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Chapter One

 

"Tick or teat, smell my feet!" a little voice chimed. Audrey Hayes looked up from the shop counter and smiled. The round cherub face of a four year old was painted red like a demon, but the big brown eyes looked better suited to a cute little puppy dog.

"Ew," Audrey flinched, shaking her head and wrinkling her nose in mock disgust. "I don’t want to smell your stinky feet. Gross!"

The child giggled and Audrey loaded his little plastic bucket down with candy. The kid’s dad was a customer and he smiled kindly, urging the boy to say thank you.

"Tank you!" he chirped, before remembering he was a scary demon. He held up his hands to make claws as he growled. 

Audrey jumped back and pretended to be scared. "Oh, no! Don’t hurt me!"

The boy giggled and they left. Looking around her shop, she sighed. She’d owned the Dorian Greenhouse since her mother died three years before, leaving it to her. Her mother had been a witch, well a ‘naturalist’. Audrey had always teased her that she was a witch. Her mother had just always smiled and said, "You never know, dear, you never know."

Audrey had been pretty close to her mother. Clara had been eighteen when she got pregnant with her by the captain of the football team. She’d never met her father.

Audrey grinned as another group of monsters and a sorely outnumbered princess ballerina came in for candy. She liked to stay open late on Halloween for her customers’ children. It was, after all, her favorite holiday. The kids got a kick out of walking through her spooky haunted greenhouse out back. She’d hired a few high school students to watch over them to make sure no one and nothing was hurt--like her plant inventory. They also rattled leaves around to scare the kids. It was all in good fun.

Outside it was evening. The sun had just set and she’d be closing her doors in about an hour. Not many kids seemed to stay out past dusk trick-or-treating anymore. She couldn’t blame the parents. It wasn’t like when she was little. Neighbors had known each other back then and there was no ‘razor blades in the candy bar’ scare to contend with. Audrey wasn’t sure if that was just a myth or had actually happened to someone, but if she was a parent she’d not take chances.

Frowning, she sighed as a wave of loneliness rolled through her. She went to reload her candy bowl with tooth-decaying goodness. What was she thinking? She’d never be a parent--not unless she met a man with a ready made family or she adopted. Part of her wanted a baby desperately, but a serious infection when she was little had left her sterile, so she knew it wasn’t possible. Anyway, with no prospective man in her life and no love life or sex life to speak of, the idea of a family never seemed so far away. 

The door chime went off and Audrey made her way back to the counter with the candy. A man stood just behind the front display, a look of distaste on his handsome face. Brown hair spilled in gentle waves to his shoulders, framing his dark features. She felt her heart speed up. His profile was to her as he glanced around--strong European nose, bold lips, perfectly chiseled features. Her body grew hot and she had to keep her knees from buckling by leaning on the countertop for support.

Damn! He was gorgeous, like a Greek God sent down to torment mortal women with his mere presence. Her whole body came to life just looking at him. It was strange for her to react so strongly to a man, but she was instantly drawn to him. 

Audrey took a deep breath trying to calm the very wanton sensations causing hot moisture to gather between her thighs. Her eyes closed and she got the strangest flash of being leaned over the countertop and fucked by him from behind. It was so real that she could practically feel his cock inside her.

She shivered. What was she doing? This man was probably out with his kids and wife! Any second now the happy family would come trotting through the door, and the wife would be a gorgeous supermodel, and they’d both speak Italian and…. 

Her thoughts faltered as he turned and his gaze met hers. The spark inside her continued to grow at his look and she felt the strongest urge to jump over the countertop and wrap her arms around him. He blinked, smiling slightly, his firm lips curling up at the side. 

As he came from behind the front display into view, she saw he wore tight black leather pants. They molded to him like a second skin. He had tight calves and strong thighs with a large bulge in between them. His dark shirt was just as tight and Audrey wondered what it would be like to rip it off him right then and there.

What is wrong with me? Say something clever, her mind yelled, even as her throat went dry. Say something! Anything! Just stop staring at him and picturing him naked.

"You’re a little old to be trick or treating aren’t you?" Audrey forced a laugh, continuing to eye the handsome man. Her voice wasn’t as strong as she would’ve liked but at least the words came out light.

"I am looking for Clara," the gorgeous man stated. 

Audrey was disappointed to note his voice only held the barest trace of an accent. Damn. She’d been so sure he’d have a strong accent. Still, his voice was wickedly low and smooth enough to give her chills. Altering the fantasy playing in the back of her mind, she felt a wave of desire again assault her. Oh, yeah, his voice would do just fine.

"I’m sorry," Audrey answered, doing her best to keep up the polite smile she gave him. It was hard to talk with her heart in her throat. Her mind raced for what he’d said, and finally she answered, "Clara’s not here."

The man came forward and she saw a look of desperation cross in his eyes. "I must speak with her--tonight. Please, tell me, where might I find her? She’s … expecting me."

"Listen, I’m sorry. Clara was my mother. She died three years ago in a car accident," Audrey said, keeping her voice light. How on Earth did this man know her mother? Clara had looked young, since this would’ve only been her thirty-ninth year.

"No," he said, more to himself and she could but wonder at it. He glanced around and then turned to study her. "You own this place?"

"Yes," Audrey answered with a small nod. The door chimed and a group of children rushed in. Audrey smiled at them and then glanced at the handsome stranger, "Excuse me one moment."

"Are … are you like your mother?" he asked, ignoring the fact that she walked away from him.

Audrey sighed. Great. Just her luck. She’d finally feel a spark of burning desire for a man and he’d only want to talk about her mother. It wasn’t the first time. Her mother had always naturally drawn attention to herself. Couldn’t this one have just been married? She ignored his question, politely teasing the kids. Peeking through the corner of her eye, she saw he looked very annoyed by the interaction.

When the kids were gone, he stated, "Clara never gave out candy and dressed up for All Hallows Eve. It really isn’t a time to celebrate."

Audrey blinked in surprise, looking down at her outfit. Her long sleeve black t-shirt had a skeleton on it but she’d hardly call that a costume. "How do you know that? How exactly did you know my mother? Who are you?"

