truly loved her.”

      “And if I didn’t?” I question, even as my heart races and my mind screams at me to leave this stupid conversation. To find my mate and ensure her safety, and then beg her to take me back.

      “Then I would have killed you.” She laughs, shrugging. “Nah, I would have made sure you disappeared. That girl has been disappointed and hurt enough.”

      I snort bitterly. “Yeah, and you added to it.”

      “I did, I refuse to anymore. Go back to her. You have made your choice. Whatever demons you’re wrestling with don’t matter now. I see it in your heart, you are pure, and you are hers. You have finally let her in all the way.” She closes the door and I stumble back.

      She’s right, that connection between us has almost doubled in strength. So strong, so sure, unbreakable. It links me to my forever, to my rose.

      Binding us so entirely we will never be alone, never be apart. She is my family now. Everything I didn’t think I wanted or deserved.

      Just then, pain and fear rips through me, and I drop to my knees with a scream. It rocks through my body with such terror, I can’t breathe, and when it dulls to a throb, I realise it’s not mine…

      Cassandra!

      I leap to my feet, turning in alarm. Something’s wrong. I race through the town, following the connection I feel from my heart, my soul, to hers. I let it guide me to her, running faster than I have ever ran before. I’m frustrated I’m unable to transport without the destination in mind, so I keep running…
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        * * *

      

      Please, whoever is watching us, whoever gave this angel to me, let me get there in time. Let me be able to save her… Let me not be too late this time. Let me be strong enough. Please, don’t let me lose another I love.

      Not again.

      Suddenly, the connection snaps and sends me to my ass. I search inside myself, using my powers…but it’s gone, like it’s been blocked. I can still feel it ever so faintly, and I know in my heart she isn’t dead.

      But something or someone is hiding her from me.

      Which means the demon or something worse has her.

      Hold on, Rose, I’m coming. I’ll find you, and when I do, I will never let you go again, just please…hold on.
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        Cassandra

      

      

      My body is limp. I feel something wet dripping down my head, while the rest of me is strangely numb. I’m moving, I think idly as I blink open my eyes. My head is to the side, and my arms are above my head, dragging on the ground. The trees are sidewards, and the light is waning. What happened? Before I can figure it out, the darkness takes me again.

      I know time has passed the next time I blink open my eyes because it’s dark. My head lolls further to the side. I can’t even feel my lower body, but somewhere, I find the strength to lift it. My legs are in the air, gripped in the meaty, clawed grasp of the demon. It’s roaring softly as it tows me through the dark forest.

      Probably to my death.

      Brilliant.

      I pass out again.

      When I wake up again, I’m face down on the ground. I can hear the demon moving around me, breathing heavily, and the smell of sulphur is so strong, I almost choke on it. Unable to move, I feel tears squeezing from my burning eyes right before claws stab into my leg. A scream erupts from my throat as agony rips through me. Wave after wave of pain surges through my body, and then I feel a soft, almost loving touch on the back of my head and everything fogs.

      Before it goes black.
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        * * *

      

      Ugh, my head hurts.

      A lot.

      I try to open my eyes, but they refuse to budge. I attempt to touch my face, but something stops me. It takes me a moment to push through the pain to realise they are bound above my head. I kick my feet, but they are restrained too. Tightly actually. The bite of pain makes me gasp as everything comes back to me, and terror floods my veins, so much so that my eyes flare open and a scream erupts from my lips.

      I was crying in the forest, alone, when I was attacked by the demon. He came out of nowhere and grabbed me, and before I could even fling my magic, I had been tossed to the ground where…fuck. Where I smacked my head on a rock.

      Shit.

      Craning my neck around, I groan. “Oh, great, this isn’t good. I suppose it could be worse. I could just be a heart by now.” I laugh, panicking as I see the pentagram surrounding me, drawn in what looks like blood. I lift my head enough to confirm it. Yep, definitely blood. The candles, the other beating hearts. Lovely, they have gone all out with the decorations for tonight’s sacrifice.

      I’m the middle of a spell, a spell to sacrifice me and use my heart and power to reanimate corpses. But still, I could be naked or dead or the demon—oh, wait. There it is. Creeping from the trees like a weirdo.

      “Hey, don’t suppose this is all a mix-up and you can let me go?” I call, but it just growls and prowls at the edge of the clearing. “Great,” I mutter, rolling my head back to look at my hands and the ropes—nope, that’s not rope.

      Oh god.

      I gag and close my eyes, trying to breathe through the urge to vomit. Don’t think about it, it’s just sausages, yeah, that’s all. Human insides sausages. Oh god. I swallow my bile before forcing my eyes open again. “Okay, this is okay. So I’m tied up with intestines in a sacrificial circle with a demon patroller. Okay, think, Cassandra. Get yourself out of this. You like ropes, you’ve been tied up before…though it was definitely different circumstances… Oh god, I need to stop.” I laugh crazily.

      I’m officially losing it.

      I can feel the full moon shining down on me and almost see the ghosts walking the earth. And me? I’m in a goddamn trap. I’m going to die.

      No, Cassie, man the fuck up.

      I don’t need no man to rescue me. Bag! I need my bag. I turn my head, ignoring the growling demon, and stare across the clearing we’re in. It’s about twenty feet away. If I can get out of the circle without dying by the demon or whatever the fuck is coming and get to my bag, I can kill the demon and end this shit show.

      I mean, it’s flawed for sure, but it helps lessen my panic.

      Closing my eyes, I focus on my breathing until I can see past my fear and panic. When I’m calmer, I open them again and lift one of my hands as far off the ground as I can. The ropes are clearly staked down with something, maybe something I could use to break them. The circle is a different thing altogether. The runes are drawn, and I can feel the magic surrounding me, trying to get inside me to do its master’s dark work. It feels hopeless, trying to infect my thoughts and make them bleak. To break my will until I stop trying.

      Not today, Satan…or I guess, demon.

      So instead, I just ramble. Maybe he will get sick of my voice and let me go. “So this is pretty kinky, I gotta say. Usually, before I let a guy tie me up, I know his plans. Like fuck me or murder me, a big difference, you know? Because you can never know from men online. They could secretly be serial killers or worse, they could be into feet. I don’t even like my own feet,” I blabber, raising my head to see my hands. I was right, it’s a rusted nail. I start tugging and sawing against it. It cuts into my hands as well as the…erm, rope, and I hiss at the sting. My hands are in a constant state of dull pain, so I channel it back into my rambling. My eyes flicker to the demon, who has his head cocked as he watches me. “So, yeah, kinky. Do I at least get a safe word? What about apples?” It roars, and I nod. “Sure, sure, not your favourite fruit, I get it… What about monkey slut?”

