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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      “Their powers are growing in this realm.” Killian said while smoothing his black hair back to his skull. He looked tired; his blue eyes had almost turned to their natural bright red color.

      “They are trying to get the crystals we hid to break the spell from the portal, so their pals would have free access in this realm,” Whistler said, his raspy voice booming in the chamber during their meeting. They were down in their secret vault deep in the forest of New Haven, Connecticut, inside the cemetery they were protecting. It was their Holy ground, so no one but them could pass through the spelled entrance.

      D was listening to his brothers quietly as they were trying to figure out what to do with this recent movement of demons, who were trying to escape their dark pit and gain access to the human realm. It was their duty to keep the nasty creatures where they belong.

      In Hell.

      Centuries ago, the dark caves of Hell were their home too. Except after Hecate betrayed them all to the Dark Angel, the King of Hell stripped her of her powers and placed her in the darkest pit of Hell, along with anyone who had helped her. After that, the Creator saw fit to restore the balance, to keep them here on this side of the spirit world to protect the portals, to eliminate any demon who tried to break the spells from the portals, and to find the ancient relics and treasures that were stolen that very night of the war, a war that almost extinguished their entire race.

      Almost all.

      There were still plenty of them to keep the order in place.

      Every one of them on this side was in charge of something––D was their tracker, Killian and Konnor were in command, Whistler specialized in ancient myths, history, and relics, Conway and Thornleigh controlled the armory. But above all, each one of them were warriors to the core, they used to be called Jailors.

      Upon birth every hellhound was bound to protect the portals of Hell and keep the order between demons and souls. There was always scum that tried to get free from their punishment.

      “Are we boring you D?” Killian said as he hit his meaty fist on the table before them. The candles started to crack shadows from the force.

      “Sorry, I got a little distracted,” D said, shifting uncomfortably in his seat as he looked up. All of his five brothers were looking at him with raised brows, while Thorn slammed his face with his palm, it was like they were saying, “Really?”

      “Well did you find a solution then Aodhan?” Konnor mocked him with his birth name.

      Konnor was their second in command, after Killian, who was first, this was his birthright as a direct descendant of Hecate's firstborn hellhounds.

      Looking him directly in the eyes, D willed them to take their natural color and answered through clenched teeth, “Not yet. But I’ll find their hideaway. I always do!”

      “Then you should pay more attention!” Killian replied, now with a harsh tone.

      Clenching his teeth until he felt his jaw lock, he nodded his agreement, a low growl in his throat. He couldn’t make a scene but at some point, they had to trust him. For him they were his all, his everything. All he had left after his parents took the wrong side of the war.

      “Back on track then. We have more pressing issues than D getting in his head again!” Konnor said, giving him a cold narrow look that cut like a dagger.

      As if to change the subject, Conway cleared his throat. “I can bring back the crystals to use them as bait, so that me and Thorn can lure them out, then D can find their hideaway and destroy it. Then we can banish them back to their hellhole and seal the portal they used.”

      Listening closely, Killian clenched his fist in front of his mouth and turned to Thorn. “I don’t like it, but we are running out of options here. Damn it! Do you agree?”

      Thorn nodded yes.

      Then Killian addressed all of them, “Do we all agree then?” searching them one by one in the eyes.

      Silence.

      “Let the hunt begin!” he said with a smirk on his hard face.  He then lowered his dark head and focused on the candle before him. His eyes sparkled red like rubies in front of the flame. He whispered the ancient words of war and blew it, terminating the meeting they were having. They all did the same after him and stood. It symbolized their state in their hierarchy.

      Soon, Killian and Konnor caught up in a corner, their voices low. On the other side, Conway and Thorn were doing the same, probably trying to figure out the best way to lure the demons out. Nasty bastards, demons were always looking for new ways to cross this realm. Trying to seduce and trick human minds into accepting them. They couldn’t bring their actual bodies on this side. They could only use their evil shadows, and roam free to taint more innocent souls, and it went on and on.

      Suddenly, D felt a heavy hand squeeze his shoulder and he snapped into combat position.

      “Easy there, brother!” Whistler said, holding his big paws up.

      “I’m sorry brother, I didn’t mean to snap at you. I was just thinking—”

      Whistler cut him off. “Well, that is one of your problems, D. You always think too much, and probably not the right thing either. That’s why Killian and Konnor always have their eyes on you. You have to keep it together; you are not your parents, and everyone here knows it. You know we have your back, always. Right?”

      D let out a deep breath and he pinched the bridge of his nose as he nodded his agreement “Yes, I know. As I got yours, for all of you.”

      Whistler gave D a small smile and turning his back to him, he moved to where Con and Thorn stood. He was a big man just like D, almost six feet tall with wide shoulders, dark hair long to his jaw, and eyes as dark as his were. As a matter of fact, all of them where pretty much alike, tall and muscled, with bodies that resembled to warriors of the old times.

      Before he knew it, he was alone. Everyone went to prepare themselves for the trap. He dragged his hand over his little mohawk and looked around the room, there wasn’t much in there.

      The table had the ceremonial candles, each in the exact position of every brother's seat. Behind the table was a large black leather couch, in case any of them needed it, and at the other side of the wall, a big piece of furniture with three shelves on top for Whistler’s books. The other books, the most rare and ancient, were kept even deeper in the earth under the vault, so that even if the demons found a way to break in, they wouldn’t find them. At the bottom there was one big cabinet where they stored some liquor for rough moments. Immortal as they were, liquor didn’t do much for them, but it helped a little to take the edge off.

      Taking it all in, he took a deep breath again and willed the candles on the walls to kill the remaining light and started to ascent the stairs to the top floor. He needed to find those demons, for himself, for his brothers.
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      A storm was brewing as Celia Gray was driving her girl back home to New York from New Haven, while singing one of her favorite songs, “Dreams” from the Cranberries. She was in a good mood since she got the e-mail that told her she’d been accepted to the local university. At last, she was going to make her dream come true. She was going to study art, which she loved so much, and live with her best friend Cinthia in a small apartment near the university. Since she was a kid, she learned to express herself through the arts, sometimes with paint, but mostly through photography. When you were a kid of color, living with just your mother, because your father died and your brother left both of you, without looking back, people, for some reason, thought of you as a lowlife. Then try adding the fact that she was a little overweight and they actually tried to crush you. So, she turned her back to them too. She was nice to people that were nice to her.

      She had decided to take the shortcut around the long road, despite her friend’s warning that it was through a thick forest. As the song reached its peak, the car started to make a noise, so Celia slowed down.

      “What is it girl?" she asked while smoothing the dashboard. “We had a deal, remember? We don’t quit, ever!”

      Celia didn’t pay her any attention and slowed down some more before completely stopping.

      “Okay, okay, I didn’t want to be a bitch to you, please girl, please start again!” she said while trying the ignition again. Of course, nothing happened.

      “Great!” she muttered while hitting her forehead on the wheel. Taking a deep breath, she pulled her black jacket closer to her body regretting that she didn’t wear more than her sweater and jeans—it was getting cold here—and threw open her door more aggressively than she intended, it bounced back from the force and found her at her leg “Ouch! Easy girl!” she said while rubbing her shin.

      “Now, where are we?” she thought, as she straightened.

      Celia looked around at her surroundings only to realize she had no idea. Why didn’t she take the map with her? Cinthia was adamant about the map! And yet she didn’t listen.

      What little light coming from the moon wasn’t any help, and she could hear sounds coming from the clouds, it was going to rain soon. There was no clear road before her. All around was only the dark forest, impenetrable without her flashlight, which she forgot to replace.

      The ground cricked under her boots as she started for the hood of her car. Lifting it, a little smoke came out. Coughing, she turned her head away and with her hand she tried to clear the air. The only thing she could hear was the hissing sound from the engine and the rustling from the tree's leaves.

      It was like a B-horror movie, where the heroine got lost in the woods and out of nowhere a serial killer jumps out and tears her to pieces.

      “Don’t think like that now, stupid,” she said, shaking her head. She turned again to the engine, but she couldn’t understand what was wrong. She closed the hood again and reached for her phone. Her fingers were cold and she rubbed them on her pocket first, she needed to call Cinthia, her best friend, to come and find her.

      Man, she is going to eat me alive for this, she thought.

      Before she could touch her phone, she heard a sound ...

      A deep and heavy sound, like a low growl from somewhere in the trees.

      Her mouth dried, as she froze in place.

      Oh, come on now, she thought. What is that?

      “Who’s there?” she said aloud.

      Please don’t be a bear, please don’t be a bear!

      Then she heard some rustling a few feet away from her.

      If you want to live, get your ass moving, Gray! She bolted for her car like she was on fire. When she was almost at her door, the deepest voice she had ever heard came from behind her.

      “What are you doing out here this late?”

      Gasping, she turned around quickly, only to freeze again from the view.

      Standing a few feet away from her was a tall man in a black shirt and camo pants. He had shaved both sides of his head, in the middle he had a little mohawk. His face was the most beautiful face she might ever have seen, with a straight nose, a very full set of lips, and underneath them a chiseled jaw. But what captivated her the most, were his eyes. They were as black as the night surrounding them, sparkling, and she felt their gaze straight to her soul.

      “Aren’t you going to tell me?”  he said again, with his deep voice, arching a black brow.

      Her breath caught like she was under a spell, and what beautiful one.

      Was he even real?

      He cleared his throat as if to awaken her and he had a little smile in his lips.

      She was gawking, wasn’t she? Probably drooling.

      Blushing, she came back to reality.

      “I’m sorry! I ... I ... was trying to go home and apparently, I got lost on the way there. And that was when she––” she pointed at her car, “––decided to break down in the middle of nowhere.”

      He cocked his head to the side and gave her an up and down look with his eyes.

      “Well, that wasn’t really nice of her now, was it?” he said half smiling.

      What a beautiful girl. She had brown hair caught in a ponytail, a heart shaped, lovely face, with forest green eyes and deep red lips. From what little he could see with all the clothes, her skin was a very beautiful, soft milk chocolate color. She wasn’t very tall; she would reach him just under his chin. She seemed to have all the right curves in all the right places, and did she really blush? He couldn’t remember the last time a girl blushed, because he spoke to her. None of them ever cared for what he was talking about, they only cared for what was under his clothes and it never actually bothered him.

      “I can try and see what’s going on with her if you want. It seems it’s going to rain soon,” he offered, before he could stop himself. What was he doing? He should leave. He was in the middle of the hunt, for fuck’s sake.

      Of course, you can see, she thought.

      “Thank you very much. Please look at her. I need to go home; it’s starting to get very creepy here,” she rushed like telling a perfect stranger to look at her car was the safest thing to do. Yet she didn’t have any other option at the moment and for now she didn’t want to have.

      “Was it now?” he said while starting for the hood. He looked even taller up close, blocking the view behind him.

      “Yes, please tell me you know what to do?”

      That car was what she had left to remind her of her mother. She used to love it so much. After she passed away, four years ago, she decided to keep it, despite that it was old and well used. She could still remember her mother sitting in the driver's seat singing with every song on the radio. She always knew all the lyrics. Her mother was her only family, her father had died when she was nine, and her brother Hunter, a few years later, left and never looked back. She had no clue where he was. After her mother died her only other family was her friend Cinthia.

      “Did you hear me?” his voice brought her back to present.

      “Sorry, I got in my head a little,” she said feeling embarrassed. The man was trying to help her as she drifted away in her mind.

      “I know a little about that,” he reassured her with a haunted smile. “Now, as I was saying, can you go inside and try the ignition so I can get a clue what the problem is?”

      “I can do that. Yeah, okay. Thank you.” She rushed and opened her door. She sat in the driver's seat and put the key in the ignition. She couldn’t see what he was doing so she just started the ignition. She tried three times, her girl doing all the gurgling sounds like she was choking and then she gave up and got out from the car.

      “Did you find the problem?” she said.

      “Uh, yeah, actually it seems like a part from the engine is broken, but I can’t tell without breaking apart the engine completely.”

      Just her luck, the first droplets of rain started to fall. “Exactly what I needed now,” she muttered and reached in her pocket for her phone.

      “I don’t think you’re going to find any reception this deep in the forest,” he said.

      “Of course, there’s no reception!” she said at the same time, looking for signal. “All bad things come in threes, as my mom used to say,” she added in a low voice.

      He took a step closer to her as the rain started to get heavier. He was looming above her now and glared straight into her eyes. They looked like they were sparkling little flames, how odd and alluring at the same time Celia thought, “Do you really believe that?” he said with a low voice, the droplets licking his shaved head.

      She couldn’t look away from those intense eyes, but she whispered back, “I guess.” With the way he was looking at her, she didn’t just feel attracted, she felt captivated. She should feel intimidated, this was a stranger in her personal space, and she didn’t even know his name, but she somehow wasn’t afraid of him, it was more like she had already known him.

      “You guess,” he said a little harshly, cutting the spell. He took a small step back and gave her his hand.

      She wanted to know his name, so his name he was going to give her. D felt compelled to satisfy her need.

      “I am D,” he said, giving her his hand.

      She looked at the big hand in front of her. “Celia.” she said and took it.

      Immediately she shivered from the contact, she felt it spreading, everywhere, like energy. It felt like fuel in her veins, energizing her. She lifted her eyes to his startled gaze. What was that? She thought it felt good.

      He withdrew his hand abruptly like it was on fire feeling a little confused and looked at the sky frowning from the rain and then he changed the subject, “It’s getting cold out here, you should probably go and wait inside. I’ll go and find reception to call for help.”  What was that now? It can’t be the bond; I don’t even know her!

      “Why don’t you come inside too?” she said, with hesitation. “You're going to be wet to the bone soon. After it stops, we can go together if you want, and I'll make my calls from there.” Really Gray? Inviting a stranger in your car? But why does it feel like the right thing?

      Looking like he was debating with himself, he first glanced up, then right and left, like he was searching for something. A few moments later he was satisfied with what he found and nodded, “Okay, let’s do that,” he agreed.

      He couldn’t leave her alone here now, could he? There were demons out there, probably close.

      He had to protect her from them. He told himself it was just that notion, not that he wanted to be around her a little longer to find out what that feeling was, so he agreed to join her in her car.

      Her feet felt sticky with the mud under her boots and she rushed to her car. When she got inside, she quickly rubbed her hands together. It was chilly outside even for this time of season, in late September.

      As soon as he got inside the car, he glued his eyes to the windshield and stayed on his side, very careful not to crowd her. He seemed to know exactly how big his body was.

      A few moments passed, only the sound of the rain between them. They didn’t dare to speak as if it would spoil the peace that came with the rain. She liked the rain actually, she and her mother used to sit by the window and watch it for hours.

      After a while he cleared his throat to give her the chance to speak first.

      She wasn’t a good host, now was she? After all, she was the one who invited him inside her car.

      She cleared her throat too and turned to him slowly, “So, I know I got lost, in the middle of nowhere, but what were you doing out here alone?” She quickly added, “Not that you really have to answer. I was just trying to start conversation.”

      He was still looking outside the windshield like he was going to defend his territory when he answered her.

      “Well, I like taking long walks alone at night, it calms my mind.” he shrugged.

      “Are you from here?” she asked him. Please be from somewhere here, she pleaded to herself. That way, maybe she could see him again. She wanted to see him again already.

      He seemed a little uncomfortable when he answered, shifting on his seat and tugging the collar of his shirt.

      “Ah, yeah. You could say that, me and my brothers came here some years ago. We liked the place and have been here ever since.”

      It was the closest answer to the truth. He didn’t like to lie to her, but it wasn’t like he was going to tell her why he was here.

      He pictured the scene in his head, “Well you know I was out there trying to find where the demons are hiding so that I can destroy their lair and send them back to hell!” He could actually see her running away from him, screaming for help.

      “Do you have a big family?” she asked and brought him back from his vision. He shook his head to clear it.

      “Just me and my brothers. We are six.”

      She looked at him with wide eyes. “Six? Really? And you all live together? Where are your parents?" she paused and added, “Where are my manners today?” she added, blushing again. Really, Gray? Next time ask him about his taxes.

      Look at her blush, he thought to himself, So pure and innocent.

      “There’s nothing wrong with your manners,” he told her, with a small smile, and continued, “No parents, we live alone, not far from here, actually. We have a mechanic shop there too.”

      He needed to know her too. It was a deep need, like hunger that he had to satisfy, he wanted to know everything about her.

      “What about you? Family? A husband maybe waiting for you?” he asked trying to look indifferent, he hoped he was looking casual.

      She gave him a pained smile; it was obvious this was a raw nerve for her. “No family, and of course, no husband. My parents died, my mother four years ago, and my father when I was nine. But I have my friend. She is like a sister to me. That was why I was here, actually. I'm going to move in with her in a few days, I'm going to study art at the university here.”

      So, she is unmated, maybe that was a good thing. He could see her again then.

      “I’m sorry for your family. Don’t you have any siblings?” Family was everything, no one should live without one, he thought to himself.

      Her shoulders slumped. There was pain in her eyes. He felt like he hurt her with the question. As he opened his mouth to tell her that she didn’t need to talk about it if she didn’t want to, she cleared her throat again. “I used to have a brother; he was three years older than me. When my father died, he was twelve, when he turned fifteen, he left us, me and my mom. He was coming home every now and then, but by the time I turned seventeen he never came back. I couldn’t even find him for our mother’s funeral.” It felt so easy to tell him. She never talked about her family, even with Cinthia, but for whatever reason it felt very easy to tell him.

      She diverted her gaze to the windshield. He didn’t say anything like he knew she didn’t want him to; he just took the liberty and took her hand in his. She didn’t mind that a stranger took her hand. She fed herself with the comfort she took from his touch.

      Suddenly, he snapped to attention, and focused somewhere between the trees.

      “Lock the doors and stay inside!” he said roughly, as he jumped out of the car before she could say anything.

      Before he disappeared behind the tree line, he turned and pointed at the door. She was looking at him dumbfounded.

      What was he doing? What did he see?

      “The hell I'm staying here!” she said with determination a moment later and opened her door quickly. Immediately the smell of rain and forest welcomed her. It was still cold, but at least the rain had stopped. She locked the doors and started running to where she last saw him and yelled his name. “D? Where did you go?”
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      D was spitting fire when he got even deeper in the woods. He had felt the evil presence and his instincts kicked in. He had to eliminate the demon, so he started the hunt that was interrupted by this beautiful soul, again.

      What a girl, he thought, so shy with a beautiful soul, but strong, one that you could really call a survivor. From the glimpse he got from the reading he did on her soul, to be sure she was innocent, he saw that she had had a rough life, and she was almost alone. But she wasn’t giving up. She was in pain from her losses, but she found a way to stand again.

      Abruptly, a voice in his mind interrupted his train of thoughts, a voice he knew well.

      “You are in your head again,” Whistler said in a low, but firm voice, almost growling.

      He stopped and straightened, took a deep breath and waited for what were to come.

      “What is it this time?” he said again with a snarl. He was in his natural form.

      D started to turn and knew exactly what he would see. His brother was in his hellhound form. His eyes bright crimson, his fangs elongated, his fur black as midnight with tail and ears high up in alpha pose.

      D turned completely to him. “You already know. You were there, you saw me with the girl. Don't deny it.”

      “Yes, I saw you with the human female. What I don’t understand is why?” Whistler said in his mind again. As a pack they could communicate like that. But for this, D preferred to speak out loud.

      He didn’t want anyone inside his mind, especially now.

      Whistler had already covered the place with his inner shadows, so that they were protected from intruders.

      “Why I stayed with her you mean?” he asked.

      The hound just snapped his teeth.

      What to tell him now? That this girl intrigued him. That he maybe accidentally started the bond with her?  But he couldn’t admit it to anyone.

      “I believe it’s obvious. She is a traveler and a lost soul, and with demons out there waiting for prey, what was I supposed to do? Let her be one more problem for us?”

      Whistler was looking at him very carefully. He knew it, didn’t he? He understood he felt protective over the girl, he must have smelled it on him. Did he smell the bond too?

      A few moments passed and they felt like hours for him before Whistler answered him.

      “Fulfill your duty to the human and then send her on her way. Con and Thorn couldn’t lure them out. They probably knew we were coming. We need your skills to track them down.”

      At the sound of this, his mouth dried. How could he leave her alone? There were demons out there.

      “Did you hear me, brother?” This came with a snarl and a paw hitting the ground to make a point, a lightning appeared in the night sky.

      He clenched his teeth and looked him in the eyes, point taken. He wouldn’t give him any other choice.

      “Yes, I did!” he answered roughly.

      “Then I expect you to do just that. Now hurry, she is looking for you. After you finish with her, we’ll expect you at the vault.”

      He didn't wait for an answer. He just vanished.

      D just stood there for a moment wondering how he got himself in this mess. What should he do? Whistler was firm about leaving the girl alone.

      But how could he do this with the demons waiting around every corner. She wouldn’t be safe. He needed her to be safe.

      That pure and innocent soul would be a happy meal in their twisted claws.

      Though if he chooses to protect only her, he would have to leave his brothers unprotected and vulnerable to attacks.

      Now that they needed him the most, he had to make a decision.

      He couldn’t leave his only family vulnerable, not after what his parents did.

      So, he would do just like he was asked. He would find help for the girl, protect her soul from attacks, and then send her on her way never to see her again.

      With that thought, he felt his stomach bottom.

      Never to see her again.

      He remembered her blush. How it matched her lips.  But there was no other option. For his brothers, he would do anything.

      Determined, he turned and started to walk back to her, his stride firm and heavy.
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      “Where is he?” Celia muttered to herself as she was trying to find D, who for some reason, seemed to vanish.

      One second, she was watching him, the next he disappeared.

      What upset him so much?

      Did he leave her completely?

      But why? Had she said something that offended him? Well maybe, her subconscious said. She couldn’t find where she left her manners today. She opened her big mouth and started bubbling about her family. So of course, he left. Why should he care about her anyway? He was just passing through, nothing more.

      Get it together, girl! She thought and brought his eyes in her mind, the way he took her hand to comfort her through this little move,

      For some reason she felt good around him, even in the few minutes they’d spent together.

      And there was that sparking between them when they shook their hands.

      She could still feel it. It was so reviving. And from the look on his face, he probably felt it too.

      So, yes, she wouldn’t give up. She would find him. He was nice to her, something that didn’t happen often enough.

      She upped her pace and called him again “D? Where are you? We can go now.”

      No answer.

      She tried to be careful, because the rain left the ground slippery and she didn’t want to end up eating it.

      She used her cell phone’s flashlight to navigate in the dark. It was quite late now, and the forest was quiet, just small noises here and there from the trees.

      “I think I told you to stay in the car!” that deep voice came again.

      She gasped a breath and tried to turn, but the mud was too slippery under her boots and she slipped through it.

      Before she knew it, she was on the ground covered in mud and her phone somewhere between the mud and the leaves.

      “You know, you can stop doing that to me!” she said, giving him a hard look.

      “I told you to stay in the car!” he said again like nothing had just happened.

      Like she didn’t just make fool of herself, in front of him.

      “I know what you said. I just thought I could help you with whatever upset you.” she said and tried to get up. The only thing she accomplished was to get even dirtier. Perfect. Now she looked like a pig in the mud.

      He let out a deep breath and reached for her.

      “Of course, you thought you could help,” he said, as he lifted her from the ground without effort at all, as if she was light as a feather. “Are you hurt?” he asked her while he was checking her for injuries, like he wanted to be sure for himself.

      “Physically no, but my pride took a huge blow just now,” she said as she straightened, and tried to clean whatever she could with her hands, and she ended up being even more covered in mud.

      “Here’s your phone,” he said and handed it to her. How did he find it in the darkness and all that mud?

      “Thanks, can we go back to the car now? I think I had enough forest for one day!”

      “Come on, and watch your step,” he said, and he gave her his hand.

      She just stood there looking at it, like she hadn’t seen a hand again. What if that energy blooms between them again?

      Come on Gray, it’s just a hand, it won’t bite! she thought.

      Like he had read her mind he said in a mocking way, “I won’t bite. I promise!” And took her hand anyway.

      Like before, she felt the energy through his touch, but this time she was prepared, she almost welcomed it.

      And it felt nice. His hand was big and warm against her own.  Despite the cold he was quite warm.

      “Thank you,” she said and held him back, searching his face for any reaction of the energy.

      This time he didn’t seem to notice it. Maybe it was just her?

      They walked back to her car in silence, he knew the way very well.

      When they reached the car, he left her hand and finally spoke.

      “I am going to find reception and call my brothers to bring me some tools to fix your car so that you can go.

      I want you to stay this time in your car and wait for me, it won’t take me long.” He turned his back on her and started walking.

      “Wait!” she said and rushed to him. “I thought we agreed to go together, you don’t need to bother yourself with me.”

      “Just stay in the car, Celia, I won’t be long. And you don’t bother me. I offered to help.”

      “That’s the point, you’ve already done enough for me.”

      He stopped and cocked his head. “You are a stubborn one, aren’t you? You are not going to stay in the car anyway!” was this pride in his voice?

      “I’m not stubborn! I just don’t see the point to go back and forth, we can walk together to find reception and then I will take care of my problems!” she defended herself.

      Well too bad beautiful girl, you are not to do this alone, he thought.

      Abruptly, everything froze.

      Time seemed to have stopped.

      Silence.

      The smell of sulfur invaded his nostrils, and everything inside him screamed of the oncoming threat.

      “Get down!” he yelled at her and pushed her on the ground.

      She looked at him in horror. She must have sensed the change too, but thankfully she obeyed.

      D jumped in front of her and steeled himself for the attack, as a huge cloud of black smoke approached them with lightning-fast speed.

      It swirled around them, then it circled them and swallowed them both. Thick darkness suffocated them.

      “Give me the human Jailor and I will consider letting you live!” came an otherworldly voice, it sounded like iron claws dragged over iron walls.

      In the darkness, D willed his eyes to turn crimson, his fangs elongated, and his fingers turned to claws.

      In his throat, Hell’s breath was already brewing.

      “You can try and take her, asshole, let's see what happens!” he said with a growl.

      “The human belongs to him!” the creature said.

      “Crawl back to your hole, demon!” D said and took a very deep breath. He wouldn’t give the demon the chance to attack first. He didn’t have the time to open a portal and banish him back, not with Celia there, he opened his mouth and unleashed the Hell’s fire he was holding inside.

      The creature was taken aback from the sudden attack and made a screeching noise as it started to burn from the inside out. Only before it completely turned to ash, it hovered above Celia’s head and tried to invade her and she started to scream in agony.

      “She belongs to him!”  The demon said, but before D could react the creature was vanquished.

      Instantly everything came back to normal, except for Celia.

      He was shaking when he dropped to his knees and took Celia in his arms. She was so still, her eyes were wide open, glassy white, and she was staring into space. She didn’t seem to have any reaction to her surroundings.

      How did that happen? The demon shouldn’t have the power to do anything without an actual body.

      It was all his fault!

      He shouldn’t have stayed with her.

      He should have just shown her the way disguised in his shadows, kept an eye on her till she got there and then leave her.

      What did he do?

      He gently shook her, but she didn’t give a reaction, “Celia?” he said gently “Can you hear me?”

      She didn’t respond. Her eyes were fixed somewhere above his head.

      Drowning in guilt, he lifted his head and howled the pain for this beautiful soul.

      He shook her again. “Come on, Celia! You can’t give up! Fight!”

      She was still not responding to him, looked like she was sleeping, her breath was deep and even.

      She didn’t have much time left; her body couldn’t survive the attack. What did that filthy thing do to her?

      No! He wouldn’t let this happen! He could feel how close to the death she was.

      He would find a way to help her.

      He’d brought this to her.  He would find a way to make this right.

      He had to get her to Whistler, he would know what to do.

      Determined, he stood up and took her with him as gently as he could. He held her tight in his chest and told her in a small voice, “Hold on, beautiful girl, just hold on. Everything is going to be okay. I’m going to fix this, I promise!”

      Without a second thought he dematerialized.
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      Deep inside the caves of the forest, the dark lord was sitting on his throne.

      Waiting, surrounded by his darkness.

      Everything around him was quiet.

      Not even his slave demons dared to make a sound. He had bound their shadows to him so that they could stay on this side and serve him. Everything was going accord to his plan. Any second now he would have the news he needed to make his next move.

      It was like playing a game of chess. With the right moves he was going to make checkmate.

      He was patient.

      He knew better, to wait and plan, instead of going headfirst into a battle where he would be outnumbered. He had to make very precise moves. He was the one who would break the bonds with Hell, and everyone there would have free access to this realm too, as they should in the first place.

      The Jailors were very well trained and equipped. After all, this was their territory and they knew well how to defend it.

      But he had something that they didn’t have.

      Information. Every minute his powers were increasing.

      And he knew very well how to use them, for his benefit.

      After the dogs were out of the picture, he would unleash his hordes of demons upon the earth and feast upon the human souls. He could finally thrive and rule both here and the other side, as was his birthright.

      Something caught the corner of his eye. He looked closer and saw a small demon cowering there.

      “Approach,” he said on a hard tone.

      The demon crawled its way to his feet, as this was its rightful position, and waited for permission to speak.

      He left the demon there for a few moments to make his point. “You may speak now,” he said in the same superior tone.

      The demon knew better than to look him in the eyes, kept its gaze low when it spoke.

      “They found her, master. She is with them now. The Jailor took her with him, as you said he would,” the creature said with a voice made from rust. The humans couldn’t stand it but for him it was like music.

      A sense of victory filled him, even this small one.

      With a smirk on his face, he said, “Of course, he did! They are wired this way. They have to find every lost soul. Go now and prepare the others for our second part of the plan. Now that all the chess pieces are set, they won’t have any other choice than to call their allies here.”

      Then I can eliminate all of them! And finally take what was mine from the beginning!

      The demon nodded in agreement. “Yes, my lord.”  Then vanished to make preparations for the task.

      When the dark lord was left alone again, he dwelled deeper into his thoughts.

      This was his chance to finally have his revenge and take his rightful position to rule above all. And this girl was going to make it happen in time. So, yes, patience was the key to all.

      With that last thought he smiled to himself and stood. His black robe rolled to the dirty floor; he placed the hood to cover his features and took a deep breath. The scent of ash and dirt invaded his sinuses.

      What a nice smell, he thought, the scent of victory. He dematerialized into the woods to watch the doom, which was about to come, with his own very eyes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

        

      

    

    
      Celia came back to consciousness very slowly. Her head felt very heavy and dizzy, like she was under water. She tried to move her hands, but they felt heavy like they were made from granite.

      She tried to open her eyes, but that was a no go. She shifted and tried again, blinked repeatedly, where was all this light coming from?

      Did she go for drinks last night? This felt like a hangover. She focused on her surroundings; she couldn’t recognize anything. Where was she?

      She tried to lift her head. Her neck didn’t seem to want to cooperate with her head. She focused around again, she was in a bedroom, thankfully not a hospital. That was a start. It was a small room with only the very necessary in it. There was the bed she was on, beside it an old nightstand with a very old lamp on it. Across from her there was a dresser that had seen better days, which was the same color as the nightstand—black. At the other side of the room there where two doors side by side, she bet one was the bathroom.

      Oh, how she wanted a hot shower. She tried to move, but she couldn’t do much. Her body didn’t quite follow her.

      She gave up trying and just fell even deeper in the sheets. She looked at the door, maybe someone was going to come.

      What had happened? And what awful dreams she had. With all this darkness, she hadn’t had nightmares like this one for years. She tried to speak, but her voice didn’t want to come out today.

      Where was she?  She couldn’t remember anything from last night, just that she was going home after she left Cinthia’s house–soon enough theirs—and had decided for some reason to take the shortcut instead of the main road.

