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Chapter One

The cold damp air set into Griffin’s bones, or maybe it was the
decrepit brown brick building that caused chills to sink into his soul. On
the outside, the building needed a complete renovation due to the paint
peeling off the posts at the entrance, the foggy glass on the
door —withered from time—and the rusted steel bars on the windows. But
it wasn’t the building that held his intrigue; it was what lived inside.

His Watcher.

“Tell me again what you're planning on doing?” Paxtyn asked,
tucked in behind a large bush.

Griffin steadied the nerves that shook him and glanced at her. The
newest Watcher was indeed a powerful woman and had proven herself
with regards to her abilities to converse with the dead. Her assistance led
to the banishment of Balan, a Prince of Hell, that he suspected, as did they
all, had been sent to Earth as a punishment. The fighting had been intense,
but all four of his brothers, who now included the new Seeker, Tate,
remained standing.

Paxtyn’s personality matched her spitfire looks, though the curly
strawberry blonde locks that cradled her face were almost too soft of a
shade for her. Dynamic red would have suited her more. Nonetheless, the
woman was simply beautiful with turquoise eyes and feminine features.
Knox, his brother, counted himself a very lucky man to have her as his
Watcher.

Griffin hoped for the same blessing.
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When Paxtyn suggested she come along, Griffin didn’t deny her.
Now, he rethought that choice. “As I have told you a hundred times now,
I plan on going in there and getting my Watcher.”

Paxtyn looked back to the building, then met Griffin’s eyes again.
Confusion filled her face. “And just how are you going to do that? Go
knock on the door?”

Knox laughed next to her.

Griffin shot him a look to shut it. Of course, his brother, not blood
related, but bonded from a long friendship, continued on as if hadn’t seen
the look. His grey eyes beamed with his usual confidence. Griffin scowled,
earning a wink from his brother before looking back to the building. “I'm
not quite sure what to do. It looks as though security will be tight.”

“You fight demons and you're worrying about what security might
lay behind the door of a mental hospital?” Paxtyn chortled.

Griffin ignored her sassy remark and studied the building. The
only way in was through the front door. He suspected, if he pulled hard
enough on the bars caging the windows, his enhanced strength would
remove them. However, it would be loud. His hope was to get in, rescue
his Watcher, and run.

Knox let out a long impatient sigh and ran a hand over his short
mocha hair. “Griffin, just knock the damn door down and find her.”

It wasn’t the ideal situation. He didn’t want to frighten her by just
barging in, snatching her up and running away with her. But, what choice
did he have? He stood, decided he was making the right choice. “Are you
waiting here?” he asked Paxtyn.

“No,” she replied.

“Yes,” Knox retorted.

Griffin smiled. The two were at a constant tug-of-war about who
should be in control of their relationship. It amused him. The Knox he
knew wouldn’t stand for a woman ordering him about, but this small
woman seemed to stop him in his tracks. He wondered if such would be
the case with him.

He’d had women—Ilots of women. He took them to bed, but cared
for none. Not truly anyway. His interest resided in what sat between their
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legs, nothing more than that. He wondered at times what love was like,
telt like, and wondered now if he’d be a man capable of such an emotion.
He doubted it. But he hoped to be proven wrong.

“Well, I'm going in there,” Griffin remarked. “Are you going to join
me or argue about it out here?”

Paxtyn snorted at Knox before she walked toward the hospital.
“We're going with you.”

Knox let out a loud frustrated groan. He gave Griffin a knowing
look. “Are you sure you want to go in there and get yourself one of
those?” He pointed to his Watcher as she strode with purpose toward the
hospital.

Griffin laughed and nodded. “Yes, my friend, I do.”

A small smile lifted the corner of Knox’s lips. “Well, then—let’s go
get her.” He gave Griffin a hard slap on his back.

Of all, Knox would understand Griffin’s urgency here. He’d only
found Paxtyn weeks ago. Plus, the friendship born between them made
for a bond that wanted the other to find happiness—one that was only
obtained from the bond with his Watcher. Griffin had seen the change in
Knox, seen the peace, the happiness that now lived in his brother’s eyes.
Of course, Knox made a royal mess with Paxtyn at first, because she was
left confused by his intentions. Griffin would not make the same mistake.

Quickly, the two men trotted up to Paxtyn’s side as they neared the
front doors. She looked back over her shoulder when she met the door.
“So, what’s the plan then?”

Griffin raised his foot and kicked the door in one hard fluid
movement. “There is no plan.” When the door broke free of its lock, sirens
rang out loud around them as he rushed in.

An unmanned desk sat to his left. To his right, a sitting room lay
empty at this time of night. Straight ahead was a cement hall with too
many doors to count and a horrible stench of sterilizer.

“Do you feel her?” Knox asked, his tone hurried.

Griffin closed his eyes for moment, moving past the scent that
made his stomach turn, and concentrated. Yes, he could feel her here, but
she felt weak.
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“Griffin!” Paxtyn shouted. “Someone will notice us here, hurry

up.”

His eyes snapped open. He kept the weak feeling close to his heart
and ran straight ahead. The building, previously dark, now lit up around
them. Chances were Paxtyn was right, and any minute security guards
would be all around them. Not that he was worried any. A good jab to
their face would render them unconscious. Still, it wasn’t his intent to hurt
anyone if he could help it. The walls passed by him in a blur as the feeling,
the pull he could never explain beyond a yearning, yanked him forward.

Knox and Paxtyn stayed right on his heels. “Where is she?” Knox
called out above the sirens.

Good question. Her essence was there, subtle, but there. Not to his
left, or his right, but right above him. “Upstairs,” he yelled in return. The
end of the hall approached, but a keypad to the left indicated the door was
locked. He picked up speed, clenched his jaw in preparation, and a foot
away, he launched himself at the door, kicking out with both feet. On
contact, the door blasted free from its lock, and with the force of his hit,
the window glass shattered, raining down up on him as he landed on the
floor.

The pain of the glass sliced into his arms, but did not hinder him.
Nothing would stop him now. Behind him, Paxtyn and Knox's feet
crunched against the broken shards. He hurried up the stairs, and his
breath drew out in quick pants of urgency.

At the top of the staircase, the pull commanded him to increase his
speed. He drew closer. His heart pounded in his ears. Soon, he would
hold her.

Right on cue, he heard the thumps of footsteps coming down the
stairs above him. Quickly, he looked back to Paxtyn. “You need to
hide—now.”

Knox didn’t wait. He picked her up around the waist and opened
the door next to him. “Hey, put me down,” she squeaked as he threw her
in.”

Griffin steadied himself. Waited. Counted down the footsteps that
barrelled toward him. By the different sounds created by their weights,
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three men were approaching.

Knox slammed the door closed. “Damn woman.” Then, he came up
to Griffin’s side, cocking his head. “Three.”

“Three,” Griffin repeated. Suddenly three men appeared on the
staircase above them with hands on their revolvers. Griffin’s knives felt
like heavy weights against their sheaths resting along his black shorts. But
his kind saved humans, not injured them so he needed to subdue these
men. They didn’t injure them.

“Stop! Freeze!” one of the men called out.

Knox rolled his eyes and snorted.

Griffin chuckled. “We’re not moving.”

“Stop right there,” another one called out.

Griffin could only shake his head and let out a deep breath. He
thought they should at least provide some men worth fighting. The idea
of fighting this ridiculous display of three heavyset men with stomachs
that insinuated they were with child and sweat beading down their
foreheads from the short run, was going to embarrass him.

But still, the weapons they held in their hands were a concern. Even
as an immortal, he was susceptible to death. If a bullet entered his heart,
he would die just as a human would.

Knox held up his hands in surrender. Griffin followed the move.
Bringing the men close was ideal.

“Get your hands up,” the third man demanded.

“They’re up,” Griffin retorted and gave a smug smile. He waited,
annoyed that they were keeping him away from his Watcher, but he
didn’t make his move until the men had them surrounded.

He glanced sideways at Knox, who gave a smile that said what
words couldn’t. He was ready. Looking back to the guards, Griffin drew
in a deep breath and levelled the one closest to him with a hard jab to
head.

The man dropped like dead weight.

Quickly turning, he repeated the move to the other closest to him
before the man had a chance to grab his weapon. After the bang against
the man’s jaw vibrated off his arm, he dropped unconscious, and just as



Whispers of Evil by Stacey Kennedy

he went down, Knox sent the other to join him.

“I'd suspect that isn’t all of them,” Knox said, grabbing onto the
door handle. “We must be quick here, Griffin.” The door flew open, and
Paxtyn stood in the opening, irate.

She gave him a hard punch to the shoulder. “If you ever
man-handle me like that again, I will castrate you.”

Knox frowned. “I needed to—"

Her glare deepened, her eyes narrowing. “You needed to what?”

Knox’s lips tightened into a firm thin line, then he sighed deeply
and grumbled. “I apologize.”

“That’s right you do.” Her glare met Griffin’s. “You waiting for
something or do you plan on going to get her?”

Griffin snapped out of it. Seeing Paxtyn render Knox into an
apologetic fool for protecting her left him a little stunned. Will this be how 1
act once my Watcher joins me? He just couldn’t imagine it. “Right.” He
began to run again. “She’s this way.”

Now focused back on the job at hand, the pull returned inside of
him —the feeling strong, but the signal sent from her weak. The need to
get to her captured him, but something was off. Her essence felt so tired.
His feet pounded against the floor, and the stench of antiseptic filled his
nose. He opened his mouth to block the disgusting smell.

Halfway down the hall, the power hit him like a blast of electricity.
He stopped dead in his tracks and looked to the right. Here.

Without hesitation, he rushed into the room, and his world
stopped. He couldn’t have imagined this. The scene was far more horrific
than even his mind was capable of producing. Here lay his Watcher, the
most beautiful sight he’d ever seen, her ebony hair pulled up in an elastic,
but he suspected once let down, her hair would be long. Her thick lashes
coated her closed eyes, and he wondered what color lay under her lids.
Her lips—plush and pouty. Her body under the white thin nightgown
was frail, pale, and made of bones. If he hadn’t seen her chest rising and
talling, she’d appear dead.

“Oh my god,” Paxtyn cried out. “What have they done to her?”

Griffin couldn’t take his eyes off of his Watcher. Her hands bound

10
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to her sides were strapped to the bed as were her feet. That hair that he
thought so beautiful stuck along her face as if she had been screaming,
fighting against her shackles. Bruises marked her wrists and ankles,
bloody from where she’d pulled to get away.

If he hadn’t sworn to take an oath to defend humans, he’d kill
whoever had done this to her. His breath gasped out, snapping him back
to the present. He had to get her out of this prison. Rushing forward, he
unclipped the restraints on her arms and legs and swept her up in his
arms.

He cradled the dead weight in his arms. Her head fell back, and her
arms dangled at her sides. Griffin placed his hand around her head to
hold it close to his bare chest. The feel of her near him sent a warmth to his
heart he’d never known before. But what had been done to her? Why was
she held in this manner? Rage consumed him.

He glanced back to Knox, and by the look on Knox’s face, Griffin
assumed his eyes looked deadly. “We must go now, before I forget my
vows and make those responsible pay.”

Knox nodded, and his brows drew together in displeasure. “I think
I agree with you on that point.”

Without looking back, Griffin kept his Watcher tight in his arms.
She may have been mistreated, may have even been forgotten, but from
this day forward, he would see that she wouldn’t see another day of
unhappiness. She’s mine now, and I will keep her safe.

11
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Chapter Two

Nayeli groaned. The last round of Haldol —the favorite choice of a
knock-out-drug—had taken its toll. Obviously, Dr. Dickhead had given
her an extra douse of meds to sedate her. Her body felt heavy and her
head groggy. She’d endured four days of being awoken by the whispers
of evil, only to be knocked out again. Not that she minded the silence. The
drugs were an end to the voices that spoke of Hell itself. It was an
affliction she’d suffered for as long as she could remember.

Chants and low growls of hatred. If only she had an answer for it
all or someone who could tell her the reasons her mind was warped
enough to justify why her parents had abandoned her in a mental
institution at the age of ten to never return. Twenty-five years old now,
and still she had no answers for what caused this disease in her mind.

A couple months ago, the voices intensified, and the doctors
resorted to the use of drugs to keep her sedated. Not that she could blame
them. An unruly woman screaming of demons and terrible murders
needed to be restrained.

Her head spun a little as the lasting effects of the medication began
to wear off, leaving behind a throbbing head, an unsteady body, and
waves of sickness passing through her gut. But this was the norm for her.
She had yet to really experience life. Her world revolved around therapy
sessions. And of late, she slept more than she was awake. Her life had
become that of a dead person, one that yet breathed. Who was she
kidding? This couldn’t be called a life.

12
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“She’s waking up,” a woman’s voice said.

A voice she didn’t recognize. Wonderful. More eager students to
learn about the inner workings of a crazy mind. Slowly, the haze of the
drugs cleared her mind, and she succumbed to the voices, opening her
eyes.

A man stood over her. Not just any man, a half naked man, and a
gorgeous half naked man at that. His face was angular, chiselled with
masculine features, and he had sculpted lips. His hazel eyes stood out
against his tanned skin, while his charcoal shoulder-length hair draped
around his face.

She blinked. Then repeated the move a few times over, attempting
to get a sense of understanding here. I'm dreaming. Damn, the sedatives
were making her crazier than she already was.

“Are you feeling all right?” the man asked, his voice a deep smooth
rumble.

He speaks. Her fantasy dream had just kicked up a notch. She
smiled. “Why wouldn’t I be all right? I'm looking at the hottest man I've
ever seen.”

Surprise flickered across his face. A reaction that confused her, he
should be whispering sweet nothings to her, seducing her as she’d seen in
romantic movies she’d been allowed to watch every now and again, not
been surprised by her words.

Unless...

She blinked again. Wait. No, she wasn’t dreaming. She moved her
toes, and her fingers ran across a velvet blanket beneath her. All felt real.
Understanding slowly came to the forefront of her mind, and she shot up
from where she was lying in such a fast move her head smacked against
the man’s.

He groaned.

She squealed and grasped her head in pain. Oh no, she wasn’t
dreaming. The pain was real, and it throbbed. “Ow,” she complained and
rubbed the sore spot above her right eye.

“Nothing about that was romantic.”

A spunky laugh sounded next to her. Nayeli followed the sound. A

13
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woman stood off to the side, along with three other men and one woman.
The men were all clad in black, skin-tight shorts, sort of boxer-brief like,
only shorter. Talk about handsome; all the men had impeccable bodies.
The women were clothed in jeans and T-shirts.

Where am 1?7 Confusion stole her senses. She glanced around the
room. Crimson curtains lined the walls and candles lit the space dimly.
Glancing down, she noticed she sat atop an altar of some type, the velvet
covering it soft beneath her fingertips.

What the heck is going on?

The man rubbed his hand against the red spot where she’d marked
him. “Are you all right?” he asked her again.

“I'm not sure,” Nayeli answered honestly as she looked around at
the faces surrounding her. “Um...where am I, and who are you people?”

The man lowered his hand and smiled gently. “I'm Griffin.”