      I whimper when the nail cuts into my hands again before I feel the knots around my wrists loosen. This is it, I’m going to get free, kill this demon and make it my goddamn bitch, and show all these doubtful mother—

      What the fuck is that?

      The moon itself seems to go dark for a moment, the trees stop swaying, the animals all become quiet, and the demon lets out a sound that I can only describe as a mix between a pig getting fucked and a diarrhea filled anus.

      Not good. It sends shivers down my spine, and I know if I turn my head, I’m going to see something bad. Nope, not doing it. I speed up my hands, feeling the darkness. True fucking evil draws increasingly closer until I can taste it—the blood, death, and hopelessness. My heart seems to freeze with it, my lungs fill and choke on it, and my very soul reels at being this close to something so pure fucking bad.

      I freeze, not even moving—like that will stop it—when I feel a small, cold, slimy hand drag up my arm and wrap around my wrists. It squeezes, stopping my sawing motion as a low, throaty chuckle sounds right next to my head. Out of the corner of my eye, I see long dark hair and pale skin, but I keep looking up at the moon, even as it leans closer. Its tongue slides along my ear, making me cry out and recoil. But its hand wraps around my throat and squeezes, stopping me before I’m turned to see it.

      Nope.

      I close my eyes.

      “Not looking will not make me less real, witch,” the feminine voice whispers. Dark, throaty, and sensual, it screams of pain, blood, and death. Of sin and greed. Jealousy and hate. It makes me want to give in, to do whatever she wants. “Open your eyes, witch, and let me see what I came all this way for.”

      As if unable to resist her command, my eyes open and lock on her obsidian ones. They are completely black, like the absolute darkness of midnight, where no lights ever shine. It eclipses her irises and all whites of her eyes. She’s beautiful. Truly beautiful. The ultimate beauty, I would even say, with long, dark, almost curly hair pulled over one shoulder. She has high, arched cheek bones, a rounded jaw that gives her cheeks an almost plump look, big, thick, red lips, and pale skin, which almost glistens. When I imagine a Greek goddess, she’s what I think of…all apart from the black eyes and the evil emanating from her. She’s crouched next to me in a strange position, one the body shouldn’t be able to get into.

      “Ah, witch, there you are.” Her hand drags along my neck, and I feel her long nails before a sharp pain registers. By then, she’s pulled away, lifting her pale hand into the air to display her long, black, pointed nails glinting with ruby droplets of blood. My blood. As I watch, open-mouthed and terrified of this truly horrifying creature, she licks the blood from her nails. She closes her eyes briefly before she leans down into my face with a snarl, those black eyes consuming my vision.

      “Your strength, where is it?” she hisses. “I felt you all those miles away. I came here for you…but something is missing,” she snaps and then sits back, blinking as she throws her hair over her shoulder. “Never mind, your power will do.”

      “So that’s it, huh?” I drawl. I might be scared, but If I’m going to die, I want to know why. “You came all this way…for me. Gotta tell you, sister, you are in for a disappointment. So why here, why now? What are you doing with all those…deaths?”

      “Power, witch, it’s power. Power I need,” she murmurs, looking me over. She twines her fingers through a strand of hair almost lovingly. “And you have it. A lot of it. It called to me…but now, some of it is missing. I feel it stretched out… Never mind, I’ll just kill all the witches in this town to make up for it. Starting with you.”

      She produces a blade longer than my arm, the sheen catching the moon. “Wait!” I call before she can bring it down on me. “If I’m going to die anyway, why not tell me…power for what? What do you need it for? How did you trap that demon?” I dart my gaze to the creature, which is drawing closer, but it seems like it wants to avoid the woman at all costs. I don’t blame him, I would too. But the fact that the demon is afraid means I should die of fright.

      “Oh, witch, trying to trick me. Stalling will not save your life. You are better off accepting that now. But if knowing some truths allows you to go to the grave in peace, so be it.” She speaks strangely, almost with an old-school accent. Her tone is dark and deadly, but the way she phrases things throws me off. As if she doesn’t communicate with anyone in this century.

      “Yep, peace, that’s me. Gotta have peace before I, erm, kick the bucket,” I finish lamely, even as I seesaw my feet on whatever is pinning them to the ground. I ain’t dying here tonight.

      “The demon was easy. I trapped him as you would with a spell, then I tied him to my servitude for all times… Well, the necromancer whose body this is did, I should say, before they built an army and broke into my tomb to set me free.” She yanks on my hair then, ripping it from my scalp, making me scream in agony before stilling as she runs the blade’s tip down my chest between my breasts. “I can feel your life voice, your blood calling to me, your soul ready to corrupt.”

      “Who are you?” I whisper.

      “More like what am I, witch.” She tilts her head, a grin tugging at her lips. Hungry, dark. “I am the darkness. I am evil. The mother of all. The destruction bound for this world. Destined since the beginning to consume it entirely. I am she who walks through wars, who starts them. Who relishes bloodshed and death, in plagues and senseless murder. As you have your gods…you also have me. The monster inside of all of you that you fear. Those pesky fallen gods may have created you, but I am the mother of all monsters. Humans and supernatural alike. All sinners come to me, and in the darkness, they find home.”

      I breathe shallowly so I don’t cut myself on the blade still hovering over my chest. “You…you are evil.”

      “In its purest form. I have many names, young one. Throughout the eons, so many names, so many bodies, until hundreds of years ago, I was entombed. Trapped in a body unable to die and left there to be forgotten. Until I felt her call…her pain…her cries for redemption. Only it was not the gods she pleaded to, it was me. Ever since, a small part of me has been in her, tainting and corrupting. It was only a matter of time until I was free. No, nothing will stop me. This world will be mine again. I will destroy everything in my path.”

      I don’t know what to say for the first time in, well, ever. Here I am, face to face with evil, pure evil. How could I ever defeat her? This entity of all that is wrong in the world? I am just one witch… I’m alone.