His mouth opened to answer and he looked uncomfortable. He glanced away, before placing his palms flat on the counter. "I’m Porter. Are you sure it was a car accident that killed her?"

Audrey nodded. The memory of it brought her pain and she had to fight down the burning of tears. "Yes. Strangely enough it was caught by a news crew filming a local festival. She was hit by a drunk driver in broad daylight. It was very … sudden."

"I’m sorry to hear that," Porter answered. "Very sorry."

"Thank you," Audrey nodded. The whole affair was a blur. She barely recalled the funeral, except as a bad dream. "Now, how did you say you knew my mother?"

"I didn’t," Porter returned. He began walking away from her, craning his neck as he looked around the shop. "Tell me, do you know why she called this Dorian Greenhouse?"

"Oscar Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray. It was her favorite book. That’s what she told me," Audrey answered. "She was eccentric like that."

"No," Porter said, laughing slightly. "She named it after your father, Dorian Risdon--Lord Dorian Risdon."

"Ah, I think you’re mistaken, sir," Audrey chuckled. "My father’s name was Rodger Hayes. He was an all state quarterback at her high school. Mom was a cheerleader. They dated, along came me, end of story."

"No," he said, almost absently as he stopped to look at a pattern of off colored brick on the wall. It formed a circle with a dot in the middle. A slow smile curled the side of his mouth and she again had the insane urge to kiss him. He moved to walk past her, stopping as he drew near. Leaning over, he actually sniffed at her. His lids lowered over his dark eyes and he murmured almost dreamily, "You smell very good."

"Ah…?" She was at a loss for words. Pleasure ran through her, choosing to express itself in the most primitive of forms--by building as cream in her thighs. He smelled wonderful too, very masculine, almost dizzyingly so. 

A small sound started in the back of his throat and he leaned closer, breathing deeply. Audrey held very still, wide eyed, as his warmth radiated from his cheek to hers. His eyes closed, he quietly stated, "Lavender."

"Oh, ah, I have some seeds over there," she answered, too stunned by all that she was feeling to pull away. Every fiber inside her reached for him, as if she knew him. She didn’t move. 

Porter cleared his throat and pulled back as he continued past her to the wall. Speaking as if nothing had happened, he stated, "Your father wasn’t a quarterback. He is Lord Dorian Risdon, a master vampire."

He said it so seriously and her senses still whirled with the potent force of his nearness that Audrey was stunned to momentary silence. She suddenly began to laugh. "Oh, okay then. That would explain my mother’s complete obsession with hating Hollywood vampire movies for being too unrealistic of the vampire species."

"You don’t believe me?" he stated more than asked.

"Ah, no. I don’t." Audrey moved to where he stood. Making her tone professional in her annoyance with him and very irritated with herself for feeling such a strong attraction to him in the first place, she asked, "Would you like me to show you the lavender, sir?"

"Yes," he stated, briefly shooting a hot glance down her body to her thighs. "I’d love to taste your lavender as well."

Audrey gasped, unsure if the blood should rush to or from her face at his bold words. He turned the full force of his smile on her and she watched him reach towards the wall. 

"But, unfortunately, we don’t have time for that now. Perhaps a rain check?" Running his hand over the patterned brick, Porter grinned. "And you’ll believe me about your father soon enough. He’ll be very happy to see you again."

The wall beneath his hand began to swirl and move, blurring as the pattern began to twist around. Audrey drew back, blinking in disbelief. Her jaw dropped and still no words came out.

"Sorry," he said, not appearing to be truly apologetic. He reached to grab her hand. "But if Clara’s dead, you’ll just have to do."

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

"Clara’s dead? You’re sure?"

Porter looked up and nodded at Lord Dorian Risdon. The old vampire had short black hair and walked with the regal aristocratic air of a long dead nobleman. His black eyes looked almost eerie in contrast with his white skin. He eternally looked no more than twenty years old, though he’d been around just as long as Porter had--since just after the dawn of time, or so it seemed. 

"I spoke to Clara five years ago. She was fine," Dorian whispered.

Porter watched a flash of pain cross the vampire’s features, so small a glimmer only one who knew how deeply he felt would sense it. Dorian loved Clara, more than he’d loved most. She was the only one to bear him a child in all his years. And though Dorian had wanted to raise the child as his own, Clara had persuaded him to give the girl a normal, human upbringing. Clara herself was half fairy, half human and knew the dangers of the dark realm. Dorian had reluctantly agreed. Their supernatural world was no place to raise a child. 

"If she’d been killed by a supernatural, we would’ve been told of it, wouldn’t we?" Dorian asked. 

"It was a human accident," Porter answered softly, sensing his friend’s sadness. He knew that the man would grieve for Clara when no one was around. He respected his old friend and didn’t push the issue, didn’t give his condolences. But, he also had the vague sense that Dorian was hiding something from him. They’d known each other long enough to be past the need for words. Porter had liked Clara and grieved silently for her as well. Dorian knew that. 

"And the child?" Dorian asked.

"Your daughter’s sleeping. She fainted coming through the portal."

Dorian nodded. They were in his study, an old part of the ancient castle--hidden just beyond that of normal mortal reach. The dark realm was filled with the supernatural, separated to keep the races from intermingling. Humans were afraid of the supernatural, and the supernatural were wary of humans. "She’s here? You brought my daughter here?"

"It’s All Hallows Eve in the mortal realm. If she’s the last of her line then demons will be out looking for her in the mortal world. What else was I supposed to do? We need her bloodline. She needs to get pregnant tonight." Porter flashed a big grin. "I guess that’ll make you a grandpa."

Dorian frowned at that. "This does change things. I was expecting Clara. But, I can’t very well impregnate my own daughter. Someone else will have to do it. If she doesn’t conceive…."

"I know," Porter said, nodding his head and turning serious. 

"Is she pretty?" Dorian asked. "Does she look like Clara?"

"She is beautiful--reddish brown hair and dark blue eyes like her mother. She’s taller though than I remember Clara being and her face is different." Porter nodded. Clara had been petite like the rest of the fairy kind. "You’ll be proud."