“Nayeli,” she responded. It seemed the appropriate thing to say
rather than screaming madly and running the hell out of here, which was
definitely an option. But, there was something about him that stopped
her, something in his eyes that begged, Don’t run.

“Nayeli,” he repeated. His smile grew as if her name was the most
beautiful sound he’d ever heard. He stepped in closer toward her and
took her hand. “I am yours.”

His rough hand closed around hers, and her heart did a little
pitter-patter. To be touched, in a personal way... She’d longed for this.
Tears began to pool in her eyes at the wonderful feel of it, but the
distraction of the others’ laughter stopped her from actually crying.

The interruption broke the emotional connection and brought
clarity to her mind. Did she hear him right? “You're what?”

“Yours.” His eyes didn’t lie. A possessive twinkle appeared in
those hazel depths. “As in you’re mine and we’re destined to belong
together.”

The woman stepped forward, laughing. “It's called being subtle,
Griffin. Learn it.” She glanced over to Nayeli. “Hi, I'm Paxtyn. It’s really
great to meet you.”

“Ah...hi...” Nayeli responded.

14
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Silence fell in around them, and Nayeli waited as she searched the
faces of these people, wondering what to say. Her mind swirled with
confusion, yet, she wasn’t as nervous or frightened as she’d have expected
to be. With Griffin’s touch on her hand, his thumb running across the back
of her hand, she couldn’t deny that something about this felt right.

Finally, Griffin broke the silence. “I—we—have long awaited your
arrival.”

“Where...” Nayeli started, but suddenly a pure wave of calm
washed over her, quieting her words.

“Nayeli,” a soft voice spoke from behind her.

She glanced over her shoulder to meet the woman’s gaze. An image
of pure perfection, she was flawless. Her long brown hair swept across her
body as if the energy that surrounded her made it move in waves. Eyes,
bluer than Nayeli had ever seen, could only be described as the color of
the sky on a perfect sunny day. Something angelic lived within her, and
Nayeli could find nothing in her to deny that this woman wasn’t human.
“What are you?” Her voice came out in a whisper.

The woman smiled, and a glow emanated of her. She leaned
forward and took Nayeli’'s hand. “I am Elysia, and we,” she waved
toward the others with her other hand, “are your family.”

“You're my what?”

Paxtyn laughed. She sat up on the altar at Nayeli’s feet. “Let me tell
you. I'll give you the short version to spare you what I went through.
She,” she pointed back to Elysia, “is a Fallen Angel. Put here to protect
humans against demons, and yes, I see the question on your face. Demons
are real. Satan, Hell, evil... it all exists. Your mother did the nasty with
either one of the two male Fallen Angels here on earth, those who stay in
hiding to keep producing us, Watchers and Seekers. These,” she pointed
to the men, “are Seekers, men who fight against the nasty creatures and
bring them back to her,” she pointed back to Elysia, “so she can send them
back to Hell.” She took a long deep breath then continued. “We—Daleyn
and I—are Watchers. We have the gift, or as some would say curse, to see
a demon in the act of killing a human. You are one of us. We help discover
as much as we can about the demons so the Seekers can hunt them down.

15
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I think that’s about it.” Her eyes rose to the ceiling, and her lips pursed.
She glanced back and smiled. “Yes, I think that covers it.”

Nayeli glanced to Daleyn, who was bright-eyed, rosy cheeked and
currently gave her a smile that eased her worries. Anyone who looked
that sweet wasn’t about to cause her pain. But then, everything that
Paxtyn said sunk in. “I'm one of you?”

Paxtyn shrugged and gave her an innocent smile. “Hard to believe,
right? That’s the lowdown. Trust me. It took me days to get all that
processed. Spelling it out like that is just easier, and once you accept it,
believing will save you a big headache.”

Griffin took Nayeli’s chin in his hand, bringing her focus back to
him. “Why were you kept in that hospital?”

The rage in his eyes was unmistakeable, and she felt oddly
protected by it. “Well...um...” Still, to admit her flaw out loud to
strangers unsettled her. It was hard enough to talk about it with the
students or doctors. Discussing this with people she didn’t know, plus this
sexy man who sent his steel, penetrating gaze at her, wasn’t easy.

He gave his head a soft shake and continued to rub his thumb
against her hand. “Do not be ashamed. What you can do is a gift, nothing
less.”

This was all backwards. For years, she’d been an outcast. His
implication that what she endured in her mind was an ability, a treasured
one, was ridiculous. “A gift?”

“Yes,” Elysia said and came around the altar to stand beside
Griffin. “As Paxtyn has told you, both she and Daleyn share an ability
such as yours. And Griffin is right. You hold a special talent that will only
strengthen our family.”

Nayeli couldn’t wrap her head around this. “When you say ability,
are you talking about how I can hear strange words in my head?”

Elysia’s eyes lit up, and she gave a soft nod. “Yes, my young one,
that is what I am talking of.”

If she hadn’t lived as a crazy person for so long, this all might be a
bit much to take. But really, what was strange to most was normal to her.
Nothing real existed in her life. And truthfully, to have an answer for it

16
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all, sounded too good to try to deny. “You can hear the voices too?” she
asked Paxtyn.

“No.” Paxtyn visibly shuddered. “Sorry, but I'm glad I can’t. I've
got enough to deal with. When I pass over a place where a person has
been killed by a demon, the vision of that act comes back to me.” She
nodded to Daleyn, who smiled. “That’s what she can do too, but I can also
talk to the dead.”

Nayeli’s eyes grew wide. She’d thought she was nuts, but that was
absurd. “You can talk to dead people?”

Paxtyn chuckled. “Fucked up, right?”

Yes, it’s certainly that. “Um...well...” Nayeli felt spun around, like
the world was collapsing around her.

Paxtyn jumped off the table just as Daleyn spoke up, her voice
cheery and happy. “I know you're so confused right now. We’ve all been
there, but once you and Griffin are joined, it'll be all straightened out.”

“Joined?” Nayeli repeated. Joined to him? What for and how? Sure,
the man was sexy as all get-out, but she still hadn’t processed what he’d
told her before. What had he meant by they were destined to be together?
Not that she’d mind being destined to him. She couldn’t have dreamed up
a more perfect man, but her experience with men equalled zilch. She’d
never even had a boyfriend, let alone thought she would one day get
married.

Griffin squeezed her hand, drawing her eyes to his. His features
softened. “A power lives within you, a means to make you an immortal.
To join our family, we must be bound together, and it is I who will release
this power to you.”

“Immortal? Like never die immortal?”

Griffin nodded, and a grin reached his eyes. “Together —forever.”

She just couldn’t wrap her head around it. “But you don’t even
know me. How can you be sure you’ll want me forever?” She wasn't
ignorant of the fact that she hadn’t mentioned she had no hesitation in
being joined with him. His soul shone through his eyes, and what she
saw, she liked. Nothing in her would refuse this union. It was a pull
almost, a yearning she’d never felt before. Odd but true.

17
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Griffin snorted a chuckle. He raised his other hand to her cheek and
brushed her face with a light touch. “Can you not feel it now?”

She shrugged and found herself leaning against his touch. It felt so
good, so loving to be touched, not poked and prodded at, and her body
revelled in it. “I feel something...a pull of sorts.”

He nodded encouragingly. “Yes, that is our pairing.” His smile
confirmed the truth in what he said.

“Okay...” She paused for a moment to gather her thoughts. “What
would I have to do to join this family?”

“You have to get it on while we watch,” one of the Seekers called
out.

A typical playboy, like she’d seen in movies, sexy in all the right
places, and by the tone he’d just used, he appeared to have the attitude to
go with it. Before, she could voice her shock, Griffin scowled at him.
“Tate, if you can’t keep your mouth shut, get the hell out.”

Tate only grinned in return.

Another Seeker stood next to him, nearly a mirror image, but
where Tate was entirely muscular, the other man was more slender. They
were both blond, blue-eyed, handsome men, and this one appeared to
hold the same arrogant expression. His nod came quick as a grin rose to
his face. “I'm Shep. Nice to meet ya.”

Beside him, another Seeker had his arm draped over Daleyn. His
amber eyes reflected his happiness and provided a little light to his face
topped with a head of dark hair. He smiled and gave a firm nod. “I am
Zane. Welcome.”

No one looked scary, nor did they look as if they were lying to her.
By Paxtyn’s explanation, plus every set of eyes on her awaiting her
response, she suspected this was all really happening. But only one
thought captured her. “So, if we...do this...I will get to stay here? I won’t
have to return to the hospital?”

Griffin’s look turned deadly, and his eyes narrowed. “You’ll never
go back there again.”

With that, she was right ready to strip down and get to business. To
never go back to the hospital, to never be medicated again...of course she
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wanted that. But, there was a little problem with this. She looked back to
Griffin, mortified she had to make this known. “I can’t have sex with
you.” His expression fell with unhappiness, and she instantly regretted
her word choice. She hadn’t meant to disappoint him, and she needed to
rectify this. “No, it’s not that I don’t want to. It's that I can’t do it with
everyone here...watching.”

Griffin smiled with a grin that spoke of reassurance. “I understand
it is unusual for you, but we are all comfortable with this. It's our way. No
one here will judge you, and many Watchers and Seekers have done this
before along the way. For us, it is a beautiful sacrament. Watching
immortality be given to a new member of our family is a blessing and not
one any of us would miss.”

Okay, well that relieved that concern, but it still didn’t ease her
totally. She leaned forward, kept her gaze on his, and whispered, “I've
never done it before.”

Griffin’'s brows rose, and shock flashed across his expression.
“You've never...”

Could this be any more embarrassing? “No...well..I've been in a
hospital since I was a kid.” She shrugged away the humiliation. “Who
wants to date a crazy girl?”

Griffin frowned, took a deep breath, and looked to Elysia. “I will
not take her here.”

“This is the ceremony, Griffin,” Elysia said with a sweet smile on
her face. “You know this.”

Griffin crossed his arms over his chest, squaring himself in front of
her. “I will say again. I will not take her here, not if she’s never been
touched in that way before.”

Nayeli glanced between them. Elysia smiled as if she was being
offered a diamond. Griffin glared. She began to feel silly. They’d all done
this before, just this way, so who was she to be treated any differently?
Sure, she found this odd and wasn’t about to say she was comfortable
with it all. However, if this meant she didn’t have to return to the hospital
then so be it. Besides, there was something to this place—she could feel it
soul deep—something that commanded her to stay and agree to this. “It’s
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really...” she started.

Griffin’s glare stopped her. “I will not.”

Nayeli looked anywhere but at the anger on Griffin’s face. She
thought it sweet he was concerned for her, but at the same time, rules
were rules. She’d been treated differently her entire life, and she didn’t
want that to happen here.

“I have an idea,” Paxtyn exclaimed.

“What idea?” Griffin growled, low and deep.

“Okay.” She took a deep breath. “Go to your room, get
her...er...ready, then come back and finish her...er...off here.” Was she
blushing?

Nayeli sure was.

Griffin’s eyes fell to the floor. He moved his foot along the carpet as
if he was deep in thought, then a moment later, he looked at Elysia.
“Would you be agreeable to that?”

“The transfer of power does not take until the moment of climax. It
would be fine if you readied her as you wish, and prepared her body with
yours before you brought her to the ceremony. I would agree to that, yes.”

Nayeli’s blush deepened. “What?”

“Your immortality, the joining of our family, happens in the
moment of your climax.” Elysia answered as if she was ordering a double
coffee at the cafe.

Nayeli laughed, a nervous sound. “Oh.” No one had ever given her
the birds and the bees talk. Of course, she wasn’t dead. The need to
pleasure herself had taken her every now and again, and she indulged in
the sensations to ease her ache. Still, it wasn’t talked about. Having such a
candid conversation on the subject left her blushing like a teenage girl.

Griffin watched her, seemingly deep in thought. Finally, he let out
a deep breath. “I will agree to that.” Then, he took Nayeli’s hand and
pulled.

Paxtyn lunged forward, wrapped her arm around Nayeli and
pulled her back. “No, you don’t.”

“What is it now?” Griffin snarled.

Paxtyn smiled, and the men all laughed. “She has been in a hospital
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for way too long. She hasn’t had a shower...and...needs to do girly things.”
She levelled him with a stern look. “She’s coming with me first.”

Relief washed over Nayeli. First off, she couldn’t have a razor at the
hospital. Never once had she shaved her armpits, legs or anything else for
that matter. If she was expected to get naked with him, she wanted to look
as most women did she’d seen in the hospital with their skirts on, silky
smooth.

Before Nayeli could say anything word, Griffin nodded to Paxtyn,
turned back to her, took her chin, and brought her face up. He grinned in
a sultry way, with an arched brow. “This will give you something to look
forward to.” Then, he captured her lips in a kiss that completely surprised
her.

The annoyance she’d seen on him a moment ago did not manifest
in his kiss. His lips were gentle, like an introduction, and she accepted it.
Never had she been kissed before, and the feel of a man’s lips—Griffin’s
lips—across her skin was heaven. She expected him to back away. He
didn’t. He put a hand on her lower back and drew her in closer, raising
his hands to her neck and placing his thumbs along her cheek as he
stroked the skin gently. He pushed harder against her lips, willing her to
open them.

She did. With a light flick, he slowly met her tongue, then gripped
her face tighter and brought her into a kiss that shook her knees. His
tongue swiping against hers and their mouths working in unison was
simply divine.

Abruptly, he drew away, then gave her lips another soft kiss. She
opened her eyes. His gaze bore down into hers, a statement that there was
nothing to fear. She’d seen this look before. Actors gave it to actresses in
movies, but she never thought it real. Impossible as it seemed, adoration
and appreciation shone in his eyes. The warmth of it made her swoon.

“Okay, well, passion isn’t going to be a problem between you two.”
Paxtyn laughed and took Nayeli’s hand. “Let’s get you pretty.”

Nayeli went, but glanced behind her to look at Griffin. He wasn’t
lying. There was something between them that defied logic. And
something that said her days of sadness and loneliness ended today.
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Chapter Three

Daleyn gave Griffin a kind smile as she closed the door. Part of him
was grateful she’d gone with Nayeli—maybe Paxtyn would mind herself.
The other part of him worried that having the two of them together would
only make matters worse.

“Good to be home I bet?” Zane asked.

Griffin turned back to his brother. Zane’s amber eyes were a good
reminder of the bond he shared with his Watcher —nothing but happiness
lived within their depths. Knox, Zane and Griffin had all had found their
Watchers. They’d spent years—too many years—together, all waiting.
Now, that journey was over. Now their family grew stronger. A certain
peace came with that. The long, drawn out fights were being shortened by
the talents of the Watchers. It settled a little bit of the unease that always
lived close to his heart. “It is good to be back.” An understatement really,
being home felt fantastic. These men were a solid in his life, and he was
glad to be back, surrounded by them again. “Have things been well here?”

Shep jumped up onto the altar and let his feet dangle over the side.
He beamed, his face showing a bit of arrogance. “A few lesser demons
over the last month —nothing strenuous.”

“Glad to hear it,” Griffin said through tight lips. He watched those
legs bang against the altar —his altar for today —and fury burned inside of
him. “Do you mind getting off of there?”