      I hear it then, the sound of something crashing through the trees. My name is screamed… Kyro. I look back at the woman in panic, the demon…necromancer. She will kill him, I know it. I can’t lose him. I yank on my hands to try and get free, to save him, but her eyes flicker back down to me, and I still my movements.

      “There it is…the other half I was looking for. Curious, it seems to be in another person… Mates, possibly?” She lifts her head and sniffs the air before staring at me. “God.”

      “You will not hurt him,” I snarl. “Kyro, run!”

      At the name, she startles and snarls, contorting as if in an internal battle. For a moment, the black in her eyes recedes to a stunning bright blue. In those azure depths, I see pain, so much pain and longing. They flicker to the forest, then back to me. “I don’t have long… Take care of him, okay?” she begs, her voice hoarse, raspy compared to the slick drawl from before. “Tell them—” She laughs bitterly but it ends in a gasp, and the blackness flickers across her eyes before they return to blue. “Tell them I love them and to stop looking. To run as far and as fast as they can. They have no idea what’s coming.” Her voice changes as she speaks to that silky drawl, the blackness almost crawling across her eyes until it eclipses the azure, and all that’s left is that empty darkness. “Run, run, run, little god, you won’t stop me,” she singsongs and stands, looking at her demon.

      “Finish her, harvest her heart. She isn’t the one I wanted, but she is strong, very strong. Together with the god’s heart, they make a whole. I want them both. Bring them to me, and you will earn your freedom,” she snarls and then looks back at me. “Too bad, you were fun to play with, witch. Oh well, this way, I can keep you forever.” She steps away, moving like a snake, all sinewy and sensual. “She is right, you know, you should stop looking…but I am hoping you won’t. I quite like the chase, and when I catch you all?” She licks her lips. “I’ll rip your hearts out, feed on them, and destroy everything with your powers.”

      She leans down and covers my lips with hers. My chest arches into the sky as she breathes her evil into me, filling every cell and crack in my body with such malevolence. It takes root, but on those rosy lips, I taste something very human.

      Hope.

      Not from her…from the one she is possessing. Hope that I—we can save her, even if she doesn’t want us to die for it.

      She pulls away with a laugh, but I’m blinded. Everything is dark, and I feel ragged screams leaving my lips, even as I feel her leave. When she’s gone, it’s as if the air returns and the world takes a breath…but not for me. I can’t. Not with this evil inside me. Infecting me, changing me, making me hers…and I know why now.

      She taints them. The dark veins on their corpses are her magic, stealing their strength, their will, their souls…making them hers. Then she takes their hearts and fills an empty vessel, one from the graves, with it to reincarnate. An army, as she said. Raised from the dead.

      But all this knowledge is too late for me. I will die here as an empty, evil-filled shell of the woman I used to be. For all my determination and belief in those beings above me, I will die like an animal. Trapped. Wounded.

      I hear him then, Kyro is drawing closer, and then the roar of the demon.

      “Rose!” Kyro screams, and I know he’s here. “I’m coming, hold on—”

      There’s a snarl, a yell of pain, and light flashing before my blinding eyes. I hear the sound of grunts, slashes, throws, and feet. I have to help him, so I drag my hands and feet up and down faster, until both bonds snap…freeing me. But the darkness is too strong.

      “Hold on, baby!” he shouts, his voice tight with pain and anger. I can’t see. I’m blind. Agony rolls through my body over and over.

      Torture.

      I hear him fighting the demon, but I can’t help. I’m too busy trying to hold back the darkness inside me. The smokiness obscuring everything but her will.

      To kill.

      To destroy.

      To eat.

      To feed her.

      There is a bright light, as if the sun itself has set fire to the earth, and an almighty roar of agony…then nothing. Kyro! I want to scream, but I can’t, trapped in my own body. Footsteps head my way. Demon or man?

      “I’m here, Rose, I’m here. It’s dead. I found a blade near you, and it killed it… I don’t know how. Oh god, Rose,” he rasps desperately, drawing closer with each word. I feel his intent to save me, to break the circle and free me, and I know that would be a bad idea. It would kill us both, and maybe everyone in this town. It’s too late for me. The magic, the darkness filling me is ready to consume. Because she can’t have me, she is killing me.

      I’m lost.

      “Don’t. She did something to me. I can’t hold it back!” I scream, blindly stretching my hand out to him. “Don’t free me!” My scream ends in a howl as I lose myself to the waiting darkness. “Kill me! Kill me now!” I beg on a hopeless scream. “Before it escapes, before I kill you!” The darkness is growing stronger with each passing second.

      Darkness that whispers for me to kill him.

      Eat his soul.

      Sacrifice him to her will. Her greatness.

      “You won’t hurt me, Rose, you never could. I believe in you,” he states strongly, and I shriek as I feel him break the circle around me…freeing me.

      One second of hopelessness is all it takes. The darkness takes over.

      Time passes strangely, as if I lost myself in the abyss growing within me. The dark chasm swallows my soul. I feel Kyro, I feel his love and then his shock as I tackle him to the ground, grab the knife still dripping with demon blood, and lift it into the air.

      “Rose?” he murmurs. “Rose, what’s happening? Talk to me. Tell me what to do,” he implores. “Oh god, you’re bleeding, are you okay? What do I do, baby?” he yells, even as I scream at him.

      An unhuman howl of hunger.

      Still, he doesn’t fear me.

      Suddenly, I can see again. I’m poised above him, ready to plunge the knife into his heart, to take it. But he doesn’t fight me or stop me. His fiery eyes are filled with acceptance and pain, love and regrets, even as his lips tip up. “Take it, Rose, it has always been yours. If this is how we end, let us do it together.” He wraps his arms around me and pulls me down until the tip penetrates his chest. Even now, he doesn’t protest or try to stop me, but inside me a war is waging.

      Good versus evil.

      The oldest fight of all times.

      My love for him, my Kyro, screams and battles with her will, unwilling to let us do this. To take his life.

      He hurt you, left you. He doesn’t love you, nor does he want you. He’s using you, and once he’s through, he will kill you and forget you ever existed, the darkness whispers, but I shake my head.