Dorian turned his dark eyes on him. "Her baby must be part human, part supernatural."

"I know," Porter repeated. He lounged in a thick red chair, lightly tapping his fingers along the chair’s arm. Slowly, his eyes roamed over the large marble fireplace to where a giant portrait of Dorian and Clara hung. "Who did you have in mind?"

"The supernatural blood must be pure, born into power not brought," Dorian insisted.

Porter’s face fell, not liking the way his old friend was looking at him. This time when he asked, the words were short, spoken through tight lips. "Who did you have in mind?"

"You did say she was beautiful," Dorian said. "And you’re a pure blooded lycan."

"No, absolutely not!" Porter denied. "There is no way I’m sleeping with a human."

"She’s half my blood. All I have to do is awaken her powers," Dorian said. "Then, she’ll not be all human. She’s already a quarter fairy from her mother."

"No," Porter stood, shaking his head. "I’m not going to sleep with a human. They’re … fragile. I’d kill her. What about Evan or Lucien?"

"Evan’s lifemated and Lucien is a two foot troll," Dorian answered dryly.

"Ah, but he’s a pure blooded troll," Porter said, almost desperately. 

"I will not give my daughter to a troll," Dorian stated, glaring at the very idea. 

"My kind do not mate with fairies," Porter insisted. 

"But she’s only a quarter and you yourself said that she’s not like Clara physically." Dorian smiled. "We are old friends. I trust you with my life and my daughter."

"Don’t worry, I’ll find someone for your daughter. It … it just can’t be me," Porter said quietly.

"There was nothing between you?" Dorian asked. "Did my eyes lie to me when I saw the spark in you for her?"

Porter sighed. Yes, he’d felt a spark, a hot liquid spark he didn’t like one bit. Her desire had smelled like lavender, with the faintest trace of mint. A lycan would kill armies, conquer worlds, just to bury his face within her thighs. He was a pure blood, born a lycan. With a smell like that, he’d tear her body apart before he sated his desires. And there was more. He’d felt his body being pulled towards her. It saw something in her and wanted to mate. The idea scared him. "Don’t ask this of me."

"We only have four and a half hours until midnight. That doesn’t give us much time for anything else," Dorian said. 

"Well, then I suppose you’d better get up there and say hello to your daughter," Porter returned. "I’d imagine she’s going to be pretty upset when she wakes up."

"Yes, I suppose it’s not every day you’re told you have to carry the future savior of mankind," Dorian said.

"Ah, she was raised human, my lord. It’s not everyday they realize creatures like us exist. I’d start with that little fact first and work my way up to the whole baby thing." Porter stood to go. "Show her the truth of her past. It might help."

"Wait, where are you going?" Dorian demanded.

"To find your daughter a lover," Porter returned, "because it isn’t going to be me."

* * * *

Audrey took a deep breath, looking around the stone chamber. Her reddish brown hair tumbled around her shoulders in soft waves as she moved. The room was barren except for a locked trunk in the corner, a fireplace, and the large bed covered with satin sheets and a thick embroidered red comforter on which she now sat. Her blue jeans and skeleton t-shirt looked severely out of place. 

Somehow, she wasn’t exactly scared so much as she was worried. It was the same feeling she used to get when she was a child. Whenever she felt the bogeyman was outside her door, she’d never be frightened of him but have the strangest urge to invite him in.

Her mother had spoken of such a room as this when she was little. Audrey had thought they were fairy tales with medieval castles. Come to think of it, didn’t the hero of Clara’s tales have the name of Risdon?

"Dorian Risdon," she whispered.

A soft knock sounded and Audrey quickly stood from the bed. She expected to see the handsome stranger from the greenhouse, hoped to see him. Instead, it was a young gentleman, seeming to be about her age, with stark black hair. Audrey shivered, mentally backing away from the man’s dark eyes.

"I’ve seen you," she whispered. "In dreams when I was a young girl. You … you were holding me down. My mother said they were just nightmares."

"I was binding your abilities," the man answered. "I’m glad to see it worked otherwise you’d have been showing signs of magic in a world of humans."

"But, you … you look the same. Who are you? Where am I?" Audrey demanded.

"You do have your mother’s eyes, don’t you?" he mused. "But you have my strength. I’m glad to see you aren’t swooning."

Swooning? Audrey thought. Who uses the word swooning?

The man began to laugh, "Who indeed? Sorry, I must be showing my age."

"I didn’t say anything," Audrey said, her words trembling slightly as she backed away.

You’re my blood, she heard his voice clearly in her head. She gasped in surprise. Did she say she wasn’t scared? Oh, yeah, that was wrong. She was defiantly starting to get a little freaked out. Aloud, she whispered, "Dorian?"

"You remember me?" he inquired, smiling at the thought.

"That … man, Porter," Audrey hesitated, stopping short of saying incredibly handsome weirdo. "He said my father was named Dorian. You say I’m you’re blood. But, you’re too young to be my father."

"So you think Porter is handsome? He said as much about you," Dorian stated, grinning.

"He did?" Audrey gasped in pleasure, before catching herself. "Hey, stay out of my head!"

Dorian laughed. "Then quit letting me in."

I’m not letting you in, she thought with a grumble. Dorian laughed harder. She grimaced.

"I like your spirit. Defiant like your mother." Dorian nodded in approval. "She made me court her for thirty years before she’d see me."

"Yeah, all right. I think you got the wrong child. My mother was only eighteen when she had me," Audrey said.

"Try adding eight hundred to that," Dorian put forth.

"All right, then," she whispered in disbelief. "Now, this whole family reunion has been fun and all, but I’m ready to go home. If you would be so kind--" His expression turned pained, cutting off her words. "What?"

"You can’t go," Dorian stated. "I am your father and I loved your mother."

"Oh, so that’s why I remember you with us at Sunday barbeques," she said.

"It was Clara’s wish to raise you in the human world. I couldn’t leave my duties in this one and the human sun isn’t necessarily good for my kind. I wanted you here with me, both of you, but knew she was right. Tonight, you were both to come home to me." 