“Why?” Shep gave him a mystified expression. He cocked his head
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as he studied Griffin. Then, he looked down at where he sat, laughed, and
jumped off. “Right, I forgot.”

Forgot? How could he forget that in just a short time he was going
to have his Watcher spread across that altar, naked, while he indulged in
her body? He scowled, but forced himself to rein back in his aggravation.
Shep was young—only here just over a year. Tate was even younger. He’d
come to them with Paxtyn. Both men hadn’t had the experience that he,
Knox and Zane did. The importance of today just wouldn’t register with
them. “I've waited two hundred years for her—more time than you can
imagine. Picturing your scrawny ass on that altar is not where I want my
thoughts to go.”

Tate gave a loud shout of laughter. “Come on, man. Once you've
got her spread wide for you, your cock is the only thing you're going to
think of.”

Griffin growled. Knox stepped in beside him, putting a hand on his
shoulder. “Forgive them.” He shot both men a stern glance. “They’re not
going to say another word on the subject.” His look became deeper,
almost daring them to open their mouths. Of course, they didn’t.

Knox out-ranked them, as well as Griffin. The man’s skill in archery
couldn’t be beat. Griffin had rights to the position Knox held within their
family as leader with his talent using daggers. The two held the same
strength in fighting and knowledge. But, he never wanted the leadership
role. Dealing with the young ones held no interest for Griffin. Now, he
was only too grateful he didn’t hold the reins. It would have meant time
away from Nayeli, and that he would not allow.

“Griffin.” Elysia’s voice came through his annoyance. He looked
back to her. She gave a kind smile and smoothed out the velvet draping
the altar with her hand. “You will have to be gentle with her.”

As if he’d be anything but. He was the one who’d suggested that he
not take her initially in front of the others. What did she think he’d do?
Just shove himself inside this small woman and tear her to shreds? “Your
instruction here, Elysia, is not needed.”

She laughed. The sweet sound filled the room. Her beautiful blue
eyes twinkled with amusement at him. “Of course you don’t. However,
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it’s not the physical act between you that I am talking of.”

The men laughed. Griffin shot them a look that said if they did not
stop his fist would remove their smiles. “What are you talking of then?”
Tate, Shep and Zane went dead silent. Knox disguised his laugh as a
cough. Not too well, he might add.

Elysia stepped around the altar to come close to him, with an
expression only a Fallen Angel could wear—calm and lovely. “She is very
damaged.”

Anger burned at him at her choice of words. “Like hell is she.” She
had a rough go of things. He would concur with that. But, nothing in what
he’d seen so far resembled a woman that was damaged beyond repair.

“I'm not telling you this to upset you,” Elysia said as she raised her
hand and placed it on his shoulder. “I mean it in a way to help you. The
woman I see in her is there, but buried beneath years of pain and
mistreatment. I fear that if you don’t help her ease the hole in her heart,
she will suffer more because of it.”

The thought nearly consumed him with rage. What would that get
him though? He only raged against everyone who didn’t deserve his
wrath. It was his job now to see Nayeli well, and if he didn’t understand
her properly, he’d never succeed. Resolved, he sighed away the anger.

Elysia settled back to lean against the altar. The woman always did
know how to get the men around her to listen and how to settle the
testosterone that coursed through their veins. She continued, “The voices
she hears have become a part of her now.”

“What does that fucking mean?” Tate exclaimed.

Griffin didn’t mind his question. Her admission left him a little
stunned. Was the meaning that Nayeli was now dark, evil? He hadn’t seen
any of that in her. But, he also might be blinded by the bond they shared.
His need of her could hide her flaws.

Elysia’s brows furrowed slightly. “Hearing such things for so long,
with no understanding of what they were would leave a lasting effect on
any heart.”

“So, you are saying that she has been affected by these voices, not
consumed by them?” Knox said.
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Griffin still processed what she’d said earlier, but was glad Knox
had the mind space to ask the next appropriate question. His thoughts
were too wrapped up to really think about what needed to be asked.

Elysia nodded. “Yes, Knox, that’s exactly right. Darkness weighs
heavy on her shoulders, but it hasn’t overtaken her. Not yet, anyway. You
need to get her away from this dark part of herself. Bring her back into the
light.”

That reference woke him up like an ice cold bucket of water being
thrown at him. “You're saying it will?”

Elysia’s expression was soft and full of knowledge. “No, I am only
saying that she needs to be handled gently. We cannot push her. She is not
strong like Paxtyn and has had a much harder life than Daleyn. I worry if
we push her too hard, too fast, her mind will not be able to hold up. But it
is important for her to shed this protection around her. It confuses her
judgment, and she never acts on her heart, only on instinct.”

“She seems to be handling everything well so far,” Zane
commented. “She’s agreed to all this, hasn’t she?”

Good point. Griffin hadn’t noticed a moment of instability in her as
of yet. Her strength seemed faultless. Was he missing a piece of her that
lay hidden? He’d never known Elysia to be wrong, and he’d bet his life
she wasn’'t wrong now. Still, he had a hard time believing this sweet
woman with kind eyes who seemed entirely put together was really
crumbling to pieces. “How can you be so sure?”

Elysia gave them all a knowing look. “What you see on the outside
isn’t always what is going on inside.”

“Does she have a few screws loose then?” Shep laughed.

Griffin snarled at him. “Say that again and you will lose an arm.”
Shep’s laughter ceased.

“No, she is not ill in that regard, but she has lived a long time
numbing these voices, ignoring them.” Elysia’s eyes held worry. “When
she begins to allow these voices to come through, and listens to them, I am
fearful it will be very overwhelming at first. You need to really explain
things and be there for her. Allow her to take some of your strength when
she first encounters these voices.”
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“She is important,” Knox commented.

“Quite important,” Elysia remarked. “She holds an ability that will
allow us to know what is being planned.” She glanced around the circle of
men and held each of their gazes before moving on to the next. “You can
all understand just how much this would strengthen our stance against
Hell.” Griffin nodded, and so did the others. “Her soul is broken, and it
will do you all well to remember that.”

“Do you wish to speak with her?” Griffin asked.

Elysia shook her head. “Paxtyn was able to explain this to her. I feel
that her forwardness might be exactly what Nayeli needs.” She looked to
Knox. “You two need to join Griffin in her teachings.”

Knox gave a firm nod.

Griffin mulled this over a moment. He put his feelings for her aside
and listened only to what Elysia told him so he could see straight. It
wasn’t about proving who Nayeli was and defending that to his death. He
was being told this because Elysia thought it wise too. He wasn’t arrogant
enough to say he understood women. If she saw something he and the
other men didn’t, he wasn’t really that surprised. His trust in her had been
built on years together. He wouldn’t dismiss that trust now. “Be gentle
with her then.”

Elysia nodded, smiled, and let out a very soft sigh. “Yes, Griffin, be
gentle.”

* %k X %

Nayeli couldn’t believe she was doing this. What am I thinking? It
wasn’t all the demon stuff that had her stunned. She’d seen enough evil
walk through the doors of the hospital to know it existed. It was that she
was about to make love to someone she didn’t know, and in front of
others too. Yup, she really was completely out of her mind.

The truth of the matter was she couldn’t go back to the hospital,
which resolved her hesitation. Anything was better than that.

After a final run of the razor on her leg, she rinsed off her leg, and
put the razor on the edge of the shower. She still felt a little flushed over
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the incident with the razor since she’d never shaved before —anything.
Paxtyn had to give her a quick lesson. Not something she wanted to
repeat anytime soon, although she was appreciative. She rose back up,
and the warm water came down around her face. She felt undeniably
clean and silky smooth—very sexy.

Suddenly, her entire body tensed as a very familiar sound came
into her mind. “Yen holm tagon, fesir slarn.” The warmth of the water went
ice cold as the whispers of evil stole her thoughts. The words were said
three times in a row, nothing she could understand, but the tone was as it
always was —pure evil.

She waited for more words to come. They never did. But that
wasn’t unusual. It always started just like this. Once a voice came, she’d
hear it once a day to start. Then as it grew in strength, the episodes would
come more rapidly until they came each hour, each minute —after that,
sedation was a must.

On that note, she turned off the water, wrung her hair out and
opened the shower door. A little squeal of surprise passed her lips. “Oh
gosh, you scared me.”

Paxtyn laughed as she handed her a towel. “Sorry. I was
wondering if you were stalling and needed a little push.”

Nayeli laughed, a nervous sound, and wrapped the towel around
her. Should I tell her what I just heard? She pondered that a moment, then
decided against the idea. Until she knew more, believed all of what they
were telling her, she didn’'t want to make herself look crazier than they
probably already thought she was. “No, I wasn’t stalling. It just felt really
good to shower alone.”

Paxtyn’s face became puzzled. “You've never showered alone
before?’

It's why being naked in front of Paxtyn or anyone else for that
matter wasn’t at all unsettling. She was used it. “At the hospital the nurses
did random searches on the patients’ bodies to be sure we weren’t hiding
anything and showers were always public. Guess they thought I was
going to bash my head against the tiles to kill myself —or something.” Not
that the thought hadn’t crossed her mind, but usually by the time she
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resolved to Kkill herself, she was knocked out by the medication—a really
vicious cycle.

“That’s fucking awful.” Paxtyn’s expression crinkled in disgust.
“And I thought it was bad seeing dead people. You've won the
trophy —you had it worse.” She grabbed onto Nayeli’s hand. “Come on,
Daleyn’s waiting for us.”

Nayeli stepped out of the shower. Her warm feet hit the cold tiles
as she followed behind Paxtyn out of the bathroom and into the living
room. The room was very warm and inviting with dark painted walls,
wooden floors, and rich furniture. But in contrast to that, there were
flowers in abundance, colourful decorative pillows, and fancy art work on
the walls.

Daleyn sat on the couch examining her fingernails. As Nayeli
cleared the bathroom door, she glanced up and smiled. “What did you do
in there? Fall asleep?”

Paxtyn kept a firm hold on Nayeli’s hand. “She was just enjoying
the water.” Then she stopped her in front of Daleyn and a single wooden
chair. “There’s your spot—sit.”

Nayeli did as asked. She looked between them. “Okay, what's up?”
Her voice sounded as hesitant as she felt.

Daleyn jumped up and bent down beside the couch. When she
stood, she had over ten bags from different shops with names Nayeli had
never heard of. Well, not like she would have in her prison, but television
always had commercials for places like Target. This Guess written on the
side of the bag wasn’t a name she recognized. “After we got back from the
hospital and while you slept, Tate and Shep went out shopping for you.
They came back not long ago,” she held up the bags, “with this.”

“You sent men to shop for me?” Nayeli exclaimed.

Paxtyn took one of the bags from Daleyn, which read Mac. “Tate is
one of the best—the man has good taste. I'm sure they picked out clothing
that will please Griffin.” She placed the bag on the coffee table, reached
into it and pulled out a headband. “Besides, we gave them a little list of
things that were a must.”

She placed the headband on Nayeli’s head, pushing back her damp
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hair, then dug back into the bag and took out an obscene amount of little
containers, round tubes, lotions of all kinds. Finally, Nayeli understood
what was going on here. “Oh...you’re going to put makeup on me.”

“I'm guessing you’ve never applied makeup before?” Paxtyn
asked. Nayeli shook her head in answer. “Well, you do want to look your
best for today’s events, and every woman needs blush, no matter who she
is. So, I'll do this today for you, and then maybe tomorrow, I'll teach you
how to do it yourself.” She smiled. “Okay?”

A rush of emotion sent a wave of heat to course through Nayeli’s
body. Her throat closed, her chin tingled, and tears filled her eyes. “I...”

“No you don’t,” Paxtyn said firmly. “Number one rule of applying
makeup is no crying. It will smudge it.”

Nayeli gulped back her tears.

Daleyn smiled and rested a hand on her bare shoulder. “We all
understand what you're going through. Each of us has been where you
are. It’s very overwhelming, and we’re all sympathetic to that.”

“It’s not that.” Nayeli forced her voice to come out strong and kept
her tears at bay. “It's just I always dreamed of moments like this. Simple
girly moments—happy moments.” She glanced to Paxtyn then to Daleyn.
“I never thought it'd happen.”

Tears glistened Daleyn’s eyes. “Oh, Nayeli...”

“Now you’ve done it,” Paxtyn exclaimed. Black makeup ran down
Daleyn’s cheeks. “See? Point proven. Don’t cry.”

Daleyn laughed, wiped her eyes, and squeezed Nayeli’s shoulder.
“You won’t have to go back to the hospital, ever. You're not crazy. You
never were. Just no one knew it to tell you. It may take you a while to
come around to the idea of accepting what you are and the gifts you have.
But this is your home, has always been your home. It just took you a little
while to get here. You're safe now. No one will take you away from here.
Griffin would kill anyone who tried.”

Her words brought up the perfect moment for another question
that had been stuck in Nayeli’'s mind while she showered. “About that, is
what he says true? I'm really destined for him, for my whole immortal
life?” Just the thought sounded so ridiculous. At the same time, no one
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was lying to her. She could sniff out a lie like a K-9 did a bomb—a
defensive mechanism from being hospitalized. It was the only way for her
to have any sense of reality, because nothing told to her was ever the
truth. If she hadn’t learned that lesson well, she would’ve lost herself in
that hospital years ago.

Daleyn and Paxtyn both nodded, but Paxtyn answered. “I'm still
laughing about how he told you, blurting it out like that—real smooth.”
She shrugged. “Maybe it was better that way. Knox kept it from me “cause
he’s an idiot.” A smile rose to her face. “But he’s my idiot, just like Griffin
is yours.”

Nayeli considered that a moment, while Paxtyn began to open the
lotion and dabbed her finger in it. “I guess what I'm wondering is how
will he know I will make him happy? What if it turns out he doesn’t like
me?”

Both women laughed.

Daleyn said, “He’s already decided, trust us.”

All of this was overwhelming to say the least, the talk of demons
and the people who destroyed them. But she couldn’t wrap her head
around the whole concept of destined love. “But how can you be so sure?”

“Close your eyes,” Paxtyn said. Nayeli did so, and Paxtyn started
to spread the lotion along her face. “It’s a soul bounding. You and Griffin
are a perfect match for each other. Your personalities will fit. You'll give
him what he needs, and he’ll do the same for you.”

She finished up applying the cream. Nayeli opened her eyes. “So, it
was like that with you and Knox?”

Paxtyn laughed. “Sort of, but don’t use us as an example. It was
complicated, and Knox was difficult.”

“I'd say you were equally difficult,” Daleyn added with a sly tone.

Paxtyn scowled, then sighed and relaxed her face. “Okay, fine, we
were both difficult. But, in the end the connection will always bring you
together. It's a happiness that you cannot imagine.” Then, she started
applying a cream that matched Nayeli's skin tone over her cheeks. “To
understand it, you have to realize Griffin has waited two hundred years to
find you. All he feels is overjoyed you are here. He’s no longer alone. He
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has the one destined to share his life with him.”

“Really, you have nothing to worry about,” Daleyn added. “Griffin
is a wonderful man. If I wasn’t with Zane, I'd snatch him up in a second.”

Paxtyn nodded. “Damn right.”