      A knock on the door drew her out of her thoughts.

      Finally, some answers, she thought.

      “Come in!” she croaked, fingers crossed whoever knocked on the door heard her.

      The door opened slowly, and the familiar blonde head appeared.

      “Finally, you are awake!” Cinthia said with a big smile on her face. Relief filled her big blue eyes.

      “Cinthia? What are you doing here? And where exactly is here?” she said, finding the strength to speak. She was eager for answers.

      Cinthia laughed, revealing her pearly whites, like she was looking at an angel, with her ethereal body, her blue eyes, and her blonde hair. Even her laugh was like a heavenly melody. Cinthia was an angel she decided, at least to her.

      “Easy there with the questions.” She stopped laughing, “How do you feel? You had a pretty rough night and a pretty bad bump on the head,” she continued as she approached the bed and sat beside her.

      Celia frowned “What bump? I don’t remember what happened. Only thing I can recall is leaving your house and driving home from the shortcut you warned me not to take. Did I have a car accident?”

      Cinthia took her hand in hers “That's all you can remember?” Her face tensed; little lines appeared at the corner of her eyes.

      Okay, something is really off here, Celia thought. “Cinthia? Where are we?” she asked, her stomach clenched.

      “Well …” she started.

      Something was really off if Cinthia couldn’t find words.

      “Well?” Celia prompted her to continue.

      “Well, you had a little accident, yes, just outside the forest. Your old lady said her final prayer and a guy named D found you there. On the way here you slipped and hit your head pretty bad. You were unconscious when he brought you here, then I called your cell, he picked up and told me what happened, and I came.”

      Celia frowned even deeper, that name sounded familiar, but it didn’t place a face in her head.

      “That’s all? What about my girl, where is she now?” she asked, she couldn’t afford a new car now.

      No, no, no! Especially not now! She needed that money, so that she could pay her bills, move to New Haven with Cinthia, pay her share here with her. And with what little that would be left from all the above she would need to make a living for a while until she could find a job here.

      So, a new car was not in her plans. Not even new clothes actually.

      “Don’t worry about the car. I am telling you that your old lady is good and ready, just across the street. This guy D brought it here and fixed it with his brothers,” Cinthia said with a comforting smile. She could swear that every time Cinthia did that, she always felt better, like everything was going to be fine.

      And thank God! Whoever that guy was, he was getting a big hug! With her last paycheck, she was going to pay him and then go back to New York pack her suitcase and good morning New Haven.

      With that last thought she froze.

      “Shit, I have to go to work! Ramon is going to fire me for being late instead of paying me,” she said and almost jumped out of the bed, dizziness forgotten. Cinthia stopped her easily, with little effort. She seemed freakishly strong today.

      Or she was very weak, probably the second.

      “Easy there, tiger! No need to rush. I called Ramon and told him what happened, you don’t have to go to work. Actually, he said that there is no need to go back anyway. He said he is going to give you your money and you can go whenever you want to get your personal things.”

      She narrowed her gaze. Ramon wouldn’t do such a thing! To pay her without working? Her? A negro as he called her. No way!

      “What did you do, Cici?” If Cinthia did what she was thinking, she was in trouble, Ramon would make it hell for her to get her money.

      “Well ... I worked my magic, and he said that its okay not to go back to that filthy restaurant of his, with mice and cockroaches everywhere, or back to his racist behavior, for calling you names just because you were in need of money!” Cinthia said, her head high in a superior state,

      That was Cici for you. She was always there, no matter what. She met her in school where she was yelling at a kid who had stolen the lunch of another kid and made sure that kid got what he deserved, since then they became inseparable.

      “You threatened him, didn’t you?” she said half smiling.

      “Well ... only a little!” they both laughed, because they knew she threatened to call the health department on him, that would probably close his restaurant.

      “Okay then, since everything is settled, how long was I out?” Celia said, getting serious.

      Cinthia froze with her question.

      She arched her brow, in question,

      “You were out for a while, sweetheart. But everything is fine now.” she quickly added.

      Something was wrong here. Had she been in a hospital and then transferred here or something?

      “What are you not telling me?” she said with tension “How long was I out?”

      “Four days,” Cinthia answered in a small voice after a few moments “We called a doctor of course, he said that you just needed sleep. And that we shouldn’t wake you.”

      Four days? Just sleeping? What was wrong with her? How bad did she get hit?

      She searched her head for injuries and found nothing.

      “Is there anything else that you are not telling me?” she said, feeling weird that she spent all these days in some stranger's bed.

      At this thought, an odd feeling emerged her. Stranger ... She didn’t feel like she was in some stranger's home.

      And the scent on the sheets was not foreign, she had smelled it somewhere, before.

      Was it that D guy that brought her here? She couldn’t remember.

      “Okay, as it seems I don’t remember what happened, or anything, and I'm going to leave it alone for now, so let's just go home and figure this out there,” she decided.

      Home sounded great right now.

      Cinthia gave her one of her big smiles. “Yes, honey, it’s time to go home now. I was so worried for you, but he gave you the proper treatment and everything is fine now!”

      Odd choice of words.  Proper treatment? “You mean the doctor? I thought you said he didn’t find anything strange.” What was going on? Cinthia was very weird today.

      “Uh, don’t mind my babbling I was just worried, you are my best friend and I wouldn’t handle it if anything happened to you!” she rushed to say, then she stood up and straightened her clothes.

      “Now, D said you can use anything you want in the bathroom; you can go take a shower and then we can go. I brought your things inside so you’d have your clothes. Do you need any help?”

      “No, I'm fine, I'll manage,” she said and threw her legs to the side of the bed. Her toes touched the wooden floor.

      “Okay, then I’m going to tell everyone that you are awake and I’ll wait for you outside,” Cinthia said, and walked to the door.

      Celia looked at her surroundings again, there was very little in here, like the guy who owned the room couldn’t care less for anything in here.

      With a deep breath she stood on her legs, thankfully they were steady. They held her weight. Just to be sure, she threw a hand at the nightstand and waited for a minute. “Okay, let's do this girl,” she said to herself and with baby steps she reached the bathroom. She was right, it was the door at the left and the other one was a walk-in closet.

      She turned on the lights and the small bathroom illuminated, there wasn’t much in here too. Just a tub in one corner and at the other the loo, beside it a small sink with a mirrored cabinet above it, in the middle, a small white rug.

      The walls were covered with white wall tile. Even though everything was old, they were shining, and the air was fresh.

      At the toilet seat Cinthia had left her fresh clothes and at the sink her personal stuff—her comb, her toothbrush, her deodorant, and, at the bottom, a clean white towel.

      Feeling steadier by the minute, she reached the knob and turned the hot water on. She took off her clothes and stepped inside carefully, she had enough accidents already, and stepped under the hot water.

      It felt so good, her mood changed. She reached the side of the tub and took the shampoo in her hand. She washed her hair and quickly continued to her body. From out of nowhere, a set of the most beautiful dark eyes invaded her mind. She sucked in a deep breath, as the eyes matched the face and then the body, she pictured the most beautiful man she ever saw, “I’m D,” he said and gave her his hand, when she took it, this energy filled her that was breathtaking. So ... alive inside her. Instantly, her body responded like it was looking for him. She was living it again, her breath got heavier, it was him, the guy who had helped her. The most beautiful guy she ever saw, tall and strong.

      And then she saw him in her nightmare throwing flames from his mouth as they were covered in thick darkness.

      How oddly the mind worked, to see him that way, but it felt so real.

      Get it together, Gray, you have so many things to do other than drooling for a guy inside a tub!

      She finished her shower and quickly stepped out the tub. She dried her body, put her clothes on, brushed her teeth, and combed her hair in New York time and rushed out to the bedroom.

      She stood in front of the bed and looked at it for a moment. It was a huge bed, it matched its owner, three people could easily sleep there, and then she pictured him lying there, all sprawled out with only the sheet on his lower abdomen not covering much,

      Oh, stop this! She thought as she reached for the covers to make the bed.

      When she was satisfied with the outcome, she straightened, took a deep breath, and left the room with her head high and a sure stride. She would find Cinthia, take care of what she owed to this guy, and then go and finally start the life she dreamed for herself.
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      “I’m taking her home and that is final!” Cinthia said to D, while banging her hand on the table before them.

      They were at his home, in the kitchen, all of his brothers were there, except Con and Thorn who were patrolling the area around the house. Whatever was happening, those two were always together, as one.

      “Do you mind keeping your voice down, gargoyle?” he snapped at her.

      Killian interrupted him, his voice low, but firm “You are a guest here, and not even a very welcome one, so do us all a favor and keep your voice down. At least your dogs are more discreet about their presence!”

      Killian’s eyes had turned crimson again, it was difficult to keep calm with them here, especially Cinthia, their leader. They had to call them here, because of Celia's condition, and because they had to inform them of what had transpired in the woods and on their property. To add insult to injury, Cinthia happened to be Celia’s protector, a matter that she was adamant not to discuss with them.

      She was a red flag to Killian.

      Since their arrival here, alliances had to be made, so as long as their goals were the same, they decided to make a truce.

      Gargoyles were of angelic essence, descendants of angels and mortals, bound to Earth, to protect human souls from evil invasions, keep the balance between the species, and of course to track and eliminate demons who try to break the spells from the portals and roam free to this side.

      That was why they thought that they were better than them, because gargoyles were divine, and they were evil. Just like the demons they were both after.

      Cinthia's eyes turned diamond bright, little purple lines appeared around them, big fangs appeared on her lower lip “How dare you to speak to me like that? You? A hellborne?” she said, disgust almost dripping from her fangs, the tension was so thick in the room you could practically cut it with a knife.

      “Talk to me like that again! I dare you!” Killian told her, leaning on the table, his claws already skinning the table under his big paw.

      “Easy there! Neither of you are helping here! So cut the shit and let’s see what we are going to do with this fucking demon who thinks he can do whatever the fuck he wants on this side of the spirit world!” Konnor said, while squeezing Kilian's shoulder and looking Cinthia directly in her eyes to make her stop triggering Killian.

      Look at this mess, he thought, Celia in a freaking coma for four days, gargoyles in their territory and above all this, a new demon that they had to deal with. He got a glimpse of him when he brought Celia here to be treated. He could still feel the hatred that was coming from him. It was like he was waiting for him to come. And how exactly did he know where to be? They had disguised the house as they did the vault, with their shadows, so that no one could find it! When he felt his presence, he didn’t have the time to go after him, Celia was in critical condition.

      “Did she say anything about that night?” he asked Cinthia. He had to know what she remembers, what if she had forgotten him? Whistler said that she was quite damaged when he saw her, the spells he casted on her were too strong. It was either she would forget everything or she would stay frozen like that, probably forever.

      She took a deep breath to compose herself before she spoke “Only that she doesn’t remember what happened. I told her that she slipped on the way here and she hit her head. I called, you answered, and I came, end of story.”

      He clenched his teeth and dared to ask, “Did she say anything about ... me?”

      Cinthia raised a brow. “Why should she ask about you?”

      Good question, why should she ask anything about him?

      He already brought darkness to her path. Yes, it was better if she didn’t remember him. That way she could go home with Cinthia and she would be safe.

      No one needed to know that they had some sort of connection when they touched each other.

      He needed to keep that to himself, as long as Celia didn’t remember.

      He raised a brow too.

      “I ask, because she saw me use my powers! We need to know if we are compromised. How will we explain to her what she saw me doing? And how will we protect her from the demon that wanted her?”

      She pouted her lips “Well, don’t worry, I ‘m going to protect her from such a thing! As I’ve done her whole life! I made a vow to her father that I intend to keep! Or did you think that I was going to ask you to protect her? Like you did such a good job in the first place!” she said and clapped her hands.

      If she wanted a fight, she was going to have it!

      “And where were you when she needed you Cinthia? What exactly were you doing when she got lost in the forest? In that specific forest where demons are lurking for souls?” he gritted out, with every word his anger was rising, his eyes turned bright red and his fangs elongated. His claws already cut deep in his flesh; he could feel his blood pooling in his fist.

      But he couldn’t care less. This was Celia they were talking about; her safety was above all. How could she cast stones for what happened when she wasn’t there? He had enough guilt already for what happened. He knew exactly what he should have done, but didn't!

      He knew already that his beautiful girl would be safer if he didn’t get near her.

      Wait! His? When did he actually come to think of her as his?

      Killian’s fist boomed on the table cracking it in the corner.

      “Both of you shut the fuck up!” his voice ricocheted in the room; the walls trembled.

      They both stopped and looked at him wide eyed.

      “Now that I have your attention, ladies––” he growled, “No one is leaving until we know it’s safe for the human. We are going to wait for Conway and Thorn to come back from patrol and tell us what they found.” Cinthia tried to interrupt, but he gave her a hard look and she closed her mouth again. She knew her limits, this was their territory.

      “This is our home, gargoyle, not a church, and I make the decisions. Until I know who this fucker was outside my door, no one is leaving! The human became my problem when she entered this door!”

      With that he looked D in the eyes daring him to say otherwise.

      “Killian is right. You can’t put the human at risk without knowing all the details. Who knows what that thing was and how was it able to find the house? Who was it after?  In a few hours our boys will be back and after their report, you can take the human and go.” Whistler spoke for the first time. He was standing behind the kitchen table, leaning on the counter behind him, his hands resting on his chest.

      “I can live with that.” Cinthia said, it was clear that she didn’t agree, but Killian didn’t give her any other choice.

      “Now, if we are finished, I have work to do.” Whistler said again.

      “Let’s go together, I have work at the shop too.” Konnor said and stood.

      They both looked at Killian who nodded at them, his eyes were fixed on Cinthia probably using their minds to continue the confrontation in private.

      Before he reached the door, Whistler tugged his shoulder and motioned him to follow.

      He nodded and stood. Killian and Cinthia didn’t notice them leaving.

      They walked together in the hallway. Konnor passed them and before he left, he said to Whistler that he was going to wait with him outside. Whistler nodded and turned to him “I know what you are thinking, but this is not your fault. No matter what the atomic blonde in there says, it’s not your fault. You did everything you could to protect the human. As did I.” he said in a low voice in case anyone was listening.

      He took a deep breath and fixed his gaze above Whistler’s head “Did I?” he said.

      “Of course, you did! Yes, you shouldn’t have approached her, but the way I see it, it was going to happen anyway.”

      D frowned “What do you mean?” Could he possibly mean that the demon was waiting for his girl?

      Not that she was his in any way! He had to remember that.

      “I don’t know what I mean! My gut says that something is off here. First, you have this showdown with that demon in the forest with all this power that he shouldn’t have here and then you come here, and another one is waiting outside? It looks like it was deliberate!” he said frustrated.

      His blood drained with the thought. He wasn’t the only one who thought it was like that. Could there be a connection between these attacks? Could they be after Celia herself?

      And what for? His head was ready to explode from all these questions!

      And where to start looking for answers?

      “I’m not sure if there's anything there. I couldn’t quite think very clear with Celia dying in my arms.” he said.

      “Sure, you couldn’t. You think I didn’t hear your howling out there for her? How did you think I managed to be here when you brought her?”

      Did all of them hear him?

      “It was just my frustration nothing more to it!” he said in a hard tone.

      “Yeah, tell yourself that!” Whistler said while nodding his head.

      “After all, she is going to leave in a few hours and we won’t see each other again. Not that she remembers me anyway!” he rushed to reassure his brother for his intentions. He needed them to be sure for him.

      “Whatever you say, my brother, whatever you say!” Whistler said with a small smile on his lips as he turned to go find Konnor.

      “Yo, Whistler, don’t tell anyone about the connection that could be there. Not until I find out who he is after!”

      “Okay, and you should hurry, because she is coming!” Whistler said without turning.

      He stood there until he heard the door close behind Whistler, he stayed still and listened carefully. He could detect his brother's footsteps outside the door. From the kitchen he couldn’t hear anything, but he could feel Killian’s anger even from here. They probably were arguing about their former issues.

      And then the smell of the soap he preferred filled his nostrils, before Celia turned the corner. He had already felt her heartbeat, it was steady and determined just like her. Her steps firm and sure, even in a place that she didn’t know. He prepared himself for what he was about to see.

      A beautiful brunette, with milk chocolate skin, full, kissable red lips, catlike forest green eyes, and a body full of curves in all the right places that with only the thought of it made his body harden.

      Wait! What are you doing, asshole? Are you drooling for her now?

      Of course, you are! his subconscious popped.

      Before he could compose his thoughts, Celia appeared around the corner and almost fell on him. How great that would feel, her body against his.

      Oh, shut up! he told himself.

      She stopped abruptly and took a step back.

      She looked even better from when he last saw her. She was wearing skinny jeans and a plain black t-shirt with white sneakers. He tried to spend as much of his time as he could with her without anyone realizing where he was.

      “Hi!” she said, her voice like music to him.

      Okay, what was going on with him? Really music? Next thing he knew he was going to sing, for fuck’s sake

      “Hi.” he said back putting his hands in his jeans' pockets. He couldn’t coordinate himself in front of her as it seemed, he never had that problem with other females. Like ever!

      “Hi.” she said again.

      He had to talk, didn’t he? But he couldn’t bring himself to do that!

      Was he gawking? Probably he made her feel uncomfortable. He had to get out of there, and soon.

      “Uh ... Cinthia is the kitchen with Killian if you’re looking for her!”

      Really you fool. First thing you say is about Cinthia?

      “How are you feeling?” he added quickly.

      She cleared her throat and put a strand of her hair behind her ear. He took in all the moves she did, memorizing her.

      “I’m fine now, thank you.” she said with a small smile “I don’t remember much, but I believe I will at some point.”

      So, she didn’t remember him.

      It was for the best. He assured himself, yes.

      Time to flee.

      “Good! That’s good! Uh, I mean now that you are fine that’s a good thing. I'm going to go now, Cinthia is in there,” he pointed to the kitchen, “If you need something just ask for it.” he took a step back and turned his back on her quickly.

      “I remember you!” she said, stopping him mid-step.

      She did? His heart flared with that detail.

      No, no, he couldn’t go there with her, actually with anyone. His loyalty should rest upon his family, the right family, not the ones who betrayed them in order to win power.

      “Do you, now?” he said before he could stop himself. He closed his eyes, waiting for her response.

      “I am. I don’t remember much, but I remember this energy that filled me when I touched your hand. You felt it too, didn’t you?” she said with anxiety,

      He did that, didn’t he? He’d started the bond with her. How foolish of him. He didn’t even know her. What the hell was wrong with him? Was this even manageable? He had heard stories of instant bonding between twin flames mates, but he didn’t believe them.

      He couldn’t tell her any of this. As soon they knew who was out there, she was going to leave and then forget him for good.

      He clenched his teeth, and kept his back on her, he had to end this now.

      “I don’t know what you are talking about. You fell on the way here and you hit your head. I brought you inside, your friend called you, I picked up, told her what happened and she came. End of story, your car is outside, and when you are ready, you can go.” he said with one breath.

      He dared a look upon his shoulder, her body was calm, even her face was calm, but her eyes spoke volumes.

      She knew he was lying. It was obvious to her. But he couldn’t go back now.

      “Bye Celia,” he finished it and without looking back, he left her there. She didn’t say anything this time, but he could feel her gaze carving holes in his back.
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      He could lie all he wanted, but it was obvious he was lying! He’d felt that energy too, but he lied about it, Celia thought as D left her alone in the hallway. Maybe it was better this way. She had a life to start and she didn’t have the time to deal with anything else right now.

      He probably had a problem with the likes of her. She was different. Maybe he was one of those people who thought that they were superior to others, because of their color or the shape of their body.

      She let out a deep breath, held her head high and looked around the place.

      This wasn’t actually a house. It was probably an old bar that they’d turned it into a home.

      Behind her, there was a big bar that they’d kept in its original form, all kinds of liquor there, arranged by type.

      Beside the bar there was another hallway probably leading to some offices. She looked at the other side, where D had pointed to, where the kitchen was and she walked that way in search of Cinthia. It was very quiet there, despite the fact that he mentioned other people being here. The wooden floor cricked under her footsteps. She kept walking in that direction slowly. It was a small hallway, no furniture around, just from wall to wall some old flags hanging. Under them were some old weapons and swords.

      She reached the first door in the row, it was half open, no sounds were coming from there. So, she looked at the opening and saw Cinthia sitting across from a quite large man with black hair and blue eyes. They didn’t speak to each other, but they seemed like they were in deep conversation. They didn’t see she was there.

      Weird! Cinthia always knows when I come inside a room. She always says that she can hear me, or something. Now the man was looking at Cinthia with pain in his eyes. Did they know each other?

      She cleared her throat to make her presence known. Instantly the man lifted his eyes to the door and Cinthia turned in her seat. Her eyes were red like she was crying. “Cici, are you okay?” she asked concerned and opened the door fully.

      “Yes, yes! I'm fine. You finished your shower I can see.” she said and stood quickly. She walked to the door and took her hand “Come, come inside, sit! You shouldn’t be standing for too long.” With that, she pushed Celia on the seat beside hers.

      “I’m just fine Cici. We can go home now I promise I'm fine” she started, but Killian interrupted her.

      “You should do as you are told for once!” he said in cold voice.

      Celia looked at him with wide eyes. Ouch! That hurt! She wasn’t welcome here now, was she?

      “Actually, I can go home now! Thank you for helping me, but I need to go home now. I don’t want to be a burden anymore,” she said, her head up. In this life if you didn’t stand your ground, everyone was trying to crush you.

      Especially people like her. Maybe he was the reason D reacted like that, maybe he was ashamed, because they had another culture.

      “He didn’t mean it that way, Celi!” Cinthia rushed and gave him a hard look.

      He raised his brow in an ironic way, and then he gave her his hand “I’m Killian, and I didn’t mean it that way,” he repeated in a mocking way to both of them like they were in a therapy session “I’m Killian and I'm superior to others.”

      She smiled and took his hand “Celia, thank you for helping me that night.”

      He looked at her and then withdrew his hand.

      “We didn’t do anything. My brother D actually helped you. We just helped with the car,” he said.

      “Thanks for that too. I appreciate it. Now if you tell me what I owe you we will be out of your hair in no time!”

      “You can keep your money little girl. It was our duty to help a lost traveler and we fulfilled it.” He stood. “Now I'm going to see if my brothers returned and I’ll let you know,” he finished, looking at Cinthia. What, does he think I’m a charity case? Celia thought

      “No, I can’t accept something like that, you fixed my car and I need to pay you!” she rushed.

      He gave her the cold shoulder again. “I didn’t say it was up for discussion,” he turned his back to them and left them there to boil.

      “Who is that guy? With all that authority, and attitude!” she asked Cinthia who was sitting beside her.

      And what was that with the duty thing? Strange use of the word, maybe they were from another country or something.

      “He is their big brother and owner of the workshop; you can say that he makes all decisions here.” she said still looking at the door.

      “Do you know him? When I came, you seemed to know each other quite well.” she asked confused. Cinthia didn't mention him before.

      A few moments passed before Cinthia answered her.

      “He once fixed my car too, that’s all there is to it. Now are you hungry? I can make you something quick,” she said changing the subject.

      “Aha! I can see it is just that!” she said, wondering what was wrong with people today and their lies.

      “Nothing to be worried about, my girl. All is fine. Now, do you want something?” She was all smiles now.

      She would make her spill the beans, but later, at home. Once they were out of this weird situation where people hit their heads and then remember nothing about it, handsome guys who lie about what they felt and what they didn’t feel, and from weird people who think that they own the world and could make all decisions for you.

      “No, I don’t want anything, I just want to go home,” she said, appetite gone.

      Where did D go? Would she see him again before she goes?

      Don't think about him, he made it clear that he didn’t want anything to do with you.

      But you want him! Her inner voice was talking.

      No, I don’t. I just want to go home. Great, now I am arguing with myself.

      “Are you there?” Cinthia said snapping her fingers in front of her face. “I lost you there!”

      “Uh, yeah, here. Sorry I got a little distracted.” She smiled to her friend.

      “It’s okay, with all that happened I get it.”

      “Now, can we leave? I believe I was enough of a burden to these people, and I don’t want to continue that.”

      Cinthia got serious. “About that, we can’t leave right away.”

      What? Why? What was it this time?

      She prompted her to continue with a gesture of her hands.

      “It's late first of all, and I heard it's going to rain plus I don’t want you to travel right away! You just woke up from four days sleep, we can wait a little before we go.” she finished.

      Cinthia was right, she could wait a little longer, this way she could thank D, for everything.

      “I can’t argue with logic, but I want some fresh air, can we go outside for a while?”

      Her friend smiled and she felt calmer, “That, my friend we can do!” Cinthia said and stood from her seat.

      She stood too and waited for Cinthia to lead the way.

      When they got outside the night sky was bright with stars. They sat on the big step in front of the porch, it had a little chill, but it wasn’t too cold. She looked around, the forest was thick at the perimeter of the house and across from them was the workshop. Different noises coming from inside, probably they were working late there.

      She took a deep breath and smelled all the scents of the forest. It was nice and quiet here, despite the fact that people were working in the workshop.

      She turned and looked at Cinthia, who was lost in her thoughts. She didn’t speak to her.

      Let her have her time Celia told herself.

      Quickly she was absorbed in her own thoughts.

      Where did D go? Was he with someone else? Probably! Definitely. Why would he bother himself with me?

      Like he was summoned, a deep roaring sound came from the left, and a few seconds later D appeared riding a bike. It looked like an old Harley, but she didn’t know much about bikes. He reached the porch and parked his bike there among the others, and he wasn’t wearing a helmet. He stopped and looked at her with such intensity that made her shiver, then he shook his head and killed the engine. He got off the bike and walked towards them with a firm stride. He was wearing a black shirt with black jeans and a pair of bike boots. He looked good in them. He rocked it actually. She could see his muscles flexing with each step, all this authority that surrounded him.

      Stop gawking Gray! she told herself.

      Cinthia spoke first as he approached them. “You went for a walk I see,” she told him with a bitter tone.

      He was looking at Celia when he answered her, “Yes, I did. I needed air.”

      Celia looked back, she felt like he was drawing her in with his eyes! Like he was speaking to her that way, inviting her to come and have a closer look,

      She could almost feel him in her soul, she had never felt like this before,

      What was it with his hot and cold treatment?

      “Are you even listening to me?” Cinthia said now frustrated.

      “I did, female, you know I did!” he said to her on a hard tone.

      “So, you thought it was better to ignore me then!” she said again.

      “Forget it,” she said leaving out a deep breath “I’m going inside, Celia are you coming?”

      She needed to know what was going on with this guy, so, she wanted to stay.

      “Not, yet. Go and I’ll come later,” she said still fixed on him, like a moth to a light.

      Cinthia looked at them both then she muttered something under her breath and left them alone.
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      When Cinthia left them, they were both still just looking at each other.

      What is he thinking? Celia thought, what is all this?

      “Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked him, still bound to his eyes, the air between them charged.

      “How am I looking at you?” he said in small voice.

      “Like you want to say something.”

      Like, he wanted her to tell him something. And for some reason, she felt like if he asked, she was going to tell him. Whatever he asked, she was going to tell him.

      “I don’t have anything to say,” he said breaking the connection. He sat beside her, leaving some space between them.

      Why did she think she was going to get something from him anyway?

      “Okay, then. I’m going inside now,” she said. There was no reason to stay there if he wasn’t ready to talk about it, so she made a move to stand, and his firm palm stopped her in spot.

      “Stay!” he said with his baritone voice.

      Immediately that familiar energy consumed her, she took a deep breath and closed her eyes. Instead of feeling intimidated, she found herself welcoming it. Energized by it. What was that thing? She wanted to be lost in it.

      He withdrew his hand abruptly and rubbed it on his thigh, he clenched his teeth before speaking, “Stay.” he said again more like pleading her now, one word, just one word and she obeyed. She sat back down and waited to see where all this was going.

      “Only if you tell me that you felt that too.” She told him, daring him.

      He looked at her for a few moments that felt like eternity before he answered.

      “If I say that I did, will you sit with me for a while?”

      When he left her earlier, he went to the forest alone to begin the hunt of the demon. He took his bike with him just in case she noticed that he didn’t use any means of transport. But the only thing he could think about, was her. He couldn’t concentrate on the hunt. And he returned home.

      How beautiful she was, inside and out, even if she didn’t know it. From time to time, he did have lovers. It was in their nature, the wanting of touch, it was just a basic need of their bodies. It never meant anything to him. He never felt anything for them. This girl here was so different from every other girl he’d met. Actually, he never looked at their souls, ever. He didn’t want to know, but something in her made him look. He needed to know everything about her.

      But he couldn’t have anything more with her. His duty and his brothers had to come first. He needed to pay amends for his parents. So, if this little time with her was all he could have, he would take it and hold it dear, because it wasn’t going to happen again.

      “What is this thing then? It can’t be my imagination; it feels so real.” She was so upset about all this, but he couldn’t tell her the truth.

      He couldn’t stand seeing her like this. He had to manipulate the facts somehow.

      “I don’t know what it is, but I did feel it too. Maybe it is static electricity. I work with machines all the time,” he lied and left it there.

      “Static electricity …” she repeated like she was talking to herself.  “It makes sense on a certain level,” she continued, nodding her head.

      She believed him, inside him he felt a little disappointed, like she shouldn’t believe him and search even deeper into it.

      “It is,” he said instead.

      “Okay, then ... static electricity it is!” she said determined not to question it anymore.

      What else could it be?

      Come on Gray, what did you think it was? Something paranormal like the stories you like to read? And the fairytales your mother used to tell you? Stop pushing it. He will think you are crazy! She told herself.

      “No, I won’t!” he said before he could stop himself.

      “Did I say that aloud?” She blushed.

      Great, asshole, do you want to fry her brain with your shit? And look at that blush. He couldn’t have enough of it.  And he couldn’t stop himself from wondering how would she look if he touched her and kissed her? Would she blush then? Instantly his whole body responded, and he started to harden.

      “Uh, yeah, you did.” he told her and discretely tried to hide himself from her. He wanted to talk to her not frighten her.

      She didn’t seem to notice the movement, thankfully.

      “Well, I’m not!” she said uncomfortably “Crazy that is!” she laughed. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what I'm saying here.” She put her hand on her forehead.

      He reached her hand and slowly put it down. “That’s the way. It looks good on you,” he said with a smile.

      “What? Making a fool of myself?”

      “No, smiling,” he said, getting serious. “It looks good on you.”

      “You think?” she asked getting serious too.

      “I don’t just think it!” he said shaking his head.

      Before he knew it, he was leaning towards her, his eyes glued to her lips, she didn’t move, like she wanted him to kiss her. He took advantage of it and took her face between his palms. He searched her wild eyes again and then closed the distance and kissed her slowly, with his tongue. He licked the seam of her lips, almost begging her to give him access. Her taste was mouthwatering, like fresh coconut water and cool breeze, he wanted to be drawn on her, in her. Before she could protest he dove his tongue inside her mouth seeking more, a second later she kissed him back, rolling her tongue with his in a slow duel. It was divine, how could he live without this?

      He slowed down and nipped her lower lip; she lifted her gaze to him, secretly asking for more. She felt like she was going to melt right there, in his arms, his clean scent filled her, was he getting hotter by the minute? Everything else was long forgotten. Only he mattered and she wanted to explore everything with him, before she knew it, he was kissing her again, harder this time. He didn’t ask, he just took, and she wanted to give. He leaned closer to her, until he was fused to her and then he laid her back on the wooden floor of the porch. She reached for his back and stroked his muscled flesh with her hand. A mewing noise came from his throat, and her breath ragged. His whole body was so strong, his lips on her felt so good, where they belonged. He opened his legs and braced hers, he never let her mouth leave his, he couldn’t, it was like he was going to leave his only source of air. He explored her whole mouth with his tongue, every once in a while, slowing down to nip those perfect lips that tasted so sweet. His body started to move on its own volition mimicking what he needed to do.