Audrey felt the sincerity in his words.

"Do you remember coming here as a baby? Sitting on my knee when you were two? When you were older, I’d stand outside your door and sense your presence within," he stated.

"That was you?" she whispered.

Dorian nodded. "Don’t you wonder why you’re not scared of this place? It’s because you know it. In your heart, you know it. You spent the night in this very room when you were a baby. As you grew older, it became too dangerous for Clara to bring you back. Her sisters were murdered and the people responsible sought to come after her. For her safety, for yours, we never told you who you were and you never came back here. We bound your powers and tonight…."

His words broke off and he turned away, stiffening.

"Tonight you were both to come home to me," he whispered. 

Audrey felt the truth of his words inside her. Those hadn’t been fairytales about a castle, they really happened. Slowly, she walked over to the trunk. It was locked. 

"Inside is a doll, its face is cracked," she whispered. "I tried to hide it from you. I hid it in here and I put the key…."

Audrey stood and looked around. As if in a daze, she went to the fireplace and reached towards the flames. They were hot against her hand, but didn’t burn. Feeling under the ledge, she pulled the key out. Then, walking back to the trunk, she opened it. Inside was the doll, porcelain face cracked. Her hands shook and she couldn’t touch it.

"You remember. You were so young, I wasn’t sure you would," he said.

"My mother she … she made the memories into stories." Audrey stood. "So, what now?"

"Now, daughter," Dorian said, looking so young it was nearly impossible for her to see him as her father. "Now I wish for you to marry."

  

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

"Excuse me?" Audrey stated, a little louder than she intended.

"Now, you must marry. You’re the last of your line. Clare was supposed to come back so that we could fulfill the prophecy by conceiving a son who…."

"Wait! Stop! Slow down." Audrey lifted her hands up to stop him from talking. "Prophecy? Let’s just take a little step back here, Dad. I’m not going to get married. I don’t even have a boyfriend. In fact, I don’t even have a sex life. So really, there is no one for me to marry."

"Really?" Dorian shot, surprised. "But, with fairy blood you must have the urge to copulate like…."

Audrey paled. Had she just said that to the man who was technically her father? It didn’t help that he looked to be her peer. "Ew, no. Stop. I can’t discuss this with you."

"But--"

"No, I’m not talking sex with you. It’s … wrong." Audrey wrinkled her face.

"Very well," her father said. 

Her father? Audrey never wanted a drink so badly in her life.

"Here, I’ll have one delivered," Dorian said, kindly. He walked to the door and called out a short command for a drink. When he again closed the door, he smiled.

"Get out of my head," she grumbled.

"We’ll work on thought control, but don’t worry, I can read you so well because you are my blood," Dorian said.

"I can’t stay here. I’ve got a business to run," Audrey placed her hands on her hips. "In fact, they’re probably worried about me."

"Porter has taken care of it." Dorian smiled. "He really isn’t a bad man. I’ve known him for many, many--"

"That’s who you want me to marry, isn’t it?" she demanded.

"You read me!" Dorian said, pleased. "I opened the thought and you read it. See, I told you we were connected."

* * * *

Porter frowned, sighing as he looked up into the tree limbs of the forest outside Dorian’s castle home. The wind whistled gently through the large leaves, quiet and peaceful in the moonlight. All around him, the forest was dense--too dense to see through. Twigs and natural debris littered the ground. Little spots of blue light danced along the forest floor, shining through the high tree limbs. Being lycan, he didn’t need his eyes to sense if anything was around. He could easily smell or hear anything that came too near. 

He looked down the path he was heading, only to turn back around and stare at the castle. Logic told him to find Audrey another, but every time he thought it his stomach lurched with possessive anger and he felt like shifting. His hands shook and he couldn’t force himself to continue on. 

He knew how important this night was. He knew that if Audrey didn’t conceive a child at midnight, the whole realm could be lost. It had been foreseen by the elves that one of her line must give birth to the future King who would save them from the evil demons who threatened the realm. Once the demons flooded his world and destroyed it, they’d move on to the mortals. 

Porter knew this, and yet he couldn’t move on to find her another lover. The thought of someone else’s seed planted inside her drove him to distraction. She was a stranger but then not really. He’d known her when she was a clever child. He felt the goodness in her heart, saw her with the human children. He’d heard of her endlessly through her father. And her smell, oh her smell, it called out to him. His kind had long ago learned to trust instinct in such matters as these.

But if he was honest with himself, there was more to it than that. When he had stood close to her, the smell of her in his head, he’d felt almost whole--like she was a part of him he’d never known was missing. He had a glimpse of what could be when he looked into her dark blue eyes for the first time--of a future, of a family, of centuries of bliss. Was it wishful thinking? Was it destiny? Even as the feelings called to him, they scared the hell out of him.

"Ah! Shit!" Porter growled. His cock was hard just thinking about bedding her. Damn he’d bet her wet pussy would feel good tightened around him. Why in the hell did she have to smell like lavender? He loved the smell of lavender. Storming back to the castle he knew what he had to do. 

* * * *

"Well?" Dorian demanded.

"I’ve come to ask for your … blessing," Porter said, though he didn’t appear too happy with his decision. "To woo your daughter to my bed."

"There was no one else willing?" Dorian asked.

"No, no one," Porter lied. "How is she?"

"Well. I told her of her destiny," Dorian said. "She’s, ah, locked me out of the room. Whatever seal her mother put on her fairy magic is gone. She actually used it to throw me out."

"Great," Porter mumbled sarcastically, looking up towards the spiral staircase leading to her room. "This should be real fun."

"She thinks you’re cute," Dorian offered. "She’s attracted to you."

Porter grunted, but didn’t say a word.

* * * *

Audrey sat on the bed. She was determined not to freak out over the blast of light that came from the tips of her fingertips, throwing her father out of the bedroom. Considering all she was expected to adjust to, that was nothing. She’d always envisioned a father doing things with her, like trying to play catch with a baseball. But, not her father it would seem. Hers wanted her to have sex with and get pregnant by a werewolf, so that her son may grow up to save the world--oh, and because the elves told him it would be so.