As much as it was hard to imagine and difficult to grasp, Nayeli
didn’t really doubt any of what had been said to her. Something felt so
instant with Griffin, something she’d never felt before, a real pull right
from the bottom of her soul that declared love between them. Still, it felt
better to have it confirmed out loud. Knowing Daleyn and Paxtyn had
been through the same thing settled her a little. It felt nice to have friends,
women to laugh with, cry with, and tell your deep dark secrets to.

Even as the thought settled in her mind, a heavy weight in her
heart crept up to remind her life wasn’t always pretty. Did she deserve it?
Was it all going to be taken away? Happily ever afters were fairytales
given to others—not to her.

“Do you have questions?” Paxtyn asked as she applied some rose
powder to Nayeli’s cheeks. “You know —about sex?”

Nayeli blushed beneath the coat of makeup. “Um...I'm not sure.”

“Oh, sure you are, you're just too shy to ask.” Paxtyn’s eyes rose to
the ceiling as if she was in thought, then they snapped back to her. “We’ll
start at the beginning. Do you know the basics?”

“Of course, she does,” Daleyn exclaimed. Her brows furrowed, and
her head cocked in question. “You do, don’t you?”

“Well...” Nayeli hesitated. Quickly, she sighed away the
embarrassment and got to it. This would be her only chance to ask any
questions. She didn’t want to go in there today unprepared and looking
foolish in front of everyone. “I know that there is kissing, touching, and
that his manly bit will....”

“Rock your world.” Paxtyn grinned.

Nayeli laughed.

Daleyn just nodded with excited eyes.

Paxtyn continued, “That’s pretty much it. Don’t worry about really
doing anything to him. Just let him explore your body.” She wiggled her
brows. “Then, widen your legs and you’ll be all set.”
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That simply confused her. Sure, her experience was zilch, but
wasn’t this a two-way street? “Shouldn’t I touch him...?”

Paxtyn shook her head. “Not right now. Enjoy it. Because soon
they’ll be demanding you’re on your knees with your lips around their...”

“You don’t have to worry about it,” Daleyn interrupted, chastising
Paxtyn with a look. “Griffin will want to have his way with you,
especially considering you've never done this before. He won't expect
anything from you.”

“But...” Nayeli paused, searched for the right word. “Won’t that
make me look, I don’t know, selfish?”

Laughter filled the air once again.

“Your body will be a treat for him all on its own,” Paxtyn said.

Nayeli looked down to her bony legs. What a treat! “I want to make
sure he gets...pleasure out of this.”

Paxtyn took her hand, squeezed and smiled a shit-eating grin.
“Trust us, he’ll be happy enough to be settled between your thighs.” She
glanced down to Nayeli’s legs then looked back up to her. “Speaking of
which, by the way, you’re now on a strict diet. Eat everything and
anything, all the time.”

“Oh, I almost forgot,” Daleyn said. She went over to the coffee table
and grabbed a huge cheeseburger with fries. “Time to talk is over. You
eat, and Paxtyn will finish your makeup.” Then, she held up a hair dryer.
“I'm going to do your hair.”

Nayeli may have argued with being fussed over, but the burger
looked simply divine. Thick, juicy, pure heaven. She’d seen Burger King
commercials on the television, but now, the sight of it, the smell of it made
her nearly salivate on her plate.

“And there’s the look.” Paxtyn laughed.

Nayeli looked away from the burger, but kept her hand on it just to
be sure it wouldn’t disappear. “What look?”

Paxtyn winked. “The look you're going to have when you're
staring at something else thick and meaty.”
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Chapter Four

Griffin glanced around his room. He’d left in such a rush because
Elysia had told him she discovered his Watcher, he hadn’t considered
what she’d be coming home too. His space was masculine, dark grey
walls, mahogany four-poster bed and matching dresser. No artwork,
nothing that resembled a place a lady should stay in. He would see to
fixing this space up immediately once he had her settled.

A noise drew him away from his thoughts. He glanced over his
shoulder, and Nayeli stood behind him, a stunning beauty. The women
had obviously not only let her shower, but had given her clothes and
makeup. He thought her beautiful before. Now, she was breathtaking,
wearing a black camisole and jeans. Her dark hair fell soft and silky over
her shoulders. Her eyes appeared sexy outlined by dark eye-shadow. Her
cheeks were rosy, and her lips an enticing soft pink. He’d questioned if he
could love—Am I capable—now he had no doubt. This woman belonged to
him. “You're back,” he said gently.

“I'm back,” she whispered, now standing in the middle of the
room.

He could see her tremble, the fear of what was to come reflected in
her eyes. He’d rectify that. She might be afraid of his touches for now. She
probably worried that this would hurt, but he would bring her to a point
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where she begged for his advances. Bring her to a state where she
whispered his name from her pouty mouth. “Come here, Nayeli.”

She paused, a moment that left Griffin’s breath in his throat. Her
soft green eyes were wide and looked worried. “I...I...”

He let out a long breath and went to her. With each step he took,
she reciprocated by taking a step back. He stopped, not wanting to startle
her. “Why do you fear me?”

She looked away from his gaze to the prevalent bulge in his black
shorts that appeared the moment he saw her. “It's not you so much, as
that.”

Withholding his grin was near impossible. He began his approach
to her again in slow, steady movements. She continued her movement
backwards until she met the wall with a loud thud. She gasped.

“You fear it now, but in time, you will grow to crave it.”

“I'm not sure I can do this,” she whispered.

He closed in on her, stopped in front of her, and looked down into
those eyes that could melt his soul. “You can.” He gave her a firm look.
“And you will.”

“Butl...”

He leaned down close to her mouth, and her breath came out in
quick pants he was sure were due to fear. “Nayeli, you're safe with me. I
have waited years, more years than you could fathom, to have you just
like this. I'm only pleased that no one has shared your bed. You have a
right to be nervous, even a right to fear what will happen here, but this
has to be done, not only for you to join our house, but because I cannot
wait another moment not being connected to your body.”

“Will it...” She looked up to him with sweet innocent eyes. “Will it
teel good?”

He grinned. “I will ensure it does.” Then, he ran his finger along
her soft rosy cheek. “Of course, it may hurt a little at first, but I promise to
erase that pain with pleasure.”

A little smile lifted the side of her face. She stepped in closer, and
her body came tight against his hardened length. “Well...that doesn’t
sound so bad.”
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He arched his brow, grinning in return. “No, it doesn’t.” Then, he
leaned down and captured her lips, gentle at first, testing her ways. His
hands came up around her face as he titled her head back, bringing her
mouth higher to meet his. Slowly, she succumbed and parted her lips, and
he continued with open mouth kisses. He worked his mouth along with
hers in a manner that would weaken her in the knees.

She sighed against his mouth. He took it as an invitation, and
lightly he released his tongue from his mouth, skimming her bottom lip.
Her sigh came again, this time more heated. She parted her lips wider as
he continued to work his lips with hers in a slow movement. He slipped
his tongue past her lips and connected with her warm wet tongue. A
growl rose from his throat from the taste of her, the feel of her. His only
thoughts were of her lips below. Would she be as warm and as wet as
what he felt now?

With their tongues sliding across each other, their mouths
continuing to work in unison, and her body slowly released the tension
that had captured it. She came closer toward him, her arms reached up to
stroke the muscles along his chest, and his cock throbbed at the feel of her
small hands discovering him.

She made him feel powerful, a man capable of defending her at all
cost. Her little frame was nothing in comparison to his strength, and he
enjoyed that fact, enjoyed that if he picked her up, he could make love to
her as he stood without a struggle.

Time for that would have wait. Now, he had to remember to be
gentle. Her small body was going to have difficulty accepting his cock. For
once, he wished he wasn’t as well endowed. She was going to have to
stretch for him, and the pain, he suspected, would be great.

His lips stayed on hers, forcing her to lose herself in him. He
brought his hands down from her face and ran his fingers slowly down
her arms, pleased to feel her shudder. He took her hands in his and pulled
her forward. Slowly, he stepped back. His legs hit the bed, and he opened
his eyes as he removed his lips from her mouth.

Her eyes slowly opened, and her dark wide pupils met him. How
beautiful she looked now—heated, filled with desire. He found it
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endearing.

He was going to enjoy teaching her, pleasuring her, and he was
sure as hell going to enjoy watching her experience her climax for the first
time. Slowly, ever so gently as to not scare her, he took the hem of her
shirt and lifted it until she was bared. Just how I want her. Leaving her bra
on, he ran his finger down the center of her chest, down to her belly
button and along the rim of her pants.

Her reaction nearly made his control falter. She panted slightly and
squeezed her thighs together. His only response was to clench his jaw in
need and close his eyes. Clearly, she was eager for him to make his move,
and witnessing that display nearly levelled him.

“Are you all right?” Nayeli asked in a whisper.

He opened his eyes and nodded. “My control around you is
limited. Your reactions, your movements, are driving me to near
insanity.”

A proud look flashed over her features. “I really do that to you?”
The little grin that rose on her face only made his statement truer.

He groaned. “Yes.” He took a breath to stabilize himself. His body
burned to yank her pants off and slam inside of her. He could only hope
he’d not forget to be gentle once he caught sight of her naked skin, once
his lips touched her sensitive flesh and his tongue tasted her. He prayed to
God above that his control would remain intact.

Her soft stomach tightened beneath his finger, and she quivered
and gave a little moan for more. He stopped over top of the button of her
jeans and kept his stare focused on hers as he unhooked it. Her breath
drew deeper, and her eyes were hooded, the pupils dilated farther to hide
the pretty green color. He unzipped the jeans, freeing her with a painful
slowness.

He placed his fingers inside the rim of her jeans and her panties
and began to pull them down slowly, over her rump, past her thighs until
they pooled at her feet. She was brave enough to step out of them. His
cock jumped. His Watcher was more eager than she was letting on, and he
felt oddly proud. She may have been afraid, but she was conquering that
fear —willing to let him inside of her without really knowing him—and
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trusting him enough to expose herself.

Indulging himself, he ran his hands along her thighs, her rump, any
place he could just feel the body that now belonged to him. Slowly, he
reached up, continuing to feel her skin up her sides, and shifted his hands
to meet the back of her bra where he unclipped it. The black lace
immediately began to fall off her shoulders. He assisted the light fabric,
latching onto it and pulling it down off her arms so it joined her clothing
on the floor.

Her gaze remained glued to his. He suspected if she looked away,
her courage would fail her. He didn’t have the resolve to not enjoy the
sight of her. Her beauty astounded him, and even more astonishing, she
had no idea of her worth. No arrogance. No vanity, just an innocence that
begged to be appreciated. It was a look he would see replaced by one that
spoke of a powerful woman. One that could cripple a man to his knees,
and one that he believed she was surely capable of being.

His eyes travelled the length of her, over the long thin lines of her
neck and her shoulders that were feminine, yet not held high. The
explorations of her body stopped at her two small breasts with dark
nipples, already erect and waiting for his mouth to enjoy them. He
pondered doing just that, but thought it impossible to deny himself a
further look over her.

Her ribs stuck out from her body, a sign of her malnutrition, a look
that did nothing for his arousal and sparked a possessive trait in his soul
that made him want to rage against the ones who put her in this
condition. Her stomach was thin and lined with muscles that he suspected
would develop into a stunning mid-section once she was fed properly.

Then, his eyes stopped. Her thighs were close together, but the
thinness of them left a space that showed off her splendid pussy. He
expected to find soft brown curls hiding what he sought. Instead, she had
delighted him with a shaved pussy that only left a strip of hair pointing
the way to her clit. He was sure Paxtyn assisted her in this knowledge,
because he doubted she would have had the experience to know to do
this.

He’d seen pussies. Hell, he’d seen hundreds of them through the
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years, some wildly unmanaged, others trimmed, others bare. But this sight
was simply heaven to him. He could see every part of her, and it was a
most beautiful sight. Her body was tight, every square inch of her. She
was perfectly stunning.

He reached out, unable to hold back and traced a finger along the
hair that lined sex. “You are very pretty here.”

Her breath caught, and she squeaked, a sound he suspected was
meant to be words, but she was incapable of forming them.

His eyes drew back to hers to find she’d leaned her head back
slightly and shut her eyes tight. Her bottom lip had been drawn into her
mouth, and she nibbled on it. He wouldn’t wait any longer. He stopped
his finger’s dance over her body, put his hands on her hips, and turned
her around to help her onto the bed.

She went willingly, her eyes now open, seeking, begging him to
give her more of what he was just doing. Griffin rejoiced. He would give
her that and more. The thrill of being able to welcome her into the world
of pleasure made his cock stiffen like a rod.

He laid her down on the bed. Her long ebony hair cradled her
head, creating a vision of perfection in front of him. Her legs drew
together, and that he would not have. “Do not hide yourself from me. I
couldn’t bear it.” He gently nudged at her legs, and in very small moves,
she widened them for him.

Griffin groaned deeply. Needing more, he latched onto her thighs
with his hands, raised her knees up and pushed against her legs to spread
her wide. His heart pounded in his chest. By God above, she’s something to
behold.

Her hands came down beside her and grasped onto the bed sheets.
He was unsure if she was still nervous, or if she was on the brink of
demanding he do something to her. He stepped in closer to her body,
leaned down over her, and gave one very long slow lick across her nipple.

She shuddered, and her hands came up quick and wrapped in his
hair. Griffin smiled. She was about to become undone, and he’d enjoy
every damned second of it. With his teeth, he took the little taut nipple in
his mouth and gave it a squeeze. Her response was to arch her back up,
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pushing her breast against his face.

He released her skin and ran his hands along her breasts. Small,
perfect for her body, but enough to fill his hand. He brought her nipples
close together and played with each, one after another. Light licks, simple
nibbles to stir her.

It did just that. Soft moans poured from her mouth, and she
squirmed as she leaned her head back against the bed with closed eyes.
He could have stayed there a lifetime watching her and licking her perky
breasts. But he wanted —needed —more.

He craved a taste of her.

With his hands still on her breasts, he began to trail kisses along the
middle of her chest to her stomach, stopping just above her public line.
She responded by angling her hips up and rubbing herself along his chest.
Oh, this woman could control him if she wanted or discovered she was
capable of doing so.

His head came above her warmth, and he inhaled deeply, smelling
her musk. The smell of her arousal drifted through the air around him,
and the scent of woman titillated his scenes. He lowered his head, not
waiting for a moment. He licked against her soft sensitive skin, and she let
out a loud whimper.

“Shhh...” he purred against her flesh. “You do not need to fret. I
will erase the ache you feel here.” Then, he licked out again, lapping at the
wetness under his tongue. He drew the moisture back into his mouth and
let it sit on his tongue. Her taste drove his need to join with her to a limit
he could hardly control.

But he would. He would give her what she deserved. Treat her
body like the treasure that she was, and enjoy for himself the gift she gave
him. With slow licks, he prepared her, letting her experience the
sensations washing across her before he proceeded to bring her to climax.
Her breaths were deep, filling his ears, and each inhale brought his own
arousal to lethal limits.