      If he didn’t stop, he was going to embarrass himself in front of her. But he couldn’t, not when she made those sounds, he wanted more, everything! He reached toward her throat, gently turned her head to the side and started kissing her there. She opened herself completely to him, massaging and scratching his back, his arms. How tempting it was to complete the bond right here, right now. His body shivered with the idea.

      He was lost to her lips when he heard someone clearing their throat before them.

      He let out a frustrated low growl. Who dared to interrupt them?

      He looked up and saw Thorn with a small side smile on his face looking at them.

      He turned and looked to Celia who was looking at him wide eyed. Her kissed lips swollen from his and he took pride from it. He pulled away from her quickly and blocked her from Thorn’s view. Thorn was almost laughing there, the fucker!

      “What do you want?” he asked him with a hard tone and stood.

      “I need to speak with you!” Thorn said clearly trying to hold back his laugh, not quite managing it.

      “Later!” he told him through clenched teeth,

      “No, now!” Thorn said and turning to Celia who was sitting now he said, “Hi, I’m his brother, Thorn. I don’t think we met,” and gave her his paw.

      Blushing like she was caught doing something wrong, she cleared her throat and stood up too.

      “I’m Celia, nice to meet you!” she said, took his hand and shook it.

      “Nice, it is, I can tell!” he told her and started to laugh, perfect! Thorn was going to rat to all of his brothers about it.

      “Enough with that!” D said and got right in the middle of them.

      Where was all of this territorial attitude coming from?

      “Let’s go!” he told Thorn while pushing him away “Where’s Con?”

      Still laughing like the bastard, he was, Thorn lifted his hands in surrender and answered.

      “He went to find Whistler and Konnor at the shop. I came to find you to give you my report personally, I didn’t mean to interrupt!”

      “No, no, you didn’t interrupt anything! We were just talking!” she rushed to assure Thorn.

      “Yeah, I can see that.” he told her.

      “As a matter of fact, I need to go find Cinthia. It’s late.” she said backtracking.

      “Nice meeting you!” she told Thorn and then she turned to him. She didn’t look at him when she spoke. “I guess I’ll see you later before I go.” Without waiting for an answer, she disappeared inside the house.

      What was he thinking? He kissed her! Unbelievable! After all she went through these days instead of leaving her alone, he kissed her! Well done, motherfucker! There he goes with his big plan of letting her go. But she felt amazing. He had this feeling that she was where she belonged.

      “Really, with the human?” Thorn asked him when she was out of hearing range.

      “What with the human?” D asked like he didn’t know.

      “I can smell it, you know.” he said and tapped his nostrils.

      “You can smell what? The forest?” he said with sarcasm almost dripping from his fangs, Thorn lifted his blond brow, “Really, brother? Sarcasm? What I meant was that I can smell you bonding with her. Once it’s started your body will do anything to complete it. Trust me, I know.”

      He knew, Thorn knew. Wait, backtrack, how did Thorn know? He didn’t have a female. Maybe Killian told him, or Konnor, from their pasts! But he wouldn’t ask him.

      “Nothing happened with Celia, and nothing is going to happen, matter of fact, now that you came back, they are leaving.” he rushed to convince him of his intentions. They’d doubted him enough in the passing years he didn’t need them to doubt him for this too.

      “Yeah, about that, I don’t think it is happening.”

      Oh, what now? From one point that was a good thing. He would have a little more time with her, but from the other?

      “What do you mean?” Concern filled him.

      “I mean that we couldn’t find anything about him! And what we can’t understand is how he brought his corporeal body here. Demons need a body here; they don’t just drop by.”

      This was changing everything. Demons always needed a body on this side of the spiritual world. This was why they were always in search of new human bodies to possess.

      He took a deep breath and rubbed his face hard enough to redden it.

      “You think he may be a human? How is this even possible? They can’t use their full powers while using a human body! It takes too much energy!”

      “Or?” Thorn said, clearly troubled with the outcome of the conversation too.

      Could that demon possibly be human too?

      “You think he is both?” From the ancient times there was a rumor that a demon had found a way to procreate his legacy with human females, but the offspring were unstable with their powers. Throughout the centuries the rumor was lost and no one believed that it had actually happened.

      “What else could he be?” Thorn shrugged.

      Shit, this was from another level. And what was he after?

      “Did you talk with Killian?”

      “Not yet, my brother. I thought it was better to tell you first,” Thorn said heaving out a breath.

      “Tell Killian what?” Killian said behind them.

      They both turned to see him. He looked even more tired as the hours passed. With Cinthia here there was no wonder to it.

      “I’ll tell you,” Thorn said and walked towards him. “Let’s go inside first.”

      He nodded to him and took Killian inside to inform him.

      “I thought they were never going to leave!” a new voice said behind him.

      He snapped his head and took his combat position instinctively, only to see Cinthia standing there with a grave look on her face.

      Immediately he relaxed his body, “What do you want?” he asked.

      “I need to talk to you!” she said.
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      All this was so new to Celia, with that kiss, D didn’t just steal her thoughts. He might as well have done more. She couldn’t explain it or pinpoint it, but it was something else. She touched her lips that were still swollen from his kiss and her whole body responded, craving for more. How could have this happened, she didn’t really know him, but she could swear that there was some kind of familiarity with it. She felt like she was connected with him somehow, like things were getting where they were supposed to be and all she wanted was keep pushing at it, know more, everything. When he kissed her, it was like she was in a dark room and he came in illuminated it and she didn’t want him to stop. She wanted to go all the way, it felt like the most natural thing.

      She came here in search of Cinthia, but she couldn’t find her, so, she sat here to wait for her. She didn’t want a second confrontation with Killian, so this was the safest choice.

      She had been kissed before, but she didn’t actually like it. Though with D she felt different. She felt drawn to him, like she wouldn’t breathe without him. Where was this coming from? In her life she didn’t have much time to date. After her father died and her brother left, she had to help her mother, so she went to work. Thankfully, Ramon accepted her, even underage, when she started there as a waitress, but he wouldn’t miss any opportunity to insult her. He once compared her to a mountain, a black mountain, because she was fat and black, and then he laughed at his own joke, like it was funny. She quickly learned that she had to steel herself against people like him. She never told her mother anything about these incidents, because she would insist for her to leave the job even though they needed the money. So, she kept everything to herself and kept the job even after her mother passed, and if things became overwhelming, she shared some of her thoughts with Cinthia.

      After all, she needed the money to live and leave, because after her mother passed, there was nothing there for her. Sometimes she wondered where her brother was, but she had no time or clue to find out where he was.

      A bang to the door brought her back to the present. She jumped and rushed to the door.

      Cinthia came inside like a twister and started packing the little things they used.

      “What is going on?” she asked her, her anxiety starting to build.

      “Nothing! We are just leaving! Come on!” she said without looking at her.

      “What happened to the fact that you didn’t want me to travel now?” Something was really wrong if Cinthia lost her well known composed self.

      “I thought you wanted to go!” she yelled.

      “I do, but why the rush now?” she yelled back. “And why are we yelling?” she asked.

      “I’m not yelling!” she yelled.

      “Okay, okay! Let’s take a breath here!” she said and pulled Cinthia to sit with her on the edge of the bed. It was her turn to help her friend. Something had upset her, probably someone.

      “Take a breath and tell me what happened. Did you have a fight with Killian? Is that it?”

      Cinthia did as she was asked and a moment later, she answered, “Um, yes. I had a fight with him and I want us to leave now. Do you have a problem with that?”

      “No, no, I don’t, do you want to tell me what happened?”

      “Actually, let’s talk about something else. What happened between you and D when I left you?”

      What to answer to that? That he gave her most mind-blowing kiss ever? And that she couldn’t wait to see how the sex would be?

      “Nothing.” She shrugged casually, even as her heart was racing with only the thought of him naked, sprawled in bed as she imagined him before.

      “Nothing,” Cinthia repeated, searching her face for answers.

      “Did you want ... something ... to happen?” she asked hesitantly.

      “Yes,” she just said, there was no reason to lie to Cinthia or herself, she wanted more from him and she wanted to explore this mountain of feelings.

      Clearly pleased from the answer Cinthia nodded. “Good!”

      “Now, just don’t start with it ...” she began … Did she just say? “Wait! Did you just say good?”

      “Yes, I did.” Cinthia said with a lopsided smile.

      “Why? You never like anyone? Why him?” This was new.

      “Because!” She just said and stood. “When we get home, we have to talk. Now, enough with the chatting let’s get moving!”

      “You are frustrating you know that?” Cinthia could be very bossy at times, and she had mastered playing the violin with your nerves when she wanted.

      “Oh, believe me I’ve been told before! Are you ready?” Of course she was told, but if they had to leave like this how would she talk to D?

      “I am. Aren't we going to say goodbye?”

      “They are all in the shop, so yes, we are saying goodbye first!”

      She all, but dragged her out of the house and in the workshop across it. It was a very big warehouse with all kinds of tools that she didn’t recognize, and in the middle of it was her girl! She ran to her, and after smoothing the hood she whispered, “Hey, girl! I knew you would be fine.” She lifted her eyes from her car and saw that everyone was looking at her.

      “What? I love her!” she defended herself, instantly her eyes fell on D who was looking at her with a smile on his very talented lips. Instantly she blushed with the remembrance, beside him was the huge blond Thorn who raised his big hand at her. On his other side there was a black-haired man with black eyes and a titan who she didn’t recognize, and behind them was another man, but he seemed familiar somehow.

      She had met him somewhere; she was sure of it. But she couldn’t put her finger on it. She tried to concentrate, where did she meet him? And when?

      The door behind them opened and they turned to see who was there. It was Killian with another guy that she hadn’t met. He matched the others in height and muscles. He had dark brown hair with ... gold eyes? Was he wearing contacts?

      Probably.

      She felt Cinthia stiffen beside her once she spotted Killian.

      She returned her gaze to the one behind D. He was looking at her now too.

      As a matter of fact, everyone was looking at her in a very intense way. Had she done something wrong?

      “What did I do?” Her heart started racing, she didn’t like being the center of attention.

      Killian gave her the answer,

      “Nothing! You did nothing, this time,” he told her, his voice full of superiority.

      “Just leave her alone, Killian!” Cinthia said, her face looked tired.

      “What is going on here?” she asked, this was completely frustrating, like everyone knew something that she didn’t. What was it?

      She felt a hand on her shoulder, she knew before she turned that it belonged to D. She was tuned to him now.

      “Everything is fine. Everything is going to be fine,” he told her. Even his voice calmed her. She turned fully to him, and searched his eyes, they looked even darker now. They locked gazes and left everyone else aside, none of them mattered.

      “Is something wrong?” she whispered to him she looked at him like he had all the answers, when all he had was a big fat zero.

      He bit his tongue until the copper taste of blood filled his mouth, he had to be careful of what he would tell her, but he felt so lost in her that the only thing he could do was shake his head. He needed to reassure her that he would do anything to protect her, and then it dawned on him that he could only protect her here, until Cinthia could take her home to continue with her life.

      A life that he couldn’t be part of.

      Because despite his conversation with Cinthia, he still couldn’t give her what she needed, even partially bonded with her, his duty still lied with his brothers and humanity. They had to eliminate this new threat before it could make its move and destroy everything in balance.

      He took her beautiful face in his hands and soothed her concerned features with his thumbs, how soft was her skin, “Nothing is wrong beautiful girl. When you get home, all will be as it should,” he said, his voice low meant only for her to hear.

      “It doesn’t seem like that,” she told him, her whole body under his spell,

      “I know, I wish it were different, but it is what it is. When you go home with Cinthia, she will tell you what you need to know, and you will understand.” A male could hope.

      “I don’t understand anything! Why aren’t you telling me now?” Why did everything seem like a puzzle that she couldn’t solve?

      “I think it’s time!” Cinthia interrupted them.

      “Okay!” he said and clenched his teeth till he felt them crack inside his mouth. Whistler squeezed his shoulder, a move of support, while Cinthia took her from his hands.

      “Wait!” she yelled at her “What is going on? And don’t you dare to lie to me!” Her temper raised, as Cinthia took a breath.

      “I’ll explain to you at home, now we need to go!” Cinthia tried to get her inside the car.

      She felt her heart losing a beat inside her chest, like she was separating from something dear.

      “I said wait!” she yelled again and ripped her hand from Cinthia. She rushed again to D and looked at him wide eyed.

      “Will I see you again?” she asked all her emotions in her voice.

      “Is this what you want?” he croaked, thankful that his voice seemed calm now. She didn’t like being away from him, it was from the bond. She was bonding with him too, but she didn’t know it yet.

      She kept her head high, her face determined. “I don’t know what is going on with me or why I feel like this, but I can't bring myself in peace if I won’t see you again.” She didn’t care if everyone in the warehouse heard her.

      He gave her a small smile knowing that after the talk she would have with Cinthia, she would be the one that wouldn’t want to see him again. He looked behind her at Cinthia, who nodded at him, “If this is what you want, we will see about it later.” He just said and left it at that, his heart cracked in half. Even if he were allowed to be with her, she wouldn’t want it anymore, because he was something else. She was better than him.

      “Enough with the talking! They need to leave, now!” Konnor said.

      “Celia!” Cinthia said. “Konnor is right! I’ll explain at home, but now we need to get going. It's not safe!”

      Celia frowned at her. “What is not safe?”

      “D, work your magic here please!” Killian said while rubbing his face in frustration.

      “Celia, just follow Cinthia. Everything is fine.” D told her, he made sure what little bond they had was working, that she would feel his emotions through the bond and understand the urge to follow through with what they were asking her.

      She narrowed her stare at him too. “I’ll go, but later both of you need to explain yourselves!” she told him and Cinthia, pointing at them with her finger. Then, she turned all authority and got behind her steering wheel.

      She turned the ignition and the engine roared to life, while Cinthia got inside too. She looked again at all of them. Thorn was at the door, he opened the sliding huge door with no effort, then he turned to her and gave her a big grin while he waved his big paw at her. She waved back and slowly drove her girl on the dirt path outside the warehouse. She didn’t look behind her again, kept driving away from that house. She felt nausea and dizzy from the anxiety. What was going on here? What was that big thing Cinthia had to explain to her at home and why did she feel that D was saying goodbye to her? There were so many questions, and zero answers.

      She drove in silence. Cinthia was lost in her thoughts too. After a while Cinthia turned to her and spoke her mind, “I know that you are full of questions, but you need to trust me on this. Do you trust me?”

      Of course, she trusted her that was why she followed; she was her best friend “I do! But you need to tell me why we left like something was chasing us!”

      Then it dawned on her, big house in the middle of nowhere, big warehouse, macho bikes, huge guys … “Oh, my God, they are bikers!” she muttered, she hit the brakes with both feet and the car stopped with force, both of them bounced back and forth from the force.

      She turned to Cinthia who was taken aback from her move and told her in shock, “Are they dealing with illegal stuff? What is it? Drugs, guns? Something worse?”

      Cinthia looked her wide eyed “What are you talking about?”

      “They are bikers! Aren’t they?  Is this why we left like that?” She was shaking from the dread of it.

      Cinthia looked at her for a moment then she burst out laughing so loud that even tears appeared in the corners of her eyes.

      “Oh, my God! Is that what you thought?” Still laughing, was it that funny?

      “What should I think?” she said angry.

      “You are right, I'm sorry! They do look like that! But this isn’t that show you liked so much! No, they aren’t dealing with anything illegal! It’s not that!”

      She let out a deep breath. If it wasn’t that, then what else could it be?

      Cinthia took Celia’s hand in hers and she looked at her seriously. All the funny posture was gone, in its place compassion appeared. “Let’s go home, then I'll tell you everything.”

      She just nodded and started the car again. She felt calmer now, if it wasn’t something like that, then she could deal with anything. She brought forth the image of D and hoped that she could see him again and soon.
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      “Master! Master! The gargoyle is taking the girl! Master!” the demon shouted to the dark lord, as it entered the spacious cave.

      The dark lord snapped to attention at the news, he was sitting in his throne studying his ancient book of witchcraft as the demon approached him with the news. So, that stupid gargoyle finally made its move! It was about time, he thought.

      He was waiting for this news for four days! Now, was the time to make his final move. Now, the Jailors would be focused elsewhere. He looked at the demon at his feet as it tried to catch its breath, “You know what to do,” he said to it and shoed it out of his way. He had placed it in the forest outside the Jailors home to spy on them. With his increasing powers he disguised it so that they wouldn’t find it. The small demon just nodded and with heavy breath it dematerialized to complete its task.

      As the dark lord stood, his robe fell to the floor and started to wave behind him as he started pacing back and forth in his cave.

      He felt victorious, a smile bloomed in his face as everything was going just as he planned. Before this evening was over, he would have the heads of the Jailors on a spike, and these disgusting gargoyles turned to ash.

      After those obstacles were out of his way, he would free all the demons. Then, life as the humans knew it would be over. He would use them in his army against the angels that would try to eliminate him, but it would be too late for them and he would destroy them too. Then he would have access to the heavens too and he would be the one who would rule everything.

      The only thing that was missing now was that girl. That filthy little girl that believed she was better than everyone else. When he had her within his reach, he would have his revenge too.

      All he had to do was wait a little longer.

      He placed the hood on his head with a small smile on his lips and sat again on his throne.

      Victory was near.
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      “Is there anything you wanna tell me about all this, D?” Killian asked after Celia and Cinthia left.

      They were still in the warehouse, all of them. They stayed there instead of going into the vault for a proper meeting. There was no time to waste. They could all feel the evil present lurking in the shadows, but they couldn’t put a finger on where exactly it was, and this was new for them. How would they eliminate something that even they couldn’t see? Not even Cinthia or her gargoyles could find it. That was why he rushed to send Celia away with Cinthia to protect her until they find out what was going on, this was affecting all of them and they had to combine their forces to fight this new threat.

      “Are you going to answer me or what?” Killian snapped at him; his eyes had turned bright crimson in his irritation.

      “To what exactly do I have to answer?” D sneered at him, he had to gain time before everyone found out that he was partially bonded to Celia.

      Killian snarled at him. “Don’t play the fool with me! You know exactly what I'm talking about! What is going on with the human? What are you hiding?”

      So, Thorn had kept his little interlude with Celia for himself, he didn’t spill to Killian what he saw. That was good. If Killian or Konnor found out he would be in a very difficult position. They would doubt his loyalty, and this was something that he couldn’t afford, especially now.

      “I’m not playing the fool; I just don’t understand what you want me to tell you!” he barked,

      “Everyone, calm down!” Konnor said, “Killian! What is your problem man?”

      Killian was breathing heavy. He was so angry that any second smoke was going to come out of his nostrils.

      “He is hiding something! Something that Cinthia told him! I'm sure of it!” he said with a loud growl and took a step toward him.

      So, that was his problem, he thought that something was going on between him and Cinthia, that he used Celia to approach her. He was jealous!

      “Even if he is, you can ask him and he is going to answer you, with honesty and honor, my brother. He is your brother too and he wouldn’t betray you.” Whistler said as he placed himself between them, clearly to defend him against Killian.

      Killian took a deep breath and closed his eyes, when he opened them, they had their blue color again. He nodded his head like he was having an agreement with an inner conversation and was calmer when he spoke.

      “I’m sorry my brother. I shouldn’t speak to you like that,” he said through clenched teeth, it wasn’t easy to admit that Cinthia was his trigger.

      He felt his guilt suffocating him. He felt like he was betraying them, like his family had done all those years ago, but he had no choice, he had an agreement with Cinthia, and he had to honor it.

      She’d asked him not to tell anyone, especially Killian, about the secret of Celia’s heritage before she talked to her. In exchange, she wouldn’t mention his bonding with Celia to Killian. She knew firsthand what had transpired all those years ago and she knew exactly what doubts were worming through his brother's mind about his involvement in the War.

      With a lump in his throat that almost drowned him, he looked his brother in his eyes and slowly said, “Cinthia told me nothing. I’m hiding nothing.”

      Killian measured his truth for a few moments and then satisfied, he nodded his head.

      “I believe you,” he said slowly too.

      They trusted him, Killian believed him, instead of being relieved about it, he couldn’t have felt worse. Family must come first, and he’d betrayed them, but he had no other choice since he gave Cinthia his word and he had to keep it!

      “Now that everything is settled, lets lay out a plan about that demon.” Konnor said changing the subject.

      Killian got with the program immediately, turning into the alpha he was. “I believe we all know by now what Thorn and Con found out there about this demon, which is nothing, the only thing we know now is that he somehow found a way to bring his corporeal body in this world. Or that he maybe is both demon and human, and that is why we can’t detect him.”

      Whistler looked at D first. “We need to find him ASAP. Who knows what he is after?”

      Konnor gave him a suspicious look, “What do you mean what is he after? What they all are!  Access in this world, what else?”

      After looking at Whistler too, he decided to lay out their concerns about the attack, it was the least he could do.

      “I think Whistler is right. Why else would a demon attack Celia and me in the woods, and when I came here, another one was waiting outside? In a corporeal body, he was wearing a robe to hide his face, and he didn’t attack, just waiting, in a place he wasn’t supposed to know how to find!” He let out what was on his and Whistler’s mind from the beginning, but with everything that had happened they didn’t have the time to take a closer look to it.

      “We should do as we planned four days ago. We still have the crystals, why don’t we bait them to come out?” Con spoke for the first time. Thorn agreed with him as always.

      Killian stayed silent for a while; you could hear the wheels spinning in his head. Then he turned his gaze at Konnor first, who nodded his agreement “Alright, we are going to bait them with the crystals and then we are going to capture one and question it about that new one! Any questions?” he looked at them one by one in the eyes, they silently offered him their agreement.

      “Then let's get going!” he said, his rush for the hunt obvious. “As usual, I’ll go with Konnor, Thorn with Con, you, D with Whistler!” Everyone nodded again and looked at each other, the thrill of the hunt energized them.

      This he would do with pleasure. Once this demon was eliminated, he could focus on Celia, to find a way to approach her, if she let him, without compromising his position with his brothers. First, he would make things right with them, even if it were the last thing, he would do with them.

      Without a second thought they left their warehouse; one by one they changed their forms to their true ones and after they howled as a pack, they ran to the woods to take their positions.

      The hunt was on ...
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      “Stop the car!” Cinthia said abruptly to Celia, they were almost on the main road, but still had some miles before reaching it.

      Celia frowned at her, her heart started beating fast, “What is it?” she asked breathless before she pulled the brakes.

      Cinthia snapped to attention like a dog that tracked a threat approaching. She was completely different now, gone was her carefree best friend, in her spot she saw a person ready to fight anything, literally, and how odd was that?

      “What is going on Cinthia?” she asked again, anxiety dripping from her pores,

      “Something is off! Something is following us; I can feel it!” she said with a hard tone, she opened her door, all predator, “Whatever you hear, or see, don’t leave the car! And lock the doors,” she said before closing her door. Celia was watching her dumbfounded, this was like a Deja-vu, like she had done this before. She frowned as her head started spinning like she was having vertigo. She grabbed her temples and everything came like a vision, as she saw D doing the exact same thing. She saw him jumping out of her car telling her to lock the doors and then disappearing in the trees, her heart raced, and then a splitting headache tore her. In the dizziness of it she saw what happened next, she saw D in the woods fighting a creature made from pure darkness with fire, and that malicious entity did something to her mind. She felt the pain again, like something was screeching its poisonous claws inside her head. She screamed from the pain then and now, as she felt the darkness swirling inside her mind talking in a language that she didn’t understand. Fighting to catch her breath, she remembered Whistler doing some sort of rituals, blue flames coming out of his palms. Cinthia standing beside him terrified, warm pale light coming out of her palm, and then D was holding her hand, his face covered in dread. Before she knew it everything stopped, as fast as it had come, it ended.

      She remembered, that was her dream, the dream she saw before waking up in D’s bed.

      Only it didn’t feel like a dream, it was too real for just another nightmare. Still trying to catch her breath, she looked around to find Cinthia, she was just standing in the front of the car, braced like she was going to war.

      She wanted to shout to her, to catch her attention, but she couldn’t speak.

      Is that what she wanted to tell her?

      Was that real? Like the stories her mother used to tell her and her brother when they were kids?

      And then in front of her eyes everything changed. The temperature fell abruptly and her breath formed little white clouds. She shivered from the cold, the hair at the back of her neck raised, as everything stilled, like time had stopped. She looked wide eyed outside, what she saw shook her to her core.

      A huge mass made of darkness approached lightning fast towards Cinthia and then it swirled around her, but she wasn’t scared. She was ready to tear it to pieces, a bright light came out of her and she.... changed.

      Cinthia shifted ... in front of her eyes, she glowed to a bright light that made her blink and her eyes watered. When she was able to concentrate again, she saw Cinthia growing in size, she must have been seven feet tall at that moment, her body seemed like she was wearing armor made of sparkling diamonds. Two huge wings sprouted out of her back, looked as if they were made from pure light. She was glowing, the warm beautiful light she remembered from the dream.

      She couldn’t process what she was looking at, Cinthia looked exactly as her mother said in that bedtime story about the immortal warriors made of light who battled evil to protect humanity.

      And then it happened, Cinthia drew a huge sword made of light, or more like it was radiating light. She could see the blade, from the middle of her back and with one steady swing she cut the dark mass in the middle with no effort at all.

      The shadow made a screeching loud noise that even inside the car made her ears almost bleed. It started to change shape, it swirled and swirled and then lost its thickness as it got smaller, like a dark mist and then it exploded to ashes.

      Cinthia stood there for a moment, waiting for another threat to come, but everything went back to normal. She turned slowly to Celia and looked her in the eyes.

      Celia looked at her wide eyed, she couldn’t believe what she just saw. Could this be real? But she’d seen it with her own eyes! She was still looking at Cinthia with that magnificent armor made of pure light, how wasn’t that real?

      She slowly reached the handle and opened the door, with measured movements she got out of the car and slowly walked towards Cinthia. She was still standing there waiting for her. She didn’t feel intimidated or scared by her. Whatever that thing was, Cinthia had saved her from it! She knew deep down that she shouldn't be scared.

      Was D like her? That shadow looked like the one D had fought. But she remembered D using fire against it, not light. So, brought the question forth, what was D?

      She approached Cinthia with slow unsteady steps. She looked bigger from this close.

      “What are you? Who are you?” she asked her friend. Thankfully, her voice was still with her, Cinthia took her usual form before she answered.

      “Your friend. And a protector!” she said with a firm tone, like she was going to defend herself,

      “Is this what you wanted to tell me? And were all these things in my dream real too?” The stories weren’t just stories; it was the truth! As a child, she felt that they had some sort of truth in them. She could feel it somehow.

      Cinthia fell silent, trying to find words, “Please let's just not do this here, it's not safe! You saw with your own eyes!” she started.

      “Is it?” she yelled at her, her heart beating fast.

      “Yes, this, and more, all of the stories were real, Celi, your mother made sure even in that way she told you their truth!” she said.  “I didn’t want you to find out like this, I wish there were another way, but this is the truth! What I am is called a gargoyle! We protect innocents and eliminate demons that try to possess humans.” She continued as she started pacing back and forth, “Long ago I gave your father my vow that I would protect you from anything, until it was time for you to reach your inner truth!”

      Her father?

      She shook her head in disbelief. “What are you talking about? My father is dead! And what vow? What does my family have to do with all of this?”

      There was no way either of her parents were something else. The stories made clear that the warriors were immortals. Both of her parents were dead!

      “No, Celia. Your father died in a battle; he was one of us! Even immortals can die. One of our leaders! You are one of us, our heritage runs in your veins.”

      Her stomach bottomed with the revelation, was this true? Could he have been like Cinthia? Could she be like Cinthia? And what about her mother and her brother?

      “What about my mother?” she asked. “Was she like you? She would have told me!”

      Cinthia looked at her with a bittersweet look in her eyes. “She was not like us. And she did tell you, through her stories. Remember? She couldn’t tell you anything more before you were ready for it. She bound her immortality with the vow. It was her sacrifice for you.  She was a good mother. But she wasn’t a gargoyle. And I think this time, now, here, is the time for you to know your truth, their truth. This is why I insisted that you come and live with me, I wanted to tell you in time, but the facts caught up with me and I ran out of time! So, I have to ask you, do you believe me?”

      Did she? In a few moments everything changed. The stories were no longer just stories, they became the truth. She just had this feeling they had. Everything made sense now, her dreams, the feeling that she wasn’t alone, even the feeling that she didn’t fit around people. That was why she always felt different from the others. It was why she felt that she lived through her dreams. In her sleep she saw warriors like the ones her mother used to tell her about, battling malicious creatures made in the darkness. She felt connected with them, sometimes she was even seeing herself as one of them. And when she was waking up, she had the feeling that something was missing. But she kept telling herself, that’s what it was, just dreams and nothing more.

      “What about Hunter? Is he like you? Do you know where he is?”

      Cinthia looked at her with sympathy, then she lowered her gaze from hers, “I am sorry, but he is not. And I don’t know where he is, I lost his tracks years ago, and I couldn’t find him ever since.”

      So, it was just her again, but she still didn’t answer her. What was her mother if she wasn’t a gargoyle? And D? What was he? And how could Cinthia protect her when they were the same age?

      She brought her hands to her chest and rested them there, this was all too overwhelming to process in a few moments. How could Cinthia know everything all those years and she didn’t tell her anything until now?

      Cinthia took the few steps that separated them and without a second thought hugged her with everything she had, her breath was heavy and she shook her gently back and forth. “I know you have so many questions and I want to answer them all, but we need to move Celia, please.” she said in a low voice. She pulled away from Cinthia's embrace and took a step back, “How could you not tell me anything all those years? How could you just stand there and do nothing when I was struggling with myself? How could you?” she said in a small voice, her eyes burning from tears, she had spent most of her life struggling.  Lot’s of people treated her like she was nothing. Many times, when they made fun of her, Cinthia didn’t say a single word?

      Cinthia paled with her words, her hands fell to her sides, her eyes watered, and she started blinking fast.

      “I am sorry.” she whispered “I couldn’t tell you anything, I made a vow to your parents when I took your father’s position in the hierarchy. I made sacrifices too, you know, to protect you. Please forgive me, it was your father’s will not to tell you anything until you were of age.” she continued. Celia looked her in the eyes and instantly she knew inside her that she was telling the truth, but this didn’t change the fact that she kept all of this to herself.

      “How did you appear to be my age when you obviously aren't?”

      Cinthia sniffled her nose with the back of her palm first then she rubbed her eyes, she was still pale. “We can take any appearance we want, it’s a way to help humans however we can.” her voice was barely noticeable.

      Celia rubbed her face too, all of a sudden she felt so tired, all this drama wore her down. A headache made its appearance and she rubbed her temples too.

      Then she looked at Cinthia again “What is D?” she asked slowly.

      Cinthia raised her head too. “That is not my story to tell, and I have a feeling he wants to tell you, his story. The only thing I can tell you is that he is not like us.”

      She was right then, he wasn’t like Cinthia and her father. He was something else. And she was going to find out today. Now that pandora’s box was open, she needed to know everything. Then she was going to find her brother. Maybe that was why he’d left. Maybe he was struggling with himself too. She was going to find him and tell him everything. Even if he didn’t want anything to do with her, she would at least try, for her parents. But for now, she was going to reveal the other truth, the truth of D. At least, he didn’t trick her.