Audrey snorted with laughter, not completely convinced she wasn’t just insane and this was some sort of lunatic’s dream.

She sighed heavily, trying to reason. Something happened when the light came to her. She’d sensed her mother inside her, speaking to her. She sensed the truth of Dorian’s words. Audrey shook her head. Everything about her life started to make sense--the stories her mom told her, the dreams she’d always had and just assumed were normal, the strong feelings of intuition that never steered her wrong. 

When she’d told her father she couldn’t have children, he’d just laughed. Apparently she could, just not human children. The news did give her a sense of pleasure. She’d always hoped for a baby--under different circumstances. Then there was Porter. Her father finally admitted that she didn’t technically have to marry him, but he’d be pleased if she did. 

Porter was handsome and he definitely made her wet with desire just thinking about him. She’d had lovers but none that made her blood boil like he had with just one look. Always in the past after sex, she’d been left feeling somewhat unfulfilled. It was like a void was still empty. She’d assumed it was because she didn’t love the man in her bed. She looked down at her outfit and mumbled, "I wish I had a beautiful dress, something other than this stupid shirt."

Audrey gasped to see her outfit change into a shimmering gown. The sleeves were puffed and the waist tight--so tight, in fact, that she couldn’t breathe. This would never do.

"I wish it was off," she said in a rush to be free from the tight waist. The gown disappeared and she sat on the bed naked. Biting her lip, she said, "Give me something sexy."

Black lingerie appeared on her body and she blushed. She hadn’t meant that. She’d meant like a nice blouse or something. It was a very neat trick though. She smiled, thinking of the money she’d save on clothes. Her mouth opened to change her outfit when the door suddenly opened.

Porter walked in, his mouth falling open to see her. "Uh, whoa."

"No," Audrey gasped.

Porter grinned. "I haven’t even offered up my services and already you say no? At least give me a chance."

"Ah, no, I … spoke this … dress…." Audrey motioned to her outfit, or rather lack of outfit, and blushed. She grabbed the comforter and pulled it over to hide her body. His eyes narrowed in disappointment.

"Should I leave the door open?" Porter asked, his dark brown eyes warm. "If you’re going to throw me out with magic, I’d just as soon not go crashing through it."

Audrey paled and looked at her hands. "I don’t know how I did that. Is he all right?"

"It will take a lot more than a little fairy magic to kill a vampire. Your mother used to toss him around like that all the time when he made her mad," Porter said, running his hand through his hair.

Audrey hugged the comforter closer to her chest. Her eyes dipped over him, taking in his tight pants. She saw the bulge of his cock and shivered. Her mouth went dry and she felt a flicker of electricity work through her, nearly pushing her forward with the desire to go to him and take him between her lips.

Porter cleared his throat, and Audrey was mortified to discover she was staring at his crotch. Her mouth opened but no words came out. He reached out and with a gentle shove closed the door behind him.

Porter made a move towards her and Audrey tensed. Saying the first thing that came to mind, she asked, "So, you’re really a werewolf?"

Porter grimaced. "Lycan."

"Oh, sorry. I didn’t realize there was a difference," Audrey said, glancing down. She noticed the comforter had fallen to show an indecent amount of cleavage. With a quick tug she pulled it back up.

Porter made a small sound of disappointment. "Why do you hide? We both know I’ll be tasting all of you soon enough."

"Tasting me?" Audrey gulped. "Do you mean you’re going to eat me?"

"Yes," Porter grinned mischievously, but the look was lost on Audrey as she paled.

"Are … you’re going to change?" she stuttered.

"You wish for me to shift?" he asked, letting his dark eyes glimmer with gold and blue promise. "Would you prefer me as a wolf?"

"Ah, oh, I, ah," she managed, very stunned by the offer. He said it like it was a reasonable question. 

"Normally I do not bed fairies, being as they are so fragile and can’t handle my kind. However, vampires tend to favor the wolf and you’re half vampire blood." Porter began walking towards her, letting his eyes glimmer again.

"I … we can’t do this," she whispered. Light began to build around her hand. She glanced at the door, trembling. "You need to go. Now."

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

Porter’s whole body was stiff as he looked down at Audrey on the bed. Her cheeks were flushed to a pretty pink and he could smell the heady scent of lavender in her desire for him. Her weak words took him by surprise, especially when she so obviously wanted this to happen between them. When he looked into her eyes, he sensed she felt it too--their fiery connection.

Seducing her into his bed would be simple. Convincing her that there was more between them than physical animalistic lust would be the hard part. Porter again looked over her form, hidden from view, and hated the way she tried to hide herself from his eyes.

He felt, as well as saw, the fairy magic building in her hand. She was contemplating throwing him out. With lightning quick reflexes, he grabbed her fingers and brought them instantly to his hard arousal. She gasped in surprise and let go of her energy. Pleasure shot through him as she filled him up. It was as intense as any orgasm he’d ever had. He leaned his head back and a loud groan escaped his parted lips. His hips jerked and he came slightly in his pants, releasing a bit of seed.

The wolf inside him wanted to come out and play. He felt his skin tingle with a shift. His teeth grew inside his mouth, sharp and deadly. His eyes shifted, and soon the groan turned into a full howl.

* * * *

Audrey sat frozen on the bed, watching Porter change in amazement. Dark brown fur covered his skin and long teeth grew from his mouth until he was every inch the werewolf--well, lycan. The scene should have scared her but she found it did quite the opposite. It aroused her further. His cock lengthened and grew beneath her hand as the wolf came over him.

She jerked her hand away, gripping once more to the comforter pulling it close. His golden blue eyes focused in on her. He was breathing hard, panting as if he was moments away from pouncing on top of her. Audrey held still, frozen. 

A long, moment passed and slowly Porter regained control. His breathing slowed and his body gradually made the transformation back from the wolf. When he looked human once more, except for his dangerously lit eyes, he pulled his tight shirt over his head and tossed it aside.