His tongue swept across her skin until he had devoured all of the
sweetness that had escaped her body. Then, he placed his hands under
her rump, angled her hips up farther and rose above her slightly. With
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butterfly kisses, he reached her clit. He swore he could feel the throb of it
on his lips.

She began to show her impatience and swirled her hips, pushing
herself against his face to ease the ache of her clit. He allowed it and
stiffened his tongue to give further pressure while she sought to gain
relief.

As he expected, the relief she looked for was near impossible to
reach on her own. Steadying her with his hands, he licked out, and she
screamed, squeezing her hands that still were tangled in his hair. He
glanced up to her to see she burned with lust.

He drew in a deep breath, kept his eyes on her and unleashed
himself, gentle no more. With firm licks, he came at her clit, swirling it,
sucking on it, biting it with his teeth, and his Watcher beneath his mouth
lost control. Her screams echoed around him, and her body shook in his
hands as he held her to him.

It only took moments before her entire body froze, her eyes rolled
back into her head, and his wish was granted. She shouted out his name
that roared of pleasure and acceptance.

Then, she completely relaxed.

Griffin lowered her bottom back onto the bed and began to kiss
back up her stomach. She still hadn’t moved. He hovered over her and
waited. A few minutes later, nothing. No movement.

He chuckled deeply. “I hope I have not killed you.”

Her eyes slowly fluttered open, and she laughed so sweetly it was
music to his ears. “I think you did.” Then, she reached out, trailing her
hands along his chest, circling his nipples then running down each plane
of his abs.

His cock strained against his shorts, and when she stroked the tip
of it, his hips thrust forward. She laughed again. “I've never
touched...this...before. It feels needy.”

He groaned and closed his eyes as she ran her hand up and down
the shaft of his cock over his shorts. “It is that.” Then, he looked down to
her. “I cannot wait any longer, Nayeli. I am sorry this will cause you pain,
but I must have you—now.”
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The worry shifted back on her face, but she nodded. Griffin stood,
freed his cock from his shorts and let them fall to the ground. When he
glanced back up, Nayeli had wide eyes as she looked him over.

“It's understandable that you are nervous,” he said, hoping it
would console her worries. He wasn’t pleased to see this fretful look cross
her face again. He would be gentle. Yes, there would be pain, but if he
took his time, he’d also show her pleasure that followed the sting.

“No, it's not that,” she answered, continuing to stare at his hard-on.
“It’s that you're really quite magnificent.” She looked to him again. The
worry had evaporated, replaced by a hunger he’d thought her not yet
capable of.

Happiness soared through him hearing her approval. He never
thought of himself of a man that needed a woman to whisper sweet
nothings to him. Apparently, he was wrong. He leaned back over her,
bracing his hands beside her head. “I can only enter you here. After we
manage that, we will need to do this with the others.”

“Okay, that is just weird when you say it like that.” She laughed.
“But, okay...I think.”

He smiled at her apprehension and closed his body on hers. Then,
he laid his lips against hers, his intent to bring her mind away from his
cock drawing close to her. He was pleased to see, with his mouth busy on
hers, that she did not flinch when his cock sat against her opening. He
gave a little push with his hips, and the tip slid easily into her due to the
wetness. She moaned slightly, and her body tensed, but he continued with
his kisses so she would forget the pain.

Moments passed. He pushed a little farther, only to be met by
resistance. Her body was tiny, and her pussy so tight. He groaned in
frustration. She was going to be in grave pain here, and there wasn’t a
damn thing he could do about it.

He pushed again; his cock didn’t slide farther into her. She
whimpered, and her lips froze against his mouth. Fuck, why did he have
to have such a large cock? Right now, he cursed this attribute.

“Nayeli,” he drawled against her lips. He could prolong this, keep
inching his way in, but he suspected it would only draw out the pain. She
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was just too tight.

“Mmmm...” Her words came like a soft whisper, filled with a
husky tone that declared how aroused she was, yet she was strained by
the pressure of his body against hers.

He raised his head, looked down to her, put his arms under her
body, and reached in behind her to hold onto her shoulders. “I can only
hope you will forgive me for this.” Then, he gave a steady strong push
inside of her.

Her mouth parted as if she was about to speak, but instead she
screamed, a pain-filled sound that broke his heart and tore him apart. But
he’d finally breached her. He slid in and settled in deep, and the intensity
of that washed over him with a wave of bliss. So warm, so wet, so
tight—he had found eternal bliss.

But her whimpers and cries broke his happy moment. He glanced
down to her. Tears fled down her cheeks. Horror overtook him.
“Please...forgive...”

She shook her head, and tears poured down her face with the
movement. “Just...give me...a moment.” Her voice sounded so strangled,
so pained.

Griffin loathed himself, hated that his body was the cause of her
pain. What he wanted to do was get out of her body and throttle himself.
He shouldn’t have taken her like that. He should have been more gentle,
should have handled it a different way.

Suddenly, in the midst of his inner hell, a soft laugh broke him
away from it. He snapped back to the present. Nayeli had her hands on
his cheek, smiling at him. “You can stop hating yourself now.”

“1.

“Needed to do what you needed to do.” She gave him a steady
look. “Really, I'm fine now. I always cry if something hurts.” She wiggled
her body beneath him, which caused him to slide out a little and then back
in. “Really...it doesn’t hurt anymore.”

The playfulness that ran across her face and the movement of her
body sliding on his caused his control in that moment to falter. He needed
to take her to the others, and he needed to do it now. He grasped her
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around the waist with one arm, the other on her back, and with his cock
still inside her body, he stood. He was too afraid if he withdrew it would
cause her pain again and they’d have to repeat the whole process. This
way she stayed accustomed to his body.

She wrapped her arms around him and locked her legs across his
hips as he headed for the door. His jaw clenched, but his cock was being
treated to sensations of glory as his walking caused her to move erotically
on him.

Now that she couldn’t feel pain, she was about to learn that the
part of his body she feared most was the part that was going to make her
lose her mind.
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Chapter Five

Nayeli cringed with every step Griffin took. Okay, so she’d lied.
Her pain was intense. Every move nearly made her gasp out in agony, but
seeing Griffin’s regret and the way he beat himself up about it, she wasn’t
about to show it.

Besides, she meant what she said. He’d only done what he had to.
At the time, she doubted he would fit. Finally, getting him inside of her
and settled actually eased her worry. She’d just have to deal with the pain.

Part of her hoped that at some point this would get better and that
the pain would fade away. It couldn’t hurt forever, right?

With each step he took, her teeth ground together, but she kept her
little flickers of pain to herself and locked her arms around his neck. It
helped a little bit that he groaned deeply as if he enjoyed her in this
position. At least, someone got some pleasure out of this embrace.

The walk down the hall felt like a lifetime, her head buried in his
neck, his long hair tickling against her face. His one arm wrapped around
her back, and the other cradled her bottom. She felt safe here and an odd
sense of love almost. But, she suspected she was only overwhelmed.
They’d only just met him. It wasn’t possible to feel such a strong emotion
this earlier on. Still, a deep bond was present, one her soul wouldn’t let
her ignore.
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Suddenly, Griffin stopped, held her tighter, then kicked on a door
with his foot. A swish of air followed by a deep chuckle came around her.

“That is certainly an entrance.”
followed by a little laugh.

“Fucking right about that,” said a man’s clipped voice.

Nayeli lifted her head out of Griffin’s neck to see it was Tate who
had spoken, and he had a look of amusement on his face. But that wasn’t
all she noticed. He was naked, erect and eager. She looked to Paxtyn, and
she was naked too. Before she had a chance to process that, Griffin

stepped forward purposely in long lengthy strides, and the movement

Paxtyn’s amused voice came,

reminded her, he was still in her body.

She closed her eyes for a moment and allowed herself to accept the
pain. Then, she felt herself being lowered. She opened her eyes. Griffin
had placed her on the altar. His eyes were deep and sensual, and it was a
look she’d never seen directed at her before. A look that made her insides
go all mushy.

“Are you in pain?” he asked. Concern tightened his eyes or maybe
it was restraint.

Undecided which it was, she gave a shake of her head. “Just a
little.” Yes, very much.

He remained in her body, which throbbed and sent aching flickers
within her. Every move tore at her body. She hurt.

After he settled above her, he moved away the hair that trailed over
her face and smiled down to her. “You are very beautiful lying beneath
me like this.”

She returned the grin, because he made her feel exactly that. For
what seemed a lifetime, she felt worthless and a strain on those around
her, a person to be caged and hidden. The way he looked at her, spoke to
her... she could almost believe she had value.

He leaned down and took her lips in a slow, enduring kiss that left
her no room to wonder what was about to happen next, or to care at all
that others were in the room watching this. All that mattered was him, the
way he touched her, caressed her as if he’d found a treasure in her.

It only pleased her that their kisses weren’t awkward, maybe due
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to him being so good at it. All she had to do was follow his moves, and
they set a perfect rhythm of hot embraces.

Never having kissed before, she worried she’d be awful at it. With
Griffin as her teacher, she had nothing to fear. He was gentle, restrained
almost, in the way his lips were tight against hers. Every move he made
was skilled, meant to pleasure her further, and by now, she had already
accepted he would succeed in doing just that.

His lips left her mouth to trail along her jaw down to her neck
where he nibbled at her flesh. Little shivers spread through her. She was
undecided if this tickled to a point she couldn’t bear or if it was something
she enjoyed. Ignoring the need to decide, she angled her head farther to
allow him more access. She wanted to tease herself. Yes, she liked that.

He cradled her head in his hands to hold her close, and she wasn’t
about to argue with that. There wasn’t any place in the world she’d rather
be than right here, being held, near him, with his warm hard body pressed
against hers.

His lips continued to dance along her neck, licking and tickling her
skin with his heated breath. She began to squirm, the warmth in her body
building again as her arousal began to overtake her.

He brought his lips back up to her mouth, where she met him with
a searing kiss. A Kkiss to stop time, to forget everything and all except the
pleasure soaring through her body.

His mouth stilled on hers, and he backed away to meet her gaze.
“Are you all right if I move now?”

“Please do.” Her voice a whisper of lust, a tone she’d never heard
come from her mouth, but one she’d want to hear again.

If the burn in Griffin’s eyes had anything to say about it, he’d agree
with her on that point. “Wrap your legs around mine,” he said. When she
did, he continued. “Yes, that’s right.” He kept his hands behind her head
and pinned her beneath him. His forearms rested beside her head as he
gently ran his fingers through her hair.

Slowly, he withdrew in a move that froze Nayeli's breath. She
prepared for the next part. While her body released his, the ache, the
stretch released. When he pushed back in, a sharp pain roared through
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her body and froze her still.

“In time,” he whispered. “In time you will accept me here, and the
pain will be gone.”

She hoped for that. This was not something she’d want to continue.
He pulled out, only very little, and continued to push back in, slowly,
with gentle care of her body.

She gritted her teeth and closed her eyes as she did her very best to
kept the shouts of pain to herself, not wanting to cause that regretful look
on his face again. Those pained eyes tore at her. If she could avoid that
look, she would.

In her mind, she followed the movement. Out...breathe. In...ouch.
Out...breathe. In...ouch.

Over and over again, he continued to work her body. Every so
often, he’d pull out more, only to fill her again deeper. Nothing existed
around her, but the pain of this embrace.

A worry started to creep up. How was she going to climax? Elysia
said she needed to climax to gain the power. But nothing in her felt close
to doing that now. She opened her eyes to search for an answer, and when
she did, the pain vanished.

What sat above her was a man relishing her body. His brows were
drawn together, his pupils were large, losing some of the soft hazel she
liked. His jaw clenched with each movement as if he was on the very edge
of losing control himself. His shoulders flexed with muscles, and his arms
bulged, rippled and curved just as a man’s arms should. His chest—oh ,
his chest—was filled with squared muscles, smooth skin.

She reached up and ran her hands across his warm flesh. He
groaned. His abs flexed. Inviting herself, she ran her fingers over each
ridge along his stomach, and his body quivered, tensed, the muscles
contracting and defining themselves further. He was certainly something
made of beauty. Every inch of him was pure man.

Her gaze stayed on his, and a spark stirred there. He liked her
touching him. Empowered, she continued to run her hands all over his
body, and his movements began to quicken as his control faltered.

But she never felt pain. No, what she felt now was unadulterated
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desire. Those eyes of his bore into hers with a passion that caused her
pussy to clench and create more moisture for him.

“Do not do that again.” He groaned deeply.

What had she done? That answer was unknown to her. Still
though, she enjoyed this sense of empowerment she apparently had. He
was so entirely consumed with her, and she felt beautiful. For the first
time in her life, she felt wanted and in control of something.

The feel of him around her, the scent of his delectable cologne... She
needed more. She leaned her head up. He let her, assisting her by holding
onto the back of her neck to support her weight. With a soft lick, she
moved her tongue along his neck, pleased to hear him moan in response.
She liked that.

Smiling, she trailed her tongue across a shoulder and bit a little. He
shuddered. Oh, she liked that too. She gave him light kisses on her
journey back toward his mouth, then when she met his lips, courage she
didn’t know existed unfolded, and she licked his top lip with a flick of her
tongue.

He froze.

She froze. “What’s wrong?” His expression was unreadable. In
actuality, he looked angry. “Have I done something wrong?”

He took a steadied breath, long and deep. “Are you in pain any
longer?” His voice came through gritted teeth.

“No,” she answered honestly, a little taken back at the sight of him.
Was he angry with her? Had her boldness been something he didn’t like?

He brought his face down to hers, and just before he met her lips,
he growled, “That is a good thing.” His lips came down on hers in a kiss
that left her breathless. Tongues collided together, and lips crushed
against each other as his breath sent waves of heat to wash over her face.

When he broke off the kiss, she gasped. He pushed himself up onto
his knees, widened her legs, grabbed onto her arms and held them by her
side. Unable to move, she could only watch him.

But what she witnessed was a sight of heaven in all its glory. His
body was fully exposed to her view. Muscle after muscle met beautiful
perfect skin, a face of a man completely and utterly lost in pleasure.
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Withdrawing almost completely, he thrust back inside her in one
easy move. Her head tilted backwards as a moan of pleasure escaped her
mouth. No pain came with his move, and the sensation washed across her
in pure bliss right down to her toes.

Again, he thrust in, his hands on her wrists pinning her to the altar.
Her response was to moan again, only louder this time. He had shown her
magnificent pleasure with his mouth. This was something entirely
different, and her control over anything fled her.

She brought her head back up to meet his eyes just as he gave
another thrust in. “Ooo...ahhh....” was the only thing capable of spilling
from her mouth.

He grinned, a sensual smile that caused her body to clench around
him. He groaned. “Woman, you are going to undo me.” He took her
wrists and raised them a little off the altar, gripped them tight with his
hands, then he began a steady rhythm of hard, quick thrusts.

She forced herself to keep on his gaze, even though all she wanted
to do was lean her head back and relish the sensations capturing her. His
grip tightened around her wrists, and she pulled back against them,
creating more force for him to come at her with his thrusts.

Nothing had ever felt so good.

Her moans became pants as he continued to thrust in short, quick
movements, and her body completely unleashed with pleasure. “More,”
she cried out.