      “I want to talk to him now, we are going back now,” she said determined, and started for the car.

      Cinthia looked at her in disbelief “Like, now, now?” yes, she was going to talk to him now. She wanted everything in the air. And right now, D felt like the only person she could trust.

      “Yes, now, now!” she said while closing her door. She started the car as Cinthia was still looking at her marveled then she shook her head and got into motion again and reached for the door. She sat beside her in silence and waited for Celia to take the road back to D’s house.
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      D was sitting with Whistler in their spot deep in the woods near the portal. They were covered with their shadows so that no one could see them. He was sure this time they were going to succeed with their plan, to capture a demon instead of banishing it. It would spill everything they needed to know about this new one. Then, when everything was over, he was going to explore what he had with Celia. No one could doubt him then. He would eliminate the threat, make sure that his brothers were safe and then he would go and find her, if she would take him.

      I know what you are thinking, Whistler said in his mind, with a snarl.

      And what is that? He asked him in the same way, Whistler snarled again and puffed a breath in a show of irritation.

      Admit that you bonded with the human! He dragged his claws in the dirt, and they left a huge imprint behind.

      Well, he sure started bonding with her, but she was far from human, maybe she was even immortal too. Even he himself had questions about it, but he couldn’t discuss any of this, not yet.

      He snarled, hit his paw in the dirt too, and caused a strike of lightning to make his irritation believable. As hellhounds they had many powers and mastering the elements was one of them,

      I don’t know what you are talking about! I like her, yes, I admit that, but that’s it. Nothing more can happen.

      You know more than you say, came the answer and D froze, what was that supposed to mean?

      He caused another lightning strike from his anxiety, and the snarls of his brothers came along with it.

      “What the fuck is going on?” Thorn responded,

      “My brother, are you okay?” Con now, great! He’d attracted the attention of all of his brothers!

      Killian and Konnor answered with one of their own lightnings, bigger than his! It was a fuck you, shut up, lightning!

      Whistler growled to him, “Are you going to tell them?”

      “Tell them what?" he wanted to howl from the pressure, all this was weighing on his shoulders; he had many things on his plate and all he wanted to do was to follow his gut! Which meant, follow her!

      Whistler snapped his teeth at him, “Stop playing games with me!” his voice boomed inside his mind, even if the others didn’t know, they probably knew now!

      He bared his teeth at him, “What do you want?” he snapped back, in warrior position, poisonous saliva dripping from his fangs, a loud growl coming deep from his chest made the little birds fly away from the tree behind them. “This is how you wanna play it? Let's play then ... my brother!” Whistler growled as the black fur on his back raised and without any warning he attacked, all claws and fangs. He didn’t want to fight him, but Whistler gave him no choice, soon they were on the ground rolling in the dust. He bit Whistler in the neck and locked his jaws deep, but not deep enough to make him bleed. His intention was to slow him down, tire him so that he would give up.

      But no, Whistler made a spasmodic move that made his fangs sink deeper in his neck, and with his back-legs’ claws he scratched him in his muzzle. He whined from the pain and his jaw opened freely, thankfully he didn’t harm his eyes. From out of nowhere a huge mass, full furred came running straight to him and next thing he knew Killian had his big jaws deep in the back of his neck in his dominant position. As he tried to move, Killian pressed more, to secure his submission, he had no other choice beside to submit to him. Killian was their alpha, their leader, he was stronger than him, and besides, D didn’t want to fight him. He lay on the ground and waited for Killian to let go. After a few seconds, Killian did let go, and he stayed there. He lifted his eyes and saw that everyone was there, all but him and Killian had changed forms. That was a good sign. It meant that they hadn't any intention to fight him.

      He stood slowly, and changed form quickly, his shadow forming a dark mist around him and then in the middle of it he stood in his human form before his loved ones.

      Killian changed too; his grim face spoke volumes of his anger. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” he growled, his breath was heavy, and he couldn’t bring his eyes back to their blue color. D couldn’t blame him, the secret he knew was too deep and not his to tell, but he had given his word to Cinthia and he wouldn’t go back on it. He had to protect Killian from himself, at every cost.

      D looked him straight in the eyes, he kept his in their dark human color, “What do you want to know?” he couldn’t spill Cinthia’s secret, but he was going to tell them his. He couldn’t help himself; he was partially bonded with Celia and his need for her was driving him mad. He couldn’t think straight anymore. He didn’t know how this had happened so fast, but he couldn’t ignore it anymore, and to be honest with himself, he didn’t want to. If she would let him, he was going to complete the bond with her, even if she had gargoyle blood in her veins. He just didn’t care.

      Besides how could Killian cast stones for it, when he was the one who was fully bonded with one of them. He still was too, once a hound was bonded with someone, it was for life. They could all feel his need for Cinthia, despite the fact that she had left him all those years ago.

      “Everything!” Killian snarled, “What is wrong with you? You are acting more strange than usual. And now attacking your brother—”

      He cut him off. “I’m bonded with Celia.”

      Killian froze, he opened and closed his mouth three times, “You what?” he asked him finally, he turned and looked his brothers in their eyes. Thorn was half smiling, Con was just looking at him, always the silent one, Konnor was dumbfounded, his mouth hanging open in question.

      Whistler just arched his brow, “It was about fucking time to admit it!”

      Killian turned to him quickly, “You knew?” he asked him.

      Whistler shrugged his shoulder “If you were paying attention, it was obvious!”

      “Our little brother is bonded!” Thorn said, with a bright smile.

      What was all this? They should be angry at him, not happy! He was compromising them.

      “How long?” Killian asked him, and everyone fell silent, he met his gaze straight.

      “From the moment I met her.”

      It was out, the truth was in the open, and he felt lighter, because of it. He was going to help his brothers with the hunt, and if later they decided that they didn’t want him there anymore, he would leave. He would follow Celia anywhere she wanted. If she would take him, if she wouldn’t, well, he would earn her, he saw how she had reacted to his kiss. She wanted more, like he did, and he wasn’t going to settle with anything less than everything. He was going to make her his, and that was final.

      “From the moment you met her ...” Killian repeated, while nodding his head, trying to process what he just heard.

      “If you want me to leave, I'll go, but first let me help with the demon. It is a big threat and I can't live knowing that I left you without help.”

      In a blink of an eye, Konnor was in front of him, “You want to leave with the human?” he asked shocked. He didn’t want to, but if he was asked, he had to. Killian snapped to attention his aura radiating pain, “Who asked you to leave?” he bared his teeth and looked at the others around in question.

      “No one asked me to leave, but I’ll understand if you do.” he said,

      Killian approached him and stood in front of him. His power made the air heavier, then he lifted his hand and grabbed his shoulder and shook him. “I am sorry!” he said to him.

      It was D’s turn to hang his mouth open, why would Killian say that? He scanned his brothers’ faces above Killian’s shoulder. They all cast their gazes to the ground like they were ashamed.

      “I am sorry, because I made you feel like you weren’t worthy. I am sorry, because I made you feel compelled to leave, but above all I am sorry if I made you doubt yourself.” Killian continued, “I always wanted to protect you, I was hard on you, because I wanted you to understand that if you got lost in your head it could get you killed. I never believed that you would betray us. I respect you for what you did that night. I’m not sure if I would be able to lock my parents in that hole like you did!”

      With this revelation, his heart raced, all these years he believed that they didn’t truly trust him, that they were waiting for him to make a mistake that would cast him out. And now, Killian was telling him that it was just in his mind. From time to time, Whistler and his other brothers had tried to convince him of that. Only he thought that they did it just to make him feel a little better, not because they believed it.

      D blinked. “I don’t know what to say,” he told him.

      “I don’t want you to say anything, I want you to accept my apology ... my brother.” He didn’t have anything to forgive, this was his family, and that was what family meant, to forgive no matter what.

      He nodded his head in agreement. “I do,” he said plainly. Instantly, his brothers surrounded him and howled out their agreement.

      When the howls died out and the laughs settled, Konnor squeezed him in the back of his neck with a smile “I have to ask, don’t you mind that she is human? I mean you are immortal she is just a human! How is she going to deal with our world? There is a reason it is hidden!”

      His mood darkened immediately; this was the million dollar question.  The one he couldn’t answer yet, “I’ll tell you, but not now. The only thing I can tell is that she is far from human.” with that he looked at Whistler, he was sure he knew about Celia’s heritage, what he didn’t know is how he knew it.

      Killian narrowed his eyes, but he didn’t push. "I can live with that,” he just said.

      “Well, well, and to think I wasn’t invited to the party!” a new voice came from behind them, all this drama had them distracted to hell. They all jumped into combat position, their former happiness forgotten.

      A few feet away from them was standing a dark ominous figure with a black robe covering him head to foot.

      “Who are you?” Killian growled to the newcomer.

      He frowned. His instincts kicked in. This was the demon he saw outside of their house the other day. He could feel the demon's aura and it was exactly as Thorn had told him. He was more. As it appeared the rumors were true. He was both human and demon. But how was this possible?

      The demon circled them slowly, his robe pooling at his feet, as if they were boring him instead of intimidating him. He should be afraid of the Jailors.

      “Who I am, what I am, what do I want ... You’re gonna find out soon!” it said with a perfect deep human male voice.

      Killian relaxed his position, but never letting down his guard, he cocked his head to the right and smirked.

      “I don’t give a fuck what you want, because you won’t get it. Who you are? Again, I don’t give a fuck, because you will not be here for much longer. What are you? This, you are going to spill one way or another!”

      One minute the demon was walking behind them, the next it was standing in front of Killian, “So, sure of it ... Jailor!” it said amused from their reactions.

      Killian snapped his teeth at him, “I am not the one in the wrong side of the spiritual world ... demon!” he said slowly, the demon leaned closer to Killian, it was almost a breath away from his chest, “Neither I ... dog.” it said through the hood of its robe.

      As if they were one, all of them changed forms. This was ending now!

      They circled the demon, and instantly the sky changed, thunders started booming around them. Like one, they started to move against the demon, growling sounds coming from their chests, the poison from their fangs leaving holes in the ground under their paws. When they had him in the middle, Killian roared the start, and all of them loomed to attack.

      The demon started to laugh hysterically, “You think you can kill me, dogs?” it said as they attacked him with fangs and claws. They were taken aback as nothing happened. They didn’t even scratch his robe! They looked at each other in confusion! What the fuck was that? He was there, but he wasn’t!

      “Stand back!” he said in his brother's minds, this was not safe. They didn’t know anything about this one and they should be more careful,

      “Oh, the little dogs thought that they could vanquish me that easy! I should be offended!” it said, as it got serious. “And from what I can see we have more company!” it said delighted, as a figure bloomed in pure light descended from the sky right in the middle of the battlefield they’d created. They all looked up and saw Cinthia standing there ready to fight. Killian growled and hit the ground with his paw to gain her attention, she turned to him, “What? I thought you would like some help!” Killian just snarled for answer.

      I’ll distract him from the back and when his shield is down, attack him! he said to Killian,

      Be careful! came the answer. He backtracked and slowly covered himself in the night. The demon was looking to Cinthia now so this was a good start. He was eager to finish with this shit so he could go and find Celia. If Cinthia was here, it meant that they came back! Maybe something was wrong!

      “To what do we owe the pleasure of your presence, gargoyle?” it said to her.

      Cinthia cocked her head to the side, for a second, she lost her concentration and winced at the sound of its words. “To the pleasure of your presence, demon!” she snapped back. Without warning she drew her sword from her back, but before it could make contact with the demon, it ducked and spun, avoiding the sword, and disappeared out of view. Cinthia just stood there, searching the background.

      A moment later D appeared in front of him, he bared his fangs and jumped for the demon's neck. This time he made contact, he felt its flesh melting inside his jaws, this was good, he was going to finish it now!

      But then the strangest thing happened, because the demon was half human, he got a glimpse of its soul, and what he saw shook him to the core. He saw Celia at a younger age playing in a backyard with another kid, then he saw her in an older age walking along a street holding an older woman’s hand, probably her mothers. Before the images disappeared, the demon grabbed him from his muzzle and brought him closer to its ear “Look at her, Jailor, I know you are the one who bonded with her! Look at her, because she is going to pay her debts to me and nothing is going to save her!” he said with a raspy voice, darkness dripping from every word. It dematerialized, leaving him shaken to his bones.

      The demon was after Celia. Not them. He had tricked them into going after him, but the true target was Celia. What did he want from her? D had to get to her, before it was too late.

      He didn’t realize he had changed form, until he was shaking Cinthia from her shoulders “Where is she?” he barked at her, she was looking at him with wild eyes.

      “Home! Yours!” she said “Hurry!” he looked around to his brothers, they had all changed forms and were looking to him for directions.

      Killian made a step forward “Go! Go and take her to the vault! She will be safe there; we’ll check the perimeter then we will come and find you!”

      Cinthia grabbed his elbow before he could leave, “She knows. Be careful.”  So, that was why they came back, instead of leaving.

      He nodded, as he was shaking from his anger. No one would touch what was his! How did it dare to even consider it? And what did he want from her? Revenge? He wouldn’t just kill the demon, no, that was just too easy, he was going to tear him to pieces and scatter him to the four cardinal points of Hell, so that every little filthy creature would see the Jailors wrath! This was his last thought before he dematerialized home.
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      The sword swung above her head and Celia ducked to avoid it! Sweat was running like a river down her back, underneath her armor. It was a heavy armor made from what appeared as diamond, it sparkled in the light of fires that where brewing around her. She turned and looked around her seeking her fellow warriors. Her breath was heavy and labored. Somewhere between two of her kind battling, and in the noise of the war around her she focused on a blonde woman who was tied up with thick chains that reflected fires around her wrists. She was beaten up, her black robe worn in almost every place hanging from her shoulders. Her head was lolled to one side and her back was against a depraved marbled column with smudges of ash on it. The woman wasn’t moving, and she could feel that she was very close to her end.

      Her instincts kicked in as she felt the rush to reach her and save her from her coming doom.

      She looked around and at both sides she saw two demon-like creatures crawling lighting fast to her. She knew deep down what she had to do and waited until they were in killing range. With one full turn of her upper body, she swung her sword and eliminated both. She ran to the woman with the chains, it felt crucial to reach her, her heart raced as she avoided another swing of a creature of darkness and then she was standing in front of her. Trying to find her breath she kneeled in front of her and took her face in her palm, “Hang on! I’m here now!” she told her, the woman who seemed so familiar, just groaned from the contact. Her face was so beaten up that she was unrecognizable, but somehow she knew her, with a hard pull she freed her from her chains. The woman fell into her arms, she pushed away her matted blonde hair from her face and the woman opened her swollen eyes. Instantly she gasped a breath, she knew her, those green eyes belonged to her, the same eyes as her mother’s.

      “You came for me,” the woman—who was her mother—croaked.

      She wanted to tell her, “Mom, it's me!” but instead she said, “I will always come for you!”

      Before she could say anything else, the scene changed and she saw Cinthia looming above her. Her face was full of dread and small smudges of blood tainted her perfect flawless face. She wanted to speak to her, to ask her what was going on, but again she felt like she was trying to speak through someone else. Her belly hurt badly and somehow, she knew she was dying, or the person she was trying to speak through was, like watching a movie, she grabbed Cinthia's hand and put it above her heart. She was running out of time,

      “Promise me!” she was saying through clenched teeth, the pain was becoming unbearable by the minute.

      “Promise me, that you will protect her until she is of age! Make her understand who we are and what we do. Teach her what she needs to know!” she coughed and Celia saw blood coming out of her.

      Cinthia’s tears were meeting at their entwined hands. “I promise,” she said. “I vow this to you now, my mentor, my leader, I will never leave her alone and when the time comes, I will guide her to her duties as you did before her and me.”

      She felt satisfied with the outcome of it and lighter that she was leaving the person they were talking about protected.

      “Good, now go to my love and speak the truth to her as you know it. Ask her to make her sacrifice to seal the vow. She will do it without hesitation.” with these last words she felt her body relax and that she was starting to divide from her flesh, but it felt wrong. She protested to that and starting writhing.

      No! This was wrong. She wasn’t supposed to die like this.

      She was still writhing in protest as she felt someone shaking her. She heard a name from a distance, “Celia!” the voice was calling her, “Celia! Wake up!” Again with the shaking, she wanted to speak, but her throat was closed. She wanted to follow the voice, but it was hard to concentrate.

      Then she felt her lungs opening again with air, air that wasn’t hers. Then she felt a set of warm lips against hers and air coming through them. She knew the taste of them and she knew what she had to do. She opened herself to those lips and drew as much air as she could take. Then the lips left her and she now protested the loss of that warmth.

      “Celia!” came the voice again, and she recognized it. It belonged to the one she wanted! D! He was here!

      She opened her eyes and gasped for breath. Her lungs were burning. But she didn’t care. He was here! And everything came back. She remembered talking with Cinthia, where she’d told her the truth about her parents and saw her change into a warrior like the one she saw in her sleep. Then she remembered that she came here to speak with D and no one was home. Cinthia went to find him and all her feelings came back in a rush.

      She was here to speak with him, and at some point, she’d fell asleep while waiting for them to come back. She drew a deep breath and felt comforted by his presence, she threw herself into his arms without second thought and held on for dear life!

      He held her back and burrowed his head in her neck, and she squeezed him as much as she could. Her hands couldn’t take all of his back inside them, he was too big for her.

      They stayed for a few minutes like that in the darkness of his bedroom. She was filled with his scent and she drew what she could from him. She felt safe there, in his arms and his warmth, a warmth she’d sought all her life.

      After a few seconds, he lifted his head and took her face in his big palms. He let out a deep breath and kissed her lips slowly. He didn’t use his tongue, just melted their lips together in sign of relief.

      “I was so worried! Thank anyone who’s listening that kept you safe!” he whispered to her.

      She frowned, wondering why should he be worried? What had happened while she was sleeping?

      She took his hands in hers and moved closer to him, they were sitting on his bed; he was at the edge of it.

      “What happened?” she whispered back.

      “Besides, you were having a nightmare?” His dark eyes felt darker, she arched her brow to him. Point taken, he continued, letting out a deep breath, “Many things have happened and as much I want to stay like this here with you, we have to get moving. I need to take you somewhere,” he told her and hugged her again, she was dwarfed inside his arms. He soothed her hair with his big palm and left a brief kiss on the top of her head.

      How she liked this contact, now that her whole world was upside down, that net of safety was all she needed.

      And he was giving it freely. She could feel it. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but somehow, someway she became tuned to him. She could feel, on a level that she didn’t quite understand yet, his dread and his worries. She didn’t even think to protest. She could feel how worried he was and she had to soothe him. She pushed herself away from him and threw her legs off the bed. As soon as they were where he wanted, he was going to explain himself, on more than one level.

      “What are we waiting for?” she said giving him her hand.

      He locked his gaze on it and then he lifted his eyes to her. “Thank you,” he said slowly.

      She shook her head, “What for?”

      Could she be more perfect? He came here ready to drag her out to his vault without even knowing what she knew about him or what was hanging above his head to explain, and she trusted him enough to follow.

      He could feel her belief in him through what little they had from the bond. All of this was overwhelming, first his brothers accepted him just like he was and now he could feel her faith. He couldn’t ask for more. He had everything. Well, he would if she would take him after he told her everything.

      He stood up and instead of taking her hand he drew her into his arms. Once again, the energy of the bonding surfaced and he allowed himself a minute to take it in. She felt it too, because she drew a breath and held him back.

      “Are you ready to go?” he said from the top of her head, he wouldn’t let go until they were inside the vault. This was nonnegotiable.

      She lifted her head, to look at him. “Yeah, I have the car keys in my pocket. Let's go!”

      Sorry my beauty, he thought, there is no time for this!

      “Trust me,” he said. “We won't need it for this.” Without warning, he dematerialized, taking her with him.
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      That piece of marble had already warned her! His anger raised with that thought. Those incompetent, filthy creatures had only one thing to do! Distract the fucking gargoyle as he paid a visit to the Jailors and then possess the bitch from the car to make it easier to follow them into the fucking cave! He had it all planned and ready. But no, the stupid fucks couldn’t do anything right! He’d brought them here to serve him. Not the other way around. This was the perfect opportunity to end this! And they blew it! He started pacing back and forth, all his work was for nothing if he didn’t have the girl in his hands. And now that opportunity went to the rubbish! Now it would be difficult to find her again.

      “Come forth!” the dark lord screamed to his supposed loyal shadow demon. The chamber of the cave they were in lit up from the fires his anger ignited.

      Instantly a dark apparition in the shape of a male appeared in front him, before the demon lifted his head he dropped on his knees before his dark lord, as if this could save him from his wrath.

      “Tell me why I shouldn’t destroy you this minute,” he said to the demon, his whole body was shaking from his menace.

      “We did everything we could my lord, but she was protected from invasion my lord.” the demon responded bowing low to him. His head touched the end of his robe.

      So that freaking dog had spelled her already. If he wanted to succeed, he would need more than the shadow demons. So be it. He would use himself in a way only he knew. That thought calmed him a little.

      It wasn’t all lost yet, he thought as a new path unveiled in his mind.

      It would take him a little more time and effort, but he would succeed.

      Yes, he would do anything he needed to further his cause.

      “You can live another day,” he said to the demon and kicked him out of his way. He rushed to the pile of his ancient magic books at the side of his throne and picked up a black leather one with a lock on its front. Then he removed his hood and carefully lifted a key that was hanging on a chain around his neck. With very precise moves he unlocked the hard cover and the smell of the old book pages invaded his nose.

      He started flipping the pages in order to find what he was looking for.

      After some more turns he found it.

      There it was. One of the most powerful spells ever written.

      Delighted, he did a run through on the spell. Then, he soothed the page with his index finger.

      Now he had all he needed to succeed. He lifted his hood again and turned to the demon, who was awaiting his orders, “Take anyone you need and go find her, don’t do anything else, just wait and see what they are doing. Then come and report to me. Let them feel a little comfortable first.”

      The apparition nodded once and disappeared.

      The Jailors liked to bait the demons to come out. Well, this time it was going to be the other way around, and he knew exactly what he would need.

      Patience was a virtue after all.
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      Celia found herself fighting to hold the contents of her stomach as D materialized them both outside a vault in a cemetery. She took a step back, pushing away from D and crouched in the entrance of the vault. She was so lightheaded. Her stomach swirled again, and she tried not to heave in front of him. What was that? How did he do that? D crouched beside her, concern filled his face and she felt the warmth of his palm soothing her back. He was moving his hand up and down slowly, the motion warmed her from inside and calmed her.

      “Take some deep breaths, it will help you.” She listened to him and drew some air in and she slowly exhaled. She spent a minute like that, “Better?” he asked her. She nodded her head. “I’m sorry about that. It happens the first time. I think it’s the travel between the spiritual world and this one.”

      It’s the travel between the spiritual world and this one, okay. She had a lot of questions to ask. She reached the wall to steady herself. “Lean on me,” he said as he reached over her lower back and held her as close to him as possible.

      “Well, okay,” she said as she let go from the wall. She looked around to the cemetery, it was very quiet, darkness surrounded the place and only little candles here and there illuminated the area. The vault they were outside was derelict long ago, if the ivy that was swallowing the vault’s door was any indication. Beside it there was an old oak, the branches soothing the old roof. Between the leaves she could hear the crows shifting to watch over them.

      “What are we doing here?”

      “I’m protecting you. Come, I'll show you,” he told her and took her with him as he stepped in front of the entrance.

      He concentrated for a second, as the crows started to gather in the lower branches near them, like they were welcoming them.

      D’s eyes turned crimson red and sparkled. Her heart started pounding. Was he going to change too like Cinthia did? She knew he was not a human, but it was another thing knowing and something else to see it. She wasn’t prepared for this, actually, for any of this. A few hours ago, everything was just stories, no matter what she wanted to believe.

      She braced herself for what she was going to deal with, as D drew a deep breath and he slowly exhaled to the door, a dark mist coming out from his lips. It swirled around like it was alive, until it reached the door’s lock, then it was absorbed by the lock. Instantly clicking sounds came from inside, as the ivy disappeared like it was never there, and the big door opened all the way to a dark entrance.

      She swallowed hard, and her throat dried. How much of this could she take for one day? But she had to be strong. Her whole life had always depended on her being strong. That was the biggest lesson her mother had taught her. She remembered her mother telling her everyday “Be strong Celia. Believe in yourself and you can conquer every obstacle in your way.” She steeled herself and brought forth that big lesson. If her parents made all those sacrifices for her, she had to be strong for them. And she felt deep down that D was going to be there, every step of the way, along with Cinthia. Yes, she was still angry with her friend, but she was the last link Celia had with her parents.

      So, when he turned to her and gave her his hand she didn’t think twice. She wasn’t alone anymore. She didn’t have to do everything all by herself. Whatever he was, she would deal. She had just found out about her father, saw her best friend turn into a gargoyle, battle a demon, and she survived. She always survived. She reached and took his hand and intertwined their fingers, a small smile bloomed at his lips as he clasped them firmer.

      “Follow me, and watch your step, the first two steps slip a little.”

      “I will, no more falling for me.”

      “I wouldn’t let you fall. Never again.”

      He started to descend the stairs, holding her hand and checking her step with every two of his, like she was precious. She liked that thought, the feeling of belonging. It was critical to know that she belonged with someone, someone who wouldn’t let her down, especially now that everything was whirling into a vortex.

      When they reached the last step, a closed door welcomed them. It was made from stone with a big handle in the middle, as he reached it, instantly it opened revealing a chamber inside. The air filled with debris and she coughed, D stepped inside motioning her to follow him and she stepped inside too. The door closed behind them on its own volition. Sealing them inside. She turned to find D in the darkness, but the chamber started to illuminate itself, little candles hanging on the wall started to light the chamber slowly. When finally, all of them were lit she gave a run through her new environment. There wasn’t much in the chamber, but a ceremonial table in the middle with curved wooden chairs around it caught her attention, most likely the candles on it. They looked like they were waiting on someone or something to light them up to life again. As a matter of fact, the whole place was vibrating with power. Energy looked like it was coming out of the chamber’s very core. She felt compelled to touch the last one. She reached it and tried to lift it from the table, but she couldn’t move it. Like it was stuck there. She looked at D confused. He swallowed hard and his gaze turned darker, “Interesting choice.” His voice was dark and smooth at the same time as black velvet.

      “Why is that?” She held his gaze, and he ran his tongue over his full lips.

      “Because this one is mine. Only I can light it, and only I can move it. The same goes with the others. They all belong to one of us. They declare our place,” he added, a little hesitant. He was afraid he was going to scare her, wasn’t he?

      This time for waiting was over, what else could be worse?

      She withdrew her hand from the candle and turned fully to him. “I believe we are safe now, are you going to tell me what is going on? I had a rough day and I have a lot of things to process.”

      It was time. He had to tell her everything. But he would make it as easy as possible. It was very overwhelming to change your life in one day. To think every little thing that you read in stories are actually true, even more, that you are part of it.

      He let out a deep breath and walked to the cabinet with the liquor. He was going to need that and she would need one too. He opened it and it made this old creaking sound, he reached to set out two glasses and he filled them with bourbon, as she closed the distance to the couch. He took the glasses in his hand and he drank his own in one big gulp and welcomed the blessed burn in his throat. He gave her the other and motioned her to the couch they had in the corner, “Sit and drink it, you need this now to help you relax a little.”

      She realized that her whole body felt like she was tied in knots, so she didn’t make any arguments. She sat and took his example and drank the bourbon in a gulp too. It burned her throat and her eyes watered, but it felt good. She turned to face him and waited for him to start talking.

      He stayed there unmoving for a few minutes his eyes fixed on the marble floor, then he faced her.

      “Cinthia told you about your father.”

      She did more than that. She’d shown her.

      “She did.”

      “I’m not like him. Or Cinthia, in any way.” He had to bite the bullet with this one. There wasn’t an easy way to tell her what he was. The only thing he could do now was to avoid telling her that this demon wanted her, for now, until all this was over.

      “What I am is a hellhound. While the gargoyles are from divine heritage, we are on the other side of things. We were brought here on this side of the spiritual world when a bitch betrayed all of us, to keep the portals of hell sealed and eliminate demons that are trying to cross the realms. We have an alliance with the gargoyles as long as our goals are the same. We both are protectors of humankind. This is our duty and we do anything in our disposal to keep the balance and humanity safe. That was how I found you in the woods. I was looking for a demon's lair and I crossed paths with you. I couldn’t leave you there to be prey for them, so I stayed with you. That sparkling energy you felt ...” he swallowed, “was me ... bonding with you.” He stopped and took a breath, his chest puffed from the action. “I'm not going to lie to you, I don’t know how it happened or why? But I know that it happened for a reason, I'm not gonna leave you alone in this, Celia. I will be there for you and I will protect you from everything, no matter what,” he finished.

      There, it was out now. Everyone knew, including her. He dared a look at her; she was looking at him with a blank stare.

      “Celia?” he asked her. Damn it! He shouldn’t have told her about the bonding.

      He reached her hand to feel her, and she started blinking her eyes, that was good. She was processing. It was a lot to take in, in just one night. He had to be patient.

      “I want to lay down now,” she said in a small voice.

      Hellhounds ... gargoyles ... demons .... bonding ... she kept that word, but she couldn’t take in anything else. Her brain was about to explode from overload.

      No, she needed to lie down and think, to regroup. Her life went into vertigo and she needed to make order out of it.

      “I think it’s the best thing you can do now. I'll protect you. If anything else keep that. You are not alone in this. I vow this to you.” He pushed her gently on the couch to lay her down as he stood up and she let him do that, she was so tired and her head was pounding from all the information.

      But before he could leave her, she took his hand. “Thank you.”

      He froze there. No one had ever thanked him for anything. That was a first too. And he had them all with her. “There’s no need for you to thank me. I will do anything it takes to protect you.”

      “I don’t mean that.”

      He narrowed his eyes, “And what do you mean?”

      “Thank you for being here with me. And thank you for telling me all those beautiful things.”

      He smiled a little and reached for her forehead. He took her hair out the way and slowly he placed a kiss there. “Where else would I be?” he whispered, she cupped his cheek, his face was so smooth, and she placed a kiss on his lips. She felt more and more that this was the right thing. When she opened her eyes, his were sparkling like rubies, they were charging the air around them.

      He cleared his throat and moved to get up quickly, as if he were embarrassed, she grabbed his wrist and held firm, “No. Don’t go. They are beautiful.” He rubbed them hard and when he opened them again, they were black.

      “I’m sorry about that.” What was he talking about? His eyes were beautiful.

      “My life is in chaos right now, so if I tell you they are beautiful, I mean it!” she said with a hard tone, he just blinked. No one had ever spoke to him like that and lived to talk about it, another first then. He just looked at her, and then out of nowhere he started to laugh. She looked at him for a second. She just went bitch with him and he laughed. He was weird, or Prince Charming.

      “Whatever my beauty says. If you say they are beautiful, they are!” He grinned at her. “Now, lay down for a while, you are protected here, I'm going to see my brothers at the entrance for a few and I will come back soon. Then we can talk more.”

      She made herself as comfortable as she could on the small couch. “Okay, I’ll see you in a few then.”

      As soon as she laid her head on the cushion of the couch she drifted off. He stood there for a few seconds just looking at her. She was strong. Instead of freaking out about all these things she tried to carve a life with them. He opened the door as gently as he could and took the stairs to the main entrance. None of his brothers came down to the vault and he had to know what they found in the woods for the hellish creature they encountered before he took off. Whatever this thing wanted from his girl he wasn’t going to get it. He vowed that he was going to protect her, and he would do it, to his last breath, because she deserved it.
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      When he reached the vault’s entrance all of his brothers were in a deep conversation, their voices low, he stepped out of it and immediately all turned to him in unison. Cinthia was nowhere around.