Without speaking, he crawled forward on the bed, forcing Audrey onto her back as he came over her. Strong muscles worked beneath his tan chest. A knee pressed between her thighs, trapping her legs beneath the red comforter. His arms moved to either side of her shoulders, not touching her. 

She was stunned, unable to move as his mouth drew close to her cheek. His breath hit upon her neck and ear, coming in hard pants as he held himself back from her body. When he didn’t move, she slowly drew her hands out and placed them on his chest. He was hot against her cooler fingers.

Not pushing him away, and not pulling him closer, she asked, "Porter? Are you all right?"

"You put yourself into me," he whispered, not moving. 

"I’m … sorry?" Audrey tried to move her face to look him in the eye and ended up with her lips near his chin.

"Mm, no," he said, his whisper nearing a growl. Porter’s tongue darted forward to playfully lick her lips. "Don’t be. I wish to return the favor."

"What do you mean?" Audrey asked, confused.

Again he licked her lips, slipping his long, warm tongue between them. "I’m going to put myself deep inside you."

Audrey felt a blush creep over her features at his bold statement even as moisture ran in a hot torrent down her thighs. His mouth crushed down on top of hers, stifling her breath as he kissed her deep and long. Before she thought to stop them, her hands were gliding over his chest, moving up into the soft locks of his hair. Porter moaned as she accepted his kiss.

His mouth felt good against hers, so firm, bold, and passionate. She ignored the little thought in the back of her mind telling her to stop. There was something about Porter, something inside her that called to him, filling a void she never realized she carried. It was as if her body knew him before her mind ever could. She felt him all the way to her curling toes.

When his mouth left hers, she was panting as wildly as he. His mouth moved over her neck, licking a hot trail down her skin. His hands tugged at the comforter, pulling it down so he could see the black lingerie she wore underneath. A masculine smile, full of promise and desire, spread over his face as he looked at her breasts.

Sitting up, he straddled her legs. His hands went to the sheer material at her chest and tore it apart, freeing her breasts completely. A low sound came from the back of his throat and he leaned down to kiss her skin. He sucked a ripe nipple between his teeth and rolled his tongue back and forth over it until she was squirming for more.

Audrey worked her legs against the covers, slowly freeing the rest of her body to him. When she was free, she rubbed her legs up and down over the tight leather of his pants. Gasping, she arched as he drove his clothed cock along her hip. The sheer material of the panties was no match for the hard rub of leather and he slipped against the hot cream of her body. 

"I want to taste," he growled. Audrey’s body was already heated to a fevered pitch and she could barely protest as Porter worked his mouth between her parted thighs. He breathed deeply, taking in her smell. "Mm, I love the smell of lavender."

His firm lips moved lightly over the black panties, licking at her through the barrier. He growled, quickly reaching with his hands to tear the material off her body. When she was naked he made a small sound of satisfaction and began licking and nibbling her wet slit, finding the sensitive bud hidden in the folds.

Audrey bucked up off the bed, arching into him. He pulled her leg up over his shoulder, keeping her open to his searching mouth. His tongue dipped inside her, flicking back and forth in a way that made her nerve endings jump from her skin. 

"Ah!" she screamed, jerking so hard she smacked him in the side of his head.

Porter laughed. With a deft movement, he grabbed her hips and flipped her over on the bed so her thighs straddled his face. Audrey tried to pull herself down his body, but his hand captured her hips and held her firmly above him. He chuckled, a low sound that vibrated her clit and made her spasm for more.

"Come for me," he whispered, urging her as he worked his lips up into her. "Just like this. Ride my tongue."

Audrey could hardly refuse as she knelt on all fours over him. His hands grasped her hips, moving her in shallow thrusts over his mouth as he fucked her with his tongue and lips. Her body began to shake. Her breasts grazed the bed, teasing her already swollen nipples.

"Oh, yeah, just like that," he groaned in approval. He sucked harder and Audrey began to shake, convulsing against his mouth. She felt a white heat along her thigh but ignored it. The sensations racking through her were too good to fight. A weak noise escaped her, but she couldn’t speak, couldn’t cry out. His hands gripped into her flesh, spreading the cheeks of her ass slightly as she peaked against him. "Mm, yeah, you taste so good."

Audrey climaxed against his firm lips and he drank in her taste, moaning the whole time. He kept kissing her until the tremors slowed. His hands ran up over her hips and down the backs of her thighs, only to leave her. She looked down, seeing his hands on his fly, freeing his large cock. When he unzipped the tight leather, his massive erection sprung free, unhampered by underwear. Her legs weakened and she nearly fell over to see the hard, thick length of him. She didn’t think it possible, but she began heating anew.

He glanced up at her, a ravenous smile on his handsome features. His eyes glistened with the threat of his lycan side. A smudge of blood was on his lips, matching the bite on her thigh. That is what the white heat was against her leg as she climaxed. He’d bitten her! Audrey tensed, unsure whether she wanted to run or beg for more. His hand drifted down over his flat stomach to stroke his erection.

"I want," he said, his voice gravelly, primal, raw. His hand stroked harder and faster over his shaft as he continued, "to come in your sweet mouth. I want to watch you suck me."

Audrey heard his words and all thoughts of running fled. She knew this is what she wanted. Somehow, she wanted to be his, all his. She wanted to be claimed by him and she wanted to lay claim to him. She wanted to be controlled and to control. She wanted him--all of him--forever. 

Audrey slowly crawled down his body. His mouth shot up to suck playfully at a nipple as it dangled past. An ancient power awakened inside her, making her understand herself, answering the lingering questions she’d had all her life until she understood this is what she wanted--what she needed. With a strength she didn’t know she possessed, she pulled him beneath his arms and lifted him further up on the bed until he sat against the headboard. With another deft movement, she stripped him of his clothes.

The heady mix of desire and power filled her as she stayed on all fours in front of him. Slowly, she opened her mouth, licking her lips in invitation. Crawling to him, she flicked her tongue over the mushroom shaped tip of his cock. He tasted good and she couldn’t stop herself from sucking him deep into the back of her throat. He was too big to take in and she was forced to use her hands to stroke his fiery length. Her hand cupped his balls, squeezing them as she worked her mouth up and down over his thick shaft. Her tongue rolled over the stiff sides, teasing and caressing at the same time. 