He didn’t hesitate. He dropped her hands, grabbed onto her hips
and arched her body upwards, then he rocked her back and forth on top
of him. Her eyes began to water, and screams of complete ecstasy shot
from her throat.

Harder now, he went even faster. He rocked her so quickly against
him, if he didn’'t have the strength to continue, she would scream
obscenities at him. Almost there, she thought to herself. Something was so
close, yet too far away.

“More,” she roared. The urgency for her to get there, for her to
release this pressure building inside of her made her beg. Nothing would
stop her now, not until she met that final release she searched for.
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His grip around her hips loosened. He steadied her, and instead of
rocking her, he continued to hold her hips off the altar, shifting his weight
on his knees so he could kneel in front of her. With his hands firmly in
place, he gave a very hard thrust in.

She screamed, a sound that should mean pain, but could only be
described as pleasure. “Yes. More...more...” She begged for him to do that
again.

And he did.

Harder.

His growls came louder with each hard thrust, echoed by her
screams. His body grew in size. Her eyes grew wider with it. The stretch
of her body now should have caused her pain, but none existed in her
now.

He lowered his head now to only a hairsbreadth away from hers
and growled a feral sound as he pounded against her body. But she still
teetered on the edge, hung there, suspended in time. She grasped his face
in her hands and squeezed as hard as she could. “More.” Now, she’d
stopped begging; she demanded.

And he responded. Another growl rose from his throat before he
unleashed himself. Instantly, her body arched up toward him. She leaned
her head back. She couldn’t keep his gaze any longer, and her eyes shut
tightly. His thrusts were hard and fast, leaving her immobilized. She
screamed out as the pressure building filled her to a place where her heart
could skip a beat.

Her body clenched around him, vibrating. He grew harder within
her. All it took was one hard final thrust and she was consumed with a
power that had no beginning and no end.

Vaguely, she could hear Griffin's deep groan beside her ear and
feel his fluid pumping inside of her. But her focus remained on the steady
stream of pleasure coursing through her body, lifting her to a point that
awoke every nerve. Her scream was loud and halfway caught in her
throat as the power tore through her.

As the intensity lessened, the scream poured from her mouth,
dying off to be a low hum. She lay, sweaty, her heart pounding in her ears,
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and her body relaxed, yet altered. A renewed strength sat in her chest
along with a feeling of well-being, health and vitality.

Immortality.

She was sure of that. More than that though, she felt a peace she
never knew existed. For the first time ever, she wasn’t alone. She was
home. And the reason for all this just happened to shift on top of her to
look down at her. Sweat beaded his forehead, and his hair dangled
around his face. He was all. This, whatever this she was, whatever demons
whispered evil into her ears, he’d be worth it all.

“That to me looked like lovemaking.” Paxtyn sounded grumpy.
“And if I remember correctly, when we did this, you said you don’t do
that.”

Nayeli glanced to the side to see her glaring at Knox, who just
looked annoyed. “I...that is...” Knox fumbled his words and suddenly
sighed. “Our situation was different.”

Paxtyn huffed at him.

Now with the conversation around Nayeli, sense had returned and
their lack of clothing came back to the forefront of her mind. “Please tell
me the reason everyone is naked has nothing to do with what we just did,
because I honestly don’t think I can do that again.” Her breath was
restless. “Well...for a little while anyway.”

Griffin chuckled and leaned down to kiss her lips softly. “It’s just
part of the ceremony—a cleanse you could say—to be in your natural
state.” Then, his expression became firm. “If anyone tries to lay a hand on
you, I'll kill them.” The strength in his eyes, the truth she could see raging
through them, said only one thing—he wasn’t lying.

And she believed him.
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Chapter Six

Griffin ground his teeth together. He didn’'t want Nayeli to be
walking about so soon after the ceremony. Immediately, upon returning
back to his dorm, he ran a bath to let her soak for a while in hopes it
would soothe her sore skin.

After a while, she exited the bathroom to join him, Paxtyn and
Knox in the living room. Dressed casually in a pink cotton v-neck T-shirt
and jeans, she looked very pretty. The soft color played nicely against her
dark hair and pale skin. But his admiration of her quickly fled him as he
refocused his thoughts on what was important. Even though it was only
mid-afternoon, he wanted nothing more than to get her back to his
bed —to rest, that is.

Not that he held regrets. He’d gotten the first feel of her. No man
had laid his hands on her—except for him. She belonged to him, for now,
for always. And he had his first taste of just what a woman could do to a
man if he loved her. Whatever she asked of him, he’d never refuse.

When she sat down on the gothic-inspired couch next to him, his
displeasure only deepened as he watched her sit more on her hip than her
bottom. Once the training session was over, he’d stick her back in that tub
to let her soak longer, maybe get some Epsom salts. He wasn’t thrilled that
he’d caused this pain, even if he’d enjoyed the act that caused it.

She looked up at him with a curious glance. It was a look he found
utterly sweet and was sure he’d see many times over the next few days,
one he thought he’d never grow tired of.
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“What's going on?” she asked.

“Nothing to concern you,” he answered. When her brows furrowed
deep in unhappiness, he laughed quietly, taking the hint that he needed to
tell her more and continued, “Elysia wants to test your abilities. Before we
can home in on your gifts, we have to understand them. We need to
understand the power you yield so we can focus you in the right direction
to give you strength in your abilities.”

Her mouth parted as if she wanted to ask more, but instead, she
looked around before meeting his gaze again. “Where is Elysia?”

“She won't be joining us this afternoon and has given us the right
to explore your abilities.” In truth, Elysia had asked Paxtyn to join him
because she got to the point quicker than the others. He wasn’t about to
argue. The less confusion the better.

Nayeli’s expression tightened. A little “hrmph” escaped her lips.

Griffin wasn’t sure what bothered her, but he suspected her mind
was too full of questions to have any other response. After a quiet
moment, she spoke up. “Where are we exactly?”

Home, Griffin wanted to say, but he wouldn’t declare this as her
home, not yet anyway. Not until she came to view it as such. Instead, he
answered her more specifically. “Sedona, Arizona.”

She glanced around the room again, then, obviously baffled, she
looked back at him. “So, we all live together here?”

Griffin nodded, pleased she’d resolved to thinking of this as home
so quickly. The protector, the man inside him, beamed with happiness.
“Yes, our home is here at the compound. We all stay on these grounds.”

A little spark of curiosity hit her eyes. “How many of you are
there?” She hesitated and gave her head a shake. “I mean, of us?”

Thousands, he almost said. However, he feared if he did, it would
only frighten her. Many Watchers and Seekers had died over the
years—too many. He swallowed deep at that truth. “I have met many in
my two hundred years.” It was half a truth, but enough to settle himself
that he wasn’t directly lying to her.

“Pardon me?” Her voice came out as a soft gasp of surprise.

Paxtyn laughed. “Oh snap. I remember that moment.”
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“Looked very close to that,” Knox agreed.

Nayeli eyes went wide as a baffled expression danced around her
face. Griffin ran through his words quickly in his mind, not knowing what
shocked her. Was it the thought that so many had existed? He was careful
not to scare her, but now, she appeared just that. What had he done?

He quickly looked back to Knox for clarity and was met with a
wide smile. Daft fool! Humans had trouble accepting their age. Knox and
Zane had both said their Watchers were troubled when they learned just
how long they’d been alive. He looked back to Nayeli, curious. “Does my
age surprise you?”

“Paxtyn had mentioned that you’'d been waiting a long time for me
before, but I think it just really sank in.” She laughed. “I'm twenty-five,
and you're over two hundred. Isn’t there some law against that?”

He leaned toward her. His face came close to hers, and his lower
body responded accordingly. He suspected he’d never get enough of her,
yet he’d hold back until she healed properly. Still, her innocent pretty eyes
made the man in him roar. “Does my look not agree with you?”

“Um...you look...good.” She winked in a playful manner. “For an
old guy.”

He laughed and sat back in his seat. “Then, it is only a number.
Hmm?”

“Right, only a number.” She snorted. “A very large number.”

Paxtyn laughed. “Took a bit for me to swallow that too, but really,
age means more experience.” She grinned at Knox. “It's useful in certain
areas.” Then, a smile of pure amusement flashed across her face.
“Speaking of that, I noticed you're walking a bit funny.”

Griffin scowled. “Paxtyn, for the love of God.” The woman had no
off switch on her mouth.

“What?” She continued to laugh. Knox joined in. “I'm just saying,
she looked like she was walking funny.”

“No, you're right, I am,” Nayeli said with a shy voice. “Is...” She
trailed off.

Griffin looked to her, hoping to help her finish. What was she
getting at? Damn, if only he could read her mind to ease her. His fists
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clenched as his Watcher sat uncomfortably, her words caught in her
throat.

“Are you going to hurt forever?” Paxtyn offered. Nayeli gave a shy
nod. “No, give it a day and you'll be back to normal. Well, not really
normal since he popped your cherry, but you know what I mean.”

Griffin’s scowl only deepened. What in the hell was wrong with
her? Did everything have to be so blunt that came out of her mouth? He
wished she’d keep her thoughts to herself.

Nayeli laughed and patted him on the knee. “Stop scowling at her,
really, I'm glad I have someone to talk to.”

That relieved a little of his tension. Once his anger fled him, he had
enough sense to realize why Paxtyn had done it. It broke the ice. Nayeli
did seem more relaxed now that she had laughed. He wasn’t sure, but
now seeing her reaction, he suspected she felt uncomfortable about
making love in front of the others. He chastised himself for being blind to
her needs, but, at the same time if she needed to have questions answered,
he wanted her to ask him. “You can come to me with these concerns.”

Paxtyn laughed loudly. “You're a man, Griffin.”

His brow arched as he looked to her. He wasn’t going to dignify
that with an answer. The look on his face probably told her her words
were ridiculous. “Your point?”

“My point is...how will you answer her? Do you have a pussy?”

He sighed, not going to voice anything to allow her the right to take
his words, play with them a while, then say something snarky back in
return.

“That’s right, you don’t. As we all saw not long ago.” Paxtyn’s
smile vanished as her expression became firm. “So, just hush.”

Knox gave him a knowing look, which clearly said, I did warn you.

Griffin wanted off this subject. Nayeli seemed amused by it all. She
sat chuckling, her hand over her mouth. “Would medication ease you?”
he asked her.

Nayeli shook her head, lowered her hand from her mouth, and her
smile slowly drifted away. “Well...maybe later, but I'm okay right now.
The bath was nice.”
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Griffin gave a firm nod, more than ready to move on. “Back to the
topic at hand. Our home here was given to us by the United States
Government.” Nayeli's expression became perplexed. Griffin intercepted
before she got ahead of herself. “We work together with the CIA to defend
humans against demonic forces.”

Her breath left her in a gasp, and her eyes widened in complete
disbelief. “So...all the murders...are caused by demons?”

“Not all, but some,” Griffin corrected. Humans were evil in their
own right, but those matters were handled by others. Only spawns of
Satan captured their focus. “We're only contacted when it’s discovered
that the murder is committed by a demonic force.”

“How do they ascertain that?”

Griffin clenched his jaw. How to put this without scaring her?
Before he could respond, Paxtyn said, “Trust me, when you see it you'll
know. They’re gruesome.”

Nayeli looked to her lap, taking a moment of process.

Griffin sat worried. What ran through her mind? Was this all going
to be too much of a strain on her? She had already been through so much,
how much more could she handle? And, Elysia’s advice to be gentle with
her came as a warning in his mind. Finally, after a moment, she looked
back up to him. “And these demons who kill, can you see them too?”

Nayeli’s question surprised him. She took to the idea very well, too
well. Nothing had really shocked her, or frightened her for that matter. It
didn’t sit right with him, and he suspected there was more going on here,
something he would get to the bottom of.

Now was not the time though. He needed to learn more about his
Watcher before he could understand the inner workings of her mind. “Not
in the way Paxtyn and Daleyn can. After the Watchers discover more of
the demon, and we find out its whereabouts, they are not hard to miss.”

Curiosity crossed Nayeli’s features. “What do they look like?”

“Disgusting things,” Paxtyn replied. “You don’t want to see a
Prince of Hell, let me tell you—they’re fucking nasty creatures.”

“A Prince of Hell?” Nayeli repeated. Griffin nodded. “There are
different classes of demons. Weekly, we deal with lesser demons, all here
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to serve under whoever commands them. But at times, a higher class
demon will come through the vortex, which usually means we have to
work together to destroy it.” When he saw her mouth open, he answered
her question. “The vortex opens at Bell Rock. The natural elements
contained in the red rock formations are what create the energy needed
for the demons to gain access into this world. It's their portal, the way
they enter our world.”

She stayed quiet a moment, then glanced up at him with inquisitive
eyes. “Do the Princes, or the higher class demons as you call them, get
through this vortex often?”

“It happened a couple months ago with Balan, and it sucked,”
Paxtyn declared, running her hand over Knox’s hair. “Luckily, most of the
time, it’s just little evil bastards we deal with, nothing too scary.”

Nayeli’s eyes lit up a little, a spark that showed a shared connection
between them. A moment of happiness spread across her face. “So, you do
get scared then?”

Paxtyn’s brows furrowed, her expression aghast. “Are you crazy?
Of course I get scared.”

Nayeli laughed, snorted, as if that was an accurate statement. “I
was, yes.”

“I'm sorry,” Paxtyn replied with no hesitation. Guilt washed over
her face. She looked to Griffin, seeking forgiveness. “I didn’t mean for it to
come out like that.”

Nayeli waved it away, smiling. “Well, I was...or I thought I was.”

Quite abruptly, Nayeli tensed beside him. He studied her a
moment. Her eyes darkened, and her cheeks burned with crimson as her
brows furrowed. “Are you all right?”

Nayeli’s breath whooshed out from her mouth, the lines of tension
that sat on her face settled, and she smiled. “Yes, I'm fine thank you.”

Her response unsettled him. What would make her go from calm to
tilled with tension in a moment flat. He thought back over what Paxtyn
had said. Maybe it affected her more than she let on. Somehow, he
doubted that was the case.

His mouth parted to ask her more, but Paxtyn interjected. “Don’t
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you worry about it. I thought I was crazy too.”

Knox deeply chuckled and winked at Nayeli before turning his
gaze back on Paxtyn. “I'm not entirely sure if you can really be declared
sane.”

Paxtyn smacked his arm. He flinched, grinning back at her. “Keep
talking like that and I'll sick Balan on you.”

“Who is this Balan exactly?” Nayeli piped up in a calm steady
voice.

And that made Griffin understand what had just happened with
his Watcher. She was very good at hiding her emotions, and he suspected
this was what Elysia spoke of. He hadn’t seen it before, but maybe now
that he was looking for it, it became very clear to him. It was a bad habit
he needed to help her break. Elysia had been dead on. Clearly, discussing
her sanity upset her, yet she forced herself to not show it. If they were not
careful, she’d not share what she suffered, and that would be detrimental.

Paxtyn, of course, noticed nothing and continued on. “Balan’s
frickin” scary as Hell and very, very powerful, but thankfully we banished
him.” She shook her whole body, drawing in a deep breath. “Anyway,
yes, I do get scared —very scared. It's kinda hard not to when a demon
bites the head off a person.”