      He was scared, fear is what the darkness thrives on. It made him run, it made me a target, and now look where we are. I close my eyes as I feel softness ghosting over my lips. “Shh, little witch, don’t cry. I’m here, I’m here. You’re not alone. I feel you in there, baby. I need you to fight, okay? If you can fight, come back to me.” Warm hands cup my cheeks. “Come on, Rose, come back to me,” he demands. I feel the heat getting stronger and stronger, almost burning the darkness from within me. It hurts, it’s agony, but I will take it all if I means I’m free. Slowly, I feel it working, and then his lips are on mine, giving me his strength, breathing his fire into me.

      “Come back to me, my Cassandra,” he begs.

      I am, I can feel it receding. Our bond is stronger than any darkness that walks this earth. Slowly, Kyro is saving me. “Kyro,” I whisper, and he hears me.

      “That’s it, Rose, I’m here, feel me. Listen to my voice. Feel my heat. Come home, little witch, come home to me,” he urges, not taking anything less. I’m so close to the surface now, the darkness is screaming at the brilliant light comprised of love and destiny as it chases it away…so close.

      Snap!

      The noise whips my head up, and all that heat absorbs back into him with a whoosh as the darkness takes hold once again. It crawls back along my vision, plunging me into darkness.

      “Wow, really, is this the kind of kinky sex you two get up to?” comes a feminine, velvety voice.

      With a snarl, I leap from Kyro and race towards them blindly, feeling power pulsing from the eight bodies now standing in the clearing. I scream and leap to attack when power surrounds me and sends me flying backwards.

      “What the fuck, Kyro? Your girlfriend, man,” a masculine tone exclaims. “Is this some kind of role play?”

      “Don’t hurt her!” Kyro screams. “Something’s wrong, something’s inside her. Help me!”

      “I can help,” comes a smaller, sure voice. I stagger back and turn towards it. All I can see are flares of light. Some have shades of grey, some are more black than the others, but this one…this one is pure brilliance. Pure light.

      Pure goodness.

      And the darkness wants that, wants to eat it.

      “Alejandra,” someone hisses. It’s a light next to her that’s mostly…mostly darkness with some speckles of brilliance.

      “Shhh, my wolf, I can feel this is why I am here. To help her. If we do not…”

      “Then we all die,” comes another voice, sweet and sultry, tempting me for a moment.

      “They are right. I can see it now. If we lose her, we lose Kyro, and if we lose them both…all I see is darkness. We need to save her. Alejandra, save her,” the confident female voice states, the first one who spoke. I spin in circles, trying to keep them in my view, before I turn back to the brilliant soul who steps closer.

      Almost crouching now, with the blade held out, I feel the darkness leaking towards her. Infecting the soil as it goes.

      But the light, Alejandra, simply steps closer. “Do not fear. I can sense you in there. Your soul is too pure for this, you can fight it. I can help, but you need to fight it. Stop the darkness and peel it back. You have struggled for so long for so much, witch, and it’s time to do so again or all is lost. Your mate is lost,” she cautions, and my head snaps to Kyro, who I can feel trying to get to me, to save me before the darkness tries to take over again.

      “She’s right, witch, you must fight the siren call of the dark,” encourages a new voice.

      “You can do it, I feel it now,” adds a totally unfamiliar voice.

      “Mira and Dabria are right, fight this fucking bitch ass darkness. We are all watching, you don’t want to look like an idiot, do you?” the first snarky voice challenges.

      Monkey slut! I scream internally, but it doesn’t work. Fuck, was worth a shot.

      The brightness draws closer and almost touches me. “Feel me, feel us, we are here. Can you not sense the pull between us all, the connection?” she whispers. “I can see it there, shining, linking us through time and space.”

      The darkness pulls back slightly, and I gasp. “I see it,” I hiss. She’s right, there is a thread connecting us all together, be it destiny or family, but there are more leading out into the world too, dull and waiting to be found. Four to be exact, and one is frayed and very close to snapping. The ones around us are bright though. I feel the other women gathering closer, surrounding me, offering me their strength to defeat this infection. That’s what it is, after all, an infection. It’s not the absolute evil from the necromancer, but simply part of it, a wound left behind. But wounds can heal when you show them love and tenderness.

      “We are here,” one of the other voices murmurs, and then the men join them, standing behind each woman, their magic combining as they touch. All but one… Kyro.

      “Your mate needs you,” Alejandra whispers as I wait, frozen in my crouch. My heart stutters, knowing he will not come.

      He always leaves. He promised you, didn’t he? They always do, always break your heart no matter what they say.

      No! You’re wrong! I scream, but it carries on, the darkness surging through me until I shriek. I press my face to the ground as it tries to force me to attack Alejandra.

      No, I won’t do it, I won’t hurt her.

      I repeat it, lost in my head, until a hand touches me on the shoulder, and it’s as if a circle snaps into place. Light and bonds flow through me. Their joint magic, our joint magic, and instantly, I know them. I know everything about them. They cannot enter this with secrets. I see it all now. Mishal and Dabria. Ciar and Isabelle. Mira and Calder. Alejandra and Slate… Kyro and me. They see us too. I hear Alejandra’s gasp of sadness as she sees my past, my present, and the roar of the males as they feel Kyro’s pain and rejection.

      That combined magic flows through me, burning every inch of darkness from my body, ripping it from my bones and blood, searing it from me. A scream of pure agony leaves my throat, and I feel Kyro hesitating.

      “Do not break the circle!” Alejandra yells, but I sense him wanting to check on me, but I know if he does, I will be lost and I will kill them all.

      I slam my mouth shut and writhe in pain, my screams caught in my throat so I don’t hurt him and make him worry. It surges through me, heat, his heat, our heat. The darkness shreds what it can to try and burrow deeper, but that burn, that heat doesn’t allow it, and I feel myself push to my knees, my head tipping back as the screams finally erupt. My eyes flare open, vision returning, because what flows out isn’t a noise…but the evilness.

      A cloud of writhing, screaming darkness flies from my mouth and into the air, hovering above us in a writhing fog. It’s unable to get through our bond. Together, we are stronger, apart, we fall.

      After all, light and love always defeat darkness.

      With one more flick, it flies up into the sky, and I feel it shoot off into the distance as it finds its host again. The necromancer. I feel her looking towards us with a small smile curling on her lips.

      Game on, gods. I’ll be seeing you soon.

      Falling forward, I close my eyes for a moment as I suck in ragged breaths. My heart is racing from the trauma it’s just been through, my body is sagging in exhaustion, and my throat aches from the projectile darkness.