      “Is she okay, my brother?” Killian asked him first, honesty was drawn on his face, another first that came with her.

      “She is fine, she is resting now.”

      “Good,” he said nodding his head. “We checked the perimeter, but we couldn’t find the asshole anywhere!”

      “Maybe it’s for the best. We can regroup and check our best options now, because he made a mistake.” Konnor responded a rare, wicked grin on his face, a mistake was all it took to win a war. Even a little one could topple a king from his throne. They had seen it too many times to count. Humans, or even gods, could be exterminated by a little tiny mistake. Like the one the bitch who had brought them here made.

      He grinned and looked at his brother. “And what is that mistake my brother?”

      “When Cinthia appeared and they had that little encounter, he made a fatal mistake and he touched the tree behind him.”

      Oh yes. This was a start; this he could work with. Even if he had just laid a finger on the tree, it would leave his soul’s scent behind. With that he could find him anywhere in the world, this one or the other one.

      “And guess what?” Thorn now, “With this little baby here,” he showed him a little vial that he was holding between his fingers, “We were able to capture it from the tree!”

      “So, new plan my brothers!” Killian said with a very wicked gaze, “We are going to lure the fuckers out by using it on the crystals. They will smell their master on it and they will come out. And then we are going to play with them until D finds the bastard’s lair.”

      It was a very good plan. And when he had him in his hands, he would play a little with him before his brothers came. After all, he was the one who wanted what was his, and a hound never shared.

      “Do we all agree?” Killian said, his eyes turned crimson, he looked at them one by one. They all turned serious and their eyes turned bright, the space in the entrance illuminated by them. The crows in the branches started to croak in their agreement, Killian’s power was vibrating the area. “Let the hunt begin!” he snapped his teeth and howled their agreement, then Con turned to the crows and with his inner shadow coming out of his body he tasked them to patrol the area.

      Killian grabbed him from his shoulder. “Tomorrow night my brother, this will end, and then you can freely complete your bond with the human, if that is what you want.”

      It was time to tell them about her, he wanted to be clear about it with them. And now was the time, before anything else he had to be honest with them.

      He held his head high. “I need to speak with you. All of you actually.”

      His brothers narrowed their eyes. All but Whistler, who seemed to know what he was about to tell them.

      “Celia is not human.” Simple and easy, he just spoke the truth.

      “What do you mean she is not human? She was four days at the house and none of us sensed otherwise,” Killian said.

      “What is she then? Killian is right,” Konnor asked.

      Thorn was just blinking, and Conway stayed silent as always.

      “She is a gargoyle, and I told her the truth about us.”

      They looked at him wide eyed then disbelief took its place “How is that even possible?” Thorn asked.

      Killian diverted his gaze. He paled and looked at Whistler. “That was why she was with her,” he said in a small voice, he clenched his teeth and a growl from the depths of his chest filled the area. “I have to go!” he said and dematerialized without another word. He was going to find Cinthia, maybe it was a good start to talk about it.

      “How did you know?” he asked Whistler,

      He arched his black brow at him. “Who did you think sealed her mind from invasions? While she was unconscious, I took a look inside her mind and found her truth, already had a spell casted on her, but I added on it. I sealed her until you were able to claim her. But there's more to it and you need to find that yourself.”

      He frowned at Whistler, but there was no time for asking explanations.

      “As it seems, Cinthia returned for good my brothers!” Thorn said.

      “Now, let's go home and rest for the day, we have bikes to fix and plans to make,” Konnor said all authority,

      They all agreed and left him there with Celia. The vault was impenetrable, so she would be safe for now and they would have their privacy to talk about things.

      Celia woke up the most beautiful way. She was snuggled in D’s arms, his deep breath soothing her forehead, with his deep sent filling her sinuses.

      She felt that this was right. This was where she was meant to be. Like a Rubik’s cube that clicked in place. Everything else was in a maelstrom, but this ... this was set right.

      She moved as gently as she could trying not to wake him up, he was in deep sleep. She stirred a little more, but as she was almost out of his arms, he held her back stronger than before,

      “You are awake,” he told her with his sleepy voice, and how sexy did that sound.

      “I am sorry I woke you up, I tried not to.” He held her closer to his body, the couch didn’t allow space for much.

      “I knew you were awake, you didn’t wake me up, I was just waiting for you.”  Maybe it was the bonding thing he had mentioned last night. She could feel things from him, but not as much as she wanted.

      She buried herself deeper in his arms letting the feeling of safety bathe her and let out a deep breath.

      “How do you feel today?” he asked her, it was a little odd asking her what he knew she was feeling.

      She raised her brow to him “Really? Like you don’t know already?” she said with a smile.

      He smiled at her, and her whole world felt like it was bloomed with sunshine. “I know, but I would like to hear it from you.” He looked at her and his gaze fell darker again, and he lost his smile as something else surfaced.

      Desire filled her. She felt the moisture starting to pool between her legs. It was a long time since she’d wanted to sleep with someone. But this felt natural, she shifted as much as she could on the couch, his big body taking most of the space. She felt his desire on her thigh, and he groaned from that.

      He licked his lips and cleared his throat. “I think we shouldn’t go there now,” he croaked, closing his eyes.

      She could feel that he wanted to go there, and it was obvious too, she searched his face. “Somehow, I know what you want, everything is messed up and now the only thing that I feel is right, is this.”

      He opened his eyes and cupped her face. “This is exactly why I wanted you to wait for this. This is for life with me, and I want you to be very sure about this, I don’t want you to regret it later. You have to absorb all this information first and then we can do anything you want.” His gaze bore into her eyes, she knew his truth, and it was time for him to know hers.

      “You say you are bonded to me, so I want you to search me that way and see what I am talking about.”

      He shook his head. “I respect your privacy, and that is why I am not digging into your mind, this is your free will, my beauty. I'm not taking that away from you.”

      She never believed that a man like him could exist. Not even to her wildest dreams, but here he was trying not to take advantage of her, now that everything was upside down, and she was in her most vulnerable place.

      “But I can give you a distraction. A very ... pleasurable ... distraction.” His voice was low and slow like a stroke to her cheek. She felt her most feminine place pulse from desire,

      “I can give you pleasure …” she whispered to his ear.

      Immediately, his temperature rose like his inner thermostat broke, and she liked all this warmth coming out of him. He took her from her waist and turned them around so that he was on top of her, then he pinned her with his weight and took her lips in the most sensual kiss she ever had. It was more intense than that other time on his porch. He melded their lips and she opened them for him. He licked her lower lip with a teasing sense of what was to come. Her heart started to pound hard and as if he felt it, he whispered, “Hush, my beauty. I am going to make you feel good.”

      Beauty, one little word that meant so much.

      One little word that was made to show perfection.

      Perfection, that she didn’t have.

      Instantly her mood darkened, she couldn’t let him see her, at least not yet. He continued the journey on her lips, and it was breathtaking. He nibbled her lips, her jaw and then he brought his tongue into play. He slowly dueled their tongues, and with his hand he stroked her waist under her shirt, massaging her flesh.

      He followed that path and went up to her chest, massaging her breasts. She hissed a breath from the pleasure of his touch. She took his hand and intertwined their fingers, he lifted them above her head, while he trailed a path of kisses to her jaw and her neck, he licked and nibbled, and she groaned to the sensation of it.

      With his knee he opened her legs and sheathed himself between them, she felt his length on her sensitive core as he rubbed himself there. His body was mimicking already their true desire.

      She lifted her pelvis to increase the friction. This was so good. As long they were dressed this was good.

      She wanted to feel him everywhere, but that little comment of beauty brought back some memories. Some that she wanted to bury deep so that they would never see light again.

      She breathed deep and with her hand she reached the bottom of his black shirt and lift it, underneath it the burning flesh of his back welcomed her, sweat already started pooling in his lower back.

      He groaned as she scratched him there with her nails. “I need to feel more of you,” he breathed to her ear, his warm breath tickled her ear, and how erotic this felt.

      “Yes ... more ...” she breathed, moving her pelvis back and forth. She was so lost in him now, only to freeze as he started lifting her shirt.

      As discreetly as she could she removed his hand from there, he lifted his head and narrowed his eyes, “What is it, my beauty? Why are you withdrawing from me?”

      She smiled uncomfortably, wondering what to tell him now? That he had a body of a god and she was ... as she was! She didn’t want to remember any of the names she had heard some of her old boyfriends call her. Or how Ramon used to call her.

      He would be disappointed in her.

      Maybe even disgusted, she knew how to hide the little extra weight she had with her clothes, but without them? He might even laugh.

      He cleared his throat and lifted his body from hers putting his weight on his knees.

      “Did I do something wrong?” His shame was like a bucket of cold water in her face.

      Get it together Gray! She thought, you can't let him think it’s his fault! Put your big girl pants on and talk!

      She cleared her throat and smoothed her hair down first. “It’s not your fault.” He sat on his heels between her legs.

      “Did I make you feel uncomfortable? I’m sorry, I should have left you alone in the first place!” he dragged his palm on his Mohawk his cheeks had turned red, bravo! You idiot, he thought, you just made her feel worse on top of it all!

      “I didn’t mean it that way! You did everything right! Like more than right!” She swallowed and continued, “It’s just that you are perfect, and I'm not.” She could feel her face shining bright red.

      He just looked at her in confusion, “Me? Perfect?” He pointed to his chest with his thumb. “I think you forgot the fact that I'm a hellhound born in Hell. I kill demons for duty and fun! You, on the other side are a gargoyle, a divine and noble descendant from angels! How does that make me perfect?”

      Well, first she had already dwelled on that part, she was actually relieved that she wasn’t crazy with all these dreams and helplessness she felt all these years. The real problem, was that feeling of never being enough. Like anything she did was never enough.

      She put her strands behind her ears, “Have you ever looked in a mirror? Have you ever noticed that you save humans every day? That people are safe, because you exist?”

      He narrowed his eyes to her and concentrated for a minute, had she really mentioned that? She thought that he was perfect just because he was doing a “job” that was his duty and because he didn’t look like a common human male? And then it dawned on him. She thought she wasn’t enough. How could she possibly think that? She brought him peace, peace with himself and with his brothers. And who was the fucker that had brainwashed her like that? He had some visits to pay.

      “My beauty, I’m going to ask you this just this time and once it’s settled, I don’t want this to come up again ever.”

      He cupped her beautiful face and saw her green eyes that reminded him of forests, water. His rage started to raise and he growled, whoever had made her believe herself as lower than others was dead. He knew a very good way to separate the body from the soul and play with it, after all the soul was unbreakable, he could do anything he wanted and it could still live.

      “You are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen, inside and out. You brought me peace and lit up my darkness, I would happily lay my life down for yours, because now I belong to you.”

      Tears started to run down her cheeks and her lower lip trembled as she chewed it in an attempt to hold her sob inside.

      “Hush my beauty, no tears now, I don’t care about the looks. For me it's your inside that matters to me and I’m not letting that go. If you want to leave, it’s okay, but know that I'm going to follow you.”

      As she started sobbing, she tapped on that feeling she had from him and she instantly knew he was telling the truth. He didn’t care she was overweight, he wanted her as she was, with her flaws.

      She took a deep breath and between the sobs, she tried to speak, “Are ... you … sure, you don’t mind that I’m ... fat?”

      He looked at her confused “You are what?”

      She rubbed her nose with the upper side of her palm. “Fat!”

      The look on his face changed instantly. “Who called you that?” he asked with a low growl. Even his eyes had changed this time. He couldn’t hold inside his menace; he would do much more than play with the souls of those who’d called her like that!

      She looked at him wide eyed, she even stopped breathing, “Answer me.” he asked again even his voice had changed it was like two entities were talking,

      She wasn’t scared, she just lifted her hand with slow moves as she would do with a caged animal and slowly touched his forearm “It’s okay D.”

      He left out a breath he didn’t even know he was holding, what the fuck was he doing? He was scaring her. Now that she needed him the most, he shook his head to clear his thoughts.

      “I’m sorry! Did I scare you?”

      “Actually no, you didn’t.” She sniffled her nose. “For the other ones I'm scared.”

      He nodded his head. “Good, you shouldn’t be afraid of me. Never, all the rest of the world can be, but never you.”

      She raised herself until she was to his level and touched his face. “I want you.”

      He didn’t say a word, as he made a mewling noise and pushed her back down to the couch, this time she opened herself carefree for him. He melded their mouths in a such a hot kiss, his tongue explored her mouth until she was out of breath. Her heart pounded inside her chest; she wasn’t stopping this for anything in the world now.

      He raised and sat back on his knees again. With one smooth move he stripped off his shirt, his chest was like it was sculpted by a carver, rope after rope of pure muscles. His skin looked so soft and smooth, she licked her lips and his gaze burned her with lust. Then he slowly covered her body with his, he licked her mouth and then he kissed her throat lingering on her jugular. The sensation made her sex clench, she was ready for him. She reached and nibbled his ear lobe to draw a low growl out of him as he sat up and tore apart her shirt. She didn’t care about it, as soon as he got rid of the barrier, he lowered his head on her breast trailing little kisses around her nipple. She threw her head back and groaned, and then he was sucking at her nipple, massaging her other breast. His big palms framing them both, she dragged her nails on his back and his breath grew heavier.

      How perfect she fit him, he knew that after this he was going to be a transformed male, never the same again. He eyed her face, her expression said that she was on the same page. He said he wasn’t going to dig in her mind, and he wouldn’t. She trusted him from the first minute and he wasn’t going to betray her. Even partially bonded he felt that she was his other half, the one that he was waiting for all his life.

      She started writhing against him, and his erection started to pound on its own beat, but he wasn’t taking off his pants not yet. If he lost his pants, he would be inside her in a blink of an eye, and he wanted this to last.

      He moved down to her belly leaving little kisses behind, then he popped open her jeans button with a flick of his wrist. He looked at her eyes and she chewed her lip, with one steady move he stripped her from her jeans and underwear. He needed to see her, all of her. She reached and cupped him above his pants and his erection throbbed. He leaned into her touch aligning his body to her move, in a few seconds he was going to come if she continued that.

      With everything he had, he withdrew from her touch. She had to come first, now and always.

      “Are you ready for me, my beauty?” he whispered above her belly. She was more than ready, she ached for him. She took his hand shamelessly and placed it on her swelling sex. He brushed his fingertips on her slit and she cried with pleasure. She was so wet now, anticipation drilling her. He placed two fingers inside her and she cried again as he started pounding them deep inside her. She was so close to the edge, but she wanted to come together with him. She reached and opened his pants taking his erection in her hand, pumping him, he cried with pleasure. He couldn’t wait anymore. He stood lightning fast and stripped from his pants and boots then he was on her again, kissing her hot mouth, sweat had covered his whole body,

      “Please ...” she croaked to his ear. Well, he couldn’t let her be in pain, again he pushed two fingers in and started pumping them hard. That was all it took, in seconds she bucked up to his touch and shouted with pleasure, knowing new levels of heaven. It felt like this was her first time, before she came down from her climax, he aligned himself with her slit and gently pushed in, they both cried their pleasure. He gave her a moment to adjust as she wrapped her legs on his lower back. In a breathy voice he said, “You feel so good ...” he hugged her and the motion made him go even deeper, then he started moving so slowly. She had just come down from a mind-blowing orgasm and all she wanted was to keep going till there was no breath, until no one else existed, but them. She couldn’t help, but wonder how this was going to feel when they were going to be fully bonded.

      He upped his pace, he couldn’t help himself, she felt so perfect. He was already on his edge.

      “Please come for me ...” he breathed, with that pledge he sent her spiraling into her climax once again, two pumps later he followed her as he threw back his head and roared his own climax. It felt like he was separated from his body and his very soul intertwined with hers so intensely that it almost hurt in the most beautiful way. He knew that very moment that he was a breath away from the full bond. And it brought him euphoria unknown to him. He felt he was going to burst. His head felt dizzy with the force of his climax, another first with her, with a heavy sigh he let go and carefully not to crush her with his weight he buried his face to her neck. He was so close to fulfilling the bond, but not yet. It had to be on her own free will.

      Celia felt like she was floating as D breathed deep in her neck. He left little kisses there and she shivered, this was the most beautiful thing that had ever happened to her. She was still trying to catch her breath as she reached his neck and soothed the bottom of his mohawk. He rolled them and took her with him, they squeezed in the small couch, but it couldn’t be better, this safety net was all she needed to keep going.

      He took her face inside his big paws and placed a small kiss on her nose. His face was glazed from his sweat and he looked like he was dusted with stardust, the light from the candles giving him a glow.

      “Are you okay?” he asked her, his face telling everything she wanted to know,

      “More than okay, this was beautiful.”

      He grinned at her answer, but then his mood darkened. “I’ve lost the track of time. It’s already night again, I need to take you home and then I have to go and find my brothers. We are hunting …”

      He cut it there. He almost spilled everything!

      “What? You are hunting what?” she asked.

      “Demons. What else?” He responded with an eerie smile.

      “Okay, then, let’s get going. How did you know it is night outside?”

      “We can manipulate the elements; part of our strength can come from there and we can use them as we want.” he shrugged,

      That was cool. “Do you know where Cinthia is?”

      She was mad at her, but she still loved Cinthia, and she had countless things to discuss with her,

      “She is probably home waiting for you. Come.” He stood up and gave her his hand.

      She took it and stood next to him. He looked at her with awe, and she felt butterflies in her stomach, which decided now to protest in hunger, she covered her belly fast, “I’m sorry!” she said blushing,

      “I’m the one who should say that, I didn’t feed you.”

      “I wouldn’t eat anyway. Last night was a very long night, and tonight too I think ...”

      He reached her, he lifted her chin with his fingertip, his magnificent body framing her. “My beautiful girl, I know how hard this all is on you, I can feel you remember? But I want you to do me a favor, let us train you. This world is dangerous if you can’t defend yourself. Let me and Cinthia show you the way.”

      She looked at him with uncertainty. “What if I tell you that I’ve already done it?”

      He cocked his head in question, “What do you mean you have already done it? We spent the night here and you didn’t know your true identity before.”

      She remembered her dream before he awoke her, and she could still feel the emotions she had from it.

      “I had that dream before you came home last night, I can’t explain it, but it was so real. I saw myself in some sort of battlefield and I fought there, and I saved a woman that looked exactly like my mother and then I saw myself dying and ... and ... Cinthia was there ...” she looked at his now pale face. “And I’m babbling here, but what I want to say is that I knew how to do it. I don’t know how ... but I knew ...”

      His face got paler, maybe this was what Whistler had meant about knowing more and that he had to find out himself. She had guidance. Her parents found a way to code her mind so that she would know what to do when she would need it. He needed to take her to Cinthia, ASAP.

      He bent down and took his shirt, he handed it to Celia grabbing her hand. “Put this on! We have to go, now!”

      He was dressed in seconds, just putting on his black camo pants and his boots, then he waited for her to get ready. As soon as she finished, he grabbed her and opened the door. She was following him in trust, and he didn’t have the time to dwell on the feeling. He was going to make it up to her, as soon all this was over. He was going to take her for a trip with his bike, just the two of them, like a normal couple.
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      As soon as they reached the vault’s door darkness welcomed them. He turned to the vault's door and as before he took a deep breath and that dark mist that came out of his lips sealed the door behind them. The now known ivy spread in the opening. The crows gathered again on the thick branch of the oak, waiting, like soldiers.

      She narrowed her eyes as the one in the middle looked her directly in the eyes! She could swear its eyes flashed red for a second.

      “Weirdo!” she whispered behind D’s back,

      He turned quickly to her. “Come again?” he asked, arching a brow.

      “I was talking to the crow!”  She stopped for a second. “And now I’m the weirdo!”

      He smiled at her, then he looked at the bird. He concentrated for a second and then they looked like they were in sync, she leaned a little and looked to the bird, then him.

      “Are you talking to the bird?”  She asked him.

      He probably didn’t hear, because his gaze became more intense, after a moment he blinked and the bird with the flock flew away like the tree was on fire.

      She pointed to the tree. “You’re doing?”

      He scratched the back of his head, in apology. “Yeah, I did that. They work for us. I sent them to patrol the area and I asked him if he saw anything unusual during these past hours.”

      She arched her brow, and looked him directly in the eyes, as he was about to ask what was wrong, she puffed a breath. “I don’t wanna know!” she exclaimed as she moved her hand in dismiss.

      She was never gonna stop surprising him, was she?

      With a small smile he gathered her in his arms. “Are you ready, my beautiful girl?”

      She linked her arms behind his neck. “As much as I can be.”

      With that he dematerialized them both home.

      As they materialized in his yard, all of his brothers were waiting for them in the front, lined up.

      In the background, she spotted Cinthia with two other guys she didn’t recognize, this time the dematerializing thing didn’t affect her. She felt just like she did before they left.

      D stepped aside from her and turned fully to them; their faces were grim, but D was grinning.

      What now? She thought.

      He soothed her palm with his thump and to her ear he whispered, “Come, my beauty, it is for good.”

      He took her hand and lead her where his brothers were standing, she swallowed hard, but she wasn’t going to let them intimidate her, even if it was “for good” as D said it didn’t feel like it.

      Then Killian took a step forward, his eyes lighting up like rubies. You would think that they could light up the whole area. He approached slowly, he looked at D intensely for a few seconds and then his eyes turned red too. Then Killian came and stood before her, she sucked in a breath as Killian lowered his head and sniffed her.

      Oh yes, he sniffed her, his nostrils flared, and then nodding his head he turned to the others and with a booming voice he said, “They are truly bonded!” Then as one of the others approached them and circled them, all eyes turned, and the area lit up as they had been ignited with fire.

      Then the strangest thing happened, all in unison they started howling from out of nowhere. It was so loud and booming she thought her ear drums were going to burst! In that chaos she saw Cinthia with a small smile patting the corner of her eyes with her thumb.

      She turned to D who wasn’t howling thankfully, his smile was so bright, he looked ... happy. He reached her and hugged her shoulders. “This is for you!” he yelled above the howling.

      “They are welcoming you!”

      Welcoming her, that was a foreign feeling, being welcomed somewhere. She hadn’t felt that since her mother died. Surely, she had Cinthia, but as it came out, she was just doing what her parents had asked. She couldn’t be sure now that she did everything, because she wanted it.

      Her eyes watered as she gazed at D watching her like that, then she turned and looked at his brothers, they stopped howling and now were watching her too with smiles. Who would have known that these grim predators could smile?

      Then Killian approached her again, now with that smile. He took her hand and motioned her to take a step forward, then he brought her palm to his mouth. Anxiety drilled her and she turned to D for guidance, he smiled in such a reassuring way that she felt safe. Then Killian murmured something in a language she didn’t understand, then he took D’s hand too, he intertwined them and covered them with his own. Finally, he lifted them above their heads.

      Instantly the air around them changed, it started with a small breeze and then the breeze raised to a wind that circled them, the wind gave its place to a dark grey mist and then it stopped.

      She gasped as everything settled down. “What was that?” she asked D, but Killian responded instead.

      “This, little gargoyle, was a ritual we do to welcome a brother's mate.” He took her hand again and displayed her to the others “Now she belongs to our brother, Aodhan!” He continued, “When and if you want to be fully mated to him, we will do another ritual, it is something the humans refer to as a wedding. That way everyone will know not to mess with you. If his bonding doesn’t catch up with them first!” He left them there and after he cast a gaze to Cinthia, he dematerialized while still walking.

      The others caught up in conversation after, to give them some privacy, she searched for Cinthia, but she was nowhere around.

      D came and hugged her from behind, they stood there for a moment. She turned to him and spoke the truth as she knew it. “Thank you,” she said to him with a low voice, he framed her face with his palms “You never have to thank me for anything my beautiful girl. I vow this to you, once again. I am the one who should thank you for entering my life.”

      She shook her head. “No, I have to thank you for giving me a big family. After my family died and my brother left us, all I had to rely on was myself, and Cinthia. And because I didn’t want to be a burden to her, I used to keep mostly to myself. So, yes, I need to thank you for coming into my life too.”

      Just like that she broke his heart to pieces. His precious one was thanking him for coming into her life. The Divine was thanking the Evil for coming to her life. He was going to make it the mission of his life to never let her feel alone again.

      Ever.

      She was going to feel loved and cherished for all eternity.

      He placed a soft kiss to her lips taking in her scent mixed with his own. “Go inside and wait for me in my room. I need to speak with my brothers and then I’ll come and find you.”

      She smiled and nodded, when she left, he approached his brothers.

      “Thank you all, for that!” They stopped talking and turned to him.

      “All we want for you is to be happy. We all want happiness, my brother. Deserving it is another thing, and you deserve it,” Konnor said.

      Then he changed the subject. “As for the fucker, we couldn’t find a damn footprint of him.”

      Whistler shrugged his shoulders. “I suggest we do as we planned, let's go find a smaller one and he will lead us where we want.”

      Konnor nodded. “Are you all in with that?”

      None disagreed. He turned to Konnor. “Should we wait for Killian?”

      Konnor gave him a slide smile. “No, my brother, you are not waiting for anyone, you are going to stay with your mate tonight.” As he started to argue Konnor changed his eyes to enforce his will. He couldn’t disagree with that, Konnor was above him, an alpha, he had to submit to his will.

      “I knew you wouldn’t contradict a direct order!”

      Well, he didn’t argue too much. He was dying to be alone with Celia again, but he didn’t want to leave his brothers alone in this.

      Decision made, he would stay with Celia for a few hours and then he would go down the rabbit hole and pull a rabbit out of its hole, as it seems.

      He smiled to his brothers. “Be careful my brothers. I’ve already sent the crows to patrol the area. If you need me, you know what to do.” He left to find his Celia. His stride determined.

      

      Celia found herself again in the same position, but the terms were changed now, this time she was feeling safe and wanted, in ways she hadn’t felt before.

      She could still feel the happiness she felt when D’s brothers embraced her. She was welcome, somewhere else besides Cinthia’s house. Her heart was pounding from her joy. She sat with a sigh on D’s bed, she was still wearing his shirt and was still feeling his essence surround her. She reached and took his pillow in her hands and then she brought it to her nose, she inhaled deep and both their scents filled her.

      She hugged the pillow and let her mind drift to the hours they had spent in the vault.

      She could still feel him around her ... in her ... like a dream coming true. Her desire for him filled her, she could feel the wetness between her legs increase. She was still ready for him, and she could feel this was how it was going to be always for them.

      She was so lost in her thoughts that she didn’t hear D coming inside the room and shutting off the lights before he took her inside his arms. He was still naked on his upper half; she gasped and opened her eyes. She turned to him and nestled down to his bicep. She smiled and searched for his eyes. Even in the darkness she could feel their intensity.

      “I was thinking of you,” she said in the most seductive way. Was this her voice?

      He trailed a finger on her arm. “And more ...” he said slowly.

      She arched her brow, “What do you mean?”

      He tapped his nose. “Besides feeling you, I can also smell your feelings, your intentions, and so much more than that.” He turned her and sheathed himself between her thighs, his most favorite place from now on. He buried his nose to her neck and inhaled deeply. Yep, she was ready for him as he was for her, Hell, he was ready just reaching for the door handle before he came in. He had smelled the path she left behind, and he was already fighting for space inside his pants.

      She bit her lip, and she cupped him above his pants, the movement surprised him in the best possible way. He gasped a breath and closed his eyes as she started working him. “That’s the way, baby...” she smiled to the pleasure she was giving him, and then just to spice things up, she flipped him over and straddled him, she took his hands and held them above his head with one of her own and started rubbing herself on his swelling length,

      “Celia ...” she heard her name from a distance, but it didn’t matter, all that mattered was the pleasure. She held him tighter and started trailing kisses on his chest, grazing her teeth, as he started to writhe underneath her. It only increased her pleasure, she could feel her panties soaked now, all that she could think of was that empty feeling she had.

      “Celia ...” came the voice again, how dare it interrupt their pleasure, she lifted her head from his abdomen and saw D looking at her with wide eyes,

      She froze. Did she take it a little too far?

      “Did I do something wrong?” It was her turn to ask.

      He cleared his throat. “Look!” he just said.

      “What?” she asked again, what was wrong?

      He fought to free his hands from her grasp, but he didn’t go anywhere!

      Immediately she freed his hands and tried to lift, but he held her down, making her grind against him.

      “You are getting stronger my beautiful girl,” he whispered, she tried to lift again, but he grabbed her ass in a strong hold that told her she wasn’t going anywhere,

      “When we get you trained, you are going to be unstoppable, in addition to the bonding. You are going to draw power and from me as well.”  He gyrated his pelvis to her soaked wet center, she groaned to the motion of it. Then an evil grin appeared.

      “Actually, we are going to do this as a lesson. A very pleasurable one, but still a lesson.”

      Sweat burst to her back, this was all new, and how had she managed to hold him down with one hand?

      “Okay, how do you suggest we do this?” she whispered to his ear, then she licked the shell of it.

      He threw up his pelvis taking her with him.

      “You are going to make me stay down,” he said with a slide smile. “If you can ...” he added.

      Well, she did it once. She could do it again.

      He dematerialized out of the bed and stood before her the next second, she fell on the bed and turned herself quickly to him. He got rid of his pants in no time, as much as he wanted to make this last for hours, he had to leave soon, and then he had to speak with Cinthia.

      Her gaze trailed his magnificent body and stayed on his cock that stood so proud, like it was seeking her. Her mouth watered from anticipation.

      He bit his lower lip until he tasted blood, he had to calm down a little, because he was going to scare her. When he followed her gaze, he couldn’t wait, he reached and palmed himself to release some of the pressure on his balls.

      He stroked himself while watching her, in an erotic way, slowly, captivating her, working her up without even touching her. Then she locked gazes with him.

      “Strip,” he commanded her, and oh the good girl she didn’t argue.

      She stripped herself from her clothes and laid down for him. He dematerialized again and was on her the next moment. He kissed her hard, devouring her mouth, a promise of what was to come. But then, he flipped them around, instating her on top of him, her wet core welcomed him. She threw her head back and he lifted his own, giving her nipple a lick.

      She gasped, his hot lips enveloping her breast, the sensation sending her to new heights.

      “Now, do as before. Don’t … let me … touch you …” he said between shallow licks and nips.

      She growled slow, and he narrowed his gaze to her, but before he could say something, she was on him.

      She grasped his hands and placed them above his head once again with one hand. He tried to move them, and when he couldn’t, he smiled to her in reassurance.

      But she was so lost to him, she didn’t notice. She wanted him inside her ... now.

      With her other hand she reached between them, she took his length to her hand and stood him up. She stroked him twice, and before he could react, she sheathed herself deep. He roared, and she screamed, he stretched her, and she loved the feeling, then she started moving herself.

      He roared again and tried to free his hands, but no …

      She wouldn’t let him; this was the lesson he wanted to teach her and she was more than happy to deliver.

      She upped her pace, faster now. She locked gazes with him, his eyes had turned to rubies again illuminating the darkness around them.

      She was so close now, but she couldn’t fall from the edge, like something was missing, her neck started to itch.

      What was that now, she tried to relieve the itch with her shoulder, but it only got worse, between the gasps he told her, “It’s the bonding. You are seeking my bite. Let me help you. Release me!”

      She could see what he was doing. He was trying to trick her to release him!

      “This isn't happening hon!” she said with a heavy breath.

      “That’s my girl!” He smiled and with a slight turn from his hip he hit the right spot that sent her to heaven.

      She screamed her climax, and then she heard him roaring his own.