Griffin could throttle this woman. He glanced to Nayeli, and a look
of surprise was stuck on her face. He would rectify the result of Paxtyn’s
thoughtless words. “It’s not always that vicious, but yes, when a demon
devours a soul, the person dies.”

Nayeli drew in a breath and glanced to her hands as they twisted in
her lap before she looked back up. “I guess nothing can be worse than
living like the dead, even though you're still alive.”

Silence came around them. All heard the truth in her words and
saw the pain that washed across her features. He needed to get a hold of
this part of her and draw it out, heal it.

He could roar against what had been done to her, what made her
retreat so and suffer all this alone. But, where would that get him?
Nowhere. His only concern was her; nothing else mattered except that. “I
will be there to protect you. That is my promise to you.”
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Nayeli smiled at him, and a sweet kind of softness filled her face.
“It’s funny really, but when you say that, I believe you.”

“A good place to start,” he said, more to himself than to her. A
perfect place to build upon—to restore her—to heal the wounds given to
her. And he knew the first step to this was facing what she’d long
avoided. “Now then, since you've managed very well so far, it’s time to go
and meet your first demon.”

“Sorry, what was that?” Nayeli exclaimed.
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Chapter Seven

Nayeli glanced around the bland room as she stepped in with
Griffin, Paxtyn and Knox in front of her. Cement walls met hardwood
floors. Her gaze fell back to Griffin. “Where are we?”

“Our training room,” Griffin responded, stopping in the center of
the room.

Nayeli continued to look around. Training room to her meant a
gym, or something like it. This room was completely bare. The only thing
that stood out in the room was the four large doors resting against the
back wall. Thick steel, almost vault like. “What’s in there?” she asked,
pointing toward the doors.

Griffin let out a deep breath and gave her a knowing look. “I did
say you were going to meet your first demon.”

Paxtyn laughed. “Hope you wore diapers, deary, cause pick a
door —any door—and you'll find a demon behind it.”

Fear coursed through Nayeli’s blood. When Griffin said she’d be
meeting a demon, she was thinking more along the lines of a picture book,
not face-to-face with one. Her breath shortened, sweat formed along her
forehead, and her stomach twisted and turned. She couldn’t do this.

Griffin took her hand in his, squeezing it tightly. “I won’t let harm
come to you. That was my promise to you, and I will stand by it. You're
safe; nothing can hurt you here.”

Easy for him to say, he has daggers strapped to his waist. What did
she have? Nothing. As much as that worried her, she couldn’t wrap her
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head around this. Wasn’t this what they fought against? Nothing made
sense. She doubted demons would be classified as good pets. “You really
keep demons here?” They all nodded in response. “Why?”

“Training purposes,” Knox answered. “Not only to train new
Seekers who join our family —which is few and far between—but to keep
our skills sharp.”

Okay, she guessed all that made sense. Even if it still made her
tremble in fear. Suddenly though, a realization came to her. She cocked
her head, listening hard. “I can’t hear them. If you say I hear demons,
shouldn’t I be able to hear them now?”

Griffin shook his head. “Those doors have been blessed by Elysia.
Within those walls, those demons are powerless.”

Oh, she didn’t like where this was going one bit. “And when they
get out here?” Her voice came out as hesitant as she felt inside.

Knox strode past and headed toward the door as if he was about to
open it. “They can kill any one of us where we stand.”

He’s not opening it...is he?

At the first door, Knox slammed his hand down, and like a garage
door, it opened.

Before Nayeli’s mind could comprehend that this was actually
happening, a wart-hog, or bear, no wart-hog with thick fur and a bigger
bear size, ran from the dark room. He came out snarling and spitting,
waving his head around with teeth barred. And not normal teeth, more
like razor sharp fangs ready to sink into warm Nayeli skin.

She screamed and tore her hand from Griffin’s, only to fall on her
butt. Griffin was there in a second. He yanked her up, stepped in behind
her and wrapped his arms around her waist. “Your fear only gives them
strength. Try to calm yourself.”

“You're kidding me, right?” she yelled. “I'm scared —very very
scared.”

Griffin’s voice came right behind her ear, soft and collected.
“Listen, do you hear anything?”

Her pounding heartbeat, yes, she heard that. But she did feel safe in
his arms—protected. His tight grip told her he wouldn’t let go and that
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demon wouldn’t get close to her. In the hopes this would just end, she
focused away from her body which trembled in fear and waited for the
voices to come into her mind.

A minute later, nothing came. “No, I don’t hear anything.”

“Right then,” Griffin said, stepped away from her.

Suddenly, a swoosh through the air followed by a thud sounded.
Nayeli looked to Griffin and saw his arm extended as if he was pointing at
something. She glanced back to the demon, where it lay on the ground in
a circle of black blood.

Her breath finally decided to leave her body. “Is it...is it...”

“Dead?” Paxtyn offered.

Nayeli nodded. “Yeah that.”

“No,” Griffin said. Approaching the demon, he grabbed it by its leg
and started to pull it toward the room that originally caged it. “I have just
broken the life source that lives in its chest. It disables them, for a little
while anyway.”

“A life source?” she repeated.

“Tt's what ties them to the dark world,” Knox answered as he left
his post at the doors and walked back toward her. “This is the only way
for us, Seekers, to capture and contain them. It gives us time to bring them
here, back to the compound, so Elysia can banish them back to Hell.”

What the what? “How does she do that?”

“It’s actually really neat,” Paxtyn said. “She’s got these four crystal
things, given to her by the archangels.”

“Like, Raphael...Gabriel...those archangels?”

Paxtyn nodded. “Yup, that’s them. Anyhoo, when they left Earth,”
she grinned the latter, “they gave the crystals to Elysia to protect humans
from demonic creatures. So, long story short, the guys bring the demons
here—normally Daleyn and Zane find out who the demon rules
under —Elysia draws a circle around them with Holy Water, and then
chants in some weird Latin words and poof they’re gone, back to the
higher ranking demon who controls it, and they can’t come back again.”

Nayeli gave her head a shake, trying to process that. After a
moment, she decided it better just to accept and move on. She wasn’t sure
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she’d ever fully comprehend what they told to her. “I guess it's good she
has those crystals then.”

Griffin gave her a soft nod. “Indeed.”

“So, you heard nothing from that demon?” Knox asked, now
standing beside Nayeli.

“No, nothing at all.” She glanced to Griffin. “Was I supposed to?”

He shook his head. “You will only hear what is gifted to you. No
one is going to push you here. Do want you can, listen. If you hear
something, it will give us a better understanding of what you can do, then
great. If you hear nothing, then I am only too glad these demons have no
effect on you.”

She smiled, reassured by his words. At least, she wasn’t going to be
a cause of disappointment. That came with a bit of peace.

“It's not lesser demons that speak to her,” Knox said.

Griffin looked down at Nayeli and didn’t appear happy. “Appears
not.”

Something about his look made Nayeli's stomach tighten.
Whatever was going o happen, Griffin was less than thrilled about it,
which only made her feel nervous. This is going to be bad, very bad,
undeniably bad. Her gulp came deep before she spoke. “What does that
mean?”

“It means we will have to test you against a higher ranking
demon.” Griffin’s expression became soft. “Now, I don’t mean to frighten
you, but I want to prepare you. The look of them...” He paused. “Their
look is not like what you just saw.”

Oh gosh, it gets worse? How could it be worse than that horrid
wart-hog, bear-like creature? “W-what d-do you mean, worse?”

“Like big,” Paxtyn answered. “Scaly, hairy.” She raised her hands
up, curled her fingers. “Big claws, spooky-evil eyes, teeth that look like
knives. Hmm....” She tapped her lip as if in thought. “And really tall. They
usually walk like people do, but don’t kid yourself, they ain’t pretty.”

Nayeli’s mouth parted as a soft breath passed through her lips.

Griffin scowled. “Must you do that?”

Paxtyn smiled, unashamed. Knox laughed.
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Griffin glanced back down to Nayeli and spoke softly. “Yes, they
are slightly larger.”

“Slightly?” Paxtyn guffawed.

“All right,” Griffin ground out. “They are very tall and do hold
traits that some consider frightening.” He stepped in closer, took her chin
in his hand, and tilted her head up. “But you have nothing to fear
here—nothing at all. We wouldn’t let harm come to you, and we could
disable it in a quick moment.”

“Oh yeah, and don’t run or scream,” Paxtyn added. “I did that and
almost died.”

Nayeli looked to her, horrified. Griffin had just said she was safe.
Was she really? If it almost killed Paxtyn before, couldn’t it kill her too?

Griffin let out a frustrated sigh. “That was a different circumstance
she is referring too. And she was not mine to defend.”

“What was that?” Knox growled.

Griffin waved the question away with his hand. “I'm only trying to
say that you will be safe.” His words came with a breath of aggravation.

“Yes, that is all you were trying to say,” Knox said through gritted
teeth.

Paxtyn laughed. “Oh, boys, don’t get your balls in a knot. Listen,”
she looked to Nayeli, “it was really my fault. I was unprepared for it and
got scared. But honestly, there’s nothing to be worried about. The guys
will protect you. If you died so would Griffin.”

“Paxtyn!” Griffin roared.

Nayeli swallowed. “Pardon me? Did you just say that if I died so
would Griffin?” She couldn’t have heard that right.

Paxtyn nodded in a very simple way. “Yeah, you heard me right.
That’s the bond we share. Once bonded, if the Seeker dies, so does his
Watcher, and the other way around.”

Nayeli pondered that for a moment. Hearing that should have
shocked her, but really all it did was ease her. Obviously, Griffin wouldn’t
want to die, therefore, his word meant more than ever. He’d never let
anything happen to her ‘cause he’d pay for it with his own life. The
thought appeased her worry. “Okay then, go ahead, open the door.”
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Griffin gave her an odd look. “Just like that?”

“Um...yeah, just like that,” Nayeli replied. “Let’s just get this over
with.”

“I agree,” Paxtyn said. “I'm getting hungry.”

How she could think of food at a time like? Food was the furthest
thing on Nayeli’s mind. Just having a moment to process all this sounded
better. Eating, no, she didn’t think it possible.

Griffin gave Knox a nod, and he responded by heading back
toward the last door on the left. “You ready?” Knox asked, turning back.

“One sec,” Griffin replied. He stepped back behind Nayeli,
wrapped his arms around her waist, and leaned in, in the most protective
of ways. “Ready, luv?”

No. “Yes.”

Without another word, Knox hit the button, and the door flew
open. A beast that could only be a spawn of Hell slowly walked through
the door. Its head was lizard-like in appearance, and dark black scales
spread across its face. Its eyes were the color of blood, which she didn’t
doubt it had imbibed large amounts of in its lifetime. His body appeared
ape-like, big, thick, and ready to crush her in a second.

But that was only what caught her attention first. The moment it
appeared, his voice echoed in her head. Deep, dark and slurring with hate,
the words she knew were evil, even if she didn’t understand them, and
the tone spoke of the pain he wanted to inflict on them.

Her scream rose in her throat, but she clamped her mouth shut,
denying its release. She didn’t intend to stir it and make it stronger.

Griffin’s arms were tight around her, a much needed support and
one she was quite thankful for, because now, she fought against the urge
to run as fast as she could out of this room. “You're safe, it's only voices,”
he said, his head buried in the nape of her neck.

Yes, it was only words, but loud words. Never had it been so
piercing before. She assumed the reason was because she’d never been
this close to a demon before. The sound shouted in her mind, but the
slithery tone made it manageable. Every word slid around her body in the
most disgusting way. She wanted to vomit, but willed herself not to.
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“Enough!” Griffin shouted, his body tense behind her.

The demon turned from its current position of staring down Knox
as if he was about to become its dinner. Its gaze turned toward Griffin.
With a snarl, it lunged forward. Nayeli let out a little scream and leaned
back against him, willing him to help her run from the room. “Wait...just
wait.” He held her tightly in place.

Wait for what? To die?

A split-second passed, and the demon was on the ground, bleeding
just like the other had. Knox, standing behind it, lowered his bow and
returned it to his back before he strode forward. When he met the demon,
he pulled the arrow out, placed it in his quiver, then proceeded to drag
the creature back to the room.

Griffin spun her around and took her chin to force her to look at
him. “Are you all right?” Concern weighed heavy on his features.

“Yeah,” she gulped, “Yes, I'm all right. It was just so loud—it’s
never been like that. And, that thing is horrible looking.”

Knox slammed the door closed before approaching them. Once he
reached her, he gave her a curious look. “If you don’t mind me asking,
how often do you hear these higher ranking demons voices?”

She tried to step out of Griffin’s arms, but he didn’t allow that. He
pulled her back in close. “It's only ever one voice at a time, and once it
comes into my mind, it slowly grows in strength. At first, it speaks only
once a day, then it progresses to hourly. By the end, it's every minute until
it up and vanishes.”

Knox gave Griffin a knowing look. “Not vanishes...destroyed.”

Griffin spun her around, rested his hands on her shoulders, and
leaned down a bit to be at eye contact with her. He looked pained. “No
wonder they needed to sedate you. Without knowing or understanding
what you were hearing, there was no way to cope. The evil that would
pour from the mouth of a high ranking demon would be crippling.” He
gave a quirky little smile. “This may sound odd, but I'm really quite
proud of you. You've endured something when most would have met
their demise.”

Her only response was to melt a little. Pride. That was one thing
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she’d never received from someone before, and seeing it in his eyes made
warm feelings spread throughout her body. Man, she could get used to
this.

Griffin studied her for a moment, then his expression turned
equivocal. “We’ve discovered then that you are only able to hear higher
ranking demons, which explains why you don’t hear them every day.”
His head cocked. “Would you mind sharing what it is you hear exactly?”

“Good question,” Paxtyn remarked. “I was wondering that
myself.”

“It’s just words,” she replied as Griffin lowered his hands off her
shoulders. Immediately though, he latched onto her hand to hold it tight.
“But evil words.”

Knox’s brow arched up, clearly in curiosity. “This language, it is
not our spoken language?”

“No, it's not English, but it’s like English.”

Paxtyn face scrunched together. She looked far beyond baffled,
leading right into utterly mystified. “Huh?”

“You know if you went to England or something, they speak
English, but it’s different?” They all nodded. “It’s just like that. It's as if I
should know what they’re saying, but the words are wrong, different.”

“It’s a familiar language to you then?” Griffin asked.

She nodded. “Exactly. When I hear it, it’s as if I should know it, but
when I try and make sense of the words, I get nowhere.”

Knox’s eyes widened. “You can speak demon dialect?”

“I could, yes, but I have no idea what I'm actually saying.”

“Say something then,” Paxtyn said.

Nayeli looked to Griffin, needing the reassurance that it was all
right for her to do this.

He nodded. “You will have to get used to speaking this language.
It’s your talent. There’s nothing to fear by using it. No harm will come to
you.”

“Okay.” She took a long deep breath before looking back to Paxtyn.
“Ando lasharh malium.”

Paxtyn fought against her grin, but failed miserably as it spread
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across her face. “You just sounded like something out of a Harry Potter
movie, like that serpent talk. All drawn out and slow.”