      “I should have picked an easier safe word,” I mutter. A soft voice makes my head lift to meet the gaze of the woman before me—Alejandra. Her silver hair is flowing around her, her silver eyes are framed by thick lashes, and her pointed ears are on display.

      Fae.

      She rests her hand on my shoulder, and calming magic flows through me, healing the damage the darkness did, as well as the injuries to my hands and feet, before she pulls away with a smile. A man with wild dark hair and a beard stands behind her, hand on her shoulder. Slate.

      “Thank you,” I whisper as I sit back and look around. “Thank you all for saving me.” I don’t know what else to say. I’ve only just met these people, yet I know everything about them and feel as if I’ve known them for years.

      “You’re welcome,” Mira replies, her red hair held in Calder’s grip as he crouches behind her. I nod at her and glance at Dabria and Mishal, who are holding hands and smiling at me. Mishal’s eyes morph to an orange colour for a moment, and I blink and look away, meeting the smirking gaze of Ciar, and next to him, Isabelle.

      “Good to see I won’t have to kill you. That would have put a damper on the reunion,” she comments, making me grin.

      “It would. Thanks for not killing me.” I laugh.

      “Thanks for not making me.” She nods seriously.

      “Are you okay?” Kyro queries, crouching next to me. I turn and meet his eyes, unsure what to say or do. His hand rises as if to cup my cheek before he swallows and lets it drop between us.

      “Fine, could use a cup of tea. Being almost sacrificed and possessed is thirsty work,” I joke, unsure what to say to him as well.

      “We need to talk anyway,” Slate tells us.

      Kyro stands and proffers his hand, extending it down to help me up. Our eyes meet, and I see the relief and hope in his gaze, but there is too much left between us for me to accept it. One touch, and I’ll be his again, I know it, so I climb by myself to my feet, and when I see his face drop, I turn away.

      “My house isn’t far, we can talk there.” I look around at the clearing. “At least the demon is dead and the deaths will stop.”

      “What about the necromancer?” Kyro questions. I look at him, her face appearing in my mind. They must not have seen her when we were in the circle.

      “I’ll tell you at the house. I have a feeling you will all need to be sitting,” I say ominously.

      “Well then.” Isabelle claps. “Let’s get this show on the road.”

      I nod and start to lead them to the trees. As we walk, I look over my shoulder to see the circle, and something occurs to me—she didn’t kill me. She could have, easily, before she took off.

      Was it on purpose, or did the woman beneath the evil stop her?

      Is she still fighting? Why did she warn me away?

      One thing’s for sure, nothing is ever going to be the same again.

      Not when the world hangs in the balance.
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      She’s alive, she’s okay…but she hates me.

      Rose is walking side by side with Mira and Isabelle, while Dabria rides Mishal above us, checking that the necromancer has truly gone. Slate and Alejandra are behind us, while Ciar and Calder walk next to me. I feel their gazes, their confusion and anger at what I did to my mate, but I can’t take my eyes off her.

      She wouldn’t take my hand.

      I’ve truly lost my little witch. I thought the worst thing would be seeing her fall out of love with me, but I was wrong. The worst is knowing I did this. I broke us.

      “How could you do that to your mate?” Calder snarls. “All these years of pain and loneliness, and we were finally blessed with what so many others take for granted. You found your treasure…and you left?”

      “Yeah, bad move, brother,” Ciar remarks. “Plus, she seems like a hellcat, probably the only woman who could put up with your annoying ass.” He claps me on the shoulder.

      I swallow and look at them before fastening my gaze on my rose. “I know, I was an idiot, okay? I was scared and stupid. I never wanted to hurt her, but by leaving, I did. I never thought I would have a mate…”

      “But now that you do, do you want it? Do you want her?” Calder presses.

      “Always, of course,” I answer automatically. “I can’t imagine spending the rest of my life without her. It’s as if this is what I’ve always been waiting for.”

      “It was the same for me, it was love at first sight. For me anyway. She, on the other hand, took some convincing, and after she stopped knocking me out with shovels…” Ciar laughs dreamily.

      And they say I’m the crazy one.

      “I made some mistakes as well, I hurt my temptress,” Calder shares, and I turn to see him staring sadly at Mira. Darkness enters his gaze, and like she knows, she turns back and smiles at him, and just like that, it all leaves him and a grin tips up his lips. I never thought I would see the day my moody little brother would smile, but here we are. “She taught me that everything happens for a reason, and sometimes, you have to know pain before you can ever experience love.”

      “Wow, you’re a poet now,” Ciar mutters and nudges me. “See what I’ve had to put up with? If it wasn’t for Bella, these grumpy fuckers would have driven me mad. They are only happy when they are fuck—”

      “Language,” Slate snaps from behind us, making us laugh. I hear a soft one echoing ours from Alejandra.

      Cassandra giggles, and it rips out my heart. I should be there, holding her hand, hearing her laughter, and seeing that smile. Instead, I fucked it up so badly, I don’t think I will ever get her back. How can I fix something I broke so carelessly? I tossed away her heart like it was nothing out of fear.

      Fucking fear.

      All along, I have loved this woman. I was fighting my own instincts to run because I was so scared of getting hurt. Instead, I hurt her, and I don’t think I can live with that. Even now with my brothers finally here, nothing is okay without her by my side. My heart is broken, and only my little witch can fix it. I feel them by my side, but I would spend another thousand years without them for just one minute with her in love with me.

      I’ve travelled everywhere in this world, searching for something. For her. I didn’t even know it, yet the thing I always needed was right here all along. The world offered me a chance, a chance to be better than our past, another shot at happiness, and I threw it away. I deserve her hate, but it doesn’t make it any easier to bear. Looking at her as we walk, all I want to do is pull her into my arms.

      I stay quiet the whole way back, trying to think of ways to earn her forgiveness. All the while, my brothers talk and joke, but I can’t bring myself to join in, because my life has no laughter now without her. Without her rambling, her teasing, fuck, even her turning me into random animals or shouting about dicks.

      When we get to the cottage, Salem is waiting, pacing anxiously, so she picks him up and kisses him. I’m instantly jealous of the cat. He throws me a glare, as if to tell me to suck it. My brothers look around, and luckily, none of them judge her or I would have to smack them. As if they can hear my thoughts, Mira laughs.

      “I lived in a cave, this is a fucking palace.”