      He could feel her sex swallowing him, drawing his cum from his balls.

      Then he was filling her. His vision blurred from the force of his release. He was still coming, as she was fighting for breath, releasing his hands.

      He took her down with him in one smooth glide. She went with him.

      “That was a lesson I’m going to remember!” she laughed.

      “I’ll make sure you never forget!” he laughed with her.

      He loved the way she was making him feel. So, fulfilled. And he loved her, didn’t he?

      The hound was in love.

      The Evil fell for the Divine.

      And now he had to leave her again.

      He took her face in his hands, “I am sorry my beauty, but I have to go now. Duty calls.”

      She sighed, “I knew that! But I will wait for you to return. Then maybe … you can teach me more things ...” she trailed.

      She was his torture! And how pleasurable!

      He stood from the bed and headed to the shower, displaying his body only for her.

      He showered planning his next moves. He was going to find Cinthia first. He wouldn’t let their bond with all these shadows between them. They needed to clear the air with Celia.

      Cinthia loved her and she needed to know that from her.

      He stepped out of the shower, he didn’t dry himself. When he walked outside, she was already sleeping.

      Sleep my love, he thought and sent her the feeling through the bond. Rest.

      He opened the door to the walk-in closet and dressed quickly, black camo with black shirt, his usual. He smoothed the kutte that was hugging from the nail, with the scythe on the back and he couldn’t stop the smile as he pictured Celia wearing it. It was the perfect disguise for them. Humans were afraid of bikers so they were always leaving them alone.

      That way, none of them was going to try anything with her. She was going to be an old lady now.

      Humans beware.

      He shut off the light and dematerialized to the side of the bed; he slowly pulled the covers over her body and placed a kiss on her forehead.

      She was in deep sleep.

      He dematerialized out of the room directly so that he wouldn’t wake her and started the hunt to find Cinthia.

      His gut was telling him she was nearby.

      And he was right. As he took the turn in the hallway, he stumbled upon her. She stopped and gave him a tired smile, “Hi! How is she?” she asked him. He could smell her pain, this wasn’t right, his love and her friend should be together again. He took her hand and led her to the kitchen, he closed the door behind them and motioned her to sit, “We have to talk.”

      She lifted from the chair in no time, “What’s wrong? Has something happened to her?”

      He raised his hand to her to reassure her,

      “Sit, she’s fine. I just want to tell you that she loves you. I tapped into her thoughts for a moment. She’s just not sure if you love her for real or if you were just fulfilling your duty. You two need to talk. And after that, you need to start training her along with me. We can’t have her just knowing things! She's already getting stronger. Whatever spells you’ve cast upon her are wearing off. This is the time, Cinthia. You need to teach her how to use her powers.”

      She was listening to him with relief showing in her face. She let out a breath and stood. “Thank you!” she said.

      This was the second time someone was thanking him for something, he was starting to get used to the feeling.

      He nodded his head. “She’s sleeping now, let her rest. After that bring her something to eat and talk to her. I’ll go find my brothers; it shouldn’t take me long.” He patted her shoulder and left.

      Now that this was settled, he was going to finish all this bullshit with that fucker.

      Once and for all.
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      Celia once again found herself in a battlefield fighting demons. Her breath was heavy from the effort. As she vanquished the last demon, she sheathed her sword on her back and turned to look around. She saw that all of her comrades had won the battle as well. She noticed that the scenery was different. They were out in the open in a forest, a huge guy approached her, she knew his name was Gilbert, with a heavy sigh he spoke to her, “My lord, it is finished. All the demons are vanquished!”

      My lord …

      She knew deep in her gut that she was superior to him. And that she appeared in a male's form to them. He was a good male, a very excellent fighter and advisor.

      “Good!” she responded. “Any casualties?” she searched the battlefield around to check on her own.

      “No, my lord. Just some penalties, nothing more!” She nodded to that and searched for Cinthia who was talking to someone else at the time, as if she sensed her gaze, she turned to her and smiled in victory.

      “Celia,” came a well-known voice, she pivoted and searched for the source of it.

      “Celia, wake up.” came the voice again, she felt like she shouldn’t leave this place that she had to stay here and know more.

      But the voice was persistent. With a sigh she let go of the dream world and stirred herself to awareness.

      She opened her eyes and saw the familiar face of Cinthia looking at her with love, like a mother that watches over her child sleeping.

      She threw herself into her arms, and hugged her best friend, her sister, everything else forgotten. She wanted to do this, but only with her at her side.

      Cinthia held her back and started mumbling words she didn’t understand, but she caught the meaning of them. She loved her, and that was what mattered, “I love you!” she said to her, “I knew you would understand!”

      She separated herself from Cinthia and leaned her back on the headboard, careful to cover her nude body with the covers.

      Cinthia sat next to her, as always, she was a masterpiece of style, with her black pants and her white shirt, her blonde hair in a perfect high ponytail and her jewels.

      “Let me tell you something first, and then I want to hear all the juicy details with the hound!”

      She smiled at that, they were getting into their casual state once again,

      “I want to say to you that I'm sorry that I couldn’t tell you everything. As you will come to know at some point, our vows are not just words. We are bound to them, once you give your vow to someone you have to go through with it. And that is where the Jailors come into the mix. They are keepers of justice. If a supernatural being even if were to infringe his vow, the Jailors are compelled to serve justice, and not in a good way.”

      Well, she always kept her vows, not that she ever vowed something to someone, but still.

      “Cici, it’s okay. Actually, I’m the one who has to be sorry. You did everything you could and I turned my back on you.” she sat straighter and took her friend’s hand in her own, “I here vow this to you, I will never judge again without discussing it first and knowing all the parameters of it!”

      Cinthia gasped a breath. “You took a vow for me!” She shook her head.

      “I guess I did!” she laughed.

      “Now, enough with the sentimental, how are you? It's like a century has gone by from the last time I talked to you! How do you feel?”

      She told her as Cinthia placed a plate filled with all goodies on it in her lap. Her favorite croissants, and toast with strawberry jam on it! Her mouth watered at the sight of it, and she took a bite from her chocolate croissant first. As she savored the flavor, she eyed Cinthia smiling at her, “What?” she asked her.

      “Nothing” she said dismissing it with her hand, “It’s just that if I were to give you that amount of food any other time you would have bitten my head off for all the calories from all this!”

      She shrugged her shoulder, “You’re probably right! I'll do that after I fill my belly. Now I’m famished.” Cinthia laughed and the whole room lit up! Yes, they were back to their routine!

      “After you eat, we have work to do.”

      Still chewing she arched her brow in question.

      “We are going to train you, my friend! And while doing that, you are going to spill your beans for the hound.”

      She swallowed. “Aren’t you a multitasker!”

      They both laughed at that, and a bit of information invaded her mind. She heard D’s voice in her head telling her to rest, but that felt like it was an older message and a new one came in, I am hunting, trust Cinthia, I won’t be long! She felt the safety around it, and wondered how she could answer it, she concentrated for a second and let her thought fly to him.

      Be careful, I am waiting for you! She hoped he got the message, and threw her legs to the other side of the bed taking the sheet with her, she turned to Cinthia. “I’ll be ready in five!” She winked to her.

      “I’ll be waiting you outside.” Cinthia hopped off the bed too and started for the door.

      After she showered, she opened the door to the walk-in closet, because she had no idea where her own clothes were. She paused a moment and looked at his clothes, they were all black. She didn’t expect to find any colors in there, and then she reached for a pair of black sweatpants and a black T-shirt from the hanger. When she was ready, she praised to whoever was listening that they fit her, and as she was about to go, with the corner of her eye she saw his kutte hanging on a nail. She stopped and smoothed the black leather with her finger, on the back of it was a scythe and underneath it a letter was carved, a big J. She supposed it was for Jailors. She smiled and shut off the light, as she started to go find Cinthia.
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        * * *

      

      Another fruitless hunt! This was becoming frustrating! D had just burst in flames the last demon he and his brothers had captured. His wrath was beyond the sky! When was all this going to end? He roared his anger and clawed the tree behind him, instantly the tree burst to flames and ashes.

      Whistler approached him and shook his shoulder, he snapped at him with a menacing growl! Konnor was standing a few feet away, while Thorn and Con were in deep thought. Killian was nowhere to be found.

      “Easy, my brother,” he told him “We’re going to find him. But not this way, demons won’t stop crossing the lines and we will find the one who will lead us to this fucker.”

      He growled again, showing his fangs, poison dripping slow from them, but then Celia’s voice came to his mind. Be careful. I am waiting for you, and instantly his anger settled down.

      He let himself dwell on her feeling. This calmed him even more. His Celia. Just his. He had to protect her, but he couldn’t let her see him like this.

      He shook his head to clear his mind, sweat was dripping from his forehead. He swept it away with his forearm then he rubbed his face with both his palms.

      “Better now?” Whistler asked him.

      “Better. I don’t understand how these bastards can be so loyal to the fucker!”

      He kicked the tree to his left, and a lightning was heard from a distance.

      “Okay, gather up!” Konnor spoke, “It’s almost dawn and we need to get going! We can’t afford having humans in our feet now. All of you go home, and I’m going to find Killian. He's probably at the vault.”

      Everyone agreed, and they dematerialized home, to where they stumbled onto the most beautiful site he’d ever seen. Everyone was taken aback from the view.

      His Celia was in deep fight training with Cinthia. Cinthia had changed forms, she was in her gargoyle form now and his Celia was fighting her with a sword.

      He narrowed his eyes, not any sword. This was the sword that his parents gave him when he became of age to fulfill his duty.

      This was a sword that he personally had hidden under his bed! How did she find it? Not that he minded, but even he had forgotten about it!

      As Thorn made a move to step, Conway grabbed his arm and stopped him with a nod of his head.

      They all crossed their arms and just watched with awe.

      “Harder!” Cinthia yelled at Celia, “Don’t be lazy! Fight! Your life depends on it!”

      A low growl escaped his throat, how dare she talk to her like that! He was going to have a talk with her later!

      Celia was breathing hard, but she wasn’t giving up! She had lost track of time and her muscles were shaking from the effort, but no!

      She wouldn’t give up, she swung her sword, took a step back and kept it steady using both hands with everything she had. She started the onslaught to Cinthia and she wasn’t stopping unless she won!

      Cinthia started backtracking, finally putting some effort to their confrontation, but the light on her face was showing her support, she swung it again left ... right ... left again ... then again to the right, all she could hear was the sounds of the swords, metal hitting metal.

      Motivated, she went more aggressively at her. She took a turn and swung her sword to Cinthia’s until little sparks burst from the blades. Cinthia turned abruptly to her left in a kick motion, but Celia caught her on that with a smaller blade she had hidden in the inside of her ankle.

      The dagger was pointed to Cinthia’s heart!

      And just like that she won the battle.

      With a deep breath out, she threw the sword and the dagger to the ground and fell on her knees. She rested her upper body on her forearms.

      She lifted her head and looked at Cinthia who was staring at her with wide eyes.

      Then out of nowhere the sounds of clapping and whistles filled the air! She turned and saw D surrounded by his brothers. All of their faces were filled with pride. She felt D’s hands surrounding her body. She looked up and saw a major grin on his face. “Are you okay?” he asked her. She nodded her head. “You were amazing there! How long was I gone, and you learned to fight so well?”

      Cinthia cut her answer, “Maybe it was the trainer!” He arched his brow to her. She pouted her lips. “Don’t doubt my skills hound! And she already knew. Her father made sure of it. Now, go and rest!” she motioned them to go, she tried to stand on her feet, but D held her against his muscular body.

      “You know I can still walk right?”

      She told him with the corners of her mouth moving upward as they were passing by his brothers. They raised their fists and howled to her victory, this time D followed suit with them. She started laughing as he dematerialized them both to his door.

      Then he got serious and his gaze radiated hunger. She felt like prey … but one that wanted to be caught.

      She swallowed hard, as he pinned her on the door, “D, there’s people outside!”

      He licked the side of her throat, and she shivered, “People are always going to be on the other side of this door. I can’t see how that affects us!” he said slowly to her ear, his slow voice sending waves of desire to her core.

      He nipped her lower lip and immediately licked it to sooth the pain. She groaned, but she wasn’t going to give in now, he needed to rest, and she needed to get going!

      She pushed him gently away, and he snarled at her before giving her butt a little squeeze.

      She liked all this tenderness that was lying underneath his hardness, and she liked it even more that he was keeping it for her.

      “I need to take a shower, and then I want to talk to you!”

      He let out a purring noise, he eyes glowed, “We can take that together!” he suggested.

      “No! We're gonna get distracted and I want us clear for this!”

      Instantly his mood changed, the protector in him raised above, “What is it? Are you okay?”

      She touched his face, “I am just fine! I just want to talk to you, that’s all.”

      He shook his head back and forth, “Go take your shower and I’ll make you something to eat!”

      As he pivoted, she grabbed his wrist, “You don’t need to. I’ll do it for myself.”

      He smiled to her. “You don’t have to do everything by yourself anymore, baby. And I need to feed you. You'll get it in time!”

      He walked to the door and left her to shower.

      As soon as the hot water fell on her back the tension left her body, she let her mind drift to her previous conversation with Cinthia. She talked to her about her father, but smartly she avoided her questions about her mother. She said that she would talk to her about that in time, but for now she had to train.

      She liked all those things that she could do, and she wanted to do more. But firstly, now that she had solved her problems with Cinthia, she had to fix her program. She had a life to get back to. She had the University, and she had a brother to find.

      She heard the door knock and D’s voice muffled through the walls of the bathroom. She responded “Coming!” and rushed to finish her shower,

      She rinsed the soap and patted dry her body, then wrapping the towel around her body she confidently walked out of the bathroom.

      As she walked towards the bed, D felt like he was under a spell. His beautiful girl was more like a siren with her hair wet and long ready to be fisted. Her chocolate lick-able body glowing from her shower underneath the white towel, his mouth watered, and his cock stood to see what happened. He rearranged himself and ate her with his eyes. She wanted to talk to him and he was going to be there. After that, well ... he could eat her! And she would love it!

      He patted the side of the bed next to him for her to sit, with a smile she sat there and he placed a tray on her lap filled with sandwiches and fruits.

      She picked a sandwich from the tray cut it in half and gave him the other, he shook his head in disagreement, “No, this is for you, you’re gonna eat and get strong. For dinner I am going to bring you something from a restaurant.”

      She swallowed her bite slowly, then “About that ...” she trailed; he narrowed his gaze “What’s wrong?”

      She had to start from somewhere. “I don’t know if I’m going to be here tonight.”

      He changed position, he erected in alert. “What do you mean?”

      She took a deep breath. “I want to go to New York and pack my stuff, so that I can go to Cinthia's later.”

      He growled at her words and nodded once. “I get it, you need your things, but why to go to Cinthia’s?” he looked around his plain room. Of course, it was the room. He never cared for the furniture, but now his girl needed more things. He was going to spoil her with gold, fine jewelry, clothes ... anything …

      “I get it! You don’t like the decoration. You can change it to anything you want. As a matter of fact,” he stood, took the tray out of her hands, and placed it on the nightstand. Then, he gave her his hand. “Take my hand and we’re going to change them now.”

      She looked at him wide eyed, “What do you mean now? I need to go there today.”

      She hesitated, but he smiled wickedly and took her hand. “I’ll show you!”

      He touched her temples with his palms and bored his gaze in her eyes, it felt like he was tapping into her soul. Her deepest desires bared to his gaze ...

      After a moment, he said in a quiet voice, “Unless you ask me, I’m not to do that again.”

      And then everything froze around them. Dark mist swirled around them and the room. She watched as the room rearranged itself, new furniture appeared right in front of her. After a few moments everything settled, she looked around in awe, as what he brought was the room of her dreams, literally!

      “How did you do that?” she croaked. She was shaken to her bones. She carefully reached for the white linen cover at the bed ––which now was huge–– as if it were going to bite her fingers, it was real. She looked around the room. Now there was a huge bed in the middle, at its sides were two carved nightstands with little drawers. Across from it there was a study with a little library on its top, with lots of drawers and cases and everything. Beside it, there was a red armchair with a small white pillow on it.

      Everything was perfect.

      “Well ... you certainly know how to impress a girl,” she said. He was looking at her with anxiety,

      “I only want to impress one girl ...” He came closer and took her in his arms. “Am I doing anything?”

      She smiled and framed his face with her palms, then she stepped on the tips of her toes to reach his ear, she linked her arms around his neck. “You don’t have to impress me, you did that the moment I first saw you ... and I think this is how it’s always going to be.” she whispered to his ear, her hot breath a caress to his insides, he closed his eyes as these were the most beautiful words, he’d ever heard.

      He reached and claimed her mouth, putting everything he had in it. When he lifted his mouth, they were both breathless.

      She gave him a small smile, realizing that she was always smiling these days. Her mother would be proud. That thought brought her to point number two, she had to find her brother.

      “I will take it as that you’re inviting me to live with you?” she asked him in a small voice.

      He was going to follow her anywhere she wanted, if that were what it would take to have her.

      He was going to hurt for his brothers, but he had to be with her, it was crucial for him.

      He cleared his throat and rubbed his nose to hers “If you don’t want to, it's okay, I already told you that I will follow you,” he said, touching his temple to hers.

      She held his gaze with her own, “I don’t mind living with you, if your brothers don’t have a problem with it, but we should probably sort some things out first.”

      He nodded and took her with him to the bed, he sat her on his lap, burrowing his nose to the side of her throat. She closed her eyes from the pleasure.

      “I still want to go to the university ...” she groaned as he licked her throat and nipped at it, “and I want to find my brother ...” her body started to move on its own volition, rubbing herself on his thigh,

      “I don’t mind you going to the university, as long as someone is with you. My brothers will not have a problem with you living here, and I can help you find your brother if that is what you want,” he said smoothly.

      “You know that I’m a big girl, now don’t you?” she said pulling away from him, she didn’t need an escort to go to her classes,

      He snapped his teeth, any other time he wouldn’t have a problem letting her go, but with that fucker out there wanting her he wouldn’t risk it.

      So, he decided to tap into their bond just for this to let her see how important it was for him to see to her safety.

      He took her hair in his hand and devoured her mouth. He opened himself to her, to let her see ...

      When he pulled back, she gasped a breath, he opened himself to her. She felt his need to protect her, but she picked up something else with it, like he was hiding something.

      She narrowed her stare. “You are hiding something.” He swallowed hard. Did he let out the thought that the bastard was after her? “But I won’t push you. I want you to trust me and talk to me when you are ready, but I felt that you really wanted me not to go there alone. So, I will compromise and I will accept someone going with me,” as he started to smile, she lifted a hand to cut his joy, “but only until you see that it is perfectly safe!” she finished.

      Small win, but still a win, he thought, “Thank you for that ... I am new to this, I didn’t have a relationship before and I want to make this work,” he cupped her face and smoothed it with his thumbs “I told you before, this is for life for me, and I want everything to be perfect for you, you are not a prisoner, you can do whatever you want, I’m just going to be there with you.”

      “And I want you by my side to do all this.” She smiled.

      “Can I ask you something?” the question just popped up in his head.

      She nodded.

      “Where did you find that sword you were fighting with?” it still hurt him seeing it, but if Celia wanted it for her training, he would back off and give her what she needed.

      She shrugged her shoulders, “Actually, it was more like the sword found me ...” He prompted her to continue with a nod from his head. “I came here trying to find some weapon to start my training, and just as I came inside the room it called me somehow. I can’t explain it, I just had to look under the bed.”

      Weird, he thought. Why should it call her? It never called him for any reason.

      Deciding that he had more urgent things to do, he let it go, “You can keep it if you want, I don’t mind.” She let out a deep breath, “Thank you, I thought it might bother you taking it without asking first!”

      “Nothing bothers me baby if it's coming from you.”

      And he meant it. Now that she was with him, everything made sense.

      She stood. “Now that everything is settled, I’m going to get ready to go get my things from New York.”

      He nodded, “I’ll take you there,” and stood too.

      She shook her head. “No need, I agreed to go with Cinthia, we need to talk a little bit more. She said she was going to tell me more about my parents on the way there, and I actually want to do that alone ...” she trailed. This was against everything he had inside him. Everything started protesting against it, but as he said she wasn’t a prisoner and he would do whatever she needed him to. So, clenching his teeth he bit back the growl that surfaced and agreed to let her go there with Cinthia.

      His whole body tensed but he had to show her that he meant everything he said, “You can go there with her if that is what you want.” he allowed.

      She smiled a little and touched his face. “It wasn’t easy for you, was it?” He just nodded, he didn’t trust himself to take it back, “You’ll get used to it,” she winked and blew him a kiss before disappearing into the bathroom again.

      Did she just play him? He smiled with the thought of it. His life had changed, and he was happy. For once in his miserable life, he found peace with all that mattered to him.
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      It had been two weeks since she had moved in with him. After that day she went with Cinthia to her house back in New York. She grew even closer with her now that they weren’t any secrets between them.

      She felt a sting on her butt, and she jumped. “Ouch! What was that for?” she asked Cinthia, while rubbing her throbbing butt.

      She laughed. “You were distracted again! You need to focus on something else rather than your hound, Celi!”

      She gave Cinthia her bitch look, “Actually, I was thinking about the past days with our training!”

      Cinthia pouted her lips. “In that case I can forgive you.” she quickly changed forms, leaving a trail of sparkling dust behind her, she sat down on the ground and patted the area beside her. They were in the forest in a private canopy Cinthia had created for them to train there, because she said it was dangerous to keep training in the hounds’ yard. She could bet that she just didn’t want to bump into Killian every now and then.

      She sat with a sigh beside her and took the bottle with the water she gave her. “Celi, I think it's time to start practicing changing forms. You are becoming very good with your battle skills, but the trick is to have all of it, with armor and everything.”

      She let out a deep breath. “We already tried with D many times and I can't change Cinthia. Maybe I’m in some kind of latent mode and I can’t change forms. Maybe I'm too old, all of you changed forms when you were kids not as adults.”

      She took her hand with hers, “Of course you can change, Celi. You just need to believe that you can. You need to believe in yourself Celi. I can see the good the hound has done for you, but whatever other people do for you, your true strength lies within you. Only you can make things happen.”

      Actually, she didn’t mind that she couldn’t change forms. The way she saw it, she would only mind if she were a hound and couldn’t meet her mate in their true form. As things were now, she was a gargoyle and D was a hellhound. So, there wasn’t any pressing issue there, and from what he told her on those late nights that they were relaxing in each other's arms, he didn’t mind either.

      Before she could respond to Cinthia, a shuffling sound interrupted her. They both snapped to attention at the opening there as a smiling D appeared.

      He probably caught her thoughts for him and that was what the smiling’s for. In those few weeks they came even closer, but always something was missing, she could sense it. It was in the air, but always out of her reach.

      He lowered down and scooped her in his arms cradling her close to his chest, as he laid a very greedy kiss to her lips. He was always close. No matter what they were doing he was never out of reach.

      “Are you finished with practice?” he asked, as he nodded his head to Cinthia.

      She nodded back. “I was telling her that it is time for her to start practicing the change, D.”

      He looked at her with a scowl on his face, “She will do it when she is fucking ready Cinthia. These things don’t happen in an instant. Give her time and stop pushing her!” he raised his voice,

      Celia raised both her hands to them. “Easy there! It's still daylight and someone may hear you!”

      In the threat of exposure, they both held their tongues at leash.

      She smiled to her victory. “And now I’m going back to the house, both of you keep quiet, and D you can tell her what you want to.” she winked at him and left them there, the house was near, she could hear even from here the workings at the workshop.

      Cinthia raised a brow. “Impressive! She put a muzzle on you with two words!”

      He growled to her revealing his red eyes, she impressed him too, that she felt he needed to talk with Cinthia without him telling Celia. The bond was becoming stronger, but only after the bite they would be in complete sync.

      “Did you find anything last night?” he asked her full of authority now.

      She shook her head in disappointment. “No, I have unleashed all of my gargoyles and none of them picked up anything from that demon! Did you have any luck with him last night?”

      He was so frustrated that he couldn’t find anything that he felt that his head was going to blow up.

      “No, it is like the earth opened and swallowed him inside!”

      She narrowed her eyes and then cocked her head to the side. “Maybe that’s it! Maybe he is hiding somewhere underground and that is why we can’t find him!”

      He narrowed his eyes too, considering her trail of thought. It could be an option. They didn’t have anything to lose.

      “I’ll talk to Killian tonight at the vault, make sure you’ll be there to back me up on this!” she nodded and then dematerialized out of there.

      He dematerialized too onto his porch, he knew she was waiting him there. He found her there laughing with Thorn at something he was telling her. A small growl came out of his chest and he snarled at him! Thorn wouldn’t trespass, but still, he didn’t like any of them too close to her. She was his!

      She came and stood beside him and then she elbowed him in his side, he actually felt that, the last weeks of training had increased her powers. That was good.

      “Be nice!” she warned him. “He was just telling me a story of his!”

      Thorn just laughed.

      “For his own good I might believe it!” he snarled at him. She was becoming close to his brothers, well except Killian. He was always moody when she was around, probably because she was a constant reminder of Cinthia.

      “I wouldn’t expose your dirty laundry to that nice girl, because she would consider leaving us all and that is not an option!”

      He was taken aback and turned to Celia to defend himself, he was going to kick Thorn’s ass for this.

      “I don’t have dirty laundry!”

      She just burst to laughing. She touched him on his forearm. “Honey, we all have dirty laundry, it’s just something we don’t talk about!”

      They all laughed at that, but she abruptly paled and gasped a breath, they froze, “Baby what’s going on? Are you okay?” he asked as he engulfed her. Thorn took her hand.

      She started trembling, and then she raised her finger to the shop’s gate across them, “Look,” she whispered.

      They both turned to look at what she was pointing to them,

      “I just see a guy that brought his car in, Celia, do you know him?” Thorn asked her, concern dripping from his words.

      D tried to tap into the bond to get a glimpse from her. If he was an ex-boyfriend, he was so dead!

      But what he got from it was something entire else.

      “That is my brother ...” She whispered. They had tried to find him, but it was something that needed time to do, so he’d decided to go through it after the demon was eliminated.

      And here now he stood just across the street from them. Maybe they had luck on their side in one thing.

      “Do you want to go and talk to him before I kill him?” he asked her, she shook her head in misunderstanding,

      “What are you talking about?”

      Oh, she thought that he was going to let him live after abandoning both her and her mother, when they needed him the most! You don’t just leave family behind and fly solo, dude. Justice would be served.

      She turned to him and gritted out, “Don’t you dare touch him! He did what he did, but he is still my brother!”

      She meant it. He couldn’t believe that she meant it. She wanted the fucker to live after what he’d done.

      She pointed at him with her finger. “Don’t even think about it!” she barked. Behind her Thorn did cutting moves in front of his throat, but he ignored him, how could he let him live knowing that he had left his sister on her own?

      Thorn invaded his mind. “Let her have it her own way for now and then we will make it look like an accident! Don’t be a fool and hurt her!”

      He considered it for a minute, sneaky, but he couldn’t live with it.

      He took a deep breath, their plan set. “I’ll tell Whistler to keep him busy for a while so that you can catch a breath first.”

      She lit up. “Thank you, thank you, thank you!” She jumped and rushed to change clothes.

      He mentally reached Whistler, “Keep that guy busy for a while. He is Celia’s brother.”

      Whistler’s ears pricked at the sound of his words, he snapped his attention to the porch where he was standing.

      “The one who left them?” he growled in his head, the guy was now trying to catch Whistler’s attention, but mostly what he was going to catch was a fist, on his nose, preferably.

      “That very one!” he responded.

      Thorn involved himself in the conversation. “Let her talk to him first, then we will teach him a lesson!”

      They all smiled to that, as Celia appeared on the porch again, fresh from the shower her coconut scent filled him and he hardened like every time he approached her.

      She looked at both of them. “How do I look?” she asked them and took a full turn; she was wearing jeans with holes in the knees and a white T-shirt with her white sneakers. She was as beautiful as always.

      Thorn cleared his throat. “You are beautiful Celia, no matter what you’re wearing.”

      D snapped his teeth again at him, but in more of a playful meaning this time, he knew Thorn was seeing her as his baby sister.

      He took her in his arms fisting her hair. He rubbed himself on her to show her exactly how hard he was for her.

      “Is this any indication of how you look my beauty?” he whispered to her ear.

      She blushed and bit his earlobe in response. Then she pulled away from him and left out a harsh breath.

      “Okay, what am I telling him?”

      He raised his brows “Whatever you want baby, you shouldn’t be the one with anxiety, he is going to swallow his tongue when he sees you.”

      She raised her head in determination. “You’re right!”

      Without looking back, she strode to where her brother was standing. Both he and Thorn followed her.

      When she reached him, she had cold feet and he could feel it, but she was also brave and she wouldn’t leave without talking to him.

      Her brother had his back turned to them. He hadn’t realized where they had come from.

      She cleared her throat to catch his attention, but he was deep into his phone that he didn’t pay any attention. She did it again, again he didn’t respond, so he took matters in his hands, patience wasn’t his virtue!

      “Dude!” he just said.

      The guy ripped his eyes from his phone finally and looked at them. Then, he looked at his phone again casually before taking a double take.

      His eyes widened as realization hit home.

      Yeah buddy, look at her now, while you still have eyes on your face.

      “Celia?” he croaked. “Is that really you?”

      She was clearly feeling uncomfortable and anxious. He offered his compassion and support through their bond and by placing his hand on her lower back. Thorn just touched her forearm for a brief moment. Whistler flashed his hound's eyes behind the back of the asshole in support to her.

      “Yes Hunter, it’s me ...”

      So, Hunter was his name ... well, Hunter is going to be hunted!

      He reached to touch her, but he snarled at him. She elbowed D discreetly and Hunter drew his hand back.

      Well done buddy, because you could also lose your hand too.

      “How are you?” she asked him, he gave her an up and down look.

      “I’m ... I’m ... fine, what are you doing here in the middle of .... nowhere?” he asked her as he took in D and Thorn,

      “I live here,” she answered him, was that pride in her voice?

      “You live here ...” he repeated.

      She took his hand and turned to her brother “This is D, he is my ... boyfriend, and this is Thorn, D’s brother,” she introduced them.

      He was the boyfriend …

      In all this mess, he took a moment to take pride in that ...

      He loved it.

      Her brother’s face fell. “You live here with them now ...”

      Of course fucker, he wasn’t leaving her like you did.

      “What do you want me to do?” Whistler growled in D’s head, he focused his gaze on him, “Delay him, as much as you can, she wants this connection.” He growled back.

      “We could talk if you want ...” Celia told her brother.

      Her brother was in shock mode, D could tell, like he heard him, he snapped out of it.

      “I want to talk!” he rushed to her.

      “Now you want to talk!” he growled at him. Thorn bared his teeth to him, thankfully without his fangs.

      She speared a glare at him, “When?” she asked him, he turned his wrist to look at his watch. He shook his head like he was considering his schedule.

      “Tonight. Can you?” he hesitated.

      She gave him a smile when she shouldn’t spare him even a glare. “Tonight it is then,” she responded.

      “Great!” He swallowed. “I live nearby too. I can come and get you, and we can have dinner together,” he offered.

      “I’ll wait for you here.”

      Hunter turned to Whistler. “When is it going to be ready?” Whistler flashed a glare at D, he responded to his mind.

      After nodding, “Tomorrow morning you can get it.”

      Hunter smiled at him. “Thanks man, I appreciate it.” He offered his palm, but Whistler didn’t even spare it a glance and turned his back, left for his office, leaving him hanging there.