Porter groaned, grabbing her hair as he tried to work her mouth at a faster pace. His hips thrust up into her mouth. Knowing what he wanted, she sucked him hard, urging the salty sweet flavor of his seed from his body. A power built in her hands and she released it into him, marking him as hers. His hips jerked as he came into her silken mouth, shooting a hot stream of cum down her throat. 

Audrey swallowed and pulled back. "You mark me, I mark you."

"How … how did you know I marked you?" he asked, his eyes widening, even as he panted for breath.

"How could I not know it? I felt you," she whispered. 

"You’re not mad?" Porter asked. "I didn’t ask for permission."

"I should be but I’m not. It’s strange," she said, moving up his tight body to kiss him.

"No, its destiny," Porter whispered. "I don’t know how, but you were meant for me. Can’t you feel it? You belong to me, only me. No other will ever touch you again."

Audrey nodded, knowing it was the truth.

"We still have about forty-five minutes," he groaned, and Audrey followed his eyes down to where his cock was again tight and ready for more. A weak sound left her. This man was insatiable. "Before it’s time."

"Mm, no," Audrey pouted, leaning forward to rub her breasts along his chest. "Does that mean we have to wait? I want you inside me now."

"Mm, I want to be inside you," Porter said, "but we must wait. Just a little bit. You should back away so we’re not tempted."

"No," Audrey pouted, feeling heady with her new sense of being. She reached down and stroked his cock. "I want you to be tempted."

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

"Our daughter is strong," Dorian said, not turning around in his chair, as he stared into the flames of his study fireplace. He felt a cool hand slide over his shoulder. "You did well in raising her, Clara."

"We did well in creating her," Clara answered, coming around to sit on Dorian’s lap. He smiled at her, leaning over to kiss her face as he had almost every night for three years since she’d come to live with him. He hugged her close to his body. Clara sighed, running her fingers through his hair as she continued, "Porter is stubborn. When he left here, I was afraid he’d run from his destiny and all would be lost."

"It’s the very reason I didn’t tell him the whole truth. When the elves told us what must happen I thought they were crazy. However, when I saw the look on their faces when they each spoke of the other I knew the elfin council was right. It is their shared destiny to join and we’ll be grandparents to a King. We did what we had to. I didn’t want Porter to have a choice not to go to her tonight, for he wouldn’t have had he known his fate. We needed him to see Audrey on his own, to go to her the same. I didn’t want to pressure them to be together only to have them resent us for it. Porter has always been stubborn and won’t be forced." Dorian kissed his wife’s lips. "You look worried."

"I faked my own death and hurt our daughter," Clara said. "How can she be expected to forgive that?"

"You did what you had to. She needed time to grieve and you needed to be dead for both of their sakes. Audrey needed to do this on her own, just like Porter. If you were alive he’d have no reason to bring her back. We did what we must and they’ll do the same. When it’s all over they’ll both understand and forgive us."

"I hope so, my love, I truly hope so," Clara said, resting her head on Dorian’s shoulder. 

* * * *

Audrey couldn’t stop herself. She wanted Porter too much. She’d turned around on top of him, letting his hot mouth pleasure her from beneath as she returned the favor from on top at the same time, licking and taking his strong erection in her mouth. They came together, but the pleasure only seemed to intensify what they wanted.

"How much time?" Audrey panted, sounding desperate as she came down from her climax only to feel the need to be with him become more urgent. She turned around and straddled his rigid stomach, unable to stop as she began rubbing her wet slit up and down on his rock hard abs. 

"Half hour," he groaned, sounding just as tormented.

"How do you know?" she asked. "There’s no clock in here."

"I’m lycan. I’ve got an internal clock."

"Oh, this feels good," she moaned, rocking harder along his strong stomach. She felt him rise behind her and was amazed. "Is your kind usually this virile? I mean, it’s been two times for you already."

"Mm, it’s been three." he panted, grabbing her hips and urging her to continue with his hands. "Stop rubbing like that."

"I can’t," she whispered. "It feels too good. Your skin is so hot. What do you mean three?"

His hands found her breasts, massaging them and pinching her nipples. The red-brown locks of her hair fell over her shoulders as she leaned forward. Her fingers dug into his chest as she began to quiver on top of him. It was a small release and only added gasoline to the flames of her desire, tormenting her more. "When you put your power in me and I shifted that was once, and then twice by your beautiful mouth."

"Ah," she panted weakly. "This is pure torture. We should try talking about something else."

"Ah, yeah, I know," Porter grabbed her hips and drew her body back so the cleft of her ass was against his aroused heat. He worked his hips up into her, growling in the back of his throat as his shaft thrust along her backside. "I want to fuck you so bad."

"Maybe we can," she said, rubbing back into his cock. "You could pull out."

"Mm, sorry, but I don’t think I’d be able to. We can’t risk conceiving early."

"I could really care less about conceiving right now," she groaned, rocking faster in her need. "Oh, yeah, oh."

"You do not wish for my child?" Porter asked, suddenly stopping. She looked down at him and he appeared hurt by her words.

Her hand reached out to him touching his cheek. "Yes, I wish for it. I just wish for you more right at this moment and meant to say that I’m not thinking of conception so much as feeling you inside me."

His expression instantly changed into a pleased grin. His dark brown eyes softened. Audrey loved looking at him. He was so handsome. She doubted she’d ever get tired of seeing his face.

"How much time?" she demanded.

"Twenty minutes," he groaned.

"That’s too long."

"I know."

"We should try to think of something to talk about," Audrey said. She bit her lip, clawing his chest as desire coursed over her in a hot wave. "Tell me about yourself."

"I’m heir to lead a lycan pack," he answered, running his hands all over her body. "And I love you."

Audrey froze, stunned by the admission. "How…?"