      “It’s so cute.” Isabelle gazes about. “But where do you hide your weapons?”

      “Erm, I don’t have any. Should I?” Cassandra asks, confused.

      “I’ll get you some,” Isabelle promises as she wanders farther in.

      “Don’t worry, you get used to her.” Alejandra grins.

      They sit and stand in various places around the room as I automatically go to make my rose a tea. When I hand it to her, she nods but looks away. I ignore the others’ sniggers and coughed, “Pussy,” as I stand next to her while she sips it and sighs.

      How can I be near her without touching her? I gravitate towards her like she’s my moon. Because the sun can never rise without the moon. Two halves of a whole, and she’s mine.

      “So, tell us everything,” Slate prompts, leaning forward. His eyes are his wolf’s colour, and I spot claws on his hands. In fact, he seems bigger, more rugged. What happened to my wild brother? We have so many years to catch up on, but first, we need to discuss what happened…and why they’re here all of a sudden. What it all means.

      Cassandra sighs and curls up in the chair. “The demon arrived a month or so ago and started killing witches. Their bodies turned up without a heart and covered in black veins. I started searching for the killer, and that’s when I met Kyro… Anyway, we trapped the demon, but it broke through. While I was in the forest I—we—” She coughs and skips over the walking away part. “He found me and knocked me out. I woke up in a sacrifice circle, ready for my heart to be cut out. I learned the necromancer is infecting them with evil and harvesting their power and hearts to fuel her army.”

      “For what purpose?” Ciar asks.

      “Bloody necromancers, I thought they were all gone,” Slate snaps.

      “To end the world,” Cassandra explains. “She wants to destroy the world… She is more than a necromancer. The body is, but the thing… Fuck, I’m not explaining this well. The thing inside her is evil itself. An entity of darkness. It’s more than one person. It’s been with us since the beginning of time, with light and dark always fighting this same war, and now it’s been awoken and possessed that woman. The demon was her dirty servant, but there is something else.” She looks at me then. “I know the woman she was possessing. She knew you too.”

      “Knew me?” I repeat with a frown.

      “Knew all of you…” She trails off and sucks in a breath. “It was Lilith.” An explosion rocks the room with those words. Everyone starts talking at once as my heart skips a beat.

      “You’re sure, Rose?” I demand, and everyone quiets to listen.

      “‘Tell them I love them and to stop looking. To run, as far and as fast as they can. They have no idea what’s coming.’ That’s what she told me to tell you. She was possessed, but managed to break through for a second. I know it was her.”

      “But how? We saw Lilith die,” Slate whispers.

      “I don’t know. We need to find out, and we need to stop her. If we don’t, the whole world will burn and everyone will die, starting with us,” Cassandra murmurs. “This is bigger than us, it’s been in motion since the beginning. We were always supposed to find each other.”

      “Together we stop it,” Isabelle states resolutely and blinks. “Together, I can see it now. We need all of our powers together, otherwise we aren’t strong enough. The seven original gods to draw on the supernatural of the world. Channelled through their mates to stop evil.”

      “Exactly.” Cassandra nods.

      “Fuck,” Calder snarls and starts to pace.

      “If we keep going, if we find the others, we’re doing what she wants. Coming together and joining our powers in one place. The powers that started our races and can end them too. If she gets our hearts, our strength and power…she will destroy the world. We have a choice—run as far as we can and hope we survive what’s to come, or stay and fight. But it’s Lilith…or whatever is left of her. We have to, right?” Slate muses, voicing our options for the choice only we can make.

      To fight or to flee?

      “I fled once, never again,” Mishal declares.

      “Me too,” Ciar adds. “We can kick ass.”

      “I agree, we have to stop this,” Calder agrees, and they all look to me then.

      “I go where Rose goes,” I reply simply.

      Their gazes land on her, and she throws me a glare. “We have to fight. Running away won’t solve anything, it will only mean we’ll feel responsible when the end comes. Would you rather have more time together with those you love, but know thousands will die for it?” She meets our every set of eyes. “Or would you rather have today together, but know that you saved the world?”

      “I guess that settles it then,” I whisper. “The future is decided.” With that, power rips through us all.
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        * * *

      

      We’re forming a plan, but Cassandra has slipped outside, saying she needed some air. She stands on the deck with her head tipped back and her eyes on the moon. I follow and slide the door shut. She flinches, but doesn’t look at me.

      “Rose—” I start, and she sighs.

      “I’m tired, Kyro,” she interrupts.

      “Please, just hear me out. I know I don’t deserve it, you have every right to be angry, but please.” I step closer, and she turns, leaning back against the railing. “Please listen to me.”

      “Fine, you have two minutes,” she snaps, crossing her arms as I stop before her. I leave space between us, knowing she wouldn’t accept my touch.

      “I was an idiot—”

      “Asshole, wanker, fuck nugget, giant vagina?” she supplies, and I nod with a small smile.

      “All of them and more. I was scared, so fucking scared of hurting you, of watching you fall out of love with me. I didn’t even think about how I could live without you. I can’t live without you, Rose, you’re my everything. Somewhere between turning me into a bat and calling me a murderer, I fell under your spell.”

      She scoffs and looks away, so I reach out and touch her cheek, turning her gaze back to me, but she recoils, her eyes sparking with hurt and fury. “You left.”

      “I did,” I whisper. “And I will regret it for the rest of my life, but I’m asking you to let me earn your forgiveness. To give me one more chance.”

      “I don’t know if I can,” she murmurs truthfully, and my heart cracks, slamming inside my broken chest at the thought of losing her. “You have your chance to leave this town like you wanted.”

      “Never without you,” I reply automatically.

      She smiles sadly. “Your family is here, Kyro. It’s everything you wanted. To reconnect, to try again—”

      “And I don’t fucking care,” I growl, reaching out to cup her cheeks before I snarl and drop them. “They are my past, Rose. I love them and miss them, but I can survive being without them. I already did once. But losing you? I couldn’t survive that. You are my family, my everything, my future…please, Rose. I’m so fucking sorry, give me one chance, please, and I promise I will never hurt you again.”

      She stares into my eyes as tears fill hers before slowly rolling down her cheeks. Each drop is like a blow that nearly sends me to my knees, ripping me to pieces worse than any war or battle I’ve ever been in. “You broke my heart,” she whispers.