      Thorn smiled a little, and Celia took a mental note to give him a speech for this.

      “I’ll see you tonight, Celia.” He turned to both Thorn and D. “Nice meeting you both.” With a final look at Celia, he left.

      

      A few hours later, Celia was standing in front of the mirror in the walk-in closet they now shared. She was checking her outfit for her date with her brother.

      D came behind her wearing only his towel low on his waist, she bit her lip at the sight of him, every time he neared her, he took her breath away.

      Like now, she looked at him through the mirror, cocking her head to the side. He locked gazes with her stopping there.

      “Like the view?” he asked her in a sexy voice she couldn’t deny, her breath got heavier as she saw him growing underneath the towel.

      He approached her slowly, seductively, every ounce of his lust showing on his face. He pulled her to him from behind, resting his palm on her stomach and the other one on her thigh. He licked at her nape making her lean on him and open herself up.

      He licked at her throat grazing his teeth over her jugular, he could feel her blood boiling, her lust rising for him. She was so responsive to him.

      A moan escaped her lips as he started rubbing his cock on her ass. He snaked his hand on her slit under her dress casting aside her underwear as much as it could go, thankful to whomever the fuck invented dresses.

      When he came out of the bathroom to get dressed, he felt her anxiety about the date with her brother. As much as she wanted to not admit it, she was anxious and sad and so many things more, and he couldn’t have that. No! His precious would always feel cherished and loved! It hit his primal instinct to show her now more than ever how much she meant for him.

      Thankfully, she’d agreed for him to follow them to her brother's house so that he could protect her if needed.

      They had time before the date so …

      He feathered his fingertips over her clit, and she gasped a breath. He whispered into her ear, “Are you ready for me my beauty?” His breath hot to her shell, she couldn’t speak, her throat seemed to be closed to leave space for her lust, so, she just nodded, but that wasn’t acceptable, he needed words. He looked at her through the mirror and his cock pulsated from her view, her face in a delirium expression, “Open your eyes and look at me,” he ordered slowly. She opened her eyes and locked her gaze with his once again. “Now, answer me,” he said as he started again to circle her clit with his fingertip, she hissed a breath from the pleasure.

      “Yes ...” she whispered.

      “Let me see” he said and nipped her lobe, he swept his finger deeper in the verge of her entrance, but not feeding her that talented finger, as she opened her legs as she could. He found her wet and ready for him, his cock grew even more.

      “Good girl ...”

      She is ready, what am I waiting for?

      She started to move her pelvis against him, hinting to him where she wanted him, but he made it clear he was in no rush. He circled her bud teasing her without actually touching her, as the pressure was building up, he slowly slid a finger inside her, gently moving it in and out of her. Only when he sensed she was about to come he stopped and withdrew it.

      She let out a frustrated moan from the emptiness, as he circled her and backed her to the wall behind them, pinning her there, framing her with his body.

      With a steady and smooth move, he turned his fingers to claws and ripped her blue dress right down the middle along with her underwear. She smiled a lopsided smile, because she knew he liked shredding her clothes off of her body, and as the matter of fact she liked it too. It was his way to show her his animalistic side.

      She stood there naked to his lustful gaze, inviting him in.

      He made a little growling sound and then he dove to her mouth again. Eating at her, as he kissed her with his tongue and his teeth, devouring her mouth and her soul.

      Then he lifted his head and bored his gaze not just to her eyes, but in her soul in a way only he knew how.

      “Tell me what you want,” he told her flashing red in his dominant stare.

      She knew what he wanted to hear. “You,” she answered flatly.

      “Good.” A devilish smile appeared at his mouth.

      He was on her in the next moment, everywhere, he explored her body like this was the first time he touched her and wanted to take it all in, to memorize her.

      He dropped on his knees and looked her up from there, then he raised her right leg and hooked it on his shoulder. With his thumbs he opened her folds and closed his eyes as he took inside her rich unique scent that drove him crazy. Then he trailed little kisses on her navel, grazing his fangs slightly to her flesh careful not to draw blood, feeling her writhing under his lips.

      When he sensed she was close, he stopped and blew a breath on her sensitive clit. He felt her shiver all over her body, sensitizing her whole existence, leaving her as open as possible to him, all other things long forgotten.

      Then he licked her all the way in, wrenching a deep moan out of her. He looked at her invasively, and he could swear her eyes glowed diamond bright, and that traveled directly to his balls, boiling up his need for her. He gave her another lick, a promise that he would have his fill later and stood, leaving little kisses on his way up, on her stomach, on her sides ...

      He grabbed her from her ass and lifted her, leaving her no choice, but to link her ankles around his waist.

      “Feel me,” he ordered her again, she didn’t mind when he did this. She liked his dominant side while they were like this.

      She reached between them and took his length in her hand, a moan escaped him as he started moving along with her. When he felt he couldn’t take it anymore he withdrew from her hand as she linked her arms on his neck.

      “And now take me in.” He slammed his cock deep inside her, she screamed with pleasure as he stretched her. Then, without giving her any time to adjust he hammered her.

      Leaving no space behind for second thoughts, as the pressure in his balls increased the pressure on his fangs increased too.

      He was a breath away from taking what his nature urged him to.

      Every time he was in her but didn’t claim her neck, was a cut in his gut, but he wasn’t going to push her. Instead, he grazed his fang over her most precious vein careful not to draw blood again, because the scent of her blood would make him hyperventilate to brand her with his mark, to make her his, so everyone would see, smell, and know, always.

      She felt like she was in an ecstasy as D was hammering her core, but she couldn’t love it more. She knew he was lost in her too, and she knew that he was going to bite her, it was so sweet that he wanted to give her the time to adjust on the idea of getting full bonded to him.

      But she wanted to surprise him. She wanted to give him her throat once they caught that demon they were after. She had overheard a conversation they had. And she could feel his frustration that he had to divide his attention to her and on that specific hunt.

      So, as he was ramming her core, she grazed her teeth on his jugular, just to tease him. She tasted his salty flesh and his clean scent, as he went completely savage on her.

      “Don’t stop!” he gritted out as he felt her inner walls clenching around him, her climax a breath away from his.

      He bit down on her throat not hard enough to complete the bond, but hard enough to leave his mark on her. As she screamed her climax and wrenched his own in her, planting his seed deep inside her with a guttural growl.

      He felt his vision blur from the force of his cum, and was more connected with her than before, as feelings of triumph and bliss filled him.

      As she came down from the heaven where he sent her, she felt him even more intensely in her mind and soul.

      She dwelled on the feeling and smiled as he claimed her mouth once again, greedily and joyfully.

      He stilled as the last drop of his cum filled her, trying to catch his breath. “You are mine, my beauty,” he whispered to her ear. “Mine to protect and to cherish, mine to eat and play with, as much as I’m yours to do as you please.”

      He reached her and cupped her face with his hands smoothing her lower lip with his thumbs. “Never forget that.” A lump formed in her throat as she tried to hold back a sob, she got what she always wanted, a family of her own, somewhere to belong to.

      “Yours!” they said at the same time, and then smiled together.

      He slid out of her and already missing the warmth of her body, he set her to her feet, and kissed her mouth gently this time,

      “Always.” he vowed to her once again, resting his forehead on hers.

      Half an hour later they were waiting on the porch for her brother to come and meet her.

      They were all there in support to Celia, her eyes watered as she remembered that as humans, they were taught that you couldn’t find any good in evil. They couldn’t be more wrong, because she found a family amongst them.

      Even Killian, the ever grumpy, was there in support. She couldn’t find Cinthia to tell her the news, but she was going to catch up with her later.

      D came and stood behind her pulling her to him, lapping at her throat to that little mark he gave her on their previous session.

      She hugged his hands on her stomach. “What if he doesn’t show up?” she whispered to him, he smiled to her ear.

      “If he has the guts not to show up as he asked you, I’m going to hunt him down like the dog he is and make him very sorry that he hurt you even when you were a fetus in the womb.”

      She smiled at his protectiveness and patted the backside of his head gently. “Aw, you are so sweet thinking that I’ll let you kill my brother!”

      He did the same to her, patting her cheek gently. “You are so innocent if you think that I’m leaving him to get away with this!”

      She turned fully to him. “I know it’s hard for you to let me go there with him, but he is family. And family, we should always forgive, my love.”

      He nipped at her lip, “Say that again!”

      She frowned “What? That we should always forgive?”

      He shrugged. “It’s not in our nature to forgive, but I know what you mean, what I want you to repeat is what you called me.”

      She kissed him. “My love,” kiss, “My love,” kiss, “My love.”

      He grinned. “That’s more like it!”

      “Get a room you two!” Thorn interrupted them.

      D growled at him, “What do you want?”

      He held his paws up. “I’m just bringing a gift!”

      Celia was taken aback, “For me?” she looked wide-eyed at Thorn.

      “Yes!” he smiled at her. “For you.” He looked at D first to get his permission and when he nodded, he reached in his pocket and revealed his gift.

      It was a necklace with two featherlike angel wings on it, and in the middle a cut diamond.

      It was beautiful.

      “I can’t accept that!” she told Thorn, whose face fell from her words.

      Feeling awful for hurting his feelings, she rushed, “It’s beautiful, but it’s too expensive! I wouldn’t want anything to happen to it!”

      D lowered his head to her ear and whispered to her, “The only way to hurt him is not to accept it. He is offering it to you as a gift to my mate. Please accept it.”

      As Thorn started to lower his hand, she rushed and hugged him in surprise of everyone who was there.

      “Thank you!” she told him. “I will wear it always!”

      The grin came back to his face as he placed it in her hand. “It reminded me of you, and I wanted to welcome you with that. I want you to know that I will always have your back as I have my brothers!”

      A tear ran through the corner of her eye, those words ....

      Those words were the exact words she wanted to hear from her own brother, words that never came.

      She reached and kissed his cheek.

      “I will never take it off!” she vowed to him, as she turned to D to place it on her neck.

      Thorn nodded and left to where Conway was standing who placed his hand on his lower back to comfort him.

      “Thorn used to have a little sister at home. I think it belonged to her. He probably sees you like one now.” he told her in a low voice.

      “And I will think of him like that too.” she vowed to D too.

      A little more and her heart was going to burst from such happiness.
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      The brother came a few minutes later. They all twitched their ears at the sound of the car approaching.

      “Everyone, gather up!” he told his brothers. For this one he was going to give the orders, not Killian or Konnor.

      Celia distanced herself to give them space to talk on their own, and to gather her thoughts.

      “I am going to follow her on that date. Whistler is coming with me. Thorn and Conway will patrol, and Killian and Konnor will go to the vault to meet with Cinthia.” he cut his words as he saw Killian stiffen on the announcement of her name. He addressed his last words to him, taking note first that Celia wouldn’t hear him. “She has something to tell you. A theory to check, at this point we don’t have anything to lose!” Killian just nodded, “I’m going to find her now there,” he turned to Konnor “Konnor let’s go!” Konnor nodded and dematerialized to the vault, before he too left. “When you finish with that date, come and find us in the vault.”

      He nodded. “I will secure Celia and I’ll come.”

      Without another word, he dematerialized, Thorn approached. “We are leaving!” he nodded.

      “I will wait for you on the other side,” Whistler announced and vanished, and then he was alone with Celia. She was looking at her brother's car, he came with another one.

      He approached her letting her have a minute first. “Are you ready my beauty?” he asked her.

      She squared her shoulders, this was happening. She would talk to her brother, find out why he’d left them and then if he still wanted to have a new relationship she would try, but first she had to know if he knew anything about their parents.

      She held her head high. “I’m ready.” she said in a sure voice, he could feel how grounded she was, how determined and he reached the bond to amplify that feeling for her. After he would complete it, she would feel him all the time and it would be easier to access her.

      He hugged her one last time and kissed her forehead, “I will always be with you, every minute of it. You will not be able to see me, but I'll make sure you feel me through the bond. If anything happens, I will take you away. Understood?” he practically ordered her; she narrowed her stare.

      “You can’t order me around when there is no bed involved wolf boy! I will choose when I’m ready to leave, not you! You are not my boss, understood?”

      She dared him. He made a snarling sound and took her shoulders on his hands bringing forth his dominance.

      “This is your safety we are talking about Celia, and I’m not jeopardizing that!”

      She hmphed. “Try to take me away before I’m finished and let’s see what happens!”

      He arched a brow to her, “Is it okay that I’m rock hard now?”

      She smiled to that, “Only if you promise me that you will be a boy scout tonight! Now come on, I don’t want to be late!”

      He kissed her lips briefly. “It’s going to be just fine.”

      With that he changed forms in front of her, he avoided doing that with her, in case she wouldn’t like what she was going to see,

      She gasped as D changed forms. He looked so magnificent and glorious in that form—he was a huge wolf, with a midnight fur that glowed under the moon, his eyes were the same before he changed them to their natural ruby red color. He approached her slowly as if he were afraid that he would scare her, she crouched on her haunches in front of him, and he circled her first sniffing her, letting her absorb his presence. She reached slowly and touched his soft fur, like this was the invitation he needed, he neared her and rubbed his fur on her, leaving his scent behind. Another way to mark her, then he licked her face in a kiss, and a message reached her mind, “I’ll be watching you! Now go!” she smiled and kissed the hound’s head, and without further delay she left him there and started confidently toward her brother.

      D stood there disguised in his shadow as Celia left him on the porch, he watched her in awe as she walked slow and determined to figure out her relationship with her brother. He respected her for that, if it were anyone else, he probably wouldn’t want anything to do with such a brother, but here she stood perfectly strong and confident. It didn’t slip his attention how much she had changed the past weeks with him.

      He brought her confidence and she brought him peace. He didn’t even know how he had lived that long without her, but he knew he wouldn’t survive without her now.

      All those feelings weren’t just from the bond. It was from a heart he thought he didn’t even have. He thought that his heart had died when he locked up his parents along with Hecate in that hole, but as it seemed a piece of it survived just to relive with her, or more likely, for her.

      Celia could feel D’s presence surround her with feelings of confidence, and could she dare say love?

      She tapped that feeling inside her, she knew she was ready for him, not just physically and mentally, but to the core of her existence. She felt that every cell of her body was screaming his name, it was not just a crush with a guy that had helped her. It was so much more. She was right to want to complete the bond with him.

      She wanted this for life, and she would do anything to keep it pure and safe as it was now.

      She loved him.

      She sent that love through their bond and what she received back made her blush.

      She found her brother waiting for her outside the workshop parked in his car. When he spotted her, he paled as if he wasn’t waiting for her. She stopped and tried to figure out if she should stay or go as he jumped out of his car and came for her.

      She stood there rather uncomfortably; being a long time since she’d last saw him.

      He reached her, debating to hug her or not. She gave him her hand to force him to make a decision,

      “Thank you for coming Celia,” he told her sadly.

      “I wanted to,” she responded.

      “Let’s get going then or are we waiting for the club's muscle to escort us?”

      She winced as a loud growl reached her ears, it was so loud that even Hunter picked it up and looked around to see where it was coming from.

      Whistler’s growl reached her too, great, they were going to scare him away before they even talked.

      She sent D a mind message. “What did you expect, this is why you look like bikers, so that people leave you alone!” she barked. Lightning appeared in the sky as a response.

      “Maybe it’s going to rain, so let’s get going now before it starts!” He motioned to her in the car.

      As she sat on the passenger's side, she looked around to see Whistler or D anywhere, she gasped, as just for a second, she got a glimpse of ruby red wolf eyes just a few feet away.

      “I told you I wouldn’t leave you!” came the message.

      “My home is just a little further, I wouldn’t believe that you live so close.” her brother said joyfully, as it seemed he really wanted this conversation. Who knew, maybe he regretted leaving them and he wanted to pay his amends, maybe the universe made it that way so that she would find him once again,

      She was lost to her thoughts that she didn’t understand that they had arrived. It was a small house as she looked around, literally in the middle of nowhere.

      She tapped into the bond to see where D was. She felt him around, nodding to herself. She got out of the car. Hunter reached to her and with a smile he led her to his home. It was a little white wooden house with a small yard in the front. They got inside and the first impression she got from it was ... homey.

      Her big brother had got himself a home. He led her through the little foyer to a small living room, it was nicely decorated with little pillows on the white floral couches, a creamy rug on the floor, with a glass coffee table in the middle.

      Beside the door there was a big library, with tons of books and little knick-knacks here and there.

      It was a nice home; he had done well.

      “What do you want to drink?” he asked her, she didn’t have too much time, because she knew D and Whistler had to go soon, so she had to bite the bullet and start talking with him now.

      “I don’t want anything, thank you,” she said as she sat down on one couch and casually took a pillow with her. She placed it on her lap and turned to him, “It’s a nice home Hunter,” she said looking around.

      He blushed a little, it ran in the family. He scrubbed his face with his hand. They both looked a lot alike, but he was much taller than she was and he was quite slim in counter to her curvy body. But they had the same hair and skin color.

      His face turned darker, and sadness radiated from him, probably guilt.

      “Celia I ...I ...” he let out a frustrated breath “I don’t know what to say! I’ve been practicing what I was going to tell you, but now that you are here, I can’t manage to say anything right.”

      He regretted it! She thought, maybe there was a chance for them to start anew now.

      She reached his hand, and an off feeling ran through her, although she dismissed it. “There isn’t such a thing as the right thing in our situation, Hunter,” she said slowly. "It's just that I never understood, neither did mom, why you never came back. We tried to find you many times, but it was impossible! Where did you go? What did you do?” she let her heart out, all these questions she had all those years.

      He averted his gaze from hers ashamed. After a few moments he told her his story, “After dad died, I felt that all the house responsibilities fell on my shoulders. All those burdens were on me now, I knew that I had to grow up before my time, and I didn’t want that. I wanted to be in my age, I wanted to do things like the other kids on my age did. I didn’t want to sit home and babysit you so that mom could go to work.” He paused for a second and swallowed hard, never averting his gaze from the floor.

      With every word that left his mouth her heart sank more ...

      She never thought of him that way, never, she’d always assumed that he was drawn to his grief for their father’s death, not that he didn’t want to help his own family.

      “I’m sorry Celia!” he said and she could see his eyes water. “I’m sorry I left you! But as I understood later what I’ve done I couldn’t take it back. I was too ashamed to come back, so I left for good. I thought that this way maybe you could forget me and go on with your lives like I’d never had been there.”

      Tears were dripping from the corners of his eyes, she could feel how shaken he was from his confession to her, she gave him a moment to compose himself,

      “I forgive you,” she said.

      He froze to her words; he searched her eyes in a haunted stare. His face was pale white.

      “How?” he croaked.

      Forgiveness was the most important gift the creator gave to humanity. Who was she to say that his sins were not forgivable?

      Who was she to cast stones to a brother that had just wanted to live his life?

      Yes, she wanted to live her life, but she could see the difference between them. He had been afraid to pay amends to his family, in oppose to her that she was able to pay hers. She did what she had to do to help their mother while he couldn’t see how. And the most important of all, he regretted doing it.

      So, if he had remorse, she couldn’t see why he didn’t deserve a second chance. She found her life’s purpose why shouldn’t she help him to find his?

      Maybe that was why they met now, in the strangest place, in the oddest circumstance.

      She would help him.

      “You regretted doing so, and here you are now confessing the truth to me. You could lie, you could just avoid me and get on with your life, but here you are, asking me to forgive you, and I do.” She took a deep breath and gave him a small smile. “I forgive you. After all, it’s what our parents would want from us.”

      He narrowed his stare. “Why are you talking like she is not here?”

      She had to give him the bad news. She swallowed and then she bit her lower lip “Our mother ...” she paused and licked her lips. “Our mother died ... four years ago, Hunter. That is why I'm here. I came here to live with Cinthia and attend the university here.”

      He paled even more, she thought he was going to pass out, as she reached for him, he abruptly stood up and started pacing back and forth, “And of course you couldn’t find me!” he mumbled, more to himself.

      She stood up and closed the distance between them, she reached his face and again that awful feeling washed through her, she was overwhelmed so everything was odd now.

      He spoke first, “I cannot say to you how sorry I am Celia that you had to do that alone. I cannot say how awful I feel right now! I don’t deserve your forgiveness! I don’t deserve anything from you. And here you are offering me all these things from your heart.” he paused and took her to his arms, “Thank you Celia,” he told her, “Thank you Celia, for showing me the depths of your heart.”

      She had found her brother again.
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      “Can you hear them?” Whistler asked D in his mind, they were circling the house where that fucker had brought his mate.

      He didn’t want to put Celia in a difficult position, knowing that he was eavesdropping. He wanted to give her the privacy she needed for this. This was his way of compromising, to show her that he could be flexible.

      Of course, he was hearing every single word, but he wasn’t going to brag about it.

      A shuffling sound came from behind them, they both turned to see who was there, they both knew by instinct it was their brother, a few seconds later Thorn appeared in his human form.

      “Why are you like this?” Whistler asked him.

      “Change!” he told them both, they both changed forms without asking. If Thorn was so serious something must have happened.

      They both stood now as the black mist swirled their hound bodies and revealing their human ones.

      “What’s going on?” Whistler asked him as he straightened his black shirt.

      Thorn looked them with an anxious stare. “What is it my brother?” D asked him.

      “Cinthia is missing,” he said stressed, they both shook their heads in disbelief.

      “What are you talking about? She said she was going to meet us in the vault to discuss her theory about the fucker that is after my Celia.”

      Thorn shook his head back and forth, “Killian was waiting for her at the entrance and she never came! Then Konnor went to their church and Gilbert told him that he hadn’t seen her all day. He thought she was with Celia.”

      As soon as he finished talking, a loud pain ripped them all in their hearts.

      It was Killian’s pain; he knew something had happened to her and his pain was so big that they felt it like it was their own.

      Take a breath my brother! We will find her! He sent his thought to Killian,

      “We need to go to the vault! Now!” Thorn said, “Killian is in very bad shape! No matter what he says he still thinks of her as his mate!”

      His blood drained from his face, he felt like he was being cut in two pieces.

      How could he protect Celia here and be in the vault at the same time?

      Whistler kicked the ground in frustration.

      “I’ll go! You stay with her!” he told him.

      He couldn’t leave Killian alone in this either. Not after their talk those weeks ago. He ran his tongue over his teeth. The urge to stay and to go find Killian splitting him in half. He had to take Celia out of there and then go find Cinthia.

      Make an excuse and come outside! He sent the message to Celia, he had to find a way to tell her that he had to leave without telling her that Cinthia was missing, he didn’t want to upset her even more.

      A few seconds later the door opened, and Celia came outside frowning. He dematerialized a few feet away so that her brother wouldn’t see him.

      She reached him and touched him on his face. “What’s going on my love? Why are you in pain? I could feel it even inside the house! Is someone hurt?” Anxiety radiated from her.

      Killian's pain was so strong that even Celia picked it up through their bond.

      He took her inside his arms to comfort her, and to comfort himself that she was fine. “We need to go, now!” he told her. He wasn’t leaving her alone. Not even a chance.

      He started dragging her with him as she protested. She stilled her feet on the ground and withdrew her hand from his.

      “What the hell do you think you’re doing! And what is going on here? Why is Thorn here?”

      If he thought he was going to do whatever he wanted without asking her he should ask for his money back She wasn’t a child that he was going to order around to his will.

      He flashed his eyes red to her, “I said we have to go now! Something's happened and I need to leave! You're coming, end of discussion!” he barked at her.

      She gasped a breath as she was taken aback from his words and his bossy posture.

      Her blood boiled from her anger. “What the hell happened to you?” she gritted out. His anger took the best out of him, but he had no time to explain or discuss it right now.

      “He’s just worried that’s all.” Whistler intervened, snapping his teeth at him, great he was turning her against him, he blew out a frustrated breath, “I’m sorry! I just have to go now, and there is no chance we’re leaving you behind.”

      She narrowed her eyes and pouted her lips, “Just because you have to leave, I have to obey you and bow my head to your will? Is this what you’re saying to me?”

      He rubbed his face then he took her harshly in his arms again and licked the mark he had left on her neck. She tried to pull away from him, but he held her tighter, his mate chose now to throw her tantrum and as much as he liked that she had a spine, he had to make her understand.

      “I’ll explain later at home, but now follow me,” he said to her ear.

      “I’m not going anywhere! I’ve just found my brother and this meeting is going better than I’d have thought, you can go wherever you need to be, and I’ll promise you that I won’t walk by myself home. I'll even wait for you here if needed. But I can’t go right now!” she held her head high, if she bowed her will for his now this was how it was always going to be for her, she would always surrender to him.

      Thorn cleared his throat. “D, we need to go!” he pushed him.

      She crossed her hands on her chest. “What is it going to be?”

      He debated with himself. Well, she didn’t leave him any other choice.

      He kissed her mouth hard, “Go back inside, say goodnight to your brother and you’re going to wait for me here. When I come back, I’ll take you home and we will discuss it there!”

      She arched her brow, he growled. “Don’t push me baby!” He was on edge, a little more and he was going to snap.

      She hmphed, he growled ... again.

      “Please!” he said after a second, this female was going to drive him crazy!

      She smiled in her triumph. “Well, that wasn’t so hard now, was it?” She kissed him briefly on his lips,

      “I’ll be waiting for you here when you are ready,” she looked at Thorn and Whistler, and that they were trying to hide their laughs. “I am going to be just fine! You don’t have to worry about me. Now go fix whatever needs fixing and then let’s go home.” she kissed him again and gently pushed him to go, before going inside again she turned to Thorn.

      “You better bring him back in one piece! Or else I know where you sleep!” She warned him, he smiled a bit.

      “Yes, my queen!” he told her like a soldier, planting his feet hard on the ground, to Whistler she just cast a warning glare. He nodded and dematerialized. Thorn followed.

      He took a step back. This was the hardest thing he’d ever done, his whole body screamed in protest not to leave her alone. But once again he had no choice, his alpha and brother needed him and his skills.

      “Be careful!” he told her through clenched teeth.

      She nodded. “Go my love, you are needed.”

      He nodded and dematerialized without saying anything else, one more word and he might change his mind.

      As he reached the vault’s entrance the roars and growls of Killian could be heard even on this side. The crows on the tree next to the door were upset, croaking and flashing their red eyes in support to their masters.

      He looked at his brothers who were waiting for him outside. He could sense the gargoyles lurking on the perimeter, probably Gilbert—the fucker as Killian called him—was in there by invitation to see how they were going to handle this.

      Whistler stepped up and gave him a mocking glare. Thorn laughed under his breath.

      “Next thing you know she’s going to put a muzzle on you!” he commented, with a sloppy smile as he bypassed him.

      He snapped his teeth at him, he was worried to hell with all these things and his brother’s mocking was the last thing he needed, “What do you want?” he growled.

      Whistler brought forth a lightning. “Is this how we’re going to do this again?” he laughed.

      “Whistler is right! We can’t afford losing her for many reasons, but the most important of all is that she makes you happy. And you deserve that my brother. Let aside who would be able to deal with you if she leaves?” Thorn said.

      He took a breath to compose himself, squaring with the darkness around him, “It is not in my nature as much as yours to leave a loved one behind!” he said to them through clenched teeth, he kept his eyes close visualizing Celia’s smiling, her sight always calming him.

      Thorn came and stood behind him, he grabbed him by the back of his neck and shook him a little.

      “Hey! She’s fine! She is with her brother in a safe house and you’re going to be with her in a while. Now let’s go face the new crisis, because Killian down there is going to break down and most important the gargoyles who are watching us are giving me the creeps!”

      They both turned and watched him wide eyed. He shrugged. “What?” Their eyebrows almost touched their hair.

      He left out a frustrated breath. “They are creepy!” he mumbled under his breath,

      He smiled a little, feeling calmer, he had to go down there to help his brother and then go back to pick up Celia. When he had her in his arms, he was going to be fine.
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      Celia went back inside Hunter’s house feeling a little off. Had she made the right decision by leaving D to go alone? Had she been selfish? She walked through the little foyer to go find Hunter. She told him that she needed a little air after all these things they’d discussed, and he said he was going to make them something to drink.

      She took the little turn to the living room, but he was nowhere to be found. Thinking that she would find him in the kitchen she started to the little corridor beside the wooden stair, it was a small house so she would find him easily.

      “Hunter?” she called him. He didn’t answer, she walked slower as she reached a closed door, she supposed this was the kitchen and as she started for the knob, she heard a muffled conversation coming from the other side. She couldn’t make anything out of it, so she stood there debating what to do. She didn’t want to interrupt him, so she knocked first. Abruptly the conversation stopped and she heard footsteps closing in toward the door.

      The door opened with a creaking sound and a red faced Hunter appeared, she frowned.

      “Are you okay?” She was worried for him too. This wasn’t easy for any of them.

      He smiled a little and rubbed his face. “Yeah!” he cleared his throat “I’m fine. Come.” He took her hand. “Come inside, I made us some tea to calm down a little bit.” He took her to the table in the middle and sat her in one of the four chairs there.

      It was a nice kitchen with old and well used kitchen cabinets, she couldn’t stop herself from thinking that her mother would have loved it.

      She smiled to him as he served her the hot tea. “After we drink the tea, I'll make us something to eat.” he told her in a small voice.

      “No need Hunter, I’ll go home soon.” She changed the subject. “Well, you didn’t tell me, what are you doing for living? And how did you end up here?”

      He blushed again, “Well, I take jobs here and there, more handy work. I'm good with my hands ...” he laughed. “I’ve lived here for a while now and I’m taking jobs in the town. That’s it for me.” he dismissed.

      “Do you have any family?” she hesitated, he shifted uncomfortably on his seat, and started to fold his napkin in small squares to make something with his hands.

      “I have some friends ... but no wife ... and no kids.” He shrugged.

      “You are going to find the right one for you at some point, don’t worry.” She sipped from her cup, the tea had a heavy flavor, nothing that she had tasted before. She felt calmer with it.

      “Nice tea, what is it?” She was buying that for sure.

      “Um, I don’t know, I bought it in the local store after I left you at noon, it said on the box that it was calming for the nerves, so I bought it.”

      “So! What’s it with the biker’s club? I heard that people here avoid them with reason, they just get in touch with them only if their cars need fixing, that was how I learned of them.”

      What to say now? And more important, how could she start a conversation about their parents’ heritage?

      “Well ...” she started, her head felt lighter, “I was going back to New York from Cinthia’s house and my car broke down, I met D, he fixed my car and we’ve been dating ever since ...”

      Oh, boy, her head was really dizzy now. She drew a deep breath inside, what was going on?

      She tried to stand. She needed air. She felt a hand on her shoulder, it burnt her flesh, “Are you feeling good, sister of mine?” a voice asked, she saw her brother’s face with a smirk on it.

      It was the tea, wasn’t it? D was right! She should have gone with him.

      “What did you do to me?” she whispered.

      Instantly the air between them changed, everything fell a hundred degrees. She shivered and saw her breath leaving small clouds behind.

      Help! She sent the message to D, hoping that he would hear her.

      She watched around in horror as all the room around them changed. Everything started to melt in a black oil essence, revealing black, stone walls, with black fires in the corners. She tried to move, but it was impossible!

      She had her senses, but her body didn’t follow, she fell on the dirty ground and the smell of sulfur covered her.

      Her eyes watered as she saw her brother changing forms in front of her, his skin changing into ash and his eyes into a lava red color, his body covered with a black robe that hit the ground.

      Around her she could hear shuffling sounds as she saw in terror in black shadows forming around her, like the ones Cinthia and D had eliminated. He was the one!

      He was the one they were trying to find! How stupid of her to believe that he wanted to start a relationship with her.

      Her brother walked, all authority, to her in victory. “Who are you?” she managed to ask.