"I saw you and it just happened. I didn’t want it, even tried to deny it, but there it is," Porter said. "I’ve lived too long not to know fate when I see it. You were born for me and I’ve waited for you. It’s our destiny."

Audrey stopped moving, her heart full with his admission. It was so raw, so honest. His dark eyes stared up into hers, truthful. She began to shiver.

"I know it’s different for humans and fairies, even vampires. Lycans are born with the sense that when they see their lifemate they just know. But, do you think you could love me?" he asked. "In time?"

"I love you now," Audrey answered, smiling even as she was unsure and nervous. Her lips trembled and she shook her head in confusion. "But, this makes no sense. This morning--hell, a few hours ago--I never knew you existed. I never knew any of this."

"Inside you knew, as did I," Porter answered. "When I first looked at you, I felt connected to you. I felt myself thrusting inside you. I felt you taking me. I felt us begin to join. For whatever reason, destiny has chosen us for each other."

"But, what now? I have a life, my business…." Audrey shrugged weakly. "What will happen?"

"Whatever we want to happen," Porter said. His hands began roaming her naked body straddling him, drawing her attention back to the feelings that stirred between them. He flipped her over so his weight was pressing into her. He began to rub himself along her hip, searing her with his heat. "I’d like for you to stay here, in my world, with me. It’s as much your world as the human one is, if not more. Our baby should be raised here, with magic, if he is to rule."

"But, what of the dangers? Will they just go away?" she asked. 

Porter leaned down, kissing her mouth tenderly until she was moaning softly. When he pulled back, her lids were lazy over her blue eyes and she was smiling. "No, not gone, but I swear to protect you both with my life. You have your father and his clan, my kind, your mother’s kind. The elves predicted the child’s coming. You will be safe, I promise."

Audrey saw the truth of his words and nodded, completely trusting. Here she had what she’d been missing for a long time--a true family. She’d had her mother, but the last three years had been so lonely. Now, here with Porter, she felt the void being filled.

His hips began working along her and soon he was rubbing his cock along her wet slit. He groaned, dipping the smooth tip just inside her tight, wet pussy. Audrey cried out in need. 

Finally, she thought, moving to pull him closer. Finally.

His body worked forward in shallow, slow thrusts, stretching her to fit him. It was bittersweet torture. Leaning forward, he kissed her briefly. "You feel so good. I’ll try to be gentle. I don’t want to hurt you." 

"Don’t you dare hold back. I want all of you. Now!" Her legs wrapped around his waist, forcing him to go deep. 

Porter groaned, unable to hold back as she offered her body to him fully. He delved forward, wild and strong, embedding his cock completely into her moist depths. 

"Argh!" he called out, so loud it echoed outside the room. 

Their bodies met, moving together in a perfect rhythm as they joined completely. Fate. Destiny. Whatever it was, they didn’t try to fight it. The tension built and left Audrey panting eagerly for more. Porter thrust harder and faster, letting the beast inside him take over. She cried out, screaming his name in absolute pleasure. A warm glow started in her stomach, emitting a protective light around them. It was time. 

Porter became almost desperate as he drove them over the edge. Their cries filled the room as they raced towards a torturous climax. Tremors as hard as an earthquake hit them at the same time, joining them further, sealing their union. 

Audrey’s body clamped down on his, urging his release and he gave it to her gladly, spilling his seed into her womb. The light around them grew stronger before fading back into her body. Porter fell down, rolling to the side so he didn’t crush her with his weight. They both felt completely sated for the first time since laying eyes on each other. 

"It’s done," he whispered, touching her stomach lightly and pulling her into his arms. "We are forever."

Audrey smiled, liking the sound of that. She was tired and let the peacefulness of sleep overtake her as she whispered, "Yes, forever."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Epilogue

 

Audrey placed a hand on her rounded stomach and smiled as Porter came into her father’s study. He grinned mischievously, instantly going to her side to give her a kiss. It was amazing to her how her life had changed, but it was so much better. Her mother was alive, and after a suitable amount of yelling and crying directed at both her parents Audrey was able to forgive their deception. It did bring her Porter and for that she was grateful. 

She was learning to control her fairy magic. Unfortunately, changing her clothing on a whim and throwing objects magically about a room when she was mad--or overly hormonal--was about the extent of that power. Her mother was a little disappointed that she hadn’t inherited more from her, but there was nothing to be done about it.

Her father released her vampiric powers, much to her dismay. It was bad enough being pregnant, without adding more pressure. However, she was learning to handle her new vampiric gifts, all except for the odd craving of salty foods--namely blood, which she refused to drink. Well, maybe once or twice she bit her husband during sex, but that didn’t count. Audrey giggled.

"What’s so funny?" Porter asked, coming up from kissing her rounded belly. 

"Nothing," she grinned. It was amazing how much closer they’d gotten with time. At first, there had been some adjusting, but their stubborn ways finally did catch up to what their hearts and brains already knew. "Just thinking."

"Of?"

"Us," she giggled again.

"Care to share why thinking of us is so funny?" Porter asked, moving to tickle her sides.

"No." Audrey giggled again and the baby kicked her in protest. She flinched, rubbing her stomach. "Ow. Your son is beating me today."

"He doesn’t like you teasing his father," Porter laughed, rubbing his face against her stomach. "Do you, boy?"

The baby kicked the side of his face and they both started laughing.

"He’s strong," Porter said with a measure of pride.

"Just like his father," Audrey sighed dreamily, leaning in to accept her husband’s kisses.

"Mm," he agreed, adding, "Just like his mother."

"Oh, really!"

Porter and Audrey parted to see Clara hovering in the doorway. Audrey had been a little stunned to see her mother’s wings for the first time, but now she was used to it. 

Clara shook her head. "Every time I turn around I find you two--lip locked!"

"We really should get our own place," Audrey said, nuzzling Porter’s cheek.

"We have our own place," Porter answered, well aware they were talking solely for Clara’s benefit. "I’m just not done torturing Dorian and your mother."

"Oh!" Clara huffed, flying away. 

Audrey giggled and no more words were needed between them as Porter lifted his wife into his arms and carried her off towards their room.

 

The End