      “I know.” I sigh, pressing my forehead to hers and wiping her tears away. “Let me fix it, one chance, and I will spend the rest of my life putting it back together.”

      For a moment, I see her confusion, see her thinking about it, our breaths mingling before she rips herself away from me, leaving me cold and alone. “I can’t.” She laughs bitterly and storms down the stairs, striding across the grass to the forest to escape me.

      But that’s not happening.

      “I’ll stay by your side for the rest of my life, even if you hate me, even if you don’t want me. I will never leave again. I love you, my little witch, I have for a long time. I’ll touch a million spiders, do whatever it takes to earn your love,” I call after her, uncaring who hears as I follow her across the grass. She turns when she reaches the trees, glaring at me.

      “What about turning you into a spider and squashing you?” she snaps, and I grin.

      “Do it, whatever the fuck you want,” I offer, arms open wide. “Kill me, hit me, run me over, I don’t care. Do it, but know I love you and always will. Always have… I didn’t even realise it for so long, but every rose in that bathroom is for each day I fell more and more in love with you.”

      She stumbles back. “Please, just stop.”

      “I can’t,” I reply, stepping closer.

      “Kyro,” she begs. “You left once, you’ll do it again.”

      “Never. Forgive me, Rose, say you will forgive me. Say you will be mine…that I will be yours. I love you, my little witch.”
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      My heart hurts, but he’s here, he’s in front of me, begging for forgiveness. Pain and hope are etched on his face as he drops to his knees. “I’ve never begged, never had to, but I will. I’ll do anything.”

      Licking my lips, I stare at the god before me. He’s willing to risk it all, to lose his family and end the world to be with me. All my life, people have let me down, if I forgive him, will he let me down again?

      But he came for me, he did. And he says he loves me.

      “Say it again,” I demand. He frowns, confused, so I carry on. “Say you love me.”

      A small smile curls his lips. “I love you, Rose.” He gets to his feet and steps closer. “So fucking much. I love your crazy cat that I’m pretty sure tries to suffocate me in my sleep. I love that you ramble when you’re nervous.” With each word, he steps closer, backing me into a tree. “I love the way you smile, the way you laugh so freely and uncaring. I love that you make me happy, that you call me on my shit. That you’re so brave, it terrifies me. Most of all, Rose? I love that you don’t see the god. You see me, Kyro, the man underneath. I’ll burn forever in my flames with you.”

      When he finishes, he’s pressed against me as I tilt my head back to meet his fiery eyes. “Promise to never leave again?”

      “Never,” he vows resolutely. “Not even death could pry me away from you.”

      “Ew, I don’t want a corpse.” I grin, and he sucks in a shuddering breath, his forehead resting against mine. “I forgive you,” I whisper, and his eyes close as a tear slips free, and it’s true. I do. I know why he did it, I understand that because I love him, but he came back. I never thought he would, and now he’s giving me his heart, even though I could break it. Kyro has finally stopped running from the past and is ready to face the future…with me.

      “You do?” he queries hopefully.

      “I do, and I love you too, you big idiot.” I laugh.

      He groans and presses his lips to mine to seal his vow to never hurt me again. Wrapping my arms around his shoulders, I moan into his mouth as he deepens the kiss. He licks at my lips as he hoists me into the air, and I wrap my legs around his waist, letting him press me further back to the tree as his tongue tangles with mine. There is desperation and love in every touch.

      Both of us are aware that tomorrow isn’t promised, not anymore, and we need to make the most of what we have now—each other. His brothers and their mates are waiting for us to return and get on the road to save the world. But right now, I’m going to take a moment for myself, with my mate, with Kyro, just in case it’s the last we ever have.

      He moans my name into my mouth, dragging my dress higher before stroking my thighs. “Fuck me,” I demand, as I break the kiss.

      “Cassandra, we don’t—”

      “Fuck. Me,” I order. “Now, fire god.”

      He grins, leaning in and kissing me. “Yes, little witch, your orgasms are my pleasure.”

      “Good, I expect a lot of them to make up for what you did, so get going.” I kick his ass, and he laughs.

      “Such a brat,” he murmurs against my lips.

      “Yep, and you’re stuck with me forever,” I retort, as he nudges my chin up and kisses and licks down my throat before placing one over my pounding heart.

      “Too fucking right. Now let me show you why you forgave me,” he whispers against my skin, raising goosebumps in his wake as my pussy throbs, knowing he’s going to give us so much pleasure, I might even black out again.

      He pins me to the tree with golden branches as he drops to his knees and presses a chaste kiss to my clit before licking down my pussy. He moves back up and kisses it again, and then again, teasing me, and just when I’m about to protest, something cold and hard slithers up my thigh. My eyes widen as he laughs, and I look down to see another branch. A thick, golden limb pressing against my wet pussy as Kyro licks and kisses my clit. Without a warning, it starts to push inside me.

      “Kyro!” I cry out, but then my eyes close in bliss. The branch starts off small but gets thicker the deeper it pushes inside me, and when it’s in all the way, it twists. The sensation is strange as it slowly heats, rotating until what I can only describe as a small suction thing locks on those nerves inside me. My legs quiver and a scream leaves my lips as at the same time, Kyro wraps his lips around my clit and sucks.

      Within a second, I’m coming so hard, I actually do black out. I sag into the branches as that pressure continues, the waves of pleasure rolling into a never-ending orgasm. I can’t move, can’t scream. I’m caught in the endless release until finally, finally, it slowly pulls free and Kyro drops another kiss on my clit. “This is just to begin with, Rose, but I need to feel that pussy wrapped around my cock to know you’re alive.” He stands and kisses me, letting me taste my release. “To know you are mine.”

      He kisses me hard, dominating me with his mouth, showing me exactly whom I belong to. I gather my energy, and wrap my arms around his shoulders and my legs around his waist, hanging onto him as I kiss him back, declaring that he belongs to me too.

      “I’m yours, Rose, forever,” he whispers against my lips as I feel his cock pressing against my entrance. “And you are mine. Say it.”

      “I love you,” I whisper as he starts to push inside me. Only halfway in, he pulls out.

      “You can do better than that. Let them all hear,” he taunts, and then slams inside me, his thick cock forcing its way into my tight channel.

      “I love you!” I scream, and he chuckles.