Nayeli shrugged. “That’s how they talk.”

“Oh, I know,” Paxtyn retorted. “I've heard them spit out words
when Elysia banishes them. It’s just quite different when it comes out of a
woman with a pretty face.”

Nayeli blushed. Twice now she’d been told she was pretty. Never
had she been told that before, and the compliment made her uneasy. Was
she pretty? She’d never thought of herself that way. Wanting to move on,
she changed the subject. “I guess since I could hear him that means I
passed?”

Griffin squeezed his hand tight around hers and looked down to
her. “You do not have to prove yourself here. You do what you can, and
whatever that is, we use it to help us.”

She smiled in a gentle way. He was almost too good to be true. He
always seemed to know the right thing to say to ease her. For the first
time, when she spoke of these voices, people actually listened and didn’t
call her crazy. Acceptance was something she’d searched a long time for
and now found it in the faces around her. She thought she’d feel all lit up
inside, but why didn’t she? So far, she believed everything they told her,
only because accepting it meant she didn’t have to go back to the hospital
and her old life. But her soul just couldn’t comprehend that these people
actually needed her and that she had any sort of worth here.

“What do we do now?” Paxtyn asked. “I mean with my abilities we
just waited until someone died to train me in my powers. With hers, it’s
very different. How can we help her?”

Knox put his arm over her shoulder and pulled her against his side.
“First thing first.” He looked to Nayeli. “You need to read and learn the
language.”

She looked to Griffin in hopes that he’d disagree. All she found was
a man smiling reassuringly at her.

Oh no, this didn’t sound good at all.
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Chapter Eight

Griffin stepped into the library. The room was filled with
thousands of books all lining the walls with a thick oak table resting in the
center. A strong smell of dust came heavily through his nose. More than
that though, coldness hung in the air around this room. These books were
tilled with pages of history, and the lives lost in the battles they fought.

At the table, Daleyn and Zane had their heads buried in books, but
at the creak of Griffin’s foot against the floor, Daleyn’s head shot up.
When her gaze connected with his, she smiled. “Just the people we
wanted to see.”

He wasn’t surprised in the least. Elysia’s doing, he was sure of that.
She wasn’t a physic, but she did carry a natural gift for knowing the
outcome. Why she couldn’t save them the trouble and just tell them to
come here first was beyond him. As always, she had reasons for it all. He
suspected Nayeli needed to face the demons before she could truly
comprehend the language. More so, it was possibly to ensure she believed
in it.

“What are all these books?” Nayeli asked, glancing around a few
times over.

“Our history,” Griffin replied, pulling out a chair for her to sit in.
“It has every demon we’ve encountered since the archangels began this
war.”

Her eyes went wide as she grazed across the books once again.
“That many?” She looked back to Griffin.
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He gestured toward the chair, not that he was worried about her
losing her footing hearing all this, or going deeper into this language.
“That many. Take a seat.” So far, she’d proven herself quite strong.
Nothing seemed to throw her off her axis. And he had to wonder why.

Even Paxtyn had a rough go of things for the first little while. Their
gifts had been thought of as disabilities, therefore facing them did cause
some fright. Yes, seeing the demons had startled her, but she’d handled it
with grace. As much as that should please him, it only unsettled him.
Something was off about all this, and he was going to find out what it
was.

Just as Nayeli sat, Daleyn handed her a bag of potato chips. “These
are for you.”

“Thanks, but I'm not really hungry,” Nayeli said.

Paxtyn took the bag of chips from her hand, opened them and
handed them back to her. “Of course you're not ‘cause you've been
starved.” She gave her a firm unwavering look. “Eat.”

Nayeli sighed, but did reach in, grabbed a chip and ate it.

Griffin chuckled. He assumed for the next while all his Watcher
would do was eat if everyone here had anything to say about it, which
pleased him. She needed some meat on her bones. He was also happy to
see the other Watchers looking out for her. He gave them both an
appreciative nod, which they returned with wide smiles.

Daleyn spun the book she was reading around. It was a big thick
book, leather-bound with thick cream pages. “I've been nosing around in
here, and this one so far is the best one.”

“The best one, what?” Nayeli asked as she leaned forward and put
another chip into her mouth.

Zane answered, “At the time of the archangels, Gabriel held the
ability to understand the language. From reading this one, it looks like this
was his,” he paused, “dictionary.”

“His what?” Paxtyn exclaimed, and leaned forward on the table.

Daleyn laughed. “Oh, Paxtyn, you'd think by now, nothing would
surprise you.” She pointed down to the paper. “See? Look.”

Griffin leaned down over Nayeli’s shoulder. Her scent filled his
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nose, and a low groan came from his mouth. No wonder this woman was
destined to him; her scent was simply divine. He couldn’t quite place
it—roses, summer wind. It sat somewhere in the middle and drove him
wild.

Nayeli glanced up at him, finished chewing, and swallowed. “Are
you okay?”

He laughed it off. “Yes, sorry, please continue, Daleyn.” Low
laughs surrounded him. Of course, his brothers would understand his
overwhelmed state since they all suffered from it.

“Anyway,” Daleyn continued, “from what Zane and I have read, it
looks like this book is the language Gabriel heard from the demons. He
was kind enough to translate it all.”

Nayeli placed her hands on the book and pulled it forward. “This
book is huge. How am I going to read it all or remember it for that
matter?”

“Well, I kinda thought about that and got you this.” Daleyn raised
up a small leather pocket book. “I figured you could write down the most
important ones in here, then you could just keep this in case something
new came up.”

Nayeli placed the chips on the table, took the pocket book and
opened it, flipping through the blank pages. “Okay, well, that’s a good
idea, I think.”

“See if it works,” Paxtyn said.

Nayeli looked to her. Griffin could see the confusion in her eyes.
“Sorry, see if what works?”

Paxtyn rolled her eyes and pointed to the thick book. “The
translation. See if you recognize any of the words.”

“Oh, sorry, I get ya, now.” Nayeli gave a smile that showed her
humiliation, and even her cheeks flushed slightly. “Well, what should I
translate?”

Griffin ground his teeth together. He didn’t want to lash out at
Paxtyn for causing her to feel uncomfortable. He knew it wasn’t her
intention, but Nayeli was new to all this, and to life in general. She would
need things explained to her in detail so she understood.
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Paxtyn answered her. “What you told us before, Indi lamish
malisim”

Nayeli chuckled, and the sound eased Griffin’s tension. With a tone
that showed she was glad to not be the only one confused, she said
properly, “Ando lasharh malium.”

Paxtyn rolled her eyes again, sighing. “Yes, that—look that up.”

She brought the book closer toward her and began at the beginning
with the letter A. Griffin read the book over her shoulder. There was no
order, and only the first letter was alphabetized, which made things
difficult.

After scrolling through three pages of words, Ando appeared.
“Blood,” she said.

“Not a big shocker there,” Paxtyn noted.

Nayeli continued through the book until she came to the last word,
malium. She looked up from the book, to Griffin first. “The words
mean—blood is life.”

“Shit.” Daleyn visibly shuddered. “I mean, wow, that sounds a lot
worse when you hear it in English.”

Paxtyn nodded and sank into Knox’s embrace. He wrapped his arm
around her tight. “Fucking right about that.”

Griffin watched Nayeli for her reaction, but again, there was
nothing, just a blank stare at the book in front of her. It unsettled him. The
other two women here were shaken by the words, yet Nayeli had no
reaction whatsoever. He reached up and rubbed his finger up her arm.
“You all right there?”

She looked up to him and nodded with no emotion on her face.
“Yeah, figured it was going to be something like that. It sounded evil
enough. I'm not sure the words make it any worse.”

Paxtyn shook her head and let out a long deep breath. “I think I
have to disagree with you there.”

And so would Griffin, but now wasn’t the time to deal with it,
especially in front of the others. He would find out what was going on
with her. Right now, his first priority was to see her well, and her last
glance at him was with tired eyes. “Let’s take this book back to the dorm.
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You can have a rest, and we’ll make some notes.”

“Good idea,” Knox agreed. “Before we met up with you tonight,
Roger Mairs contacted us regarding a few men killed in west Louisiana. I
sent Tate and Shep along so we could spend this time with Nayeli to get to
know her better.”

Her gift was what he meant to say, but Nayeli cut in before he
could correct him. “Who is Roger Mairs?” she asked.

“Admiral Roger Mairs is the Director of National Intelligence,
CIA,” Griffin answered her. “He’s the link that connects us with the
murders that have taken place. When we are sent, we join him and his
team on these investigations.” His answer must have appeased her since
she said nothing more and looked back to the book. Glancing back to
Knox, he felt tension ripple through his body. He did not want to go on
this battle and leave Nayeli alone. His mouth parted to speak.

Knox held up his hand. “Take some time to get Nayeli settled. We
can do without you. If anything comes up that’s urgent, we’ll return for
you.”

“Shouldn’t we go with you?” Nayeli interjected. “Maybe I can just
bring the book along.”

Knox gave her an incredulous look. “Daleyn is right. Go through
the book and find out key points that you can assist with. Besides, we
want you to be at full strength.”

“But...” she started.

Paxtyn laughed. “I'll give you some advice. Don’t be too eager.
Trust me, the scenes aren’t pretty to look at it.”

“I've been brought here to help though,” Nayeli retorted. “I want to
help.”

Again, Griffin felt unsettled by her acceptance of this all. Paxtyn
was point-blank telling her to be afraid about what she would face, and
instead of showing an ounce of worry, she wanted to join them. “Nayeli,”
he said softly, and she looked to him. “We have time here, and you are
tired. We'll make some notes, and if they need us, we can join them
tomorrow.”

She gave him an unhappy look. “But I don’t need to rest.”
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Now, she’d begun to test his patience. Something was incredibly
wrong here, and he was going to get to the bottom of it. He took her by
the arm and pulled her up. “This is not up for discussion.” He glanced
back to Knox. “I appreciate the time.” He hoped his words really showed
how grateful he was. The last thing he wanted to do was throw Nayeli
right into the midst of their war. He needed time to understand her, to
ensure he could support her as she needed. Now, he wasn’t sure he’d be
any help, and he suspected she’d continued to hide behind this wall of
strength.

He needed to break that wall. The question was how?

* ok kX F

Nayeli pulled the warm duvet up to her stomach and placed the
thick book on her lap with a plentiful amount of pillows resting behind
her. The bed she lay in was Heaven itself. She’d never experienced
anything so comfortable in her life. Hospital beds just didn’'t come so
plush.

She ran her hands across the cover of the book, lost in thought,
wondering who all had touched it. She held a piece of history in her hands
that Gabriel, an archangel, had written himself. An odd connection to him
coursed through her. There was a wonderful kinship in knowing someone
else had heard what she heard.

Just then, Griffin came into the room. He gave a kind smile as he
sat next to her on the bed, holding a mug in his hand. “I've made you
some camomile tea; it should help relax you.”

She would have objected that she didn’t need to relax if the tea’s
scent hadn’t filled her nose with such a delicious aroma. She took the mug
from his hand, drew it to her mouth, and blew on it before she took a sip.
The warm liquid slid down her throat and warmed her body. She placed
the cup on the table next to the bed. “Thank you.” When he handed her a
raspberry muffin, she groaned. “Really, I'm stuffed.”

He nodded toward the muffin and gave a stern look. “Eat.”

Knowing he wouldn't let it go, she picked up the muffin and took a
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bite. Then, she flipped open the book. “I guess we should get started.”

Griffin grabbed her hand to stop her, and she glanced up to him.
“Nayeli, why are you behaving this way?”

She gave him a curious glance. “Which way?”

He took her hand in his and held it tight. “Why are you not
frightened by what you have heard and what you have seen thus far?”

She laughed. “You want me to be frightened?”

“No, of course not, but I worry why you are taking all of this so
easily. Why you haven’t shown a moment of disbelief with what you've
been shown and why you have yet to show a single reaction.”

She looked away from him, not wanting to really answer this. “I'm
just okay with it all.”

He raised his hand, placed a finger under her chin, and brought her
gaze back to him. “Tell me why.”

Sadness clenched her heart, her stomach tightened, and as much as
she wanted to not go here, not tell him the truth, she felt like she owed it
to him. Without warning, her eyes rimmed with tears. “Because I don’t
ever want to go back.”

His eyes flashed with understanding like he finally had an answer
to a question he’d long sought. “To the hospital?”

She nodded, and a tear escaped her eye, which he wiped away with
his thumb. “Anything, no matter how strange it all is, is better than what
happened there.” Demons, Hell, believing in both concepts was better
than living in a state of death but not being allowed to die completely.

“l can understand that.” He continued to brush away her tears.
“But closing yourself off and not sharing what you are feeling will do you
no good.” He leaned forward, coming closer toward her, and cupped her
cheek in his hand. “You will never go back there, not on my watch. This is
your home now and will always be. But you don’t have to hide yourself
away and accept it all because you are afraid if you speak your mind you
will be sent away.”

Her tears began to grow, and her chin quivered. “I'm grateful, so
grateful to not be there anymore, to be here now, and I don’t want to do
something or say something that will change your minds about me being
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here.”

He gave her a chastising glance. “No one will fault you for being
afraid.” He pulled her toward him and wrapped his arms around her
tight. “Everyone, especially the Watchers, understand what you are going
through. You do not have to worry that you are looking weak to the
others.”

She felt safe here, and because of it, the barrier she’d put up years
before began to crumple in around her. “But, they seem all okay with it.”

“They weren’t always.”

Her breath came out heavy, and she cradled her head against his
warm chest. “I just keep thinking I'm going to wake up and be back there,
strapped to the bed. That none of this is real.”

“I won't ever let you go.”

His tight squeeze around her made her believe he meant what he
said. She sniffed, relished the way it felt to be cradled in his arms like this.
“Even though I believe that, there is still a part of me that is afraid you
won’t have a choice.”

He pulled her away from him, his gaze so intent it commanded her
to see what he was telling her was the truth. “I will fight for you till my
death. You've no idea what it means to me that you are here, but to see
you like this causes me pain.”

“I'm not quite sure I understand why.”

His breath came loudly through his nose as he examined her.
“You're here, in my arms, I can feel you, but you're not really alive. You're
caged behind this haze of blind acceptance. You just push on, go through
the motions, but feel nothing because of it.” He gave her a firm look. “You
deserve more than what you are giving to yourself.”

“But...but...” She drew in a deep breath. It came out shaking then
she cried, sobbing in his arms. She cried for all the wrong things that had
been done to her, cried for all the horrible, evil things she’d heard, for the
years she spent in limbo.

He continued to hold her close, never letting go for a moment,
which only reinforced his claim that he would protect her at all costs.

Finally, after some time, her tears lessened, and she looked back to
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him. “I think for so long I've hidden away to get through my days, to feel
nothing, to not die in that hospital...” She paused in an attempt to get
through this. “I'm scared what will happen if I open myself up.”

He sighed and brushed away the rest of her tears. “You aren’t
alone. We are all here to guide you through this. But you need, for
yourself, to stop closing yourself off and blocking any emotion from
coming through.” His brows furrowed in worry. “It is not good for you.”

She looked away from him a moment, considering what he said.
This ins