      He loomed above her, as she lied on the ground, he focused on her and her blood froze, she could feel her soul withering inside her,

      “Don’t you recognize me my sister?” he asked her with an otherworldly voice, she managed to shake her head back and forth. “Did you think you were the only one with powers?” he tsked to her.

      She started trembling as a black apparition in the shape of a man appeared beside her.

      “You knew about our parents?” she pushed herself to say.

      He laughed hysterically, a laugh that made her freeze even more, then with a flick of his wrist an altar made of black shining stone appeared. The apparition scooped her up and placed her there, it took her hands and placed them inside the carbon cuffs above her head. They melted her flesh and she screamed in pain, it did the same to her feet, but she denied oblivion, as she felt her skin evaporating leaving only the muscles behind.

      No, if she were going to die, she would die with her pride, the way she lived her life, not cowering under a lunatic's boot.

      She moved her hands and the cuffs squeezed even more to her flesh, blood and ash now coming out of them.

      He reached her and touched her face with his fingertip. She cringed at the friction, pulling her head away from his touch.

      He smirked at her, then he sat beside her at the altar, taking her face in his hand, she tried to pull again away, but he held it tighter.

      Then he lowered his head to her ear. “Your time is up, little sister, you thought that everything was in your favor all your life, because the stupid bitch of our mother sacrificed her powers for you!” He hmphed and squeezed her face even more, choking her, she winced at his words. “Oh, you thought that I didn’t know. Our mother was more powerful than our son of a bitch father! She sacrificed her powers to be with him, but she didn’t know that her powers would be transferred to her firstborn! For years I was struggling with myself to suppress all my evil urges when I shouldn’t have, and when I learned that this was from her and that she sacrificed even her immortality to you, I had to go! I didn’t mean anything to her, so why would I stay? She chose you! In the years ahead I researched everything I could to find out how to use my powers, when one day a voice in my head told me to meet them, here, so I came and a disembodied voice welcomed me and told me everything I needed to know about her. Then, she promised to help me take my rightful place in the food chain. Guess what place was that?” he asked her, shaking her head back and forth, squeezing claws to her cheeks, drawing blood. Her breath grew heavier, and she clenched her teeth. “You guess right.” he said delighted. “I’m going to be ruler of everything! And the cherry on top is that finally I can have my revenge! I will show that bitch that I am better. She should have chosen me instead! So, all we need now is the dogs to come to your rescue and then we will be ready. After the Jailors are dead, everything will fall into place!” He released her head and stood, taking a small, carved dagger out of his robe’s pocket.

      He reached her wrists with it and cut deep into one of them. She felt her blood leaving her veins, how could he do this to her?

      “You will not succeed!” she whispered, he turned to her and cocked his head. “You will not succeed! When the Jailors and the gargoyles come, they will eliminate you! You have time to stop this madness now and I will protect you. Your problem is with me, not them or humanity. Let me go and let’s discuss it. I can help you if you let me!” she said in a small voice, she knew she didn’t have much time and she didn’t want D, and the Jailors, or Cinthia with the gargoyles here. She didn’t want anyone to get hurt, because of her.

      He laughed again with a screeching noise she flinched from it!

      “That time has passed, bitch!” he said and started to leave. “Oh! I almost forgot!” he said tapping the blade of his dagger on his temple “You are not to die alone! Think of this in a way of my mercy to you! Here is your present!” With a flick of his wrist, he revealed a battered body next to the altar where she was cuffed, as soon as the bloody body touched the ground, fires surrounded it, like bars of a prison.

      She narrowed her dizzy stare to it and gasped a breath as she recognized it. The body was Cinthia, who now was stirring in pain. A moan escaped her mouth. How could this have happened? This was Cinthia, her best friend, and a fierce warrior. Her father chose her to lead the clan! And then it dawned on her. This was why D had wanted so desperately to leave! They must have found out that Cinthia was missing and he didn’t want to upset her with this.

      She tried to send another message to him, her foggy mind didn’t help much, but she prayed that he would receive it. This was a game changer now she needed D to come. She had to help Cinthia. She couldn’t leave her to die!

      “Please, my love, hear me! Cinthia is dying she is with me; my brother was the one who you were looking for. I think we are still in his house, please my love!” she pleaded, hoping that he would hear her.
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      The chamber around them was shredded. Killian had gone rogue from his rage, by the time they reached the vault’s chamber he had changed forms and had torn apart all the furniture they had in there. Except for the sacred table with the candles. Killian, in his hound form was pacing at a death rate, Konnor and Conway were sitting in their seats waiting them to come, with their arms crossed on their big chests.

      As soon as D spotted him, he changed forms and walked slowly towards his brother, Killian saw him and growled deep making the ground under them shake.

      “My brother, I’m here!” he said to his mind.

      “I need to find her!” Killian growled back. “Find her!”

      D approached him and rubbed his fur to Killian’s in support. “That is why I’m here! I’ll find her, I vow to you!”

      He could understand him. Now that he had Celia in his life, he could understand him, the pain of losing a loved one. Not knowing where they were.

      “Change forms and we will lay out a plan my brother!”

      Killian snapped his teeth and bit his ear, he made a mewling pain noise, but he held firm for his brother.

      Killian sat down on the floor and drew some heavy breaths, then his dark mist surrounded him, and his human body appeared. He followed suit and changed his form too, as fast as he would find Cinthia as fast as he could go and take Celia to safety.

      Killian walked to the table and sat at the head of the table blowing a dark breath to his candle lighting it. They all did the same, they sat at their spots and prepared for the meeting, it was until then that he spotted Gilbert hugging the corner of the chamber. He was standing there, his hands linked at the small of his back, radiating menace towards Killian.

      He ignored him and turned to his brothers, he spoke first, “I need something that belongs to her and I’ll find her!”

      “Do we know who took her?” Thorn asked.

      Killian shook his head and shot a glare to Gilbert. He shook his head too, in denial.

      Then Killian turned to him. “Does it have to be something that she owned?”

      He shook his head, “No, I just need it to be hers.”

      Then Killian rubbed his face with his palms and slowly stood, he reached into the pocket of his black camo pants and took out an amulet out of it. He reached to him and put it in his palm. It was a black amulet with a red ruby heart in the middle and above it, crossed there were two diamond swords.

      He closed it inside his palm and concentrated to the beat of the amulet, once someone wore something on their skin, it captured their essence and then he could find them anywhere, this side or the other.

      Suddenly as he traveled through the dimensions a splitting headache tore him, he grabbed his temples and folded in half.

      “Please my love, hear me! Cinthia is dying, she is with me, my brother was the one who you were looking for. I think we are still in his house. Please my love!” The message burnt to his brain.

      He leapt from his seat and roared as the infuriating rage cut him.

      His brothers followed him. Thorn grabbed the back of his neck.

      “The fucker has our mates!” he roared to Killian,

      “Do you know where he has them?” Killian asked him.

      “In his house! The same house that I escorted my mate to and gave her to him on a silver platter!” he growled.

      “Cinthia must have learned some way about it and he captured her before she could tell us anything!” Konnor said.

      Killian reached him and hugged him rough, “Let’s go find them!” he gritted.

      Gilbert spoke for the first time, “I’ll cover you; we can’t endanger the species, the balance must be kept at all costs.”

      Killian dematerialized out of his arms and took form in front of Gilbert. He leaned to him so closely that only a breath separated them. “You are going to stay out of this ... she is not your concern ...”

      He snarled at him. Gilbert didn’t even blink. He just leaned even closer. “She is always going to be my concern, she is my leader ...” he said through his teeth, his fangs elongating.

      Killian made an erratic move towards him and Konnor materialized in time to pull him away from Gilbert.

      “Easy! My brother! Cinthia is suffering. She needs you ...” he said, flashing his evil eyes at Gilbert to shut him up.

      “Let’s get going! Stop wasting time!” Conway barked.

      Killian pulled out of Konnor’s hands roughly, he took a deep breath to compose himself closing his eyes.

      When he opened them, they were dripping blood and fire. He walked to his candle chanted the sacred words once again and blew his candle, all followed suit after him.

      “Let the tortures begin!” he said with a lunatic’s smile, her brother was going to pay for everything. Justice would be delivered once again.

      

      Celia tried to reach Cinthia, but there was no way to do it. Every time she tried to move her hand, the cuff would close in more to her bone. Her other hand was useless, Hunter had cut it deep enough, she could feel her life slipping away from her as the blood left her body, but she wasn’t giving up. She refused to let him win. She knew she was going to die, but she would help Cinthia first.

      Her heart ached for D. She had to leave him now that she had found him. Now that her dreams had come true, she had to leave the dream and let him go on alone. She prayed that he would find someone else that would take care of him. He needed that. And he had his brothers to support him. As much as it cut her, she would have to go.

      “Cinthia!” she whisper yelled. She withered even more; she was in great pain that she could see.

      Cinthia opened her one eye, the other was blackened closed, she didn’t seem to know who called her name. She couldn’t focus.

      She lifted her head from the altar first trying to see where her brother was. She let out a breath she didn’t know she was holding in relief that he was nowhere to be seen.

      “Cici, it’s me! Wake up!” she pleaded to her.

      Cinthia let out a whizzing breath, and swallowed hard, her clothes were a mess with blood and dirt. She was wearing the same ones she saw her with this morning.

      “I failed you,” breath “and your father ...” she coughed, droplets of blood tainting her chin.

      She felt her eyes water, and she sobbed, “No! You didn’t fail anyone! I couldn’t have a better mentor than you in my life! I love you, Cici! You are my family. Don’t you dare let go!”

      Cinthia coughed again her chest seizing from it. Despite the fires it was freezing in here.

      “I am sorry, Celi, there isn’t much time left for me.” Her breath was labored now.

      She writhed her hands to the cuffs. She was running out of time!

      “Cinthia!” she barked, all of her pain and blood loss forgotten.

      She didn’t answer.

      Suddenly, Hunter appeared at the foot of the altar, he cast a glare to Cinthia. She followed his stare, thankfully Cinthia’s chest was still moving, there was still a little time.

      “What do you want?” she mouthed off to him to divert his focus from Cinthia.

      It didn’t work, he focused on her and a lash from pure darkness appeared on his hand. He swung it to her and it folded around her neck, like a vine, choking her. Instantly, the fires that caged her died, leaving only her body behind. Cinthia grabbed at it and tried to pull it away from her throat.

      “Nooo!” she screamed with everything she had; he turned his dead stare to her. “As soon as she’s dead the first piece of my plan will be fulfilled. There is no use in you spending your last breaths for her. The Jailor who wants her is near, along with yours. They’ll arrive just in time to see you die and die themselves too.”

      Before she could respond, the dark apparition formed beside Hunter, it knelt before him holding its head low.

      “My lord, they’re here!” it informed him.

      He smiled delighted, he let go of the lash, it disappeared like it had never existed and Cinthia fell on the ground with a thump. She coughed and turned to her side falling down on all fours.

      “Let them in then! Don’t keep our visitors waiting!” the apparition rushed to obey its master's commands.

      Then he walked all the way around to her, she steeled herself for what was to come.

      He leaned forward to her. “Don’t worry, he will follow you too!” He winked at her and left for the chamber’s entrance.

      As he reached it, the steeled doors opened widely to welcome the newcomers. She could hear the growling and snarling that was coming from the hellhounds along with screeching loud noises from the shadows they were eliminating on their way in.

      Her heart flared! There would be time for Cinthia to be taken away. And maybe she would have time to say goodbye to D. Maybe this was why they met. So, that he could find peace with his brothers, and she would find love even for a short while.

      She could make out who was who after they appeared inside the chamber, D infuriated even more as he spotted her on the altar. He growled and snarled at Hunter, but Killian was the one who stopped him from going to her.

      Good, that was good. She wanted him to focus on her brother, so that he could leave here in one piece.

      She looked again at Cinthia. She had passed out. At least oblivion would spare her the pain of seeing her dying.

      She hoped that D would be spared too.

      “Welcome to my house, my beloved visitors!” he mocked them, “I’ve been waiting for this union for quite some time!” he started pacing back and forth in front of them, daring them to leap at him, they growled showing him their fangs,

      Killian changed forms and stood before him, “Let them go and I’ll consider making your death quick!” he spat at him. Hunter met his stare and rested his forefinger on his jaw. “Oh, how nice of you!” he played him.

      D hit his big paw on the ground making the ground tremble from the force.

      “Oh, you’ll see how nice I am indeed!” Killian said through his clenched teeth. “Particularly as I’ll set fire to your soul leaving it to burn only to revive it and burnt it again!”

      “Now, now! That is not very nice of you, is it?” he got serious with Killian, then he took a step back and addressed all of them. “Now that we are all here, I’d like to share with you some intel.” He pointed at Celia “As you know, that is my sister lying there, soon to be dead of course but still ...” Then he pointed to Cinthia. “And this is the leader of what little gargoyles are left. As soon as she dies, her little statues will ascend along with her. And then guess who’s next!” He looked at them in question, “Any idea?” he asked again, Killian shot his eyes red.

      That was his plan, to eliminate Cinthia and Killian, so that the species would go rogue and be easy to kill.

      “Well, it’s you of course!” He smiled to them, then he rubbed his hands together, a piece of metal flashing on his neck “Let’s get started then, shall we?”

      With that, he turned his back to them, and started to where Celia was laying,

      “He couldn’t have done this all by himself! He had some serious help!” D said to Killian’s mind as black apparitions surrounded them, this was war and there wasn’t any chance of letting the bastard take what he wanted.

      “Of course, he had help, the question is from who!” Killian snarled as he changed forms to fight.

      “Fuck! I know exactly who helped him! The bitch! How could she manage?” Konnor said as they circled each other to start the fight.

      “Earn us some time as I and Killian will go to the girls!” he said to the others, he was trembling from his anger.

      “Go!” Konnor told them and started the war between them.

      He and Killian made themselves invisible, and blending with the shadows around them, they followed Hunter to the altar.

      As Hunter reached her, she could barely blink, her muscles were trembling, and darkness was claiming her. She was running out of time, if only she could see D, one more time to say goodbye to him, her eyes were closing and her breath was heavy.

      Hunter closed in on her. “What do we have here? Are you leaving so soon my sister?” She didn’t have the strength to answer him. “You can wait and see him die first if you want. Here!” he said and touched the cut at her wrist he had made earlier and sealed it with his fingertip, she writhed against his touch, her eyes rolling back into her head.

      He slapped her face hard, she opened her eyes again. “I said you can see him die first bitch!” he gritted out and took her by the hair and lifted her head. She was seeing double, but among what she saw she didn’t see D.

      He wasn’t there fighting with the others.

      “See him die! Watch them all die; see why you are a failure! She would be ashamed of you!”

      She looked at him again, oblivion winning, but her heart flared at the site of D and Killian walking slowly behind her brother.

      She smiled.

      “Why are you smiling, bitch?”

      She smiled again. They would win, they would destroy him, Cinthia would be saved!

      “Because, as I’ve learned from my training, you should always look at your back.” She said as her life slipped out of her.

      She felt happy for Cinthia, but she was in deep sorrow for D, she didn’t have the time to say goodbye. Her last thought was that she hoped that he could forgive her.

      D roared as he saw Celia’s head lolling to her side lifeless. His heart split in half. He was too late. He’d lost her.

      Having nothing to live for, he leapt at her brother, he would destroy his soul first then he would fall beside his beauty and let go and find her.

      Killian stepped aside in the upcoming onslaught. He let D bring him down first, the sounds of war all around them.

      He leapt for the back of his neck as a frowning Hunter turned to him, time fell in slow motion as he bit with his fangs in his face. He felt the bones of his face giving in under his strength, infusing his poison deep in the body.

      He fell rolling with the head of the fucker's body, then he spat it away as he hit with his paw the center of Hunter’s existence separating the body from the soul. The body spasmed as he drew the soul out painfully and a necklace in the shape of a key dropped on the ground.

      As the soul formed in front of him, in a confusing gaze he smiled. His saliva dripping, the soul of his love’s brother looked around him trying to figure out what was going on.

      “Time to play!” he said with a guttural growl. He inhaled deep the Hell’s fire forming in his throat and then he opened his mouth and let it wash the soul trapping it inside. The soul looked at it in terror, gone was all the cocky behavior. He knew he had lost and that he would pay for his crimes.

      As the fire formed around him and started to burn him, he screamed from his pain, the smell of the burning flesh invading his nostrils.

      “Justice is delivered!” He would leave him there to burn for as long his brothers wanted and after he died, they would capture him again, before destroying him for good.

      He turned and walked slowly to his love, changing forms on the way his black mist leaving a trail of ash behind, he would reunite with her soon.

      He kept his head high and looked at his brothers one more time. They were in deep battle, but they were winning.

      Something shining on the ground caught his attention. He scooped it up frowning. It was a key. He held it in his hand as he strode to his final destination.

      He glanced at Killian; he was on the floor engulfing Cinthia who was now drinking from his vein. As a gargoyle, it was vital for her to consume the blood. She needed it to recharge, and then she was going to be fine.

      He stepped to the altar looking at his mate’s lifeless body, she was unmoving one might think she was just sleeping. He thought of all the times he’d spent just looking at her sleep, so peacefully ...

      He reached the cuffs and with a touch he evaporated them leaving only ashes behind. Her battered hands fell upon the altar, he freed her legs too, and he scooped her up. Trying to take her with him, he fell on his knees.

      He roared his desperation, making the walls of the chamber rattle, thinking he should have never left her here.

      His eyes watered and streams of tears ran down his face, and his hearing was lost too.

      All he could see was her lifeless body.

      He didn’t understand that Killian shook him to catch his attention. He raised his gaze to him. He was speaking to him, wasn’t he? But what was he telling him?

      Then Cinthia appeared in his vision, shaking Celia, but he growled and snapped his teeth at her.

      No, he wasn’t giving her up, she was his, and he would die with her.

      Killian saw that there was no way to catch his attention and grabbed the necklace he was still holding on his hand and threw it on the ground. He set it on fire in front of him and instantly the chamber started to crumble, debris started to fall all around, shadows started to scramble away from the Jailors in survival, and in the middle of the chamber a huge opening appeared, sulfur and ash coming out of it, swallowing the shadows inside it.

      It was the portal he realized, the portal they’d used to enter and leave from hell.

      Cinthia was right. It was hidden under the earth. He felt his body giving up. And then he saw Cinthia screaming in his face, he couldn’t make out the words. He thought she said to bite her. But that wasn’t possible.

      His beautiful girl was dead how could he bite her?

      Cinthia shook him again, she screamed to him again, he felt his hearing coming back, his heart flaring in hope, “She’s not dead yet! Bite her so that she can take from you! See?” She pointed to her chest “Her soul is still inside. We have a chance. Bite her! Bring her back. She is the only one who can destroy him!”

      He watched her in awe, maybe Cinthia was right, maybe there was still time. In his sorrow he didn’t realize that her soul was still in her body.

      His fangs elongated on their own volition, his whole body coming alive again, and he turned her head on the side and without a second thought, he bit down hard leaving his poison behind, a very specific poison that was created only in order to claim a mate.

      He infused every single drop of that poison in her system … completing the bond.

      She was still alive! Cinthia was in fact right. He could feel her heart coming to life again. He could feel the bond snapping in place. He could feel her immortality coming to life. And there was something more to it, but he wasn’t sure.

      Her heritage was unfolding in his mind.

      She was not just a gargoyle, she was a ... witch goddess too.

      Her mother’s heritage was in her.  He snapped his gaze to Cinthia who was beside him kneeling on the ground.

      “Is it true?” he asked her wide eyed.

      She just nodded. “That was why her parents had to seal her mind until she could understand, her mother had predicted what was to happen and, in a way, to prevent the future that would kill us all they sealed her mind and kept Hunter at bay.”  She turned and looked at Killian, his face was pale white now.

      “Do you mean she is ...” he said.

      She nodded again. “Her mother is Hecate’s sister ...” D turned again, his gaze to his arms, to Celia, coming back to life.

      Everything was destined to be this way.

      Cinthia touched him on his shoulder. “Look deeper in her and you’ll see the truth for you.” She told him.

      Frowning, he closed his eyes and tapped to the bond that now fused them as one. He searched for the bigger truth, and with a shock, he realized that she was his soulmate. He found a piece from his own soul in hers. He could see it vibrating there. But how?

      He must have asked it aloud, because as he opened his eyes, Cinthia smiled at him, the war was over, and all his brothers were circling him.

      “Her mother, in order to save you from the pain your family caused you, she captured a piece from your own soul and fused it to hers so that you could find peace. That was why your sword obeyed her.”

      They all pulled back as Celia came back to life with a big gasp.

      She looked around her, what was going on? Where was she? She peered around confused, until she saw D tearing up above her. She threw herself to him and melded her mouth with his. He shook her back and forth in relief.

      He took her face in his hands. “I thought I wasn’t going to see you again!” he told her as he left kisses on her face.

      “I was going to die here with you!” he told her.

      “My soul ached that I was going to leave you!” she confessed to him. She looked around, as her gaze fell on the soul of her brother still burning, her body roared to life, a strange power overwhelmed her and she felt every cell of her body infusing with power, a white pure power framing her.

      She jumped up and watched with awe as her whole body changed forms, she watched as her body covered itself with an armor made from pure light. She felt a huge weight on her shoulder blades as two wings made from light sprouted there. She knew that if she reached between them, she would find a sword made from the very same light.

      She turned to D, who was on his feet now watching her in reverence. She turned to Cinthia, who came up in front of her. She touched both her shoulders. “This is your heritage, claim it once and for all ... my leader.”

      She gasped at the sound of Cinthia’s words. “I can’t take your place!” she told her.

      Cinthia smiled. “You are not, I am giving you what was always yours. And I’ll help you with it.”

      She just nodded and faced to her brother again, as soon as she spotted him her anger raised. How could he do that to her, he had left her alone all her life and now he came back to destroy them all.

      She wouldn’t allow that, she tapped deep inside her and felt D’s soul! She turned to him and now he knew what she wanted, he just nodded.

      She walked to her brother, felt D beside her taking her hand. He kissed her palm and then he took a step back his eyes turned into rubies again and this time her brother’s fire prison fell, leaving him raw to her gaze. She looked at him with a feeling of responsibility, she was responsible now for him, and she would pay him in the same coin.

      He wanted to unleash Hell upon earth, so Hell was what he was going to take.

      “What are you waiting for bitch?” he asked her as his body reshaped. “Do it!” he screamed at her.

      A primal instinct consumed her. She felt something more stirring inside her. Her breath grew heavier.

      “Hunter Gray!” she raised her voice, “You wanted to create havoc and chaos upon earth when you should have used your powers to do good! Like our mother did.” With every word she took a step closer to him and his gaze turned haunted. She felt even more energized. She felt like she could do anything, she raised her hand, her fingers turned to claws and black mist came out of the center of her palm, like he had done before to Cinthia.

      The mist folded around his throat squeezing, she was choking him. “Kill me now!” he gritted out.

      She felt a hand on the small of her back and instantly she felt calmer. She turned and looked at D, his eyes were still ruby red. She focused again on her brother, she swiped her hand above the chasm in the ground and it came to life again. “Hunter Gray, in order to keep the balance and to deliver justice, you will receive what you delivered. And so, it is done!” she said, and a black apparition came out of the opening, it was chained with lava chains, and as Hunter saw it, he blanched.

      “What are you doing?” he screamed to her.

      She was looking at him with a dead stare, then she turned to the apparition and with a swipe of her two fingers the apparition captured him and dragged him along with it into the opening. Just before they were swallowed by it, he screamed again “This is not over!” A black chain appeared again and before she could react it captured Cinthia and dragged her with him.

      “Noooo!” Killian screamed, but as he leapt to catch Cinthia, he only grabbed the ground as she vanished in the hollow along with Hunter.

      “Where did she go?” he shook her, she was trembling now.

      “What have I done?” she whispered. D hugged her hard, “You couldn’t have known.” he said to her ear,

      “Where is she?” Killian screamed again in desperation.

      She looked at him with desperation too. “In Hell.” she informed him. He came at her like a freight train and took her by her shoulders, from her shock she had changed forms. D got in the middle showing his teeth in war mode.

      She touched his shoulder, “D easy!” she told him.

      He withdrew his claws on her command, Killian fell on his knees in front of them. She bypassed D and crouched before Killian, took his hand. “Do you know what they are going to do to her there?” he asked her in a dead voice.

      All his brothers come and circled him, “We will find her my brother!” Thorn said, Conway nodded his agreement

      D looked around “Where is Konnor?” he asked frowning. They all looked around, the only thing they could see was the ruins that were left from the chamber.

      Konnor was nowhere to be seen.

      Whistler rubbed his face, then he kicked a rock from the ground, “Fuck!” he yelled.

      “What?” D asked.

      “He must have gone down there to find out how her brother had managed all this!” He let out a frustrated breath.

      Celia hugged Killian to comfort him. “If he is where I sent my brother, then he is going to find her and protect her until we get there!” She hoped. She had no idea where she’d sent him, it was just an urge that she acted on

      They all scooped up Killian. “Let’s go home and set a plan my brother,” D said to him, and they dematerialized home.
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      The sun had raised high in the sky by the time Celia woke up. When they got home, D was adamant about going to bed, but most of the time they were awakened by Killian’s howling. They could all feel his despair for Cinthia and Konnor, she was his mate and Konnor was the closest person he had. She was feeling guilty for Cinthia, if she had just eliminated her brother’s powers, nothing would have happened.

      D's huge arm appeared and scooped her into his embrace. She let out a breath, “Good morning!” she smiled as she felt his erection on her lower back. “It will be!” he purred in her ear, as he started gyrating his pelvis on her butt.

      She almost got lost to it. Almost. “No, no, no!” she told him, and turned fully to him as she rested her head on his forearm, “Not yet!” she told him as she kissed his nose, he bit her lower lip and she laughed.

      As she got serious, she decided that she had to discuss with him the whole leader thing Cinthia had told her.

      “Are you sure that you’re going to be okay with what Cinthia told me?” she asked him anxious, she had a lot to learn and how could she do this and where would that leave her with him?

      “Yes, and yes and yes again!” he told her nipping her earlobe,

      “Did you just read my mind?” she said acting angry, he licked her throat.

      “Good news my beauty is that I don’t have to anymore. After the revelation of the soul mate thing and the full bonding, I don’t even have to tap into the bond to know where you are at.” He let out a breath and lifted his upper body resting it on the headboard. She bit her lower lip. He looked magnificent like that. He took her breath away.

      “Look, it’s not going to be easy. You'll face difficulties, even with Cinthia’s help, but you are not only a gargoyle, you also have witch blood in you too. Which means that it’ll be easier for me to train you and to the top of it all you can take from me. You can take strength from me and in time you’ll be able to even borrow from me.”

      He took her beautiful face in his hands. He still couldn’t believe that he was that lucky to have her, that her beautiful soul was predestined to be with him.

      He kissed her thoroughly on the mouth. “Now, I want to show you how beautiful and loud it’s going to be!” he told her seductively, cupping her throat and licking the seam of her mouth. All her worries forgotten she opened herself to him, opening her mouth to him.

      He purred his approval to her opening, he kissed her breathless, but soon this wasn’t enough. It was never going to be enough.

      He pulled away for a second only to shred her clothing away. When they came home last night, he had washed her thoroughly, to make himself believe that she was still with him, that they were both still here. After that he gave her one of his T-shirts to wear to bed, he knew that in the morning he was going to need free access.

      He curled his body over hers. Her forest green eyes bored into his. He growled, and licked again at his mark on her neck, he felt how much she liked it. Then he trailed kisses on her jaw stopping to suck at her nipples. He loved the throaty moans she was giving him, and he loved how responsive she was to him. He reached between them and feathered her folds; she bucked to his touch and opened her legs for him.

      He moved himself between her legs, thrusting his fingers slowly in and out of her, then he circled her clit with his thump making her gasp, reading her for him. He could already feel the pressure building on his balls, the urge to claim her once again driving him.

      He couldn’t wait any longer, he needed to be inside her, claim her properly. He replaced his fingers with his length, only his head probing her entrance. She opened her eyes and focused on him. “I need you inside me, my love!”

      She told him in his mind, fuck, this was hot. He wouldn’t have to stop what he was doing to speak to her.

      He fed her his cock inch by inch and watched as she took him in. That alone could make him come. The sight of her writhing underneath him, just burnt on his brain, “Like that baby?” he asked her the same way, as he gave her two shallow thrusts, she bit her lower lip.

      “Yes! More!” she responded, well, he couldn’t leave his mate in pain.

      He thrusted harder upping his pace, his need for her the driver. He could feel her clenching around him, she was close, but he had to ask her ...

      He stilled himself, she opened her eyes and saw his burning stare, she silenced ...

      “Who do you belong to?” he asked her out loud, because he needed the answer the same way.

      She swallowed, she knew what he needed to hear, with a lopsided smile she turned her eyes bright red like his. Now that she had awakened her powers, she could see why they were doing this, she could feel the urge to state her opinion, “You!” she said.

      “Who do you belong to?” she asked him, daring him to deny her.

      His fangs elongated, he growled to her “You!” he answered as he started to a frenzy rhythm claiming her completely.

      He filled her and stretched her, and she loved it, his clean smell surrounding her. When he bit hard on his claiming mark once again, she screamed her pleasure, “I love you!” she screamed, throwing her head back.

      Her words broke his old self down building him into a new male just for her, “I love you!” he growled to her as he fell off the edge, his cum filling her. He came and came and came, he couldn’t stop, not until his claiming mark formed on his back. He felt the hot brand, forming on his back and knew exactly how it looked.

      He felt his strength leaving him and his vision blurred as he let go, turning himself on the bed so that he wouldn’t crush her.

      Trying to catch her breath, she smoothed his mohawk smiling, “What was that?” she asked him, he lifted his head from the pillow.

      “What was what?” he asked her.

      “What was that red light that formed above you?” she had noticed. Well, he was proud of it, so with a deep breath he dematerialized out of bed and stood with his back to her. She gasped, he looked at her above his back.

      “This is beautiful ...” she whispered, as she reached for it.

      “No, you are beautiful,” he said. “This is to say to the world that I'm claimed and fully mated.”

      She looked at him wide eyed. “It’s to warn off other females!” he told her plainly,

      She reached and touched the big tattoo on his back. It was more carved than tattooed there, it resembled a huge cross like figure intertwined with a scythe and a sword, thorns were coming out of the length of the scythe.

      “The scythe is for me and the sword is for you,” he told her. “It’s showing who I’m mated to.”

      That was awesome. It looked so beautiful on his back, and how hot.

      “It will form to my neck too in a while ...”

      She came from behind him and hugged him, “I want one too.” she told him,

      “I know!” he responded. “But maybe later.”

      “I love you!”

      He stroked her with his nose, “I love you too! Everything is going to be fine; I know that nothing seems like that, but trust me, we’re going to find them!”

      Her mood darkened, guilt drawing her. “Hey, hey!” he cupped her jaw “No moody! We'll leave a little time for Whistler to work his magic and as the night falls, we will find them. Okay?"

      She nodded. “Good!” he told her, grabbing her ankles he tripped her back down onto the bed. She let out a scream as she hit the mattress, she bit her lower lip as he crawled on all fours toward her.

      “Now I want to hear you again screaming that you love me, as you’re coming!” he growled to her, she cocked her head to the side.

      “Only if you do that too,” she said.

      “Scream or come?” he asked her, leaving little kisses on her lips.

      She trailed her fingernails on his chest drawing a little blood, and he growled.

      “Let’s see about it then!” he said and dove for her mouth again.

      And he showed her.

      How he showed her …
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