      “I love you too, Rose,” he repeats as he presses his hands to the tree and starts to move. He fucks me hard and fast, both of us aware we could be caught at any moment. Groaning, he drops his hands to my hips and starts to lift and drop me. I pant hard as pleasure curls through me. The tree is rough against my back, my nipples are hard and rubbing against my bra, and my clit is throbbing.

      And then his cock turns molten.

      It’s so hot, I lose myself in his flames, our bodies becoming one, our minds joining until I know we will never be apart again. Pleasure slams through me, his or mine, I don’t know, but it’s incredible, and when I finally come back down, we’re leaning into each other, breathing heavily, spent and satisfied.

      “Fucking hell, that was incredible,” he rasps. “You and your enchanting pussy.”

      “Magic cock,” I retort.

      He touches my neck, and I feel his magic, and when I glance down a moment later, I see a gold necklace nestled in the hollow of my throat. It’s a golden rose, partially surrounded by a half sun, and when I look back up and meet his eyes, he leans closer. “I love you forever, my rose, thank you for saving me from myself.”

      I kiss him as I lean back and groan at the sensation of his rapidly hardening cock. I wish we could stay out here all night, but we have responsibilities. We have things to do.

      “So what now?” I whisper, our bodies still joined.

      “Now, we find my other brothers, starting with Khalid, then we save the world of course.” He smirks.

      “Of course, just another normal day.”

      His eyes brighten. “There is no one I could ever imagine saving the world with other than you, Rose.”

      “Back at you,” I murmur with a sigh, kissing him softly. “Let’s get back and pack. It seems we have some monsters to hunt.”

      “Not monsters, Rose, gods,” he corrects.

      “Fallen gods, more like.” I laugh.

      My eyes go to the lit up cabin. I can hear the laughter and voices from here. I might have been kicked out of my coven, but I don’t need them… I have my own right here.

      A family.

      I look back at Kyro and smile.

      A forever.
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      “Tell me,” I snarl, leaning into his face, his shirt bunched in my fist.

      “I don’t know!” he cries, his squat red face panicked. His bloodshot eyes, red from the alcohol, dart around the empty alley, searching for help. I can still hear the music of the club behind us where I dragged him from.

      “You do, you know where he is, so tell me,” I demand.

      “Why? Why do you want to know?” he cries like a pussy.

      “Don’t you know yet? I’m the Face Changer, the Hunter…and Sinclair killed four innocent humans,” I whisper, and his eyes widen at my monikers as he stops struggling, knowing he will die here. “It’s bad for our races, for our people. I should know, I’ve been hunting monsters like him for years.”

      Ever since…well, ever since. The council is growing weaker and losing respect as they sit in their mansions, hoarding power and money. I was tired of watching the havoc wreaked on this world by our people, so I started doing the one thing I promised I wouldn’t do ever again—killing. My soul is already black, there is no saving me, so what’s a few more deaths on my conscience?

      They die and innocents survive, and no one is any wiser that a god walks amongst them, changing his face to fit in, to blend on his hunts, to rid this world of evil. Evil like me.

      “I heard you were looking for me,” comes a distinct Scottish accent from the alley. Turning my head, I see the man from the video, the one who drained four humans dry after torturing and raping them. Then he left their bodies to rot.

      “Sinclair. How nice of you to join us,” I mutter, and without a pause, I snap the neck of his lackey and drop him to the cement like the rat food he is. “Shall we?”

      “I have to ask, are you from the council? The person they sent to kill me?” He cocks his head to the side, his dark hair falling over one of his red eyes. Behind him are two other men, both vamps. I can smell them from here and almost see the stolen blood racing through their veins. I don’t have anything against vamps, fuck, my brother is one, but his children…shit, they have grown weak.

      Without morals.

      Bottom feeders.

      But so have a lot of monsters. They have spent too long hiding in the dark, and no one implements rules anymore. It leaves a power vacuum among the lower classes, and killers and users like Sinclair are all too happy to pick up the slack and name themselves king.

      Well, tonight, this king will fall.

      “No,” I reply, stepping closer.

      “Shame, I heard their hunter was something to look at.” He grins. “Fine, so you’re some vigilante wanting to save the world.” He rolls his eyes. “It doesn’t matter, you will still die here. This is my city, after all.”

      “You’re wrong.” I grin, the stolen face I’m currently wearing bunching with it. “This is my city, it’s my fucking world, and you parasites are feeding on that. No longer. You die tonight, and your blood will run across the streets you ruined.”

      Done talking, I move. They expected me to be slower, weaker, because they don’t know what I really am. Nobody does. They simply refer to me as the Hunter, the one who moves in the dark, never to be seen again. His face is always different, masks, they think—if only they knew the truth.

      I will do this until the day someone finally kills me. I will make this world a better place than the one I was born into. Not for me or even my long-lost family. But for her. My mate. The one I saw all those years ago…the one I walked away from.

      To save her from me.

      Now, I spill blood in her name. Every one of the monsters I kill is one less for her to have to deal with. One less that could hurt her. One day, I will earn my penance for my past, but I will never earn her.

      I’m behind them before they even see me coming. I rip out the hearts of the two men with him at the same time and toss them to the ground, ready to be burnt. Then I turn to Sinclair as he snarls, his fangs flashing as he tries to charge me. He rushed right onto my blade, which pierces his heart. Dragging him closer, I grind it in as he gasps and cries out.

      My mouth near his ear.

      “I’ll see you in hell,” I mutter as I yank my blade out and watch him fall. With a disgusted sneer on my lips, I grab my bag of goodies, dousing them in petrol before setting them alight, the only way to be sure they’re truly dead.

      A groan escapes my lips as I feel my face slipping. I’ve been in this one for too long. I need another, any will do. I don’t care what I look like, no one will ever see my true one, and I have no need to be attractive to anyone—those needs fled the first time I locked eyes with the one bright blue and one black eyes of my mate all those years ago.

      As the fire burns, I hoist up my bag and whistle as I wander from the alley. I grab the closest man who passes by and drag him inside. I just need to have my hand on his bare skin. I drain him just enough, never killing, and then put him to sleep and leave him on the ground. He will wake up with a headache but no memory. Me? I fall back with a grunt. Each time is the same, though it’s gotten easier over the years.

      In a blink, I am someone else, his skin crawling across mine. My hair is changing, growing, and shifting to his. My face is widening, paling, and becoming an exact replica.

      Just another pretty face in a long line of them.
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